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“Just like a girl,” said Edmund to himself, “sulking somewhere, and won’t accept an
apology.”
He looked round him again and decided he did not much like this place, and had almost
made up his mind to go home, when he heard, very far off in the wood, a sound of bells.
He listened and the sound came nearer and nearer and at last there swept into sight a
sledge drawn by two reindeer. The reindeer were about the size of Shetland ponies and
their hair was so white that even the snow hardly looked white compared with them;
their branching horns were gilded and shone like something on fire when the sunrise
caught them.
Their harness was of scarlet leather and covered with bells. On the sledge, driving the
reindeer, sat a fat dwarf who would have been about three feet high if he had been
standing. But behind him, on a much higher seat in the middle of the sledge sat a very
different person - a great lady, taller than any woman that Edmund had ever seen.
She also was covered in white fur up to her throat and held a long straight golden wand
in her right hand and wore a golden crown on her head. Her face was white - not merely
pale, but white like snow or paper or icing sugar, except for her very red mouth. It was
a beautiful face in other respects, but proud and cold and stern.
The sledge was a fine sight as it came sweeping towards Edmund with the bells jingling
and the dwarf cracking his whip and the snow flying up on each side of it.
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“Stop!” said the Lady, and the dwarf pulled the reindeer up so sharp that they almost sat
down. Then they recovered themselves and stood champing their bits and blowing. In
the frosty air the breath coming out of their nostrils looked like smoke.
“And what, pray, are you?” said the Lady, looking hard at Edmund.
“I’m-I’m-my name’s Edmund,” said Edmund rather awkwardly. He did not like the way
she looked at him.
The Lady frowned, “Is that how you address a Queen?” she asked, looking sterner than
ever.
“I beg your pardon, your Majesty, I didn’t know,” said Edmund
“Not know the Queen of Narnia?” cried she. “Ha! You shall know us better hereafter.
But I repeat-what are you?”
“Please, your Majesty,” said Edmund, “I don’t know what you mean. I’m at school - at
least I was it’s the holidays now.
“BUT what are you?” said the Queen again. “Are you a great overgrown dwarf that has
cut off its beard?”
“No, your Majesty,” said Edmund, “I never had a beard, I’m a boy.”
“A boy!” said she. “Do you mean you are a Son of Adam?”
Edmund stood still, saying nothing. He was too confused by this time to understand
what the question meant.
“I see you are an idiot, whatever else you may be,” said the Queen. “Answer me, once
and for all, or I shall lose my patience. Are you human?”
“Yes, your Majesty,” said Edmund.
“And how, pray, did you come to enter my dominions?”
“Please, your Majesty, I came in through a wardrobe.”

-2IX Torneo Escolar de Lectura en Público

