at last!”
t both

“Go you’ve come
he said, holding out =
;er wrinkled old paws: A;
Jast! To think that .evzr |
should live to s€€ this 'Igy.
The potatoes are l?o1 ing

and the kettle’s smglng

and 1 daresay, Mr 1?62;:)6},

]| get us some MSH-

yOl‘l‘Thgat [ will,” said Mr
Beaver, and he went out
of the house (Peter went
with him), and across
the ice of the deep ppol
to where he had a little
hole in the ice which he ke.pg

t. They took a pail wit

ith hi he
open every day with his hatc . £ the
them. Mr Beayer sat down quietly at the edge

' : oked
hole (he didn’t seem to mind it belng 50 Chlll}za ll())efore
hard into it, then suddenly hdn 15 pa}\:", ljed out a
you could say Jack Robinson had W i antil they
beautiful trout, Then he did it gl o 450
had a fine catch of fish. . to fill

Meanwhile the girls were helping Mrsb Be:(;fe:nd St
the kettle and lay the table and cut the rehuge jug of
the plates in the oven to heat and dralw : od in one
beer for Mr Beaver from @ barrel which oo _pan and
corner of the house, and t0 Put Of thehfry};r::ivirs had
get the dripping hot. Lucy thou.ght . ot at all like
a very snug little home though 1t was 1
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Mr Tumnus’s cave. There were no books or pictures,
and instead of beds there were bunks, like on board
ship, built into the wall. And there were hams and
strings of onions hanging from the roof, and against
the walls were gumboots and oilskins and hatchets
and pairs of shears and spades and trowels and things
for carrying mortar in and fishing-rods and fishing-
nets and sacks. And the cloth on the table, though very
clean, was very rough.

Just as the frying-pan was nicely hissing, Peter and
Mr Beaver came in with the fish which Mr Beaver had
already opened with his knife and cleaned out in the
open air. You can think how good the new-caught fish
smelled while they were frying and how the hungry
children longed for them to be done and how very
much hungrier still they had become before Mr Beaver
said, “Now we’re nearly ready.” Susan drained the
potatoes and then put them all back in the empty pot to
dry on the side of the range while Lucy was helping Mrs
Beaver to dish up the trout, so that in a very few
minutes everyone was drawing up their stools (it was all
three-legged stools in the Beavers’ house except for Mrs
Beaver’s own special rocking-chair beside the fire) and
preparing to enjoy themselves. There was a jug of
creamy milk for the children (Mr Beaver stuck to beer)
and a great big lump of deep yellow butter in the
middle of the table from which everyone took as much
as he wanted to go with his potatoes, and all the
children thought — and I agree with them — that there’s
nothing to beat good freshwater fish if you eat it when
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wife, her they called Lilith. And she was one of the Jinn.
That,’s what she comes from on one side. And on the
other she comes of the giants. No, no, there isn’t a drop

of real human blood in the Witch.”

b

said

“That’s why she’s bad all through, Mr Beaver,’

Mrs Beaver. _ 3
“True enough, Mrs Beaver,” replied he. “There may

be two views about humans (meaning no offence to the

present company), but there’s no two views about

things that look like humans and'aren’t. ”

“Pye known good Dwarfs,” said Mrs Bﬁ.ta\:’er. .

“So’ve I, now you come to speak of it,” said her
husband, “but precious few, and they were the ones
Jeast like men. But in general, take my adv1ce., Vs:hen you
meet anything that’s going to be human and isn’t yet, or
used to be human once and isn’t now, o'r ought to be
human and isn’t, you keep your eyes on it and feel for
your hatchet. And that’s why the Witch is always on .the
lookout for any humans in Narnia. She’s been watching
for you this many a year, and if she k?e‘f there were
four of you she’d be more qangerous still.

“What’s that to do with it?” asked Peter.

“Because of another prophecy,” said Mr Beaver.
“Down at Cair Paravel — that’s the cas:tle on the sea
coast down at the mouth of this river which ought to be
the capital of the whole country if all was as it sh01'11,d
be — down at Cair Paravel there are four thrones and it’s
a saying in Narnia time out of mind that'when two
Sons of Adam and two Daughters of Eve sit on those
four thrones, then it will be the end not only of the
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White Witch’s reign but of her life, and that is why we
had to be so cautious as we came along, for if she knew
about you four, your lives wouldn’t be worth a shake of
my whiskers!”

All the children had been attending so hard to what
Mr Beaver was telling them that they had noticed
nothing else for a long time. Then during the moment
of silence that followed his last remark, Lucy
suddenly said:

“I say ~ where’s Edmund?”

There was a dreadful pause, and then everyone began
asking, “Who saw him last> How long has he been
missing? Is he outside?” and then all rushed to the door
and looked out. The snow was talling thickly and
steadily, the green ice of the pool had vanished under a
thick white blanket, and from where the little house
stood in the centre of the dam you could hardly see
either bank. Out they went, plunging well over their
ankles into the soft new snow, and went round the
house in every direction. “Edmund! Edmund!” they
called till they were hoarse. But the silently falling snow
seemed to muffle their voices and there was not even an
echo in answer.

“How perfectly dreadful!” said Susan as they at last
came back in despair. “Oh, how I wish we’d never
come.”

“What on earth are we to do, Mr Beaver?” said Peter.

“Do?” said Mr Beaver, who was already putting on
his snow-boots. “Do? We must be off at once. We
haven’t a moment to spare!”
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«We’d better divide into four search parties,” said
Peter, “and all go in different directions. Whoever finds
him must come back here at once and—”

“Search parties, Son of Adam?” said Mr Beaver;
«what for?”

«Why, to look for Edmund, of course!”

«There’s no point in looking for him,” said Mr
Beaver.

«What do you mean?” said Susan. “He can’t be far
away yet. And we’ve got to find him. What do you
mean when you say there’s no use looking for him?”

“The reason there’s no use looking,” said Mr Beaver,
«js that we know already where he’s gone!” Everyone
stared in amazement. “Don’t you understand?” said
Mr Beaver. “He’s gone to her, to the White Witch. He

has betrayed us all.”
«Oh, surely — oh, really!” said Susan. “He can’t have

done that.”
«Can’t he?” said Mr Beaver, looking very hard at the
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three children, and everything they wanted to say died
on their lips, for each felt suddenly quite certain inside
that this was exactly what Edmund had done.

“But will he know the way?” said Peter.

“Has he been in this country before?” asked Mr
Beaver. “Has he ever been here alone?”

“Yes,” said Lucy, almost in a whisper. “I’'m afraid he
has.”

“And did he tell you what he’d done or who he’d
met?”

“Well, no, he didn’t,” said Lucy.

“Then mark my words,” said Mr Beaver, “he has
already met the White Witch and joined her side, and
been told where she lives. T didn’t like to mention it
before (he being your brother and all) but the moment
I set eyes on that brother of yours I said to myself
“Treacherous’. He had the look of one who has been
with the Witch and eaten her food. You can always tell
them if you’ve lived long in Narnia; something about
their eyes.”

“All the same,” said Peter in a rather choking sort of
voice, “we’ll still have to go and look for him. He is our
brother after all, even if he is rather a little beast. And
he’s only a kid.”

“Go to the Witch’s House?” said Mrs Beaver. “Don’t
you see that the only chance of saving either him or
yourselves is to keep away from her?”

“How do you mean?” said Lucy.

“Why, all she wants is to get all four of you (she’s
thinking all the time of those four thrones at Cair
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o you were all four inside her House her
Paravel)- Oncdoﬂe — and there’d be four new statues in
job woul ' ¢ pefore you’d had time to speak. But she’ll
! as long as he’s the only one she’s got,
a,l ewant to use him as a decoy; as bait to
ou with.”

one help us?” wailed Lucy.

» said Mr Beaver. “We must go on and
As laaf:S our only chance now.”

' e, my dears,” said Mrs Beaver, “that it
«J¢ seems tf) at to know just when he slipped away.
is very impo! can tell her depends on how much he
How much 'h et ance, had we started talking of Aslan
heard. FOr H;SIf not, then we may do very well, for she
before he 1€ l at Aslan has come to Narnia, or that we

won't kgOWhim, and will be quite off her guard as far
are meetns ned.”

cett="= .

member his being here when we were

’ fe 3

tb ut Aslan—"" began Peter, but Lucy

. a (6]

talking .
im- _ . ,

interrupt® s,” she said miserably; “don’t you
e Wa 2 YJ

“«Oh y& was he who asked whether the Witch

1t . s
remembes gJan into stone too?’

ch dol’l

n

couldn’t Uf 4. by Jove,” said Peter; “just the sort of
’

«“So he

1 »
too!

. uld says .

thing he WO worse,” said Mr Beaver, “and the next

«Worse 45 he still here when T told you that the
ng Aslan was the Stone Table?”

thing 15 this- 7
.meﬁfl .
jrse no one knew the answer to this

0

“Because, if he was,” continued Mr Beaver, “then
she’ll simply sledge down in that direction and get
between us and the Stone Table and catch us on our
way down. In fact we shall be cut off from Aslan.”

“But that isn’t what she’ll do first,” said Mrs Beaver,
“not if I know her. The moment that Edmund tells her
that we’re all here she’ll set out to catch us this very
night, and if he’s been gone about half an hour, she’ll be
here in about another twenty minutes.”

“You’re right, Mrs Beaver,” said her husband, “we
must all get away from here. There’s not a moment
to lose.”




I——

“That she will,” said Mrs Beaver. “But we can’t get
there before her whatever we do, for she’ll be on a
sledge and we’ll be walking.”

“Then — have we no hope?” said Susan.

“Now don’t you get fussing, there’s a dear,” said Mrs
Beaver, “but just get half a dozen clean handkerchiefs
out of the drawer. ’Course we’ve got a hope. We can’t
get there before her but we can keep under cover and
go by ways she won’t expect and perhaps we’ll get
through.”

“That’s true enough, Mrs Beaver,” said her husband.
“But it’s time we were out of this.”

“And don’t you start fussing either, Mr Beaver,” said
his wife. “There. That’s better. There’s five loads and
the smallest for the smallest of us: that’s you, my dear,”
she added, looking at Lucy.

“Well, 'm nearly ready now,”
answered Mrs Beaver
at last, allowing
her husband to
help her into her
snow-boots. “I
suppose the
sewing machine’s
too heavy to
bring?”

“Yes. It is,”
said Mr Beaver.

“A great deal too
heavy. And you

don’t think yowll be able to use it while we’re on the
run, I suppose?”

“I can’t abide the thought of that Witch fiddling with
it,” said Mrs Beaver, “and breaking it or stealing it, as
likely as not.”

“Oh, please, please, please, do hurry!” said the three
children. And so at last they all got outside and Mr
Beaver locked the door (“It’ll delay her a bit,” he said)
and they set off, all carrying their loads over their
shoulders.

The snow had stopped and the moon had come out
when they began their journey. They went in single file
— first Mr Beaver, then Lucy, then Peter, then Susan, and
Mrs Beaver last of all. Mr Beaver led them across the
dam and on to the right bank of the river and then
along a very rough sort of path among the trees right
down by the river-bank. The sides of the valley, shining
in the moonlight, towered up far above them on either
side. “Best keep down here as much as possible,” he
said. “She’ll have to keep to the top, for you couldn’t
bring a sledge down here.”

It would have been a pretty enough scene to look at
it through a window from a comfortable armchair; and
even as things were, Lucy enjoyed it at first. But as they
went on walking and walking — and walking — and as
the sack she was carrying felt heavier and heavier, she
began to. wonder how she was going to keep up at all.
And she stopped looking at the dazzling brightness of
the frozen river with all its waterfalls of ice and at the
white masses of the tree-tops and the great glaring
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