


Written and [llustrated by

CHRIS VAN ALLSBURG

HouGHTON MIFFLIN HARCOURT
Boston  New YORK



To Karen

Library af Comgren Cataleging-in-Pablicaion Dars

Vin Alsburg, Chits.
The Palar Exprom,

Summary: A magical tesir. ride nn Chricernat Fve skrs 2 boy
10 the Marsh el 10 reseive & special gifi frems Santa Class,
[1. Netth Pole—fitin. 2. Sants ClawseFtion.
3. Cheibrnas—Fiction.) L Titke.
PIT.VI66P0 1985 (€ §5-10007
LB §780.544-38014-5

Copyright © 15 by Chie Van Alldbug
Al wighas roaarend,

foem this bosk, write i iride pu-l-ulolnhmmn 'nmm
Hougheor. Mifflin Harcoust, 3 Park Avese, 196 Floos,
Nrw Yook New York 1016,

Library of €isngron Caralog Cand Mumber, §5-10907

CISEN 97807771281
€SN UTE0-SAT-E2692-5 eraddaloued

THE Por.AR EXPRESS



On Christmas Eve, many
years ago, [ lay quictly in

my bed. T did not rustle the
sheers. I breathed slowly and
silently. [ was listening for a
sound—a sound a friend had

d never hear—the

sounds, though not of ri

bells. From outside came the

sounds of hissi

a train standing perfecily

in front of my ho




of steam. Snowflakes fell
lightly around it. & conducor
stood ar the open door of one
of the cars. He took a large
pocker watch from his v

then looked up ar my window.

1 put on my slippers and

robe. [ tiptoed downstairs
and out the door.
“All aboard,” the conductor

“Where?” | asked.
to the Narth Pole

ook his outst

and he pulled me aboard.




The train was filled with
other children, all in their
pajamas and nightgowns. We

istmas carols and are

candies with nougar centers
as white as snow. We dran

. melred chocolate b:
X b e 4 e the lights of towns and villages
....J% = - [ BT - ) flickered in the distance as the

Polar Express raced northward.




Soon there were no more
lights to be seen. We traveled
through cold, dark forests,
where lean wolves roamed
and white-tailed rabbits hid
from our train as it thundered

through the quier wilderness.




We dimbed mountains so
high it seemed as if we would

scrape the moon. But the

Palar Express never slowed

down. Faster and faster we ran
along, rolling over peaks and
through valleys like a car on a

roller coaster.




The mountains turned into
hills, the hills ro snow-covered
plains. We crossed a barren
desert of ice—the Great Polar
lce Cap. Lights appeared in
the distance. They looked like

the lights of a strange ocean

liner sailing on a frozen sea.

“There,” said the conductor,
“is the North Pole.”
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our train drew closer to the
center of the North Pole, we
showed u wl, 50 ¢

were the streets with Sa
helpers. When the

apped and the con
led us ourside.




We pressed thro
crowd 1o the edge of 3

rche. In front of us

reindeer were
pranced and paced, ringing
the silver sleigh bells thar hung

from their harness

circle, the elves ¢ pa
and Santa Claus appeared. The
elves cheered wildly.

He marched over to us and.
pointing ro me, said, “Let’s

have this fellow here.” He

jumped into his sleigh. The

aductor handed me up. I sar
on Santa’s knee and he asked,

“Now, what would you like for




I knew that [ could have
ift I could imagine. But

the thing

er bell fro
igh. When I 2

swod, holding the bell high

above him, and d out,

irst gift of Christmas!




once above us, then

cold, dark







It broke my heart to lose
the bell. When the train
reached my house, [ sadly left
the other children. I stood
at my doorway and waved e E ; - ) “h 3 ol Tt e F’
ood-bye. The conductor : !
mething from the

out.

He cupped his hands
is mouth. “MERRY

" he shoured. -
The Polar Express let out a . 2 ! : : = .
loud blast from its whistle i b
and sped away.




On Christmas moming my
lixtle sister Sarah and 1 cpened
our presents. When it looked
as if everything had been
unwrapped. Sarah found one
lagr emall box behind the rree.
It had my name on it Inside
was the silver bell! There was a
nate: “Found this on the seat
of my sleigh. Fix that hole in
your pocker.” Signed, “Mr. C."

I shook the bell. It made the
most beautiful sound my sister
and I had ever heard.

But my mother said, "Oh,
that's too bad.”

“Yes," said my father, “it's
broken,”

When I'd shaken the bell,
my parents had noc heard a

sound.




At one time most of my friends could hear the bell, but as years passed, it fell

silent for all of them. Even Sarah found one Christmas thar she could no longer
hear its sweer sound. Though I've grown old, the bell still rings for me as it does
for all who truly believe.



