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   Edmund Pevensie swiped his sleeve across his forehead.  The day was hot for 
September; a part of himself had tried to tell the other part not to wear long 
sleeves when he got dressed that morning.  But of course he hadn't listened, and 
now he was paying for it in an uncomfortably warm body temperature.  He put 
his hands on his knees and leaned forward, squinting against the afternoon sun, 
trying to watch all parts of the cricket field at once.  Jack Benson bowled to the 
batter and suddenly the entire field was alive with movement.  
    Edmund was plowing down the field pell-mell in one direction and didn't see 
another player coming at him just as hard in the other.  Both boys crashed into 
each other and went down in the weeds.  Jack called out, "Hold up, guys!" and 
the game ground to a halt.  From every direction of the field, the boys came 
over to where Edmund and the other player sat on the ground.  Each was 
holding their foreheads and blinking up at the others.  
   "All right, Ed?" Jack asked, leaning over Edmund,  "Hurt bad?"
   "Not much," Edmund said.  He looked over to the one he'd slammed into, 
"You?"
    The other boy was much smaller than Edmund, and didn't look as if he'd ever 
played cricket in his life.  Throughout the entire game he had been continually 
glancing at the other players, trying to watch how it was done.  He was new at 
the school, fresh arrived that term.  Edmund wished he could have run into 
someone else, someone who wasn't having such a rough time.  
    The boy nodded a few short, sharp nods, but he pinched his lips together 
tight.  Edmund stood up, ignoring the pounding in his head, and reached his 
hand out to the boy, "Need a hand?"
    Shaking his head again, the boy struggled up on his own and made his way 
through the crowd of boys.  Edmund picked his cap off the ground and slapped 
it against his knee before putting it on.  
    "Better be getting back myself.  Got some lessons left."  Edmund pushed his 
way through the others and made off in the same direction as the new boy.  
    The players watched as the two headed towards the road.  For a minute, 
everyone was quiet.  Then one of the bigger boys said, "Goody-Goody is at it 
again.  Last term he was all buddy with the sissy what's-his-name.  Now he's all 
buddy to Richard.  I wouldn't be caught dead talking to him.  Who invited 
Richard today anyway?"
    Jack clenched his fists and his jaw before saying, "I did.  And don't go 
downing Ed, David.  He's a brick."
    

    When Edmund caught up with Richard, he put his hands in his pockets and 



made his gait match the smaller boy's.  
    "Sorry about that back there.  I wasn't watching where I was going.  You sure 
your head is all right?  I smacked you pretty hard."  
     "I'm all right," Richard said in a voice so small Ed could barely catch it.  
    "Looking forward to the weekend?" Edmund asked.  As they passed a white 
picket fence, he let his hand drag over the boards.
    "Yes," said Richard, still in a low voice, "I hate it here."
    Sharp pain hit one of Edmund's fingers – splinter.  He pulled his hand back 
away from the fence and tried to work the splinter out as he walked.
    "Having a rough time with the masters or with the school mates?"  he asked.
    "Both."
    Edmund put both hands back in his pockets and watched the uneven sidewalk 
passing by beneath his feet.  
    He frowned without meaning to, remembering words that had been said to 
him a few years ago.  Words that hurt more than any battle wounds he'd ever 
gotten.  He was wondering what words had been said to Richard, and if they'd 
hurt that bad, too. 
    When he looked up and saw a sign above a shop across the street, sudden 
inspiration struck.
    "Want to get an ice cream?  It's on me."
    Richard's face didn't change, but his voice sounded lighter when he shrugged 
and said, "All right."
    Installed on some vinyl stools at the counter a few minutes later, Richard and 
Edmund were chasing drips down their ice cream cones with their tongues.  A 
man in air force blue was eating meatloaf and mashed potatoes on Edmund's 
left.  The bell above the shop door jangled every time someone came in or 
exited.  Edmund's nose could smell meat frying somewhere in the back of the 
store and his stomach begged for more than just ice cream.  As he took a bite of 
his cone, he stuck one hand in his pocket and felt to see if he had enough to 
split a meal with Richard.  But no luck – ice cream would have to do for now.
    Between bites, the airman started to talk to the waiter across the counter, 
"Seen Bill lately?"
    "Nope.  He went off to spend his holiday with his family.  Haven't seen him 
in, oh, two months now."
    "Shame," said the airman, "I was looking forward to seeing him again before 
my holls are over.  I'm going back on ops in a week and then I guess we'll see as 
much as we want of each other for a while."
    The cashier and the airman both laughed.  On a whim, the airman nudged 
Edmund in the ribs and asked with a joking tone, "What about you, old man? 
Seen any action yet?"
    Both men laughed again, but Edmund's breath caught in his throat.  A million 
scenes flickered by in his mind's eye.  The Battle of Beruna, the second Battle 



of Beruna, that fight with the giants in the north, the surprise attack on Anvard. 
In each of the scenes, he rode in front of the army, commanding, fighting.  He 
sat quite still for a minute before answering quite seriously, "Not recently."
    The airman took it for a joke, as Edmund had intended.  He smiled to himself 
and finished his ice cream.

    Back on the street, Edmund and Richard made their way slowly back towards 
the secondary school where they were boarding.  Out of the blue, Richard said, 
"I wish David was taught a lesson."
    Edmund looked over at him, "He's the one giving you the most trouble?"
    Richard nodded.
    "You know," Edmund sighed, a flush creeping up his neck. "A few years ago, 
I had the same problems as you."
    Like a flash, Richard turned to Edmund, eyes wide, "Really?"
    Edmund swallowed and adjusted his cap on his head, "Yep.  I was teased a 
lot.  Boys like David gave me trouble.  But you know what the worst bit was?"
    Richard shook his head no.
    "They kept trying to make me one of them."
    Both boys walked in silence for several sections of sidewalk pavement.  It 
always made Edmund feel like sinking into the dust to talk about his past, what 
a beast he'd been.  Beast, traitor, accomplice.  But Edmund knew that He would 
want him to at least try to help Richard out.  So he continued.
    "David and the rest have tried to get you to hang out with them, haven't 
they?"
    Glancing up sharply at Edmund, Richard asked, "How'd you know?"
    "Because it's what happened to me.  And instead of being a man and standing 
up to them, I joined them.  I turned into them.  I was just like David.  Worse, 
actually."
    At this, Richard actually stopped in the middle of the side walk and stared 
wide-mouthed at Edmund.  The stream of pedestrians parted around them and 
joined again on the other side.
    "You were like David?"
    "Yes."
    "Worse than David?"
    Edmund nodded. 
    "How are you so different now?"
    Edmund continued walking, looking at his feet, "Someone loved me enough 
to go through awful things to undo what I did.  Now that I know Him, I don't 
mind what people like them say.  And I certainly don't want to be like them now 
that I've met Him.  He wouldn't like it."
    Richard asked in a breathless way, "Who is He?"



    Edmund smiled, "I'll tell you about Him if you like."

    A clock older than Professor Kirke ticked on the mantel behind him.  He was 
a man of average height and build, just past middle-aged, with unruly whitish 
hair and unusual eyes.  Eyes that seemed to go right through your thoughts and 
intentions, bringing out the deep parts of you you didn't want him to see.  Eyes 
that looked as if they had seen things that normal people hadn't seen – things 
both wonderful and terrible.  
    The Professor was puffing on his pipe; the puffing, ticking of the clock and 
crackling of the fire were the only sounds in the room.  Peter, sitting in a chair 
near the professor, didn't dare shift in his seat lest he call attention to himself.  It 
was the third time that week that Professor Kirke had made him re-write his 
paper on philosophy.  As the older man scanned his paper, Peter tried to guess 
what part of the essay the Professor had reached by watching his eyes.  Peter 
thought that he would find fault in the second to last paragraph and was waiting 
for that particular shift of the Professor's eyebrows that would mean he'd have 
to write the paper again.  But to Peter's relief Kirke's eyebrow kept still, and 
when he handed the paper back to Peter, the Professor said,
    "Very well done, my boy.  You finally convinced me."
    Peter breathed his thanks, relieved that a fourth draft wasn't required.  Then 
he looked up at the old man, confused, "Convinced you?  Convinced you of 
what?"
    The Professor lowered himself into a chair opposite Peter and smiled, "I had 
you write about a certain facet of philosophy that I had always taken to be 
hogwash.  I wanted to see if you could convince me to believe a philosophy that 
I didn't believe in, and at last you have succeeded."
    It took a moment for Peter to process this, then he laughed inwardly.  How 
like the old Professor.  
    "I am quite pleased with how far you have come in such a short amount of 
time," said Kirke, speaking around his pipe.  After a pause, "Are you pleased 
with what you have learned?"
    Peter settled farther back into his chair and said, "Yes sir.  But all the same..."
    He broke off before finishing his sentence, and clamped his mouth shut.  The 
room settled back to the trio of sounds.  Puff.  Crackle.  Tick.  The Professor 
broke the silence,  "I can't help but notice that your mind has not been on your 
lessons very diligently of late.  Something troubling you?"
    Try as he might, Peter could never keep any secrets from Kirke.  He cleared 
his throat and scuffed his shoes against the rough carpet beneath his chair.
    "Well, not exactly.  I just....well, to tell you the truth, sir, I can't get Narnia off 
my mind."
    The professor was still for a moment.  His eyes reflected the dancing flames 



in the hearth and the ghost of a smile appeared around his mouth.
    In a voice so quiet Peter could barely hear it, Kirke said, "Neither can I, 
Peter.  And I think that that is no coincidence."
    Encouraged, Peter continued, "I feel like – well, not exactly like we're meant 
to go back – I know we can't.  It's almost like I feel that we – the seven of us – 
should do something about Narnia or help it, or talk about it or....I don't really 
know what."
    "The exact idea, vague but persistent, has been resurfacing in my mind these 
past weeks as well.  I believe that we are meant to act, but am not certain what 
action that should be.  I do not see how we can help Narnia, if it is in trouble, 
from England.  But though we do not know exactly what plan He has for us, I 
believe that Aslan does in fact want us to do something.  What would you 
suggest?"
    High King of Narnia though he was, it still took Peter aback to have the 
Professor ask him for advice.  Digory Kirke was there when Aslan sang Narnia 
into existence.  Peter had always considered the Professor to hold a place of 
honor among Narnians higher even than that of his own.  He was a legend; the 
Professor was a patriarch.  But nevertheless, Peter considered for a moment and 
then said, 
    "I believe that as soon as possible we should get together, all seven, and go 
on from there."
    The Professor nodded his consent, "Very good.  I'll let Polly know.  This 
Saturday would be a good time.  Why don't you drop a line to the others first 
thing tomorrow morning?"
    

    Eustace Clarence Scrubb and Jill Pole sat alone in the dining room.  Jill had 
invited herself over that morning directly after her breakfast and found Scrubb 
still in the middle of his.  She had waited for Mrs. Scrubb to leave the room 
before leaning over to him and whispering, 
    "I've this sort of idea that I had to come over, Scrubb.  It's funny, but I think 
He wanted me to come today."
    Eustace stared down at his plate, "I know.  I feel just the same way.  I haven't 
been able to stop thinking – " he lowered his voice to a whisper and glanced in 
the direction of the kitchen where his mother was working" – about you-know-
where."
    Jill fidgeted nervously in her seat and leaned closer to Scrubb, speaking in an 
excited whisper, "Do you think He means us to get back?"
    Eustace leaned his elbows on the table and said softly, "I don't know.  But I 
feel that something is definitely going to happen soon, though."
    At that moment the telephone rang.  Jill and Eustace started, and then got 
dead quiet as they listened to Mrs. Scrubb say, 



    "Yes.  Excuse me, who?  Oh." Her voice got flat and cold, "Yes, of course, 
just a moment please.  Eustace Clarence?"
    Scrubb was up from the table and into the kitchen in a flash. "Yes?"
    His mother's lips were pinched up tight, "Cousin Peter."
    Eustace snatched the phone from her and tried to harness his excitement.  He 
knew how much Alberta disapproved of the Pevensie cousins – ever since his 
first adventure with Edmund and Lucy two years ago, he hadn't been quite the 
same.  Alberta never forgave the Pevensies for spoiling Eustace Clarence and in 
a way she'd never quite forgiven even him for becoming so commonplace and 
dull.  
    He waited till his mother had walked out of the room before saying, "Hullo, 
Peter!  What's up?"
    Peter's voice sounded muffled on the other side of the line, "I need to talk to 
you about getting together."
    Eustace stuck his hand in his pocket, took it back out and ran it through his 
hair.  "I've had a funny feeling lately – "
    "So've I.  And the Professor, too."
    "Pole is over right now – she hasn't been able to get It off her mind, and she 
came to talk this morning.  I think something is going to happen."
    Peter sounded serious and excited at the same time, "That settles it then.  I'm 
calling Ed and Lucy now.  How 'bout dinner this Saturday, at the Professor's 
place?"
    "We'll be there – see you then."
    "See you."
    Eustace hung the receiver up and ran back to the dining room.  Alberta could 
hear him from the other room and cried, "Eustace Clarence, please!"
    Slowing down to a walk, Scrubb entered the dining room and looked at Jill. 
Sitting down beside her, he said, "It was Peter – they've felt it, too."

   "Oh gosh, how cute!  Have you ever seen anything like it?"
    A group of girls crowded around a shop window.  A tall blond, a short red-
head, and three brunettes were all trying to get closer to the dress on display.  It 
was from the most expensive store in town, and none of the girls but one had 
seen anything like it before.  That particular girl had owned and worn dresses 
more splendid than any dress you could find in England, or the entire world. 
She had worn them to royal balls thrown in her honor when she was Queen. 
She could have shocked every girl present if she had told of the glorious finery 
she had witnessed.  But that was long ago, when she was much older and 
belonged to a different world.  Here she was just Lucy Pevensie, well-liked by 
most girls in her school, a bit above average in her class, and seen by everyone 
as a quite decent, ordinary girl.    



    The girls, eyes full to bursting with all the wares in the shops they'd visited, 
headed slowly back to the school.  Most of the girls talked over what they'd 
seen, and what they'd purchased, but Lucy remained thoughtful and quiet.  She 
couldn't seem to get Narnia out of her head.  All week things had been 
reminding her of the years of her reign there, and the adventures she and her 
siblings had had afterwards.  Near the beginning of the week one of the girls 
had broken her leg during exercises and Lucy had wished she had her cordial. 
She hadn't even thought of her healing cordial in months, but for some reason 
she remembered it then.  It filled her with a sharp pang that made her eyes and 
throat sting.
    And then last night she had dreamed about Narnia; when she woke she had 
been crying with homesickness.  But she couldn't remember exactly what the 
dream had been about – only an overwhelming longing that she couldn't shake 
all day no matter how she tried.  When the girls had invited her to go shopping 
in town she had readily accepted in hopes of distracting her aching heart. 
Nearly everything she had seen that day reminded her of Narnia, though.  A 
porcelain plate in the antique store had a faun molded onto it.  It looked nothing 
like Mr. Tumnus of course, but it still brought back a slew of memories.  One of 
the scarves looked very Calormene.  The dress in the window.  She couldn't get 
away from it.
    Her eyes were beginning to fill when the girls entered the main hall of the 
school.  She wanted to go straight to her room and have a good cry before the 
girls came up to bed.  But when one of the matrons called her name, Lucy 
blinked rapidly and hoped her nose didn't look too red.  
    "Call for you right after you left this morning," she said, "From your 
brother."
    About sixty seconds later, Lucy was in the phone booth, dialing Professor 
Kirke's number for the second time.  The first time she had messed up and 
called a stranger by mistake.  Her heart was in her throat as she listened to the 
ring.  In the middle of the third ring Peter picked up.
    "Hullo?"
    Lucy began crying against her will.  A good talk with her brother was just 
what she wanted right then, and it seemed cruel that they were so many miles 
apart.
    "Lucy, what's wrong?  Are you all right?" Peter sounded concerned.
    "I'm all right," she gasped between sobs, "I'm – I just miss – miss you.  I miss 
Narnia.  All day, all week, I couldn't stop thinking about it and I – I just miss it."
    She had always had a sympathetic confidante in her oldest brother, and he 
didn't disappoint her this time.
    "Don't cry, Lu.  Please don't.  You've only a day or two to go and you'll be 
with everyone again.  And as for Narnia, it's rather strange, but the Professor 
and Polly, and I, and Edmund, and Eustace and Jill have all been feeling exactly 



the same way.  The Professor and I decided to set a time to talk all together. 
Everyone is feeling exactly the same, Lu.  We think that Aslan wants us to do 
something.  We're not sure what yet, but something is definitely up."
    After a good ten minutes on the phone with her brother, Lucy felt ages better. 
Just speaking with someone about Narnia released many of the knots in her 
stomach.  In a week, they would all be getting together to talk about it; Lucy 
could hardly wait.

    Peter was the only quiet one in the group of boys leaving the cinema.  After 
the stuffy room, crowded with people (mostly young men) sitting in dusty 
velvet chairs, the night air seemed unusually clear and cool.  Peter hadn't 
noticed that he had become flushed as he sat, one foot resting on the other leg's 
knee, watching the program on the Royal Air Force.  He hadn't thought that 
they'd shown war for what it truly was.  
    As his friends leaned against the lamp post or low brick wall and talked in 
half-joking, half-excited voices about their plans to join, Peter stood with his 
hands in his pockets, looking down at his shadow the lamp post cast on the side 
walk.  He'd often wondered what it would be like to fight on his own territory, 
battling against machines instead of giants, or flying in a rattling, thrumming 
fighter.  Would the feeling of triumph be greater or less here in England than in 
Narnia?  It would be strange to have to follow commands and not have any 
input in the battle strategies.  Guns were a different ball park than swords, too. 
His hands itched for Rhindon.  Peter clenched his hands in his pockets; he could 
still remember the feel and weight of the hilt against his skin.
    "Pete?"  
    Peter's head came up; a boy named Henry laughed, "What's up?  What are 
you thinking of?"
    "The RAF."
    "Planning on joining?"
    Peter nodded, "Yep.  Soon as I turn 18 next year."  
    "You sound like you're planning your own funeral.  That sure you'll crash?"
    Normally Peter would have laughed at the joke, but the film left him in no 
mood for it. 
    "No, I think I'd do as fine as any chap.  But the thing is, it's not all fun and 
games like that film would have us think.  It's not as easy as they make it out."
    Laughter went up from all sides.  Peter wasn't bothered, though.  He could 
tell that they weren't in a serious attitude right now and were just aiming to have 
a good time.  He almost wished he could be one of them and melt into the 
foolish jokes, the flippancy, the loudness, the boyishness.  But not really; 
though he didn't fit in with the others, he knew where he belonged.  He knew 
who he was.



    A tall gangly fellow dangling his feet off the edge of the brick wall said in 
what Peter thought an unnecessarily loud voice, "Pevensie doesn't need to wait 
till he's 18.  He already knows all about war and battles and all that.  But he'll 
be fighting with a sword instead of a gun.  He's an expert."  
    A couple of the boys laughed at this, but one of the less rowdy ones raised his 
eyebrows, "You know how to sword fight?"
    Peter nodded.
    The tall boy said, "Beat me last year in fencing.  And beat the master, too. 
And won all the tournaments."
    "No joke?" asked the less-than-rowdy boy (his name was Ashton).
    Peter smiled this time, "No joke.  But there are lots who are better."
    "Don't know of any who haven't been dead since King Arthur's time." said 
the tall boy.
    For a moment, the street surrounding them took a deep breath of quiet and 
sighed out calm over them.  The boys seemed to have lost their tongues.  Deep 
stillness settled down in and around them, the vast realm of stars above silently 
demanding attention.  Most of the boys found themselves looking upwards 
before they were aware that they were doing it.  Peter was doing the same, 
trying to imagine what they would sound like singing.  The Professor had never 
even tried to describe it.  He also wondered what forms they would have if seen 
on Earth.  Edmund had said Lilliandil was "the kind of beautiful that makes you 
nearly choke when you first see her."  Peter had laughed when Edmund had said 
that, but nevertheless he knew exactly what his brother meant.
    "Makes a chap sort of feel...I don't know...small, doesn't it?" said Ashton in a 
voice not much louder than a whisper.
    "Yeah," said Peter, "Puts me in my place when I'm getting too big for my 
britches."
    "Look here," said Henry after a moment, "Someone's going to think we're 
wanting trouble if we hang about here much longer.  We should be getting 
back."
    Everyone said their good byes and the group split up.  Peter shoved his hands 
deeper in his pockets and crowded his arms closer to his sides as he walked 
down the street.  The night air enveloped him, soaking into his skin, calming 
and cooling him.  A sharp pain in his knee forced him to favor the other leg as 
he walked.  A few weeks before, in a rugby match, he'd hurt it pretty badly.  He 
had learned to walk without showing too much of a limp, but it still hurt him 
more than he'd admit.
    His cheeks were no longer flushed now, though; he felt less solemn than 
before.  It didn't matter that he didn't belong here.  He'd never fit in on Earth 
again, after ruling in Narnia.  But it was all right.  
    Peter smiled up at the stars.  
    Once a King in Narnia, always a king.



    Lucy rose to her feet with the rest of her school mates.  The music Matron sat 
at the old organ and squeezed a chord out of the creaky instrument.  Sundays at 
the school chapel were never as lovely as the Sundays at home, but Lucy loved 
them all the same.  She knew that she was as close to Him during the school 
days as on Sunday, but on Sundays she actually had time to think about Him.   
    With the words of a hymn drifting from her mouth and the mouths of the 
dozens of other girls, Lucy let her mind go back to the last time she had seen 
Him.  Her eyes had been so full of tears that her last image of the great Lion 
was covered in a hazy glow.  The roar of the everlasting wave in her ears, 
Edmund and Eustace on either side of her, the great golden face and mane of 
Aslan filling her eyes and soul with splendor.  
    "Dear one."
    That is what He always called her.  Dear one.  How she longed to hear the 
deep, gentle voice speak it to her again.  Lucy closed her eyes and could almost 
see his huge, terrible, wonderful eyes again.  Funny, but with all her 
homesickness for Narnia, she never seemed to be homesick for Aslan.  She 
could always feel Him near her, supporting her, loving her, guiding her.  There 
was no need to be homesick for Aslan, because Aslan had never left her.

    A flood of boys poured out of the chapel doors, Edmund in their midst.  He 
was glad to be separated from Jack and Richard for the moment.  If they looked 
close enough, they'd be able to see how red his eyes and nose were.  Explaining 
would be difficult. 
    Keeping his head down, Edmund pushed his way through the crowd and 
headed straight for the main doors of the school.  He needed to walk.  
    Out in the sun, Edmund took a deep breath and let it out.  He was thankful 
that no other boys were near.  He sniffed.  The sermon had been about the death 
of Christ, and how it was the sins of mankind that led Him to the cross. 
Edmund's throat had begun to ache near the beginning of the sermon, and it had 
been all that he could do to keep hot tears from running down from his eyes. 
None of the other boys knew – how could they? – that he had been the reason 
the King had died.  Of course, that was what every good pastor preaches – that 
the sins of the individual were the reason of Christ's death.  But for Edmund 
Pevensie, the pain was still too near, too fresh.
    He walked rather quickly and soon reached a nearby lake.  Sometimes after 
service on Sundays, a few of the boys went fishing at this lake.  Edmund sighed 
a shaky sigh of relief – none of his mates were anywhere in sight.  There was 
only a amorous couple from town, rowing in a boat in the middle of the lake. 
They wouldn't bother him.  Edmund found a good, sturdy tree and swung up 



into its branches.  He climbed until he was concealed in the heart of the 
branches, a leafy fortress.  Leaning back in the thick crook of a limb, Edmund 
forced his muscles to relax and his lungs to take in air.
    Edmund had changed quite a lot during the past few years of England time. 
No one who had known the highly-annoying, spiteful little boy before would 
have even recognized him now.  He had grown physically, but it was much 
more than that.  The look on his face had changed.  In years past, one only had 
to look into his dark eyes and see that he delighted in causing others grief, that 
he thought himself ill-used and under appreciated.  Selfish.  That's what he'd 
been.  And now....well, his eyes were perhaps the most mysterious part of him. 
Though the color was still the same, and they still rested under the same thick 
brows, they were somehow deeper.  Wiser.  Older.
    Looking up solemnly into the top branches, Edmund stopped trying to keep 
his tears back.  His heart felt as if it were pumping molten lava through his 
veins.  Pain and sorrow streaked through him, intensifying with each moment. 
Although he never forgot his betrayal, in everyday situations the memory was 
much less vivid than at times like today.    A traitor.  A conspirator.  A coward. 
That's what he had been.  In England, he'd only been able to lash out in little 
pranks or mean teasings.  But in Narnia, the real him, the dirty, evil person that 
was the real him, had bobbed to the surface for all to see.  With the White 
Witch's cloak around him and her icy hand on his shoulder, he had played a part 
in her plans.  And after feeling her cold breath on his cheek, numbing his ear 
with lies and flatteries, the Witch had tossed him aside like rubbish.  
    Edmund put his hand on his stomach where she had stabbed him.  There was 
no scar here in England, but he remembered it all the same.
    Blinking away hot tears, Edmund spoke aloud, just above his breath, not 
making any more noise than the wind through the leaves around him.
    "I can't get rid of this awful guilt, Aslan.  I forget about it sometimes, but then 
it comes back and hits me.  How can you even stand to be around me after all 
I've done?" Edmund's throat constricted so tightly that he couldn't speak.  He 
finished in his mind.
    I believed the Witch.  I helped her.  I hated Peter.  I hated you, even.  
    Streaking back through the past, the words that Aslan had spoken to Edmund 
quietly on the morning he had been rescued came back to him.  Edmund closed 
his eyes and could see the entire image again in his mind.  The big shaggy head 
of the Lion, the huge golden eyes staring straight into his.  Edmund had never 
told a soul what Aslan had said to him that day, not even Peter.
    At the time, Edmund hadn't any clue that shortly after that talk, the Great 
Lion would allow himself to be tortured and killed by the Witch and her rabble. 
He'd found out later, and when he did, grief and shame had torn through him, 
shaking him to the core.  The next time Aslan spoke to Edmund after he'd 
learned the truth, the Lion had said,



    "Do not be ashamed, my son.  I have known from the beginning of Time that 
my life would be taken in payment of your betrayal.  I died because I love you, 
Edmund.  I died because I want to spend forever with you.  You were meant to 
be King.  And the very fact that you are a traitor-turned-faithful will make you 
the best of kings, and the best of men. 
    "After what you have been through, you will loathe all injustice, cruelty and 
betrayal.  But be careful, my son, that you do not loathe those who commit 
those crimes.  Have mercy on those who are as you were – have mercy on them 
and lead them to Me. 
    "There is one more thing I must say to you, Edmund.  Do not let your heart 
be troubled.  When memories come back (and they will) to haunt and torture 
you, remember what I have told you: that I love you and have forgiven you."
    Peace had flooded into Edmund then, and it washed over him again now.  He 
took a deep breath of the cool shade.  Speckles of sunshine danced over him, 
broken to pieces by leaf shadows.  Edmund wiped his face with his sweater 
sleeve.  With his burning hurt healed, Edmund found suddenly that he was 
extremely tired.  He put his hands behind his head and fell asleep.

    A new school week had begun.  It was lunch time, and scores of boys in 
uniform were seated at tables, trying to choke down the awful food.  Edmund 
was in the middle of his corned beef and spinach, trying to distract himself from 
the meal by having an animated conversation with Jack Benson.  Through a 
mouthful of mutilated spinach, Jack was filling Edmund in on the new film 
about the air force that was opening in their local cinema in a few days.  
    "You planning on going?" Jack asked.
    Edmund pressed the tines of his fork into the gelatinous mass of meat, "Yeah, 
of course.  I guess we'll have to wait until the weekend."
    "You want to invite Tate to come, too?"
    "Sure.  And Richard." Edmund said, "He'd like the film, too, I think." 
    A loud voice and a crash of metal clattering to the stone floor silenced the 
entire hall.  Every head was turned towards the source of the sound, every 
conversation stopped in its tracks.  Edmund put down his fork and craned his 
neck over the heads of the rest of the students.  He clenched his fist till his 
knuckles turned white.
    It was David.
    And Richard.
    The smaller boy's face and shirt was smeared with sickly green globs of 
spinach.  What wasn't plastered on Richard was scattered on the stone floor at 
his feet, along with his plate and utensils.  David was looming above him, 
silently daring him to fight.  Teasing him privately wasn't enough; David was 
out to get Richard.  



    Edmund wiped his hands on his napkin, pushed back from the table and 
stood up.  He had let Richard tackle the bullies on his own as long as he could 
stand it.  But when a boy that small was paired against several others nearly 
twice his height...well, he wasn't called King Edmund the Just for nothing.
    David's back was to Edmund, and he didn't see him coming down the aisle 
towards the scene.  
    "What's the matter?" David shoved Richard back a step, crowding in on him, 
leaning his face close to the younger boy's, "The little girl doesn't want to fight? 
Come on, Tiny.  At least try to hit me."
    "Leave him alone, David!"
    David whipped around and found Edmund standing behind him.  He had 
always thought Pevensie to be a weakling, but once he was face to face with 
him, eyes cold as ice staring straight into his, he wasn't so sure.  Still, with the 
entire cafeteria watching him, he had to say something.
    "Should've known Richard's nanny would stick up for him." David crossed 
his arms, "What are you going to do, Pevensie?"
    Edmund grinned, "What do you think?"
    David stared for a minute, then shoved his sleeves up past his elbows. 
Edmund stuck his hands in his pockets, "If I were you, I'd not do it in here.  Out 
at the cricket field would be better.  No masters breaking it up.  What do you 
say, David?  Do you accept?"
    The big boy gave a quick sweep around the room with his eyes.
    Edmund shrugged, "It's all right if you're scared; I don't blame you.  It 
wouldn't exactly be a fair fight.  I mean, I've so much more experience.  All 
right then, just go ahead and apologize to Richard and I'll forget the whole 
thing."
    A few boys near the back of the room chuckled.  One called out, "I wouldn't 
if I were you, Davey!  Just kiss and make up – Pevensie isn't one to mess with!"
    David glared in the boy's direction and looked back at Edmund.  There wasn't 
a hint of a joke in his face; David could almost believe that Edmund wouldn't 
be an easy pin to knock down.  Pushing aside his embarrassment and fear, 
David shoved a thick finger in Edmund's face and growled through clenched 
teeth,
    "After class.  Cricket field.  Better not be late, Pevensie."
   Edmund smiled.  David didn't like that; he turned away and stalked out of the 
hall.  Suddenly, he'd lost his appetite.

    Usually when boys gather around, waiting for a fight to begin, there's so 
much yelling and hooting that no one can hear themselves think.  But this fight 
was different.  Something big was at stake.  Most of the better boys had gotten 
sick of David's bullying months ago and had held their breath for someone to 



stand up to him.  It was finally happening.  
    And more than just wanting to see the bully beaten, most everyone was 
hoping that at least Edmund wouldn't get beaten.  Nearly everyone liked him. 
Or even if they didn't like him, they at least respected him.  It would seem a 
crime if it was Edmund that was beaten.  A few of the older boys smiled calmly 
and told the others not to worry, that Pevensie could take care of himself.  But 
the majority of those present just looked at Edmund – not unusually tall or 
muscular, just average – and worried. 
    David hadn't arrived yet.
    The cricket field began whispering with a slight breeze.  The crowd of boys 
in uniform began whispering nearly as quietly as the grass.  Would David show 
up?  Fights were generally exciting, but today no one would really mind too 
much if David didn't show.
    But there he came, shoving his way to the center of the crowd.  The boys 
stepped back and gave the two opponents plenty of room.  Whisperings were 
hushed.  Jack cleared his throat and took his hat off his head, running his fingers 
through his hair.  He slapped his hat back on and pulled in a big breath.  He 
hoped his friend knew what he was doing.
    Richard was just trying not to cry or feel sick.
    Edmund's voice finally broke through everyone's thoughts, "Ready?"
    David didn't answer.  Instead, he threw all his weight into a punch aimed for 
Edmund's face.  So fast that no one really knew that it had happened, Edmund 
ducked and stepped back.  There was a calm assurance on his face that released 
the knots in the stomachs of those who looked at him.  Maybe he would make it 
through in one piece after all.
    Another swing.  Edmund ducked again, giving a short hit in David's stomach 
as he did so.  Both boys were already sweating a bit in the afternoon sun.  Twice 
more David aimed for Edmund and hit nothing but air, getting short stabs with 
Edmund's fist for payment.  He was getting angry.  The next swing he put more 
force into it than before and clipped his opponent's face.
    Edmund didn't make a sound when pain erupted through his mouth.  The 
metallic taste of blood covered the front part of his tongue.  Without taking his 
eyes off David, Edmund quickly spit red into the grass at his feet.  Suddenly, he 
lit into David like a pro, sending a gasp through the surrounding crowd.  It 
lasted only a few seconds, but when he was done, David staggered backward, 
covering his face with his arms.  His nose was bleeding, and in a few hours he 
wouldn't be able to see out of his right eye.  Edmund drew back a step, fists still 
clenched, a small stream of blood coming off his lip.  
    "Ready to apologize?" Edmund asked, loudly enough for everyone to hear. 
He didn't sound angry at all.  Or winded.
    David wiped his nose on his sleeve, leaving a scarlet streak behind.  All at 
once, David threw himself horizontally at Edmund, slamming him to the 



ground.  He had done it a few times before, and the fight had always ended 
right there, with him pummeling his opponent until spectators broke it up. 
    So when he found himself flipped through the air and landing on his back, 
David was extremely surprised.  The boys all laughed.  Edmund had used his 
legs and arms to flip David up and over him.  He stood up, wiping his mouth 
again.  Everyone watching expected Edmund to light into David like fury, but 
he didn't.  He waited until David got to his knees, then his feet, before 
continuing.
    David tried a few swings, Edmund dodging each one.  After ducking a punch, 
Edmund stuck his leg out and swiped David's feet out from under him.  The 
boys all laughed and cheered.  David reached to grab Edmund's feet and pull 
him down, too, but Edmund had already stepped back a bit.  He was smiling.  It 
felt good to do this again.  He had wanted for a long time to use his muscles in a 
good old-fashioned fight, or even a sparring match, but hadn't had an 
opportunity in years.  When had been the last time?  Possibly the battle at 
Anvard against Rabadash.  He grinned wider.  There was a sort of family 
resemblance between Rabadash and David.  Distant cousins perhaps.
    David was up again, and embarrassment made him more angry.  But he was 
not experienced enough to know how to turn his anger to his advantage in a 
fight – usually he never fought with anyone unless they were several years 
younger and easily beaten.  It just made him less effective.  He swung once, 
tried to kick twice, but with no luck.  Edmund slipped behind him and somehow 
had him sprawling on his face in the grass.  A crushing pressure on the back of 
his neck – probably Edmund's knee – made movement impossible.  He went 
limp.
    "Had enough?" Edmund asked. 
    "Yes," David, said, mouth full of grass.  Edmund sprang quickly up and back. 
If he had been fighting a fair enemy, he wouldn't have bothered to step back. 
But he found that fair enemies were rare, and it was better to be safe than sorry. 
David got to his feet slowly enough, looking beaten and as if he were done. 
Sure enough, though, he lunged at Edmund with a cry of rage.  Edmund ducked 
and stepped back another foot.  A roar of outrage went up from the boys.  Some 
shouted at David, "Beastly coward!" or "No fair!  That wasn't fair, David, and 
you know it!"
    Edmund waved his hands above his head and yelled, "Everyone listen up!" 
    The yells died down, and Edmund looked straight in the eyes of David, 
speaking in a loud voice, "You have behaved cowardly and like a fool, David.  I 
have done my best, as everyone present can witness to, to fight on the grounds 
of fair combat.  But by first agreeing that the fight was over and then trying to 
hit again, you displayed your cowardice and dishonesty to every person here."
    David was panting heavily, glowering at Edmund through swelling eyes.  The 
boys were like statues, barely breathing, hanging on every word spoken.  They 



had never heard anyone Edmund's age talk like that, with authority, like a 
grown up.  But for some reason it didn't sound funny coming from him; it fit.
    "So now you shall swear before me and all these witnesses that you shall quit 
bullying Richard.  Swear that you shall never fight unfairly or cruelly with any 
boy younger and weaker than you."
    David clenched his teeth.
    Edmund straightened, "Swear.  Or I swear that I'll beat the daylights out of 
you until you do.  Heaven knows you deserve no better."
    "I swear." David growled, ears turning pink.
    "Say it – say that you swear never to be cruel to anyone ever again."
    "I swear to stop bullying." David's face got bright red as he said the words. 
For a moment, everyone was very still, looking at each other, then at the two 
boys in the center.  Then David walked quickly out of the circle, not daring to 
shove anyone in the process.  The boys cheered a bit for Edmund, patting him 
on the back, saying that he was a brick.  Richard, very pale, shook hands with 
him and smiled a watery smile.  But it wasn't long before everyone began to 
drift away.  They had a lot to think about.
    Edmund and Jack were alone in the field.  Jack stood with his arms crossed, 
Edmund with his hands on his hips, looking down into the grass at his feet.  
    "That was really something, Ed." Jack said quietly after a minute.
    Edmund smiled, "It felt good.  I've been wanting to teach David a lesson for 
quite a while now.  Too many of the smaller boys were coming to classes with 
black eyes and bruises."
    Jack kicked the grass with his foot.  He debated with himself whether or not 
he should say it – but in the end it blurted out before he could stop it, "I'm 
happy to know you, Edmund.  Proud to know you, I mean." 
    He blushed a little as he said it, but Edmund wasn't shame-faced at all when 
he gripped Jack's shoulder and smiled.
    "Likewise," he said.
    And the two of them left the field.

    
    "Will you get the door, Peter?" Professor Kirke's voice came from another 
part of the house.
    Peter opened the old gray door and found Lucy bouncing with excitement on 
the threshold.  
    "Lucy!" he cried and wrapped his little sister in the huge, smothering hug that 
only brothers know how to do.  He finally let her go and led her inside, closing 
the door behind them, "I've missed you."
    "Me, too!" Lucy said, beaming at him.  "Am I the first one here?"
    "Almost; Aunt Polly got here a minute ago."
    With that, Lucy ran through the dining room in search of Aunt Polly.  Peter 



could hear the two greeting with many hugs and fast talking on either side.  He 
would have joined them, but he thought that he saw through the window 
someone else coming up the walk.  Before they could knock, Eustace and Jill 
found the door opening and warm golden light dispelling the twilight around 
the old country house.  
    Eustace greeted his two cousins while Jill was enveloped in an Aunt Polly 
embrace.  A good deal of friendly talk and laughter and "catching up" was done 
on all sides.  This lasted several minutes until the conversation began to slowly 
dissipate; each realized at around the same moment that it must be high time for 
dinner.  Plus, even through the small-talk, everyone knew that they had 
gathered for a reason.  Quite an important reason.
    Clearing his throat, Peter broke the silence and said jokingly to no one in 
particular, "Don't suppose we could start without Edmund, do you?"
    Lucy giggled.  Just then, the knocker hit the door in a few short raps.  The 
Professor, who was closest to the door, opened it and cried, laughing, "Come in, 
my boy, we were about to begin the feast without you!"
    Edmund was drawn into the circle, explaining why he was late, giving hugs 
and receiving them, trying to answer and ask questions to everyone at once.  
    Eventually all had cleaned up and were seated at the table.  The Professor 
asked grace on the meal; then the fun began.  It had been so dreadfully long 
since they were all gathered together that they were all happier than they'd been 
in ages.  Meat pie, potatoes, parsnips and bread were passed to everyone. 
Edmund, Lucy, Eustace and Jill were extremely grateful – it was a far cry from 
the school lunches they'd been eating.  Aunt Polly refilled water glasses and the 
wine goblets, saying how they were all skinny as rails and needed second 
helpings to fatten up.  
    The Professor told of Peter's progress in school.  Jill and Eustace said a little 
about their new school mistress and how she was better – though not too much 
better – than their old one.  In great detail and with flourishes that would have 
made any Archenlander bard jealous, Edmund told about the fight with David. 
Lucy said that she was getting along pretty well at school, but was so glad that 
they had decided to get together.  She felt sure that something wonderful was in 
store for them all soon.
    "And on that note," said the Professor, wiping his mouth on his napkin, "We 
should talk about what we should do next.  All of us, individually, have felt 
recently a sort of need or urgency relating to Narnia.  Am I right?"
    Everyone had become solemn at once, but it was a glad sort of solemn.  They 
all nodded.
    "I have been giving a great deal of thought to the subject, but thus far have 
had no clear idea of where we should go from here.  Do – "
    Suddenly, Jill and Eustace both jumped to their feet.  A short scream escaped 
one of them.  Aunt Polly started and gasped.  Glass shattered, a wine glass in 



splinters on the floor.  There in the room with them, having appeared without a 
breath of wind or a whisper, was a man.  If he was a man.  A sort of shimmer, or 
haze surrounded him.  Lucy's heart was in her throat, but as often happens in 
frightening situations, one somehow takes in every detail.  She noticed at once 
the make of the man's clothes.  Narnian.
    Edmund could see the man's mouth moving.  He strained his ears, but 
complete silence enshrouded the figure.  Whoever he was, Edmund wasn't able 
to hear the words the man was speaking.  Peter noticed it, too.  He hadn't moved 
a muscle when the others panicked, though he could feel the blood draining 
from his face.  He was trying to push away the fear in his mind and force 
himself to think.  The man was obviously from Narnia or thereabouts, he could 
tell by the clothes.  He was speaking, but Peter could hear no words.  Perhaps 
he could hear if one of them spoke, though.  Peter knew that as the High King, 
it was his responsibility to at least try.  He clenched his fists.
    Standing to his feet, Peter allowed his voice to resonate as he had in old times 
when he ruled in Cair Paravel.
    "Shadow or spirit or whatever you are," he looked the man full in the face, 
"If you are from Narnia, I charge you in the name of Aslan, speak to me.  I am 
Peter the High King."
    And as suddenly as he had appeared, the man began to drift away like smoke 
or fog.  Lucy cried, "Look, it's fading!" and at the exact same moment, Edmund 
said, "It's vanishing!"  Then before anyone quite knew what had happened, it 
was gone.
    For several full minutes, everyone stayed frozen where they were.  Peter 
stood, hands still clenched, breathing slowly and thinking hard.  Jill and Eustace 
were still standing as well; the others all were glued to their seats.  After dozens 
of ticks of the old clock, the Professor cleared his throat and spoke quietly.
    "Well." he said, "I believe that we now know why we were needed here 
tonight.  The man was Narnian by my reasoning.  He was sent here to call us; I 
could see that he was trying to speak to us."
    "Pleading, it looked like to me," said Polly.  
    Edmund swallowed twice before his mouth would work, "So are we 
supposed to go to Narnia, then?  Do you suppose that he's in some sort of 
trouble – that Narnia's in trouble?"
    The Professor leaned further up in his chair, elbows on the table, sharp eyes 
peering over his spectacle rims, "I have no doubt in my mind that we must at 
least try."
    Everyone grew quiet again.
    Peter, still a bit paler than usual, spoke at last, "How are we to get there?  Lu 
and Ed and I have been told that we can't go back."
    "But why would Aslan send someone to call us if we couldn't go back?" 
Edmund asked.



    "He never said that Scrubb and I couldn't get back," Jill said, her voice 
shaking just a little, "Perhaps He means us to try."
    Aunt Polly looked around the table, "But we all know that one can't get to 
Narnia just by wishing to go.  And most of the time it happens when we're not 
expecting it."
    Eustace adjusted himself in his seat, "Pole and I wanted to go and we called 
Him, or started to, then we got in."
    "Yes, but it happened in a way you were not expecting," the Professor 
reminded him.
    The short hand on the clock in the study ground its way around to eleven 
o'clock before the discussion had wound its way down.  They decided that only 
Eustace and Jill would go back to Narnia – the others had been told that they 
were not to come back again.  
    "The only possible choice is the use the rings." said the Professor at last, 
"And the problem is, of course, that the house has been sold, the property in 
which the rings are buried.  Therefore, we must resolve how to get the rings out 
of the property without causing too much disturbance or arousing suspicion."
   He looked over his spectacles at the group.  Lucy's forehead was wrinkled in 
thought.  Peter remained motionless, staring at his folded hands on the table. 
Jill bit her thumbnail.  But Edmund seemed restless, biting his lip, rubbing his 
jaw and moving his lips silently as if he were working things out in his head. 
Suddenly, he burst out, "I've got it!  I've got it worked out.  Just listen..."
    He was smiling the mischievous grin that hearkened back to his days of 
teasing and pranks.  The eyes of Peter and Edmund met.  Peter grinned back; 
whatever the plan was, it wasn't only going to work (Edmund's plans always 
worked), but it going to be fun as well.

    Amid a shower of metallic grindings and squeals, the train forced itself to a 
stop.  A flow of people stepped out of the carriage doors onto the damp 
concrete, elbowing their way through the crowd waiting to board.  Among those 
who stepped off the train were two young men in shabby work uniforms and 
hats.  Those around them, shoving and being shoved, didn't bother to look them 
in the face.  If they had, they would have done a double-take.  The faces of the 
young men seemed odd, somehow.  As if they were foreigners or 
something...possibly persons of importance.  Their eyes gave it away.  But if 
anyone in the crowd had then listened to them speak, they would have 
dismissed the notion of the men being important – they spoke plain common 
English like everyone else.  
    The one with a slightly older face and blue eyes was talking in a whisper to 
the other, darker-featured, one beside him.  "You're crazy, you know?"
    "And brilliant, you have to admit.  Crazy and brilliant."
    Peter grinned.  The two boys walked for a while, turned left, walked a bit, 



turned left again, talking and laughing together.  But when they came within 
sight of the house, they stopped laughing and began to speak in whispers.  
    "Gloves on," Edmund said, wiggling his hands into his own.  The insides of 
the fingers were gritty with dirt.  
    When Peter's were on, the boys put on extremely bored, uninterested stares as 
if they had done this job a million times.  Edmund walked to the end of the row 
of houses until he reached the high wall that Professor Kirke had told them 
about.  For a moment, as he gripped the top of the wall and propelled himself 
over, Edmund's stomach did a little flip.  He hoped that no one was on the other 
side – though he and Peter had a story all worked out, he was hoping to get 
through the operation without running into anyone at all.  His feet landed on the 
other side, short stabs of pain shooting through his ankles as he hit the paving 
stones.  
    After a quick glance around, he called softly, "Clear!" and Peter came over 
the wall in the same way.
    The boys clambered over three walls in this way, until they reached a 
courtyard that was rather more lush than the ones before.  Sweet, natural smells 
hovered around the yard.  It was a relief from the hot, sharp smells of 
downtown London.  The boys each silently went over the Professor's 
instructions in their heads.  About three meters away from the back door, and 
two feet to the right, there had been a tree.  Now there was nothing left but a 
stump, weathered with age and little feet hopping on and off of it in games of 
pretend.  The boys both went immediately to it, ignoring the rest of the trees 
and shrubs in the garden, lovely as they were.  
    Peter undid a trowel from his belt and began digging around the roots of the 
old stump.  They knew that they needed at least two pairs of the green and 
yellow rings for Eustace and Jill to get to Narnia.  But they aimed to get all of 
the rings, if possible.  Neither Professor Kirke nor Aunt Polly could remember 
exactly how many rings there had been to start with – they had seemed to be an 
awful lot, but everyone knows that when you are thinking back on a memory 
from days past, your memory is almost always bigger and grander than it really 
was.  
    Edmund began digging with his trowel as well.  Both of them were nearly 
trembling with nervous excitement, hoping with each shovel-full of dirt to see a 
glint of green or yellow unsurface.  After half a dozen scoops, they began to get 
nervous – what if someone else had found them before?  But then, a moment 
later, Edmund sucked in his breath sharply.  Peter dropped his shovel and 
looked over his brother's shoulder.
    Neither said anything, but just looked at the small green ring.  It was an 
extraordinarily bright color; brighter than you would expect it to be even if it 
had been new.  And this one had been buried for decades and decades.  It 
seemed to shrug off the dirt – hardly any clung to the ring.  The boys could have 



looked at it for lots longer, and were dying to talk about it with each other, but 
they came to themselves at last and Edmund stored the ring in his pocket.  They 
needed to hurry.
    Things went much faster after that.  Now that they knew at what depth the 
rings were buried, the boys just worked their way in a circle, sometimes having 
to dig under and around the roots of the old tree.  They began to get a little hot 
and sweaty with their work, excitement, and the knowledge that at any moment 
the owner of the house could come walking up behind them.  
They glanced over their shoulders often, wiping their faces with filthy gloves. 
In a few moments, both boys' faces were thoroughly smeared with dirt.
    Peter's heart gave a little jump each time he unearthed a vibrant yellow or 
green ring.  He had heard the story of the rings too many times to count; they 
were just as he had imagined, only better.  Edmund couldn't quite believe that 
he was really seeing them with his own eyes.  The rings that had brought Polly 
and Digory to the Empty World and saw with their own eyes Aslan singing 
Narnia into existence.  
    When the boys had dug up every ring they could find, tilling up as much 
earth as they dared take the time for, they patted the dirt back down around the 
stump.  Of course if someone really looked at the stump, they would be able to 
see the freshly dug dirt – it was of a darker color than the rest of the soil. 
Patting their pockets to be sure that they had the rings safe, they began to make 
their escape.
    Edmund sprang up and over the wall and into the neighbor's yard.  Peter 
came after him.  
    The drop jolted Peter, sending a pain through his bad knee that nearly winded 
him.  Swallowing back the pain, he began to sprint to the other side of the 
neighbor's courtyard.  Edmund's voice came after him.  
    "Peter!"
    He sounded dazed.  Peter limped back to where Edmund stood, looking 
around him with an air of one who's stumbled upon a great discovery.  He 
glanced up at Peter with a strange look on his face.  
    "Look familiar?" he asked.
    Peter turned about, looking up and around on the stones of the courtyard.  He 
was about to say that he didn't recognize anything extraordinary, when he froze. 
His eyes traveled up the wall that they had just scrambled over, down to his 
brother's dirty face, to his own filthy gloves.  Edmund could see the recognition 
on Peter's face.
    "We weren't the first ones to climb over that wall," he said, and smiled.
    
   
     Edmund bounced on his toes a little impatiently.  The train was already a 
few minutes late, and they had arrived at least a quarter of an hour early.  Peter 



was doing a better job at keeping still, though he kept shuffling his right shoe 
on the station platform.  
    After succeeding in their adventure in London the day before, Peter had 
wired Eustace and Jill to tell them the good news.  Along with the Professor, 
Polly, and Lucy, the two were coming by train this morning to pick up the rings. 
And after that...well, no one quite knew what would happen afterwards.
    A few other groups of people milled around, awaiting the train's arrival, but 
for the most part, the station was quiet.  It was a particularly lovely station, not 
all stone and steel like the one that her brothers had been at the day before. 
Edmund glanced around her at the rusty-red bricks, little pink pansies that some 
thoughtful person had planted around the ticket house, and up into the sky, 
intensely blue.  Across the train tracks, there was a cluster of trees – almost a 
wood – that looked extremely inviting.  If he hadn't been waiting anxiously for 
the train, he would have liked to go exploring through the copse.
    Peter rolled back his shoulders and tipped his head from side to side, 
stretching.  "You sure that Mum and Dad are going to be on the same train?"
    Edmund nodded, "Yeah.  But I don't think that the others know that.  It 
should be quite a reunion." 
    Peter nodded.  Without his consent, his mouth smiled as his mind ran over 
the meeting that the little station would witness in a matter of minutes.  
    Far in the distance, the train whistle brought him back to the present.  
    Edmund took a deep breath.  He almost put his hands in his pockets, but 
stopped short.  The rings were in a cloth bag in his pocket, but it was better to 
keep his hands clear just in case.  
    Peter, who knew the dear old Professor best, could guess what he must be 
feeling right now.  It would be almost like reliving his experience with the rings 
and the Wood Between the Worlds by watching Jill and Eustace use them. 
Peter got empathy butterflies in his stomach just thinking about it.  
    Narnia was on both boys' minds.  This would be a totally different experience 
with Narnia than any of them had ever had before.  To be going on purpose, not 
on accident, that was something new.  Would the time gap still be the same?  If 
so, Eustace and Jill would be back almost as soon as they left.  Though for the 
two travellers, days, or weeks or even years would have perhaps passed in 
Narnia.  Peter was impatient to learn what wrong had needed attending.  It must 
have been rather urgent for Aslan to send someone to England asking for help. 
The last time he had been, a young prince was in desperate need of help to 
claim his throne.  He wondered what exactly the matter was this time.
    Edmund was feeling a sore spot grow uncomfortably large in his throat.  It 
would be awfully hard to watch his cousin and friend go to Narnia and him stay 
behind.  What he wouldn't give to visit Narnia again, even if only for an hour.  
    But no.  There was no returning for him.  All the same, it would be good to 
hear news from Narnia from Eustace and Jill when they returned.     



    The train was nearing the bend.  
    Peter broke out of his thoughts for a moment.  The train seemed to be taking 
the bend far too fast.  Edmund noticed it, too.  
    All in the same moment, the train had suddenly arrived, but not in the usual 
way, slowing down to a stop.  It came flying towards the station at an alarming 
rate.  There was a deafening roar.  
    An overwhelming weight slammed into Peter, but somehow, it didn't hurt.  In 
fact, the pain in his knee that had bothered him for quite some time suddenly 
stopped.  He felt curiously light and....clean.  
    Happy.  
    Full.  
    Ready.  
    Safe.

    
    It had been a truly gorgeous day, that day of the Train Wreck at Combe 
station.  Before the explosion, the land surrounding the station had been simply 
drenched in light.  The pansies by the ticket office had stretched up their faces, 
reaching toward the sun.  The people at the station had all had pleasant looks 
about them, expectant looks.  Two well-dressed young men had stood near the 
front of the platform, more anxious and excited than the rest.  They were about 
to meet people they loved.  
    Across the tracks from the cheerful little station, the trees took joy in casting 
their luxurious shade on the ground beneath them.  Chickadees called to each 
other from the eaves of the station.  Overall, it had been a pretty nearly perfect 
day.  A beautiful day.
    It had been a good day to die.

    Edmund took a deep, deep breath.  The air was amazing.  More real than 
normal air.  It ran through and into him and surrounded him with the most 
delicious feeling.  Sight rushed back to him.  He had not exactly lost it; he didn't 
even think that he'd closed his eyes.  But it seemed that suddenly he could 
really, truly see.  He could see more clearly than he ever had before.  And the 
sight that met his eyes was almost more beauty than he could bear.  Five 
minutes ago, if he had seen that same sight while standing on the English 
railway platform, he wouldn't have been able to bear it.  But now, he could; he 
could almost absorb the beauty.
    Peter stood next to him, feeling better than he'd felt in his entire life.  He 
drank in the same scene as Edmund, in complete joy.  It reminded him of 
Narnia.  No, Narnia had reminded him of this.  This was more real than 
England, more real than Narnia.  This was Real itself.  He felt arms wrap 



around his waist.  
    Peter smiled down at Lucy, and she smiled up.  She was more beautiful than 
he'd remembered, and older.  Or was it younger?  She looked as real as the land 
he was standing on.  A crown encircled her hair.  Queen Lucy the Valiant; Peter 
was filled with the same wonder and joy one gets from seeing a breathtaking 
waterfall or mountain scene.  She was an expression of Him and His beauty, 
now perfected.  
    Edmund had transformed as well.  The regal, noble, gentle expression that 
one could see on the face of King Edmund during the Golden Years was on his 
face now.  He looked both older, and younger, and wiser, and happier than Peter 
or Lucy had ever remembered him looking.  Every trace of the hurt that used to 
lay deep in his eyes, memories of his old life and his alliance with the enemy, 
was wiped away for good.  He was King Edmund again, mighty in battle, 
gracious in victory, patient, strong, good.
    The ache in Edmund's heart, the ache for Narnia, had been whisked away like 
a memory forgotten.  It was fulfilled at last.  His eyes passed over his brother – 
now regal and majestic in clean, fresh new clothes and a golden crown – and 
sister, the Professor and Aunt Polly.  They were all here together.  Somehow 
Edmund knew that they would be together forever now.  The talking, laughing, 
story telling, friendship – it would never have to end, now.  It would go on and 
on without end, never tiring or growing old.  The joy, the peace, the glory, 
would be theirs in the fullest measure.  Forever.
    Edmund smiled widely, excitement running all through him.  This was it – 
the moment he'd been waiting for all his life.  New adventures and explorations 
were his for the taking.  This was his true country.  This was where he 
belonged.
    He was home at last.  
    


