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Excerpt from The Lion, the Witch, 
and the Wardrobe by C.S. Lewis
Lucy felt a little frightened, but she felt very 
inquisitive and excited as well. She looked 
back over her shoulder and there, between 
the dark tree trunks; she could still see the 
open doorway of the wardrobe and even catch 
a glimpse of the empty room from which she 
had set out. (She had, of course, left the door 
open, for she knew that it is a very silly thing 
to shut oneself into a wardrobe.) It seemed to 
be still daylight there. “I can always get back if 
anything goes wrong,” thought Lucy. She began 
to walk forward, crunch-crunch over the snow 
and through the wood towards the other light. 
In about ten minutes she reached it and found 
it was a lamp-post.

As she stood looking at it, wondering why 
there was a lamp-post in the middle of a wood 
and wondering what to do next, she heard a 
pitter patter of feet coming towards her. And 
soon after that a very strange person stepped 
out from among the trees into the light of 
the lamp-post. He was only a little taller than 
Lucy herself and he carried over his head an 
umbrella, white with snow. From the waist 
upwards he was like a man, but his legs were 
shaped like a goat’s (the hair on them was 
glossy black) and instead of feet he had goat’s 
hoofs. He also had a tail, but Lucy did not 
notice this at first because it was neatly caught 
up over the arm that held the umbrella so as to 
keep it from trailing in the snow. He had a red 
woollen muffler round his neck and his skin 
was rather reddish too. He had a strange, but 
pleasant little face, with a short pointed beard 

and curly hair, and out of the hair there stuck 
two horns, one on each side of his forehead. 
One of his hands, as I have said, held the 
umbrella: in the other arm he carried several 
brown-paper parcels. What with the parcels 
and the snow it looked just as if he had been 
doing his Christmas shopping. He was a Faun. 
And when he saw Lucy he gave such a start of 
surprise that he dropped all his parcels.

“Goodness gracious me!” exclaimed the Faun.

Excerpt from Story of A 
Soul: The Autobiography of 
St. Thérèse of Lisieux
All the details of my Mother’s illness are still 
fresh in my mind. I remember especially her 
last weeks on earth, when Céline and I felt like 
poor little exiles. Every morning a friend came 
to fetch us, and we spent the day with her. 
Once, we had not had time to say our prayers 
before starting, and on the way my little sister 
whispered: “Must we tell her that we have not 
said our prayers?” “Yes,” I answered. So, very 
timidly, Céline confided our secret to her, 
and she exclaimed: “Well, well, children, you 
shall say them.” Then she took us to a large 
room, and left us there. Céline looked at me 
in amazement. I was equally astonished, and 
exclaimed: “This is not like Mamma, she always 
said our prayers with us.” During the day, in 
spite of all efforts to amuse us, the thought of 
our dear Mother was constantly in our minds. I 
remember once, when my sister had an apricot 
given to her, she leant towards me and said: 

“We will not eat it, I will give it to Mamma.” Alas! 
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our beloved Mother was now too ill to eat any 
earthly fruit; she would never more be satisfied 
but by the glory of Heaven. There she would 
drink of the mysterious wine which Jesus, at 
His Last Supper, promised to share with us in 
the Kingdom of His Father.

The touching ceremony of Extreme Unction 
made a deep impression on me. I can still see 
the place where I knelt, and hear my poor 
Father’s sobs.

My dear Mother died on August 28, 1877, in her 
forty-sixth year. The day after her death my 
Father took me in his arms and said: “Come 
and kiss your dear Mother for the last time.” 
Without saying a word I put my lips to her 
icy forehead. I do not remember having cried 
much, and I did not talk to anyone of all that 
filled my heart; I looked and listened in silence, 
and I saw many things they would have hidden 
from me. Once I found myself close to the 
coffin in the passage. I stood looking at it for 
a long time; I had never seen one before, but I 
knew what it was. I was so small that I had to 
lift up my head to see its whole length, and it 
seemed to me very big and very sad.

“As Winds That Blow Against A Star” 
by Joyce Kilmer
Now by what whim of wanton chance 
Do radiant eyes know sombre days? 
And feet that shod in light should dance 
Walk weary and laborious ways?

But rays from Heaven, white and whole, 
May penetrate the gloom of earth; 
And tears but nourish, in your soul, 
The glory of celestial mirth.

The darts of toil and sorrow, sent 
Against your peaceful beauty, are 
As foolish and as impotent 
As winds that blow against a star.
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