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Author’s Note 

If you have not yet had the privilege of reading all seven of C.S. Lewis’ the Chronicles of Narnia, this book may be either a source of confusion or slight disappointment. In and of itself, it is a coherent journey. Yet readers will be greatly benefitted by first delving into the intellect of the man who created Narnia before exploring this attempt at a backstory of its High Queen. Specifically, pay attention to all the events surrounding Susan, and of course Aslan, her unwavering Lionheart. And then, if patience and persistence beckon, return here to hear my meager tale of Susan’s mend. I am thankful for the opportunity to share it with you.
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There are people who run, and then there are runners. Similarly, there are those who listen to Taylor Swift, and there are Swifties. So, while I may acknowledge fan fiction as a phenomenon, I do not aspire to write it. Creating a story in honor of C.S. Lewis is not the same as being his fan. To note, I prefer the term fan be used primarily in the sports industry, not in the field of creative expression. Of course, I do employ his Narnian characters, yes, but only because there is more story to tell. Susan’s absence in The Last Battle cries for closure.

Yet, most significantly, Lewis openly left the work to future writers. He states in a 1955 letter to a girl named Marcia, “The books don't tell us what happened to Susan. She is left alive in this world at the end, having by then turned into a rather silly, conceited young woman. But there's plenty of time for her to mend, and perhaps she will get to Aslan's country in the end... in her own way.” Furthermore, in his letter to Pauline Bannister, dated February 19, 1960, he admits, “I could not write that story myself. Not that I have no hope of Susan’s ever getting to Aslan’s country, but because I have a feeling that the story of her journey would be longer and more like a grown-up novel than I wanted to write. But I may be mistaken. Why not try it yourself?” Well, Mr. Lewis, sir, I may just take you up on that.

As a child in a Christian home, the Chronicles of Narnia were essential must-reads, and a welcomed time-filler for an avid reader like my young self. I remember listening to the audio version on family road trips and being inspired by the deep voice of the late David Gresham, Lewis's own stepson. Imagination became a principal virtue of my developing Christian worldview, as Aslan's "never safe, but always good" nature contributed to my conversion narrative. Though I remained puzzled: whatever happened to Susan? How could the High Queen, who witnessed the Great Lion’s sacrifice herself, mothered her siblings along their adventures, held a disciplined aim as an archer, and who received the breath of Aslan to restore her courage, simply desert it all for the sake of lipstick? I dare say, choked by the cares of this world. “No longer a friend of Narnia,” in Peter’s words, seemed preposterous. Unconvinced, I insisted a “thirteen going on thirty” mentality could never preclude one from eternity, not because I had it (trust me, I didn’t), but because I hated the thought of a throne at Cair Paravel being left empty. Three of four will not do. No, my little mind determined, a “mend” must be in the making.

And then I hit thirty, with no further story of Susan’s told, only my own, and that “made from scratch,” as I like to say. Maybe now I had lived enough adult life to tell hers. Still, I hold no intrinsic ability or specific experiences, but I have wrestled with the themes of childhood and maturity. Clearly, I have not yet prevailed entirely. I do know childlike faith must drive spiritual maturity if the Christian is bound to get anywhere good. Biblically speaking, “childlike” does not equate to “childish,” nor does “maturity” mean “monotony.” The kingdom of heaven is for the humble. Even so, one must wean himself from the pure milk of sound doctrine unto the solid food of spiritual discernment. And in the name of relevancy, I insert herself into that statement.

Though I feel I have lived too much time in too few years, I rest in this thought: the Master of time exists outside of it. He who called the coastlands knows my name, understands my frame, and will not allow “old” to define His mercy, nor “decrepit” the spirit He has made to dwell within me. Christ paid too high a price to let His love depreciate. I desire that truth to pervade this text and prevail for Susan. But (spoiler alert!) victory loves to be elusive. Therefore, readers might think of Susan as a Demas, but never a Judas; a prodigal with no money, but not an imposter without a wedding garment; a seed sown among thorns, but not one to bury her talent. Her story is as redemptive as inconclusive. Yet certainly, it unwinds by the tiny voice inside me whispering, “Forever young is never old enough.” I pray this day it may be so.

One last note before I let us loose: I do not particularly believe in purgatory, but Lewis did, or rather, he did in a sense, by considering it a necessary possibility. In his Letters to Malcolm: Chiefly on Prayer, he writes, “Our souls demand Purgatory, don't they? Would it not break the heart if God said to us, 'It is true, my son, that your breath smells and your rags drip with mud and slime, but we are charitable here and no one will upbraid you with these things, nor draw away from you. Enter into joy? Should we not reply, 'With submission, sir, and if there is no objection, I’d rather be cleansed first.’ ‘It may hurt, you know’, ‘even so, sir’... I assume that the process of purification will normally involve suffering. Partly from tradition; partly because most real good that has been done me in this life has involved it” (Letter XX).

All to say, C.S. Lewis imagined a preparatory state as essential for proper arrival into eternity. Understandably, I have aimed to explore this thought further under the trusty canopy of fiction. May it guide us to what is real. And, as true to Lewis, Narnia is high fantasy, not allegory. Susan’s return herein is the same.

Many thanks to all the people, places, trials, and triumphs that have made this story possible. And my deepest gratitude to C.S. Lewis himself, whose legacy lives on in the minds of his readers and in the lives of his fellow thinkers. I will be tickled to hear his assessment of my work someday, Lord willing.

With all due love and respect,

Jen M. Flack
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An aroma of wealth wafted through the corridor as the young lady in a crimson party gown with matching lipstick skirted the wall toward the exit. Though nauseated, she held her shape well enough to reach fresh air. Composure under pressure, or rather, stoicism with a flair of royalty, came naturally to Susan, as if innate, or perhaps a learned behavior from previous experiences it thus required.

“Sue? Sue!” a voice echoed behind the back door. She hated that nickname. It made her feel like a childish old lady. So whether it was the fear of becoming just that, or a desire to escape the cold London mist that made her run, Susan wrenched off her high heels and tore down the dark cobblestone lane, barefoot and breathless.

Pausing only briefly at a street corner to avoid traffic, Susan reached her modest apartment minutes before the midnight chimes of the Westminster Abbey clock tower. It never ceased to amaze her how many people were out at this hour, but then again, she was one of them. And this surely wasn’t her first time being so.

“Yet another spoiled Saturday evening, I suppose,” Susan pouted to herself. “But what better to do?” For the last three years, she had lived near the center of London and had by now fairly well acclimated herself to the party scene. Goodness, no drunken gorgies, but the classy, fine-wine type in which the attendants’ noses appear to ride higher than their elaborate hairdos. However, any person of real significance would deem it all simple, or worse, gauche.

Hanging her damp dress over the drying line and tossing her heels into the bedroom closet, Susan sighed, "Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player that struts and frets his hour upon the stage, and then is heard no more: it is a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing." Yet again, quoting literature proved the most natural way, admittedly the only way, she knew to express her emotional state of mind. Indeed, Shakespeare frequently emerged, whether most recently in his tragedies or comedies of distant memory. Yet the fact that Macbeth articulated her life more accurately than she could didn’t much lift her spirits.

With ‘idiot’ on mental repeat, Susan donned a nightgown and exhausted herself upon her bed, which was set in the middle of a small, square room adjacent to a tiny but sufficient kitchen, living space, and washroom. What her apartment lacked in square footage, it made up for in charm, all Susan’s design. She didn’t bother about the size as much as making it her own. Pastels echoed throughout, as pretty pillows numbered just as many as the colorful vases filled with freshly watered houseplants, from flowers to herbs. Artwork was few but exquisite. Being in her mid-twenties meant Susan had arrived at her own style, a surrounding that fit her best.

“And thank heavens I’m out of that boarding school,” she thought. Ever since her family died in a train accident almost ten years ago, Susan had submitted to a life of independence. While appreciative of the care of a distant relative who generously covered the cost of private school tuition and board, Susan loathed her high school years. Yes, she received an excellent education, which enabled her acceptance into university, thereafter becoming an English teacher at a reputable private secondary school, but she did not receive any confidence or direction from either her professors or peers during that pivotal time of life. Adulthood had come too early, necessarily, being familyless at fifteen, but too late qualitatively, having to learn everything by herself. Though life as a teacher suited her well, paid the bills, and gave an excuse to hide herself in books.

Except when she attended parties, something she made a habit of doing sometime between seventeen and eighteen. The boys, makeup, fancy dresses with heels, and lavish decor did as much to transfer her through the portal of privilege, albeit temporarily, as to distract her from reality. Always a good time it was, even if she knew deep down it was slightly artificial.

These outings were the inevitable result of an affinity toward the world of grown-ups at an inappropriately young age, quite before her family’s passing, for it was much to their disliking. Her parents endured their disappointment quietly, while the siblings were more vocal, especially Edmond.

“Why bother yourself with all that pish-posh, fufuing, Sue?” her
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