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Vesta-Linnea liked to play with her little
sister Freja. Freja was sweet and went
along with everything. She didn’t mind
that Vesta-Linnea was princess of the

playhouse.

Freja just thought it was fun to be the

princess’s dog in the game they called
“Coldest Land in the World.” Even though

it was the middle of the summer, the girls

were decked out in their warmest clothing.




“l want to play too,”Wendla
announced. That won't work at
all because Vesta-Linnea thinks
Wendla doesn’t know how to
play right. But Mother said they
should all play together.

“Besides, in this game there is only ONE princess,”
Vesta-Linnea shouted angrily.

“Go play with Paul-Axel,” she said to Wendla, even
though she knew her brother had gone to dance

class in the village.



“Wendla could be something else besides a princess in
the game,” Mother suggested. “In a big castle they must
need all sorts of people.”

Wendla cried like a foghorn, “Mom, | want to be a
princess too!”

Mother looked at a loss.

“Mom, Wendla is just trying to start a fight. Just listen to
how she’s shrieking!” Vesta-Linnea complained. She was
about to just give up on the whole game. It was always

like this: fighting and screaming.




