
[image: cover]


[image: ]



Copyright © 2022 Disney Enterprises, Inc.

All rights reserved. Published by Disney Press, an imprint of Buena Vista Books, Inc. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without written permission from the publisher. For information address Disney Press, 1200 Grand Central Avenue, Glendale, California 91201.

First Hardcover Edition, July 2022

eBook Edition, July 2022

Library of Congress Control Number: 2021949325

Hardcover ISBN 978-1-368-07664-7

eBook ISBN 978-1-368-08211-2

Illustrations by Olga Mosqueda

Design by Winnie Ho and Alfred Giuliani

Visit disneybooks.com





For the FROZEN fans:

Only Ahtohallan knows

how much we appreciate you.

—JC & MM




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

CHAPTER ONE: Elsa

CHAPTER TWO: Anna

CHAPTER THREE: Elsa

CHAPTER FOUR: Anna

CHAPTER FIVE: Elsa

CHAPTER SIX: Anna

CHAPTER SEVEN: Elsa

CHAPTER EIGHT: Anna

CHAPTER NINE: Elsa

CHAPTER TEN: Anna

CHAPTER ELEVEN: Elsa

CHAPTER TWELVE: Anna

CHAPTER THIRTEEN: Elsa

CHAPTER FOURTEEN: Anna

CHAPTER FIFTEEN: Elsa

CHAPTER SIXTEEN: Anna

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN: Elsa

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN: Anna

CHAPTER NINETEEN: Elsa

CHAPTER TWENTY: Anna

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE: Anna

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO: Elsa

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

[image: ]


[image: ]


THUMP…

Thump…

Thump…

Queen Anna of Arendelle awoke with a start. She jerked up in bed, her heart beating madly in her chest. Her gaze darted from left to right—she pricked up her ears. The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end. What was that noise? That horrible noise? It seemed to be coming from outside, somewhere in the garden….

Thump…

Thump…

Thump…

Anna slipped out of bed. Headed to the door. As queen, she was responsible for keeping her people safe. Which meant she needed to investigate. Even if she was scared. Even if she was terrified at what she would find outside.

Her hand wrapped slowly around the door handle. She turned the knob—



“No, Anna! Don’t do it! It’s a trap! I know it’s a trap!” Olaf, the talking snowman, cried out in horror.

He anxiously leapt out of his seat, somehow managing to lose both stick arms. Racing around the campfire, he bounced over Bruni—the salamander-like Fire Spirit, who had been curled up on a small pile of magical snow—and then threw himself between Anna and Sven the reindeer, who had been “telling” the tale of terror in a voice that sounded suspiciously like Kristoff’s.

“Don’t you hurt my Anna!” he yelled at Sven.

Sven snorted and sniffed the snowman’s carrot nose. Olaf took a wary step backward, bumping into Anna and almost losing his head in the process—literally. She laughed and set it back on straight before giving it an affectionate pat.

“Don’t worry, Olaf,” she said comfortingly. “It’s only a story.”

“Also,” Elsa added, retrieving Olaf’s detached arms and tossing them to her sister, who reaffixed them to his body, “I’m pretty sure I know where this is going.”

“Shh!” scolded Kristoff, wagging a finger at Elsa. “No spoilers!” He turned to his reindeer encouragingly. “Go ahead, Sven. They’re obviously just jealous of your superior spooky storytelling skills.”

Elsa couldn’t suppress a small smile as she watched the reindeer give another longing look at Olaf’s carrot nose, which was no longer within nibbling reach. She wondered, not for the first time, how badly Sven must wish he could talk for real, without having his buddy Kristoff “interpret” for him. Then again, Sven did a pretty good job of letting everyone know what he was feeling without having to speak a word. Even if that feeling was just concern over where his next carrot to munch on might be coming from.

Olaf sighed and retreated back to his seat on the log next to Elsa. She gave him a comforting squeeze, then looked around the campfire circle, her heart suddenly feeling very full. The Enchanted Forest camping trip had been her idea, and she was thankful her sister, Anna, had found the time to get away from her queenly duties for a night to join her. Elsa knew all too well that being queen of Arendelle was a full-time job. After all, it had been her position for years before Anna took over two months earlier. She was proud of her younger sister for taking it all on without a complaint. In fact, Anna seemed to enjoy the challenge. And Elsa knew the people of Arendelle loved Anna as much as she loved them.

But that was nothing compared to the love between these two sisters. Even though they now lived apart, they both made sure they were never too busy to spend time together regularly, either in the Enchanted Forest like they were now, or for weekly family game nights back in Arendelle, which still felt like a second home to Elsa. (Anna had even let Elsa keep her bedroom, which had once been their mother and father’s, knowing how much it meant to her sister.) And, starting the next day, Elsa was planning to spend an extended holiday in Arendelle to help Anna prepare for her very first Polar Nights celebration as queen.

The Polar Nights festivities came once a year to Arendelle around the time of the winter solstice—and Elsa’s birthday! It was a time when the land was wrapped in perpetual twilight, the sun never fully rising for an entire week. But it wasn’t dull or too dark, like it could be in some kingdoms further to the north. Instead, the Arendellian skies were bathed in a beautiful dusky blue haze with plenty of light to see by. Some years, if they were lucky, they would even be treated to breathtaking views of the Northern Lights themselves, the aurora borealis painting the sky in brilliant emerald green.

Once upon a time, according to the history books, people had been frightened by the Polar Nights phenomenon, believing the sun had died and that the world would soon expire along with it. But now they knew this was only a temporary pause. Soon the sun would rise again, like a phoenix from the ashes, and life would begin anew.

But in the meantime, it was a great excuse to party.

It was also a time of migration for the Northuldra. No longer stuck in the Enchanted Forest, they were looking forward to journeying across the land, leading their reindeer to new and fertile pastures. So Elsa had said her temporary goodbyes to her new friends as they headed north, assuring them she’d see them soon.

After all, even the Snow Queen needed a little rest and relaxation every once in a while.

She turned back to Kristoff and Sven, realizing they were continuing their story.


Anna crept quietly out of the house and into the gardens beyond. It was dark—so dark she could not see her hands in front of her face—and she held her breath as she walked, too fearful to even make a sound. Suddenly, lightning flashed from the sky, illuminating the field in front of her. Anna gasped at what she saw. Or rather, what she didn’t see. And suddenly she realized what night this truly was: the night she thought would never come.



Sven drummed his hooves against the ground dramatically. Olaf’s eyes grew wide with fright. He cuddled a little closer to Elsa.

“The night…the night completely…the night completely without…” Kristoff teased.

“Hope?” Olaf squeaked. “Life? A slim but real chance for a better tomorrow?”

“Or maybe…carrots?” Elsa suggested wryly.

“Carrots!” Sven/Kristoff roared after giving Elsa a scolding look. “It was the night without carrots.”

Olaf screeched in horror, grabbing his nose protectively. Sven snorted while Kristoff guffawed in glee.

Elsa rolled her eyes. “A night without carrots,” she deadpanned. “How…terrifying.”

“Oh, please! That’s not terrifying! That’s not even remotely scary!” Anna protested, looking a lot more annoyed by the silly twist in the tale than she probably had any right to be. She shook her head, her copper-colored locks swinging from side to side. “I mean, so what? No carrots! We could just eat broccoli instead. Or lettuce. Or chocolate.” She pursed her lips. “Now, a night without chocolate. That would be scary.” She poked Kristoff playfully in the arm. “Which is why I’m really hoping you didn’t forget our—”

“Choco-versary,” Kristoff finished with a grin. He slung his arm around Anna’s shoulders and pulled her close. “Come on now. Give me a little credit. How could I possibly forget the sixth anniversary of our very first time eating chocolate together? I mean, it’s downright historic. By all rights, it should be added to the annals of Arendelle history someday!”

Anna beamed. Meanwhile, Elsa couldn’t help emit-ting a small snort. Choco-versary. How ridiculously cute could one couple be? Even though Kristoff drove her crazy sometimes, she had to admit he was the perfect match for her sister. She couldn’t wait for them to get married someday and have little Annas and Kristoffs running around Arendelle. She was definitely planning on being the cool aunt. Literally.

Anna leaned against Kristoff, looking up at him with wide, overly innocent blue eyes. “And to celebrate this momentous, historical occasion, you’re going to…?”

Kristoff shook his head, pushing her back upright. “Nope. Not a chance. Good try, though.”

Anna groaned. “No fair,” she said, pretending to be grumpy. “We’re engaged now, which means there should be no secrets between us.”

“He’s not keeping a secret!” Olaf piped in helpfully. “He just hasn’t come up with anything yet!”

“Olaf!” Kristoff cried. “You weren’t supposed to—”

“Wait, what?” Anna cried in mock horror. “You don’t have a plan for our Choco-versary yet? It’s less than a week away!”

“I know,” Kristoff assured her, shooting Olaf a deadly look. “I’m just deciding which of my epic anniversary ideas is the right one to move forward with. I want to make sure everything is absolutely perfect for the love of my life, that’s all.” He reached for her hand, pressing his mouth against her palm.

“Oh.” Anna pursed her lips, as if trying to decide if he was teasing or not. “I guess that makes sense….”

Elsa stifled a laugh, deciding it was time for a subject change before poor Kristoff got in any more trouble. “How are the preparations for the Polar Nights festivities going?”

Anna sat up straight, all thoughts of chocolate visibly stampeding out of her head. This was her favorite topic these days. “Oh, they’re going amazing!” she declared. “I’ve planned all sorts of activities: ice-carving contests, reindeer racing…and dance parties! So many dance parties!”

“I can’t wait,” Elsa said. “I know it’s going to be great.”

“I’m just glad you’re coming,” Anna said, smiling at her sister. “And just think! This year we’ll have the Spirits to help, too!” She turned to Bruni, who had gone back to lounging on a rock. “Are you going to help us light our bonfires, little one?”

Bruni bounced up and down, sparks of purple flame sputtering from its back, clearly excited about the task. Elsa smiled and beckoned to the Fire Spirit. It leapt into her lap and curled up happily as she stroked it with an icy finger, helping it cool down again.

“Sounds amazing. Sure to be the best week ever. Now can we get back to the scary stories?” Olaf begged, bouncing on his log. “I’ve got the best one! It’s all about Samantha and her—”

“Sorry, Olaf,” Kristoff interjected. “But it’s my turn, actually.”

“Uh, didn’t you just have a turn?” Anna asked.

“Nope. That was Sven, remember?” Kristoff said with a mischievous grin.

“Oh. Right.” Anna snorted. “Sven told the story.”

“And it was the best story ever!” Kristoff declared in Sven’s voice. The reindeer, who was standing beside him, just rolled his eyes.

“By all means, Kristoff,” Elsa said with an impish smile, “go right ahead.”

“Why, thank you, your Snow Queen-ness,” Kristoff replied, clearing his throat. He leaned forward, his blue eyes shining brightly in the firelight. “Okay, here’s my tale, which I once heard from the ice harvesters I worked with when I was growing up. But be warned, it is truly terrifying. Horribly horrific. Younger viewers”—he glanced knowingly at Olaf—“might want to leave the campfire.”

Olaf huffed, crossing his arms in front of his chest. “Please. As long as it’s not about carrots, I’ll be fine.”

Kristoff shrugged. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you.” He turned back to the two sisters. “You see, this isn’t just any old story. It’s actually true. It happened not very far from Arendelle, either. In fact, it happened on this very night, fifty years ago today.”

Elsa leaned forward, curious despite herself. “Oh, yeah?”

“You know the kingdom of Vesterland, right?”

“Of course. That’s King Jonas and his daughter Princess Mari’s kingdom,” Anna replied, naming her friends who lived in a neighboring land. She and Mari had become great buddies a few years earlier, and they still kept in touch.

Kristoff nodded. “Right. But, you see, it wasn’t always theirs. Once upon a time, it belonged to two sisters. Two princesses, to be precise.”

“Hmm…” Elsa said with a smile. “Sounds vaguely familiar.”

“Actually, no.” Kristoff shook his head. “These princesses were nothing like you and Anna. In fact, they did not get along at all. The younger sister, Inger, hated her older sister, Sissel. Sissel, you see, had everything that Inger always wanted. Sissel was beautiful. She was kind. She was special in every way. She was to be Vesterland’s future queen when she came of age. And Inger, well, she was…”

“Completely ordinary?” Olaf guessed. Anna shot him an impatient look.

“Consumed with jealousy,” Kristoff corrected. “She wanted nothing more than to get rid of her older sister so she could ascend the throne herself.”

“Unlike me!” Anna broke in. “I thought Elsa made an amazing queen. Not that I wasn’t fine with taking over for her, of course. We’re both exactly where we should be now.” She threw a smile to her sister. Elsa smiled back, reaching across to squeeze Anna’s hand.

Kristoff groaned. “Can I get back to my scary story now?”

“Please do! It’s absolutely riveting so far!” Olaf declared. He was sitting on the edge of his log.

“Why, thank you, Olaf,” Kristoff said. He leaned in again. “Well, one day, Inger got her wish. While on a trip to Arendelle, she caught her sister standing by the rushing river—alone. Seeing her moment, Inger snuck behind her and shoved her in! Sissel struggled to swim, but the current was too strong. She screamed for help, begging her sister to save her. But Inger only laughed at her, watching with cruel glee as Sissel went over a huge waterfall and drowned.”

“Whoa!” Anna burst out. “So not where I thought this was going!” Kristoff shot her a look. “Oh…sorry.” She clamped a hand over her mouth. “Please continue.”

Kristoff clasped his hands together. “Well, after that, Inger thought she had won. That she would go back home and take her sister’s place as queen. But someone witnessed her evil deed and reported it back to your grandfather, King Runeard. He arrested Inger and put her on a prison ship. She was to be banished from Arendelle—and Vesterland—forever.”

“Our grandfather doing something just and good? That’s…unexpected,” Elsa remarked dryly, raising an eyebrow.

After all, their grandfather hadn’t exactly been a model king during his reign. Power hungry, fearmongering, yes. Not to mention all the harm he’d done to the Northuldra, their mother’s people, by deceiving them into supporting his dam project, which would dry up their lands and destroy their way of life.

“Right? But, sadly, Sissel never got justice. The prison ship Inger was on went down at sea before it could ever reach its destination,” Kristoff declared with a dramatic flourish. “And Inger—like her sister—also drowned.”

“Well!” Olaf piped up. “That story was indeed terrifying. Okay, Kristoff. You win. Perhaps we can toast marshmallows now?” He looked hopefully at the group.

“Hold on, Olaf. That’s not the end of my story,” Kristoff scolded. “In fact, it’s only the beginning. Because Sissel, you see, didn’t really die. Or at least she didn’t stay dead. Instead, she came back as a horrible creature known as a draugr.”

Something about the word sent an involuntary shiver down Elsa’s spine. She felt a slight shift in the wind, and goose bumps formed on her arm. She tried to smooth them down with her hand. “A draugr? What’s a draugr?” she asked, even though she wasn’t entirely sure she wanted to know.

Anna raised her hand eagerly. “Ooh! I know! I know!” she cried. “I read all about them in this book I found in the secret room in the castle library. They’re creatures of old folklore, and they supposedly cause terrible storms when they show up. People used to blame them when the weather got bad.”

Kristoff nodded approvingly. “That’s exactly right.”

“You’re so smart,” Elsa teased, poking Anna. Anna shrugged sheepishly.

“And so the evil draugr who used to be sweet Sissel began to roam the land,” Kristoff continued, “leaving havoc in its wake. No longer human, no longer kind or good. It was now nothing more than a soulless monster ready to seek revenge against those who did it wrong.”

“Moral of the story? Always be nice to your sister,” Anna concluded. She grinned at Elsa. “Got it!”

Elsa smiled back at her, though for some reason she still felt a little uneasy. Maybe because it was such an unsettling story. Or perhaps it was the fact that she hadn’t always been the best sister herself. She tried to imagine Anna coming back as an evil monster to seek revenge, but couldn’t exactly picture it. Mostly because the only monstrous thing about Anna was her appetite for chocolate.

“So where is the draugr now?” Olaf asked, his eyes still wide and terrified. “You said this story was true. Does that mean the draugr’s still out there somewhere?”

“Of course it is,” Kristoff replied, turning his attention back to the snowman. His thick eyebrows furrowed. He lowered his voice by a menacing octave. “And it’s said that if you tell its story—especially tonight, the night it all happened—you will awaken it from its slumber and it will rise again, renewing its never-ending quest for revenge.”

Kristoff raised his arms in front of him, casting dark shadows across Olaf’s frightened face. “So, my little snowman friend, the next time the skies grow dark…or the rain begins to fall…beware. Because it could be a simple storm. Or it could be Sinister Sissel, lurking just behind you in the shadows. Ready to—”

CRACK!

Suddenly thunder boomed from above. Lightning streaked across the sky. Olaf screamed, leaping into Elsa’s arms.

“The draugr! It’s Sinister Sissel!” he cried. “She’s come to get us all!”
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ANNA WATCHED AS ELSA GENTLY SET the panicked snowman back down. “Olaf, it’s just a storm coming,” she assured him. A moment later there was a second flash of lightning, followed by a roll of approaching thunder. “Not some monster from a story.”

Olaf glanced nervously up at the sky. “You sure about that? The timing here feels a bit coincidental.”

“Yes, Kristoff was only telling a story,” Anna said soothingly, shooting the ice harvester a look. “And, clearly, he wins for scariest.” She checked the sky again. “But we should get into our tents.”

“Because of the draugr?” Olaf whispered.

“Because of the rain,” Elsa reassured him, holding out a hand. “I’m already feeling drops.”

“But we didn’t even get a chance to roast marshmallows!” Sven said, courtesy of Kristoff.

“Sorry, guys.” Anna ruffled the reindeer’s fur. “We’ll save them for next time.” Then she stood up on tippy-toes to kiss Kristoff. “Now, get a good night’s sleep and try not to scare each other too much with your tales of terror.”

“Ooh! That’s right! It’s my turn!” Olaf’s eyes widened. He waddled over to Kristoff and Sven. “Hey, have you guys ever heard about the time I lost my bottom half for three hours? Now that’s a scary story….”

“See you guys in the morning!” Anna said as she watched the boys head off to their larger tent, which was big enough to hold the reindeer. Then she turned to Elsa and grinned. “Girl time! I mean, sister time!”

Anna loved when it was the five of them playing charades, having dinner together, or engaging in lively discussions, like the answer to the question What’s the best season in Arendelle? (Fall! No, summer! Maybe spring? Then again, winter was lovely, too—as long as it wasn’t eternal winter….) But as much as she enjoyed being with Kristoff, Sven, and Olaf, who felt entirely like family, there was something special about one-on-one time with Elsa, too.

“Is it wrong I’m secretly excited that we get a whole night to ourselves to just talk?” Anna wondered aloud. “Or do I sound like Olaf?”

“You sound like Anna,” Elsa said with a small smile. She stood up and used her ice magic to douse the fire, which was dimming in the rain. “And no, it’s not wrong. I love when it’s just the two of us sometimes as well.”

They grinned at each other, then felt the raindrops falling fatter and faster and quickly grabbed their things. Elsa scooped up Bruni and they ran to their tent, then closed themselves inside just as the storm arrived, thunder booming and rain coming down in buckets. The drops pelted the tent, sounding like the Earth Giants bowling, but inside Anna thought things were cozy and warm (partially because Bruni could brighten up the tent with its Fire Spirit flames).

“Olaf is not going to be able to sleep a wink, is he?” she mused as she curled up under the reindeer-hide blankets and nestled into the pillows.

“Seems unlikely,” Elsa agreed as she checked to make sure the tent ties were secure. “Poor Olaf. Or should I say, poor Kristoff and Sven.”

“Maybe Kristoff and Sven can try serenading him with a lullaby.” Anna pictured her fiancé, Olaf, and Sven cuddled up tight with Kristoff’s lute for entertainment. “They’ve been working on something they call ‘The Ballad of the Persnickety Proprietor.’ I suspect it’s about Oaken’s sauna.”

“Nothing says ‘sleep tight’ like a song about a sauna,” Elsa joked, settling in beside her sister under the warm hides.

The wind was picking up, making the tent blow a bit in the breeze, but Anna knew it would hold firm. Still, she snuggled against her sister, saying the words they’d heard their mother say a thousand times before bed when they were children: “Now cuddle close. Scooch in. And tell me everything you’ve been up to.”

“Since when? Last Friday’s game night at the castle?” Elsa teased.

“That was days ago!” Anna said indignantly. “You’ve probably done a gazillion amazing things since then!”

“Which I talk about in my daily letters you get from Gale,” Elsa reminded her.

“I know! But letters are different from actual talking.” Anna placed her head against Elsa’s. “Our letters are all about silly things like Olina’s latest recipe for lingonberries or where I can find Father’s book on that headstrong mermaid who decided she wanted to be human just because she met a good-looking prince. Or questions, like ‘What’s a five-letter word for ice?’”

“Frost!” Elsa burst out.

Anna knew Elsa was trying to be funny, but she also wasn’t about to let her big sister shove her feelings aside. She might have been the younger sibling, but she felt protective of Elsa after all Elsa had been through the last few years. “I just want to make sure you’re doing okay,” she said quietly.

“I’m doing better than okay. I’m great,” Elsa promised. She looked at Bruni, whose flames illuminated the small patch of snow that kept him cool. “I’ve been learning so much from the spirits, Honeymaren, Ryder, and all the Northuldra about the ways of the forest. And my trips to Ahtohallan have been”—Elsa looked too overwhelmed to even put her experiences with the magical river that contained memories of the past into words—“truly magical.”

Anna beamed. This was exactly what she wanted to hear. “I’m so happy for you, Elsa. So, you’ve been learning more about your powers?”

“Yes, I’m even working on new ways to bring up memories. It’s really—”

Lightning lit up the whole tent, causing Bruni to snort in excitement. For a moment, Elsa looked startled, and then she shook her head. “But enough about me,” she said. “What I really want to talk about is how you’re doing. How do you like all your new duties?”

“Me?” Anna’s head popped up from the pillow. She knew Elsa was trying to change the subject, but she was going to give her a pass this time. She’d been wanting to talk to Elsa about the kingdom anyway. “I love them! All of them. Being queen and working with the people of Arendelle to make the kingdom a better place is magical, too. It feels so satisfying getting stuff done, you know?”

She started to tick off tasks on her fingers. “This week alone, I had Mr. Aldring make a new clock to give as a welcome present to the queen of Chatho when she visits next month, did a ribbon-cutting ceremony at a new shop in the village, and also sat in on a three-hour meeting about soil!”

“Let me guess—with Oskar Anders?” Elsa asked with a groan. “So painful, right?”

“Actually, it was riveting!” Anna gushed. “He was going on and on about how Arendelle’s soil is the richest in all the connected kingdoms.” She shook her head, remembering. “Just fascinating stuff, really! I could have listened to him all day!”

Elsa snorted. “And this is why you make such a good queen,” she teased.

“I’m trying,” Anna said modestly. “Though it’s not always easy. At least I have Mattias. He’s been such a great help. Especially with the whole pirate thing.” She made a face.

Elsa sat up. “Pirate thing? This is new.”

“Oh.” Anna waved a hand. “It’s probably not a big deal. It’s just that some pirate ships have been rumored to be lurking just off Arendelle’s coast for about a week now. Supposedly helmed by a legendary pirate queen they call Old Blue Eyes. They haven’t done anything bad or given our ships trouble, so I guess that’s good. I’m just worried they’re going to try to pull something right before the festival, you know? Like I don’t have enough to deal with. Anyway, Mattias assures me he’s got his eye on them. And I trust him to take care of things.”

“I wish he had been around when I was queen,” Elsa said, thinking back to the dashing lieutenant—now a general—who had been stuck in the Enchanted Forest for so many years. He’d been a friend to their father when Agnarr was a child. Now he split his time between protecting Arendelle, advising Anna, and…well…courting his girlfriend, Halima. The two of them had been thick as thieves ever since he returned to the kingdom, and Elsa and Anna had both made bets on how quickly they would tie the knot.

“I’m not sure what I would do without him,” Anna agreed. “It’s nice to have help in the castle. You know, because running the kingdom is such a big task and all.”

“Oh, I remember,” Elsa assured her. “It’s more than a job. It’s a lifestyle.”

“Right? And I’m always worried I’m forgetting something important that needs to be done. Or that things are going to go wrong and it’ll be my fault,” Anna said, stressed, the words now tumbling out of her mouth before she could stop them. “Like with the Polar Nights! What if the ice sculptures of Aren of Arendelle end up looking like Flemmingrad the troll? Or the band forgets to show up?” Now that she was worrying, she was on a roll and couldn’t stop. Not that she wanted to bring it up, but Elsa’s birthday fell during the Polar Nights, too—on the winter solstice! She was secretly planning a party on the final night of the festival for her sister. If she could get it all done in time. “What if everything I have planned is a huge flop?”

“It’s all going to work out okay. I promise,” Elsa said. “And you have me at your disposal, don’t forget. I’ll help you, too.”

Anna knew her sister was right, but she still felt worried. She just had to concentrate on happy thoughts, like Elsa being back in the castle. “It’s just that this is my first festival as queen, and I want the people to enjoy themselves. I want you to enjoy yourself! You’ve been working so hard.”

Elsa put her hand over Anna’s. “So have you, and the people of Arendelle know that. You’re a great leader, Anna. You’re juggling a million different tasks at the same time, and look at you—you still have a smile on your face.”

Anna raised an eyebrow.

Elsa laughed. “Okay, maybe not at this very second. But you know what I mean. Arendelle is lucky to have you. I’m so proud of you.”

Anna put her free hand on top of Elsa’s. “And I’m proud of you! The forest and spirits are lucky to have you.” She cocked her head to one side. “If only Mother and Father could see us now, huh?”

The thought made each of them quiet, the only sound the rain pelting their tent. Anna couldn’t help imagining, and not for the first time, what their world would be like if their parents were still around to watch her ascend the throne and to witness a self-assured Elsa using her powers for all the kingdom to see. But all they had were memories.

“You know,” Elsa suddenly spoke up, “I remember one Polar Nights festival as a child when the weather was so warm, there wasn’t enough snow to make the traditional courtyard ice sculpture.”

Anna looked at her, aghast. “No.”

“Yes.” Elsa nodded. “It had been a particularly warm fall, and it just didn’t feel like the start of winter yet. You were little, but I remember Father panicking. ‘How can it be
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