
Story Time 
A Snow Queen Short Story by K. M. Shea 

 
This story takes place in the few peaceful weeks between The Snow Queen Book 1 and the 

Snow Queen book 2. I badly wanted to include it in Snow Queen 2, but the timing nor the setting 
was right. I hope you enjoy it! 

 
Rakel played with the tip of the braid her white hair was woven into, and looked out over 

the icy flower garden she had created shortly after retaking Ostfold. Her gaze rested on the ice 
statue she had made in her brother’s likeness. In spite of all my best efforts, he’s gotten even 
more distant. I haven’t had a decent conversation with him—nor have Oskar or Halvor. She 
sighed. How can we lure him out? He knows we will not hurt him. What purpose does his 
isolation serve? 

She pressed her lips together in displeasure. “Perhaps we should seek out those who 
previously counseled him. They might better understand the workings of his mind,” she 
murmured. 

Snow crunched, and hope surged in Rakel for a moment. Perhaps it was Steinar! But no, 
there were two sets of footsteps on the crisp snow, and they ran with childish impatience. Rakel 
was not at all surprised when two children catapulted themselves at her. 

“Princess!” Gerta squealed.  
Kai backed away for a moment so he could gravely bow. “Princess.” He immediately 

threw himself at Rakel again, making her stagger. 
“Good afternoon, children.” Rakel patted their backs. “Is Grandmother Hilda speaking 

with General Halvor again?” 
“The General and Oskar, yes,” Kai said. “The General said we could come find you.” 
“He said you were moping, so you would be free to play with us,” Gerta added.  
“I see.” She tried to give the pair a rusty smile. 
Gerta jumped up and down with glee. “We were wondering if you and Phile could tell us 

a story.” 
“Unfortunately Phile is gone,” Rakel said. The sly Robber Maiden had been sent to scout 

out the area to make sure the Chosen weren’t preparing a surprise attack. 
Gerta drooped. “Oh.” 
Kai frowned at his friend. “I am sure the Princess could tell us a marvelous story.” 
“Oh, yes! Please do, Princess!” 
“I’m sorry to say I don’t really know any stories,” Rakel said. 
Gerta and Kai lost some of their brightness. “We understand,” Kai said. He smiled bigger 

than usual in an obviously forced expression. 
Feeling bad over their disappointment, Rakel recalled the royal library. “I could, 

however, read a book to you.” 
Gerta clapped her hands. “A book?” 
“You would let us look at a book?” Kai asked with reverence. 
Rakel wanted to shift with discomfort, but she forced herself to stand still. Often times 

her isolation caused uncomfortable situations—like not knowing any stories, or failing to have 
any kind of knowledge of what cities looked like. But even in her isolation, she hadn’t realized 
that she was still given a few privileges. Her ice-palace on Ensom Peak had a small fortune’s 



worth of books and maps, making it easy for her to forget that regular citizens often didn’t own 
any.  

“I will show you the Royal Library, where you can look at as many books as you wish,” 
Rakel said. 

“A library?” Gerta’s voice was hushed in awe. “Do you think they have more books than 
you have in your ice-castle?” 

“The Royal library has hundreds, if not thousands of books,” Rakel said. 
“Thousands of books,” Kai repeated with wide eyes. 
“Could you show us your favorite book?” Gerta asked. 
Rakel had, in fact, spotted her most beloved book among the library shelves not two days 

ago. “I could, but you may find it boring.” 
“Never,” Kai said. 
“Does it have pictures?” Gerta asked. 
“Yes.” 
“Then we’ll love it!” Gerta promised. 
Rakel wasn’t so sure, but she imagined they could easily find a volume of morally 

instructional fairy tales when they grew bored. “Let us proceed to the library,’ she suggested. 
“Yes, let’s!” 

 
“A talus is the sloping surface at the base of a fortified wall. It is constructed to be 

thicker, which makes it more difficult for attackers to break through because of its great mass—
it is referring to its thickness there. It is reinforced.” Rakel pointed to a sketch in the castle 
architecture book. 

Her reservations that the children wouldn’t like it proved to be wrong. Although the book 
itself was dry—at least, Rakel expected others would find it dry—it was filled with detailed 
drawings and sketches that fascinated them. 

“Reinforced—you said that means it is strengthened and supported,” Kai recited. 
“Like if you took a thin sheet of ice and reinforced it with rock,” Gerta added. 
“Correct,” Rakel said. 
Kai peered at the illustration. “Did you build a, a talus into the walls of your ice palace?” 
“I did on the towers, but not because I feared an attack, but because it was structurally 

needed,” Rakel said. 
“You had a dome roof on a part of your castle. What is that called?” Gerta asked. 
“It was over a small outbuilding, so it is called a cupola. Here.” Rakel paged through the 

book and pointed out a masterfully rendered sketch. A barely-there smile spread across her lips. 
The book really was her favorite. It had been one of the most helpful references she had received 
when she first started dabbling in constructing and architecture. She was surprised at the amount 
of joy it brought her to share such a beloved volume with others. 

Somewhere in the library, a door opened. “Little Wolf?” 
“Phile’s back,” Kai remarked. 
“We’re over here,” Rakel called, unable to rise due to the children tucked against her 

sides. 
“The Princess is reading to us,” Gerta said. 



Phile sauntered around a bookshelf. “How cute is that? You three look—what are you 
reading to them?” 

“A book on castle architecture and features.” 
“You’re reading a book about buildings?”  
“It has been quite interesting,” Kai said. 
“Yes,” Gerta said. “We were just talking about cupolas.” 
Phile shook her head. “You have more patience than I,” she told the children. 
“Did you need something?” Rakel icily asked. 
“Yes. Granny Hilda sent me—it’s time to go.” She gave Gerta and Kai an apologetic 

look. 
“But we haven’t even gotten to talk about drawbridges,” Gerta protested. 
“Next time.” Rakel shut the book with a smile. 
Gerta slid off the settee they were perched on. “Do you promise?” 
“Gerta, she’s a princess. Princesses don’t have to promise,” Kai scolded. 
Rakel outright laughed. “I promise.” 
The children turned expectantly to Phile. “There’s a maid in the hall waiting to take you 

to Granny Hilda,” she said, a strangely thoughtful expression smoothing over her face. 
“Thank you, Phile, Princess,” the pair chorused. 
“The book was beautiful,” Gerta said worshipfully before Kai pulled her away. 
Rakel watched them leave and was about to stand when Phile plopped down next to her. 
“So, tell me about drawbridges,” Phile said, sliding close. 
Rakel frowned. “After you questioned my reading choice and all but called it boring? I 

think not.” 
“I was only joking.” 
“You were not.” 
“You’re right, I wasn’t. But if Gerta and Kai found it interesting I’m sure I will too.” 
Rakel’s frown grew more pronounced. 
“Please, Little Wolf?” Phile batted her dark eyes. 
Rakel sighed. “Fine.” She opened up the book and swiftly found the right page. “What?” 

she asked—almost crossly when she saw the soft smile Phile had. 
“It’s just nice to know that even in your isolation, you had things that brought you joy.” 
Rakel smoothed a fragile page like a mother soothing a child. “Yes. But if it is pity that 

has you wanting to learn about drawbridges you need not worry.” 
“It’s not,” Phile promised. “I want to learn about it because it makes you happy.” 
Rakel stared, almost dumbfounded, at her friend. I don’t deserve her friendship—or that 

of Gerta and Kai…but I’m going to accept it anyway. 
Phile whistled. “Okay, I’m sold. We need to build a fort and construct a drawbridge. 

They look slick—and imagine how satisfying it would be pull it shut in someone’s face!” 
“I cannot construct a drawbridge of ice. It requires moving parts.” 
“No, no. We want it to be made with wood so it can stand year round. Idiots are native to 

all seasons—not just winter.” 
Rakel smiled. Yes, I am blessed indeed. 

The End 


