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Silla loved winter. She loved the snow, especially when the snowflakes fell for days and days, and piled up in huge drifts against the windows. She loved the wild screaming winds that seemed to slice like cold steel knives through the air.
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But most of all she loved the ice. For Silla was the Ice Queen. She lived in an Ice Palace that had central freezing in every room, and microwave chillers where you could make your own instant ice cream. The curtains on the windows were made of chains of icicles that tinkled when you pulled them.

Silla loved to sit on her throne, looking out of the window at the dazzling white ice fields of her realm. Every day she drank a toast to the world of ice, from a cocktail glass full of chinking ice cubes, and sang a little song to herself:

“Ice is nice, ice is nice,

It grips your heart like a cosy vice,

I’d face any danger and I’d pay any price

For ice, ice, ice!”

When Silla wasn’t at her window, she liked to sit in her cold tub, or snuggle down in her icy bed watching Dancing on Ice on the television.

Sometimes she went out and skated on the frozen lakes, or put on skis and zoomed down the mountain slopes. She would tour her land in a sleigh drawn by two very large emperor penguins, while her pet penguin, Pauline, sat beside her. Sometimes they had a picnic in a big cave, sheltered from the winds. They ate ice burgers and ice chips, and seven different kinds of ice cream. Then they would sit back happily and sing songs like ‘Baby, It’s Cold Outside’ and ‘Cool, Clear Water’.

One day, in the middle of one such song, Silla suddenly put her hand up and said, “Sssh!”

Pauline stopped singing and looked at Silla.

“Listen!” said the Ice Queen.

There was silence. Then they began to hear a regular sound, again and then again. It went on and on: Plop! … Plop! … Plop! … Plop! …

“Can you hear it, Pauline?”

Pauline nodded vigorously.

They listened again. The sound went on: Plop! … Plop! … Plop! … 

Silla went to the mouth of the cave. On the ground they could see a small pool of water. Into the pool, from an icicle on the cave roof, drops were falling, one by one.

 Plop! … Plop! … Plop! 

Pauline gazed at Silla. The Ice Queen looked alarmed.

“It’s melting!” said Silla. “The icicle is melting!”

As they stared at the falling drops, they heard more plops start up. Another icicle on the roof was beginning to drip. Then another. And another. As more and more drops started falling around them, Silla and Pauline scooped up the remains of their picnic, and ran out into the open. The wind was blowing steadily, but Silla realised it was not the usual icy wind that she enjoyed so much. It was warm.

“A warm wind!” Silla was angry. “All things warm are banned from entering my domain! I won’t allow it!”

Pauline the penguin shook her head, frowning.

“Where can it be coming from?” Silla wondered.

They both gazed around at the empty, icy land. Then Pauline gave a little squeak and pointed to the sky behind them with her left flipper.

Silla turned and looked. From beyond the distant slope above the cave, she could hear a faint chuckle of laughter. As she stared, the top of a head with tousled hair appeared slowly. The lips were pursed together, blowing out air down the mountainside.

Silla and Pauline could feel the warmth of the breath as the icicles continued to drip and drip.

The head rose further. It was ruddy and bearded, and the body attached to it followed. It was dressed in a long white robe, tied round the middle with a belt made of large seashells.

“How do you do?” came a voice from the luxurious beard. “My name is Zeffa, King of the Warm Winds.”

Silla, who had been standing still, speechless with rage, found her voice. “I don’t care who you are!” she shouted. “You are invading my land. Go! Get out! NOW! Or I’ll make sure there’s not a warm breath left in your body!”

Zeffa held up his hand and said: “Peace! Lighten up, lady. I come in friendship.”

Silla hissed with fury. “Friendship!” she shrieked. “You start melting my cave roof, and then talk about friendship? I said get out of here, now!”

“Keep your cool!” said Zeffa, smiling. He began to float slowly down the slope towards them.

“Stop right there!” shouted Silla, while Pauline peeped round from behind her and gave a yapping hiss of her own.

Zeffa took no notice, and kept floating towards them.

“I warned you!” snarled Silla. “I’ll count to three, then it’s … ZAP!”

Still Zeffa continued floating in their direction.
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Silla held her arms out in front of her. She knew her power. If she jabbed her arms forward, all her fingers pointing, whoever was in front of her would instantly freeze and turn into solid ice. This was how she had got rid of any of the early explorers she didn’t like. Their frozen figures now decorated her sculpture garden.

As Zeffa gently came to land a few metres in front of them, Silla shouted: “Right, that’s it! One! … Two! … Three! …”

She thrust her hands forward at him, her fingers spread out.

She waited. Nothing happened.

Zeffa smiled. He spread out his arms as if to say, So what?

Furiously the Ice Queen thrust her arms forward at him again. Once, twice, then a third time. Still there was no result.

“Don’t waste your energy, my dear.” Zeffa grinned. “It’s no use. Like you, I am a being who lives in another, parallel world, immune to such spells and mumbo jumbo.”

“Don’t patronise me, you hairy joker!” snapped Silla. “I know your icicle-melting tricks are just the start. Soon you’ll be roaming my land, breathing over the lakes and the ski slopes and the beautiful, glittering ice that I love and rule over. And before long they will all start to melt and disappear.”

“Exactly! But let me explain. I want to make peace …”

“I don’t want to hear any more!” said Silla. “This is war!”

“Very well,” said Zeffa. “But I suggest, instead of sipping cocktails and singing songs and having picnics with your little friend, you go out and take a look at this land you say you rule so well. Take a good look, because it won’t be here much longer; you have nearly lost the battle already. You might as well hear me out.”

“Never!” said Silla. “This is war, not peace! All-out war!”

“All right,” said Zeffa. “Catch me if you can!”

With a wave of his hand, the Ice Queen’s enemy took a huge, deep breath, puffing out his great chest. Then he blew the air out all at once like a jet stream and propelled himself at enormous speed away across the icy wastes until he had disappeared from view over the far horizon.

Silla and Pauline stared after him, blinking in surprise.

“Enough!” snapped Silla. “It’s time to rally the troops. Pauline, sound the alert!”

Pauline gave a piercing cry that turned into a kind of wailing yodel that went on for several minutes.

From far and near came a flapping sound, and a chorus of squeaks and whistles, as crowds of penguins came out of their homes among the snows and gathered round the Ice Queen.

“Order, order!” said Silla. “Form ranks. On parade!”

The penguins began trying to obey, but they had no practice in drilling, so they just milled about, flapping at each other with their flippers in a vain attempt to line up.

“That will do,” said Silla. “Well, comrades, there’s no time to lose. Remember:

“Ice is nice, ice is nice!

Into battle, pay the price!

Ice, ice, ice, ice!”

The raggle-taggle troops didn’t seem to be roused to much enthusiasm by this battle cry, but Silla climbed aboard her sleigh and gave an encouraging shout “Forward! Follow me! We shall beat that horrible hot-breathed hooligan!”

The Ice Queen surged ahead, her battalion of penguins following in a great unruly crowd, slithering and sliding and flapping their flippers. Silla felt that as a fierce military advance it wasn’t very impressive. But she said nothing. At least she had her own powers to fall back on and if the worst came to the worst she could engage in a series of face-to-face personal combats with the enemy.

When they found the enemy! That turned out not to be too easy.

The ramshackle procession went slithering and flapping, and padding and pawing its way towards the border of the Ice Queen’s realm. When they got to Snowy Mountain, Silla looked puzzled and dismayed.

“Pauline,” she said, “this is called Snowy Mountain, right?”

Pauline nodded her head firmly.

“Then where is the snow?”

Pauline looked around.

“It’s gone!” cried the Ice Queen. “It must be that hot-air merchant Zeffa, breathing all over our mountains. I won’t stand for it. Come on, troops, up and at ’em! We’ll climb this peak and go down the glacier on the other side.”

When they reached the top of the glacier, the Ice Queen cried, “Onward!” and with whoops of glee her battalion started to slide and slither down the gleaming slope of ice on the other side. The Ice Queen followed bumpily in her sleigh, but not far from the bottom the ice began to get soft and slushy, and before long it was more like a shallow river.

“He’s been
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If you enjoyed this story, then tap the cover below for more tales of adventure, magic and wonder … 
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