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            Preface

         
         To write the biography of a man of genius as many-sided as C. S. Lewis is a daunting task, and it has not been undertaken
            lightly. His ideal biographer would have to be at once a Classical and English scholar, a theologian, a philosopher, an expert
            on fantasy, science fiction and children’s books—and no one but Lewis himself possessed all these qualifications in sufficient
            degree.
         

         
         The two of us who have collaborated in the present volume fall far short of his learning, even in our own subjects: Walter
            Hooper is a theologian who has read English; Roger Lancelyn Green is an English scholar who has written fantasy and children’s
            books—both of us know and love the classical lands and have studied their literature; neither of us is a philosopher.
         

         
         Why, then, are we undertaking this book? As early as May 1953 Lewis suggested to Roger Lancelyn Green that he should one day
            undertake his biography: when asked by his publisher Jocelyn Gibb of Geoffrey Bles Ltd to write a more formal autobiography
            than Surprised by Joy, Lewis replied: “Oh, no, but when I’m dead I suppose Roger will write my biography and Jock will publish it.” And during
            the last six months of his life he was apologizing to Roger for giving Walter material which he might have thought was his
            special perquisite as chosen biographer.
         

         
         Under these circumstances when we were approached by several of Lewis’s closest friends, including Jock Gibb, and supported
            by Warren Lewis, it seemed our duty, as it was our pleasure, to accept the honour, however frightening.
         

         
         Our particular qualifications were fairly evenly balanced. Green had attended Lewis’s lectures, been his pupil for a B.Litt. course, and later became his friend at the time when the Narnian books were being written—a friendship that grew closer with time and with shared interests and experiences, culminating in the visit to Greece in 1960; he had also written the Bodley Head Monograph on Lewis which its subject had read in manuscript and approved, though usually averse to books about himself or other living authors. 

         
         Walter Hooper’s personal acquaintance with Lewis was shorter—fewer months indeed than Green’s years. He had already studied
            Lewis’s works preparatory to writing the critical volume which did not materialize, and since Lewis’s death had given much
            of his time to collecting and editing his miscellaneous and unpublished works, making collections of his letters or copies
            of them, and generally soaking himself in everything written by or about Lewis until he had become the leading authority on
            his life and works.
         

         
         The material for any authorized biography of C. S. Lewis is immense, though singularly uneven. When the family home on the
            outskirts of Belfast was broken up after his father’s death in September 1929, Lewis found a gigantic mass of old letters,
            diaries and papers: his father seemed to have kept everything and destroyed nothing. He transported most of this to Oxford,
            and during the next few years his brother, Major Warren Lewis, selected and typed the larger portion, making a history of
            the family to the end of 1930. The “Lewis Papers” takes up eleven volumes of single-spaced typing averaging 300 pages to a
            volume. When the typescript was completed all the original manuscripts were destroyed.
         

         
         This colossal monument of paper contains many hundreds of letters from C. S. Lewis to his father, his brother, his close friend
            Arthur Greeves, and a few other family connections; it also includes diaries, sometimes kept with great minuteness, covering
            many years. After 1929 Lewis wrote no more diaries.
         

         
         Thus the basic material for the first chapters of the present book was so vast that it took many months to read and sift—and many more to convert into a balanced narrative, and then cut and prune so as not to overweight this biography. Doubtless in time to come other books on C. S Lewis will be written which will incorporate much of what we were forced to leave out: for we would like to stress that the present work is only a biography of C. S. Lewis; it was never intended to be the biography, a book which, if ever written, must still be well in the future when Lewis will have found his true level among
            writers and theologians.
         

         
         Also, the material contained in the Lewis Papers covers the period about which Lewis had written most fully in Surprised by Joy: The Shape of My Early Life (1955) and many of the letters, with numerous extracts from the diaries, had been included by Warren Lewis in his volume
            of Letters of C. S Lewis (1966), from neither of which did we wish to quote more than was necessary, or overlap except to present a rounded picture
            of our subject and the story of his life. The diaries and letters in the Lewis Papers, though of considerable interest, deal
            mainly with the simple, everyday facts of his life, and tell at great length of his adventures among books—of his vast reading
            and of his own early literary attempts—but surprisingly little of his inner life, his more personal experiences, or even of
            his spiritual pilgrimage: for almost all that we are likely to know of these we must turn to his published works, notably
            The Pilgrim’s Regress and Surprised by Joy.

         
         After 1930 the material available consists mainly of letters, and recollections of Lewis’s many friends and acquaintances.
            Since he died at the relatively early age of sixty-four, most of these friends survived him and have supplied an almost embarrassing
            largesse of recollections. Indeed, only Arthur Greeves and Charles Williams, two of Lewis’s closest friends, were no longer
            available for consultation—and Greeves had preserved a remarkable series of letters from Lewis, mainly from the earlier part
            of his life, which has enriched the present volume considerably.
         

         
         But Lewis had many other friends who by their age or position knew him far better than either of his present biographers could ever have done—and to these we, and our readers, owe a deep debt of gratitude. Foremost among these is Lewis’s brother, Major Warren Hamilton Lewis, who gave us full access to the Lewis Papers, many extracts from his own diary, and the benefit of his own personal recollections: and there can seldom have been two brothers so devoted to each other. It is a matter of the deepest grief and regret that Major Lewis died before this book was published, though he had read and approved all but the last chapter in manuscript. 

         
         Among the close friends of longest standing we would like in particular to thank Owen Barfield, Nevill Coghill, J.R.R. Tolkien,
            Colin Hardie, Gervase Mathew, Jocelyn Gibb, Lady Dunbar of Hempriggs, the late Austin and Kay Farrer, George Sayer, John Lawlor,
            Richard Ladborough, Adam Fox, Clifford Morris, and many less intimate acquaintances at University College and Magdalen College,
            Oxford, at Magdalene College, Cambridge, together with all those numerous correspondents who have placed their treasured letters
            from Lewis at our disposal, and have told us of their contacts with him as friends, colleagues, pupils or pen-friends. Among
            these we would particularly like to thank Cyril Hartmann, Laurence Whistler, Sir Donald Hardman, Miss Kaye Webb, Miss Pauline
            Baynes, John Wain, Derek Brewer, Arthur c. Clarke, Chad Walsh, Warfield M. Firor, and Charles Gilmore. Also the Literary Executors
            of the late Charles Williams, Dorothy Sayers, T.S. Eliot, E.R. Eddison.
         

         
         Many books and articles have already appeared about C. S Lewis as writer or religious teacher, and many more will doubtless
            be written. We have not attempted in this book either to criticize Lewis’s works or to assess his place in literature. Accepting
            that there are very many readers both young and old who consider that place to be high, and who take a natural interest in
            the man himself, we have sought to tell his story as best we could, to lay before them as clear a picture as we could capture
            of his everyday life, of his friendships and interests, and of how he came to write the books which are still claiming a wide
            and appreciative public in many parts of the world and particularly in Great Britain, the British Commonwealth and the United
            States.
         

         
         Works of scholarship are superseded sooner or later, though some of Lewis’s critical and appreciative writings are likely
            to survive and be read with enjoyment for many years to come; new generations demand fresh approaches to the Word of God,
            though Mere Christianity and The Screwtape Letters do not seem likely to lose any of the vitality and directness of their message. As tastes in literature come and go, fade and return, the Ransom trilogy and Till We Have Faces will probably fall out of fashion, be condemned by critics and readers of a different tradition and may well be rediscovered
            and reinstated, perhaps even higher than anyone expects, in some future shake-up of the kaleidoscope of literature. At present
            the seven Chronicles of Narnia, that unexpected creation of his middle age, which are selling over a million copies a year, seem to be Lewis’s greatest
            claim to immortality, setting him high in that particular branch of literature in which few attain more than a transitory
            or an esoteric fame—somewhere on the same shelf as Lewis Carroll and E. Nesbit and George MacDonald, as Kipling and Kenneth
            Grahame and Andrew Lang: a branch of literature in which there are relatively few great classics but in which, as he himself
            said, “the good ones last.”
         

         
         And so we offer our humble tribute to a great man, an important and interesting writer, an inspiring teacher—and above all
            such a friend as we are not likely to find again.
         

         
         
            roger lancelyn green (1918–1987)

            walter hooper (1931–2020)

         

         
      
   
      
      
         
            Abbreviations

         
         
            	AMr. = All My Road Before Me: The Diary of C. S Lewis 1922–1927, ed. Walter Hooper (1991)
            

            	BF = Brothers and Friends: The Diaries of Major Warren Hamilton Lewis, ed. Clyde S. Kilby and Marjorie Lamp Mead (1982)
            

            	CG = Walter Hooper, C. S Lewis: A Companion and Guide (1996)
            

            	FL = Collected Letters of C. S Lewis: Volume I, Family Letters 1905–1931, ed. Walter Hooper (2000)
            

            	LP = unpublished “Lewis Papers” or “Memoirs of the Lewis Family: 1850–1930” in 11 volumes

            	“Memoir” = Memoir by W.H. Lewis contained in Letters of C. S Lewis, ed. with a Memoir by W.H. Lewis (1966), and reprinted in Letters of C. S Lewis, ed. with a Memoir by W.H. Lewis, revised and enlarged edition, ed. Walter Hooper (1988)
            

            	SBJ = C. S Lewis, Surprised by Joy: The Shape of My Early Life (1955)
            

            	TST = They Stand Together: The Letters of C. S Lewis to Arthur Greeves (1914–1963), ed. Walter Hooper (1979)
            

         

         
      
   
      
      
         
            Prologue
Ancestry

         
         “Live in Hope and die in Caergwrle” says the pun still current in these two North Wales villages between Hawarden and Wrexham
            in Flintshire. C. S. Lewis’s great-great-grandfather, Richard Lewis (c. 1775–1845), fulfilled at least the second part of
            this dictum, though he was probably also born in Caergwrle and was certainly a farmer there for most of his life. He had one
            daughter and six sons, the fourth of whom, Joseph (1803?–1890)—a farmer like his father—moved some miles north-east and settled
            at Saltney, then still a little village just south of Chester.
         

         
         The family were members of the Church of England until Joseph, thinking he was not being given the prominence that was his
            due in the parish, seceded and became a Methodist minister. Farming must have been merely the necessary means of supplementing
            the scanty tribute of his congregation, for it is as a Methodist minister that he is remembered, and in this capacity he enjoyed
            a considerable local reputation. Though the handwriting and letters of Joseph Lewis are not those of an educated man, it is
            recorded that he was an impressive speaker of an emotional type.
         

         
         Of Joseph’s eight children, it is his fourth son, Richard (1832–1908), who first emigrated to Ireland, where he found work in the Cork Steamship Company as a master boiler maker. Richard was one of the working-class intelligentsia in the fore of that artisan renaissance of which the chief symptoms in the 1860s were the birth of the Trades Union and Co-operative movements. In his concern for the elevation of the working classes, he set about improving his education, and writing essays for the edification of fellow members of the Workmen’s Reading Room in the Steamship Company. Most of his essays were theological and are remarkably eloquent for a man who had had so little education. Though he had returned to the Anglican Church, his essays were sufficiently evangelical to satisfy his Methodist father. 

         
         In 1853 Richard married Martha Gee (1831–1903) of Liverpool. Their six children, Martha (1854–1860), Sarah Jane (1856?–1901),
            Joseph (1856–1908), William (1859–1946), Richard (b. 1861), and Albert James, were all born in Cork. Albert (1863–1929), the
            father of C. S Lewis, was born on 23 August 1863, and in 1864 his father proceeded to Dublin to take up a better job. His
            new position was something like an “outside manager” in the shipbuilding firm of Messrs Walpole, Webb and Bewly.
         

         
         In 1868 Richard moved with his family to Belfast where he and John H. MacIlwaine entered into partnership, trading under the
            name of MacIlwaine and Lewis: Boiler Makers, Engineers, and Iron Ship Builders. The business was a success, for a time anyway,
            and in 1870 the Lewises moved from the area of Mount Pottinger to the more fashionable one of Lower Sydenham.
         

         
         Whether it was because of his early precocity or because of the rising fortunes of the family, his father was induced to give
            Albert a more elaborate education than had been bestowed on his three brothers. After leaving the District Model National
            School he went in 1877, when he was fourteen, to Lurgan College in Co. Armagh. This was a fortunate choice and was to have
            far-reaching effects, for the headmaster of Lurgan College at this time was W.T. Kirkpatrick—the “Great Knock” who was to
            play an important part in C. S. Lewis’s life, and of whom we shall hear more in the course of this narrative. Kirkpatrick
            was thirty-one at the time and a brilliant teacher. He seems to have taken Albert under his wing, and, once it was decided
            that the boy would pursue a legal career, he set about preparing him for it.
         

         
         Albert left Lurgan College in 1879 and was articled the day after leaving school to the law firm of Maclean, Boyle and Maclean in Dublin. Kirkpatrick had inspired him to continue his general education, and most evenings were set aside for the study of literature, composition, logic and history. In 1881 he joined the Belmont Literary Society and was soon considered one of its best speakers. One member predicted that “Since Mr. Lewis joined the Society his matrimonial prospects have gone up 20 per cent,”1 little knowing that they had been quite high since he first met Miss Edie Macown when he went off to Lurgan. Both, it seems,
            were more “in love with love” than with one another, and by 1884 Edie had faded out of Albert’s life.
         

         
         The following year Albert qualified as a solicitor and, after a brief partnership, started a practice of his own in Belfast
            which he conducted with uniform success for the rest of his life.
         

         
         

         On returning to Belfast, Albert was united not only with his family but with their neighbours, the Hamiltons. When the Lewises
            moved to Lower Sydenham in 1870 they had become members of the parish of St. Mark’s, Dundela. Four years later the church
            acquired a new rector, the Reverend Thomas Hamilton. Richard Lewis was always a stern critic of Thomas Hamilton’s sermons,
            but the young Lewises and the young Hamiltons became warm friends immediately. Whereas the Lewises sprang from Welsh farmers
            and were, despite their evangelical Christianity, materially minded, the Hamiltons were a family of reputable antiquity with
            a strong ecclesiastical tradition.
         

         
         The Irish branch of the Hamilton family was descended from one Hugh Hamilton who settled at Lisbane, Co. Down, in the time
            of James I and was one of the Hamiltons of Evandale, of whom Sir James Hamilton of Finnart (d. 1540) was an ancestor. His
            great-great-grandson (Thomas’s grandfather) was Hugh Hamilton (1729–1805), successively a Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin,
            Dean of Armagh, Bishop of Clonfert, and, finally, Bishop of Ossory. In 1772 Hugh married Isabella, eldest daughter of Hans
            Widman Wood. Their fifth son, also named Hugh (1790–1865), was likewise educated at Trinity College, Dublin. He was ordained
            in 1813, and was Rector of Inishmacsaint, Co. Fermanagh. He married Elizabeth, daughter of the Right Hon. John Staples, and
            their second son, Thomas, was the grandfather of C. S Lewis.
         

         
         Thomas Robert Hamilton, born on 28 June 1826, took a First in Theology at Trinity College, Dublin in 1848 and was made deacon the same year. He was much afflicted with his throat and in 1850 set out with his family on a grand tour of Europe. Two years later he took another trip for his health, this time to India. He was ordained a priest in 1853. The following year, Thomas was appointed chaplain in the Royal Navy and served with the Baltic squadron of the fleet throughout the Crimean War. In 1859 he married Mary Warren (1826–1916), the daughter of Sir John Borlase Warren (1800–1863), by whom he had four children: Lilian (1860–1934), Florence Augusta (1862–1908), Hugh (1864–1900) and Augustus (1866–1945). From 1870 until 1874 Thomas was chaplain of Holy Trinity Church, Rome, after which he returned to Ireland and took up the incumbency of St. Mark’s, Dundela. 

         
         “Through the Warrens the blood went back to a Norman knight whose bones lie at Battle Abbey,” wrote Lewis in Surprised by Joy.2 This was the very “William of Warenne” of Kipling’s poem “The Land”—and it seems a pleasant coincidence that the author of
            Puck of Pook’s Hill owned and wrote his series of tales about the land which had once belonged to an ancestor of the author of The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe.

         
         Hamilton was an impressive and eloquent preacher, and during many of his sermons was often seen to be shedding tears in the
            pulpit (“one of his weepy ones today,” the Lewises would say).3 His religion was, unfortunately, marred by his intense bigotry towards Catholics, whom he considered the Devil’s own children.4 He was also especially sensitive to swearing and in his naval journals he often recorded how he took a sailor aside to whisper some admonition in his ear. Once when returning to his ship in the captain’s gig, in a dangerous sea, he heard the officer in charge rebuke one of the crew with an oath. Hamilton immediately admonished the officer publicly. Afterwards the captain remonstrated with his chaplain, taking the view that the seriousness of the emergency excused the officer’s slip. “Captain,” replied Hamilton, “if you found yourself in the presence of the enemy, what would you do?” “Well, I suppose my duty,” said the captain. “And I, Captain, was in the presence of my enemy, and I did my duty,” was Hamilton’s retort.5 On the positive side of the account can be added the fact that Thomas Hamilton volunteered unhesitatingly for duty in the
            Baltic cholera camp at a time when deaths from that disease were of daily occurrence in the fleet.
         

         
         Hamilton’s wife, Mary Warren, was infinitely his superior in energy and intelligence. This clever and aristocratic woman was
            a typical daughter of a Southern Irish seigneur of the mid-nineteenth century, and the Rectory at Dundela reflected her tastes.
            The following account comes from her grandson, Warren Lewis:
         

         
         
            The house was typical of the woman: infested with cats (which were however rigorously excluded from the study), their presence
               was immediately apparent to the nose of the visitor when the slatternly servant opened the front door. Supposing him to have
               been invited to dine, he would find himself in a dirty drawing room, adorned with rare specimens of glass, china and silver.
               The hand which his hostess extended to him would gleam with valuable rings, but would bear too evident traces of her enthusiasm
               as a poultry keeper. The announcement of dinner was the signal for a preconcerted rush on the part of the family, the object
               of which was to ensure the unfortunate guest the chair which had only three sound legs. The dinner, in spite of the orders
               of the head of the house, was apt to be thoroughly in keeping with the general style of the establishment, and the visitor,
               having partaken of a perfectly cooked salmon off a chipped kitchen dish, would probably be offered an execrably mangled chop,
               served in a collector’s piece of Sheffield plate.6

         

         

         Despite this unusual home life, Hamilton tried to ensure that his children received a good education. He was particularly successful with his second daughter, Florence (or “Flora”). She was born in Queenstown, Co. Cork, on 18 May 1862, and was old enough to have benefited from the years the family spent in Rome. On their move to Belfast she attended “Ladies’ Classes” at the Methodist College. At the same time she went to the Queen’s University (then the Royal University of Ireland) where she performed brilliantly. While Albert was preparing for the Bar, Flora was reading Mathematics. In 1880 the eighteen-year-old Flora took her first degree at Queen’s. In another examination the following year, she passed with First Class Honours in Geometry and Algebra. She remained at Queen’s University until she was twenty-three when, in 1885, she passed the second university examination and obtained First Class Honours in Logic and Second Class Honours in Mathematics. 

         
         

         Albert had long been a favourite of Thomas and Mary Hamilton—especially of the latter, who liked discussing politics with
            him. He, however, was far more interested in Flora than in her parents, and in 1886 he made his feelings known to her. Flora
            at once made it clear that she could never have anything “but friendship to give in exchange”7 and urged him to stop writing to her. Though they lived only a mile apart, the correspondence continued. In 1889 Flora began
            writing magazine articles and, because of his superior knowledge of English literature, she found in Albert an able and flattering
            critic. Hamilton, with considerable astuteness, realized that Albert’s attachment to his daughter could be made to serve his
            own purposes. He was a man much addicted to short jaunts or holidays and in the unfortunate Albert he found not only a courier
            but, on many occasions, a disbursing officer. “I’m a mere parcel,”8 he would say genially, leaving Albert to make all the arrangements. Never had a Jacob served more arduously for his Rachel
            than did Albert, and he was at last rewarded for his patience. In 1893 Flora agreed to marry him, and in her cool-headed and
            matter-of-fact way, she wrote: “I wonder do I love you? I am not quite sure. I know that at least I am very fond of you, and
            that I should never think of loving anyone else.”9

         
         After a year’s engagement, during which many love letters were exchanged, Albert and Flora were married. The wedding was celebrated on 29 August 1894 at St. Mark’s Church, Dundela. The reception was held immediately afterwards in the Royal Avenue Hotel, and Albert’s somewhat disappointed father-in-law was heard to say, “Now that he’s got what he wanted, there’ll be no more jaunts.”10

         
         Albert and Flora went to North Wales for their honeymoon, after which they returned to Belfast and settled at Dundela Villas,
            one of a pair of semi-detached houses within a mile of Albert’s old home.* It was in this house that their first son, Warren Hamilton, was born on 16 June 1895, and their second son, Clive Staples,
            on 29 November 1898.
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            1
Early Days

         
         If any star danced at the birth of Clive Staples Lewis on 29 November 1898 in one of the semi-detached Dundela Villas near
            the outskirts of Belfast, the mists of time—and the predominant drizzle of Northern Ireland—have obscured it.
         

         
         His brother Warren, three years old at the time, wrote, “Of his arrival I remember nothing, though no doubt I was introduced
            to him, and it was only by degrees that I became dimly conscious of him as a vociferous disturber of my domestic peace.”1

         
         Warren’s natural jealousy of the newcomer died away as soon as babyhood ended, and the encumbrance was able to grow into a
            companion. Clive seems to have matured with commendable speed, not only talking, but expressing his preferences with typical
            decisiveness before he was two.
         

         
         The first ten years of his childhood differed little from that of any average child in a similar period and setting. Early
            delights were those of rail travel each summer to and from nearby seaside resorts: “. . . the selection of toys to be taken,
            the bustle of packing, and then the great moment when the cab arrived to take us to the station . . . Then came the glorious
            excitement of the train journey, and, supreme bliss, the first sight of the sea.”2

         
         This month by the sea each year was their only holiday, and the single variation came in August 1907 when Mrs. Lewis took the two boys to Berneval, near Dieppe, in northern France—Clive’s only holiday abroad until he went to Greece in 1960. Otherwise, as they grew older, they could bicycle out for the day into the country, and occasionally visit friends or relations at no great distance. 

         
         About his early years Clive Lewis remembered with most gratitude, after “good parents, good food and a garden (which then
            seemed large) to play in . . . two other blessings”: first, his nurse Lizzie Endicott, “in whom even the exacting memory of
            childhood can discover no flaw—nothing but kindness, gaiety and good sense . . . The other blessing was my brother. Though
            three years my senior, he never seemed to be an elder brother; we were allies, not to say confederates from the first.”3 When they were very young, Lizzie, drying them after a bath one day, threatened to smack their “pigieboties” or “piggiebottoms.”
            The boys decided that Warnie was the “Archpiggiebotham” and Jack the “Smallpiggiebotham” or “APB” and “SPB,” names they were
            to use for one another throughout their lives.*4

         
         The biggest change in their lives during Clive’s first ten years was the building of the “New House”—Little Lea—at 76 Circular
            Road, Strandtown, and the move into it on 21 April 1905. This was on the very edge of suburbia: “On one side it was within
            twenty minutes’ walk of a tram stop, on the other within a mile of what was indisputably open hilly farm land.”5 And as they both had bicycles, the real country, which they now discovered for the first time, was only a few minutes’ ride
            away from their own front door. During these early “golden years” before boarding-school Clive developed a passionate love
            of Co. Down that he retained all his life.
         

         
         Besides this delight there was, as Warren, or “Warnie” as the family called him, records, “the new house itself which, though perhaps the worst designed house I ever saw, was for that very reason a child’s delight. On the top floor, cupboard-like doors opened into huge, dark, wasted spaces under the roof, tunnel-like passages through which children could crawl, connecting space with space.”6 “The New House is almost a major character in my story,” wrote Clive years later in Surprised by Joy. “I am a product of long corridors, empty sunlit rooms, upstair indoor silences, attics explored in solitude, distant noises
            of gurgling cisterns and pipes, and the noise of wind under the tiles.”7 And he in turn wove these recollections into much that he was to write, from Dymer to The Magician’s Nephew.

         
         The house was full of books—“I had always the same certainty of finding a book that was new to me as a man who walks into
            a field has of finding a new blade of grass”8—though all of these were the works of novelists, historians, essayists and biographers. Neither of Clive Lewis’s parents
            “had the least taste for that kind of literature to which my allegiance was given the moment I could choose books for myself.
            Neither had ever listened for the horns of elfland. There was no copy of Keats or Shelley in the house, and the copy of Coleridge
            was never (to my knowledge) opened. If I am a romantic, my parents bear no responsibility for it.”9

         
         

         But even from his earliest days “Jack” Lewis (at the age of four he had suddenly announced that his name was Jacksie—soon
            shortened into Jack—and refused to answer to any other ever after) had been able to find chinks at least in the magic casements,
            long before he could fling them wide and venture out over the perilous seas in the faery lands forlorn of which he was to
            add not a few to the literary atlas. To begin with, Lizzie Endicott would tell him fairy tales of her own country—of leprechauns
            with their pots of buried gold, of the Daoine Sidh, and of the Isle of Mell Moy which was to make him such an enthusiastic
            reader of James Stephens and the early Yeats.
         

         
         Then came the early Beatrix Potter volumes, hot from the press. Squirrel Nutkin, his favourite, was published in 1903 before he was five. “I liked the Beatrix Potter illustrations at a time when the idea of humanized animals fascinated me perhaps even more than it fascinates most children,” he wrote in An Experiment in Criticism (1961);10 and he followed up this fascination through the pages of old volumes of Punch with their animal cartoons by Tenniel and Sambourne and Partridge, besides those in Lewis Carroll, and in the old Dalziel
            illustrations to Mother Goose of which a copy of the 1895 reprint had been given to Warnie.
         

         
         The first real introduction to romance came by chance, by way of a copy of A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court in which he was able to taste something of the true Logres even through Mark Twain’s vulgar ridicule of the great Arthurian
            cycle. This was followed by an even more blessed discovery: the monthly Strand Magazine was serializing Conan Doyle’s Sir Nigel from December 1905 to December 1906—a real introduction to the world of chivalry. But more important even than Mark Twain’s
            perverted Arthuriad and Doyle’s brightly coloured Middle Ages were the serials in the Strand by E. Nesbit with H.R. Millar’s superb and evocative illustrations: Five Children—and It (April to December 1902), The Phoenix and the Carpet (July 1903 to June 1904), and The Story of the Amulet (May 1905 to April 1906). “The last did most for me,” he recollected in 1955. “It first opened my eyes to antiquity, the
            ‘dark backward and abysm of time.’11 I can still re-read it with delight.”12

         
         This naturally leads on to the stories that Jack Lewis began writing before he was six and continued to elaborate for the
            next half-dozen years or more. After the move to Little Lea, he soon “staked out a claim to one of the attics” and made it
            his “study,” decorating the walls with pictures of his own making or cut from brightly coloured Christmas editions of magazines.
            “Here,” he records, “my first stories were written, and illustrated, with enormous satisfaction. They were an attempt to combine
            my two chief literary pleasures—‘dressed animals’ and ‘knights-in-armour.’ As a result, I wrote about chivalrous mice and
            rabbits who rode out in complete mail to kill not giants but cats.”13

         
         It is tempting to look here for the origin of such characters as Reepicheep the chivalric Talking Mouse, one of the most successfully developed among the higher animals of Narnia. But when discussing stories made up in childhood and their effect, or otherwise, on those written later, he told Green categorically that none of the characters or adventures in the Narnian stories was drawn from the Animal-Land of his own childhood inventions. The whole spirit of Narnia is different, as he also pointed out in Surprised by Joy: “Animal-Land had nothing whatever in common with Narnia except the anthropomorphic beasts. Animal-Land, by its whole quality,
            excluded the least hint of wonder.”14 “In mapping and chronicling Animal-Land I was training myself to be a novelist. Note well, a novelist; not a poet. My invented
            world was full (for me) of interest, bustle, humour and character; but there was no poetry, even no romance in it. It was
            almost astonishingly prosaic.”15

         
         Moreover, the Animal-Land that came into action in the holidays when Warnie was at home from his English boarding-school “was
            a modern Animal-Land; it had to have trains and steamships if it was to be a country shared with him. It followed, of course,
            that the medieval Animal-Land about which I wrote my stories must be the same country at an earlier period; and of course
            the two periods must be properly connected. This led me from romancing to historiography: I set about writing a full history
            of Animal-Land.” History led to geography: the world was remapped with Warnie’s “India” as an island across the sea from Animal-Land,
            “And those parts of that world which we regarded as our own—Animal-Land and India—were increasingly peopled with consistent
            characters,”16 and came to be known generally as “Boxen.”
         

         
         Many of Lewis’s Boxonian stories have been published as Boxen: The Imaginary World of the Young C. S Lewis (1985). The best of the stories come from the later period and were written between the ages of twelve and fourteen, when
            they became novels about minor characters rather than straight “histories.” While they show great precocity, there is little
            evidence of anything else and hardly any foreshadowing of what was to come: they are interesting as the earliest works of
            C. S Lewis, and dull compared to his later writings. This is largely due to the careful banishment of poetic, romantic and
            imaginative elements and to the extraordinary absorption with politics. This has been explained by Warnie Lewis in his “Memoir”
            accompanying the Letters of C. S Lewis: here he describes the continuous political discussions current in Ireland at the time, mainly diatribes against the government of the day between men of the same political persuasions—and vituperative and unexplained condemnation of all who differed from them in politics or religion. Warnie concludes: 

         
         
            Any ordinary parent would have sent us boys off to amuse ourselves elsewhere when one of these symposiums took place, but
               not my father; he would have thought it uncivil to the guest. Consequently we had to sit in silence while the torrent of vituperation
               flowed over our heads. The result in Jack’s case was to convince him firstly that “grown-up” conversation and politics were
               one and the same thing, and that therefore he must give everything he wrote a political framework; and secondly to disgust
               him with the very word “politics” before he was out of his teens.17

         

         Moreover, although the Boxonian characters are “dressed animals,” there is no attempt to keep up the fiction, and without
            the illustrations it would often be hard to remember that, for example, Lord John Big is a frog, James Bar a bear, Macgoullah
            a horse, and Viscount Puddiphat an owl. And unfortunately few of the early stories of “knights-in-armour” (even if the knights
            were dressed animals) have survived, though there are a few early attempts at verse concerning “Knights and Ladyes.”
         

         
         

         “In mapping and chronicling Animal-Land,” said Lewis, “I was training myself to be a novelist . . . but there was no poetry,
            even no romance in it.”18 At the same time he had an inner life, invisible to all but himself, that was highly imaginative. Shortly after the family
            moved to Little Lea he had three experiences which initiated “the central story”19 of his life. In Surprised by Joy he told how one day, as he was standing beside a flowering currant bush, there arose in him the “memory of a memory” of a day in Dundela Villas when Warnie brought his toy garden into the nursery. “It is difficult,” he said, “to find words strong enough for the sensation which came over me; Milton’s ‘enormous bliss’ of Eden . . . comes somewhere near it.”20 It was, he went on, “a sensation of desire,” but before he knew what he desired “the desire itself was gone, the whole glimpse withdrawn, the world turned commonplace again, or only stirred
            by a longing for the longing that had just ceased.”21

         
         A second “glimpse” came through Beatrix Potter’s Squirrel Nutkin which, he said, “troubled me with what I can only describe as the Idea of Autumn.”22 A third glimpse came through a few lines of Longfellow’s translation of Esaias Tegner’s version (1825) of Drapa:
         

         
         
            I heard a voice, that cried,

            “Balder the Beautiful

            Is dead, is dead!”

            And through the misty air

            Passed like the mournful cry

            Of sunward sailing cranes.

         

         “I knew nothing about Balder,” said Lewis, “but instantly I was uplifted into huge regions of northern sky, I desired with
            almost sickening intensity something never to be described (except that it is cold, spacious, severe, pale, and remote) and
            then, as in the other examples, found myself at the very same moment already falling out of that desire and wishing I were
            back in it.”23 The three experiences had in common, he said, “an unsatisfied desire which is itself more desirable than any other satisfaction.
            I call it Joy . . . It might almost equally well be called a particular kind of unhappiness or grief. But then it is a kind
            we want.”24

         
         

         Meanwhile his outward life went on more or less as usual. Warnie departed to Wynyard School in England, while Jack was taught at Little Lea by a governess, Miss Annie Harper: “She is fairly nice for a governess, but all of them are the same,”25 he confided to his first diary at the end of 1907, in which he describes himself as “like most boys of nine, and I am like
            Papy, bad temper, thick lips, thin and generally wearing a jersey.”26

         
         Other diary scraps describe the rest of the household: his grandfather, Richard Lewis, “who lives in a little room of his
            own upstairs”; Maude the housemaid and Martha the cook; several pets, “a dog called Tim, a black and white mouse called Tommy,
            and lastly a canary called Peter.”27 The entry for Thursday, 5 March 1908 is typical—except for the unexpected item with which it concludes: “I rise. The lawn
            is white with frost. I have breakfast. Get on my coat and cap and see Papy off [to the office]. Miss Harper comes, lessons.
            [The next entry translates the opening sentence of Julius Caesar’s De Bello Gallico.] Dinner. I am carpentring at a sword. I read ‘Paradise Lost,’ reflections there-on.”28

         
         We do not know what these reflections were, nor how much of Milton’s Paradise Lost, the poem which was to mean so much to him in later life, was either read or understood by him in his tenth year; but even
            as he wrote, his own paradise was on the verge of being lost. “There came a night when I was ill and crying both with headache
            and toothache and distressed because my mother did not come to me,” he wrote in Surprised by Joy:
         

         
         
            That was because she was ill too; and what was odd was that there were several doctors in her room, and voices and comings
               and goings all over the house and doors shutting and opening. It seemed to last for hours. And then my father, in tears, came
               into my room and began to try to convey to my terrified mind things it had never conceived before. It was in fact cancer and
               followed the usual course; an operation (they operated in the patient’s house in those days), an apparent convalescence, a
               return of the disease, increasing pain, and death. My father never fully recovered from this loss.29

         

         Flora died on 23 August 1908. The effect of her death on Albert Lewis was to alienate him from his two sons just at the time when mutual comfort was most needed. His nerves had never been of the steadiest and his emotions had always been uncontrolled: now he began to speak wildly and act unjustly. To children just entering on their teens the sight of adult grief and fear is apt to produce revulsion rather than sympathy, and adult loss of control is put down to unkindness rather than to its true cause. Warnie and Jack lost their mother slowly as her last illness shut them further and further away from her. When she was dead their father was incapable of taking her place and had already forfeited a great deal of his own, without knowing it. They were driven to rely more and more exclusively on each other for all that made life bearable, to have confidence only in each other—“two frightened urchins huddled for warmth in a bleak world,” as one of them was to write in Surprised by Joy. And he continues: “With my mother’s death all settled happiness, all that was tranquil and reliable, disappeared from my
            life. There was to be much fun, many pleasures, many stabs of Joy; but no more of the old security. It was sea and islands
            now; the great continent had sunk like Atlantis.”30

         
         

         It was time for Jack to go to school and in September 1908 he accompanied Warnie to Wynyard School. Albert Lewis was probably
            wise to send him away from the shadow of loss at home, and strive to fill his life with the new and absorbing experiences
            of school life: but of all the schools in the British Isles he seems to have chosen the very worst. Wynyard School, Watford,
            Hertfordshire, and its ogre of a headmaster have been described fully in Surprised by Joy (as “Belsen”) and little more need be said of them here, save to state that the contemporary evidence of diaries and letters
            fully bears out the recollections of later years.
         

         
         When Warnie entered the school in May 1905 it had already begun the easy descent to Avernus precipitated by a law case in 1901 when the headmaster, the Reverend Robert Capron,* treated a boy with such brutality that the father brought a High Court action against him, which was settled out of court
            and against the defendant. Apart from the rapidly developing mania for inflicting punishment, Capron seems to have run the
            school very much on the lines of Crichton House described by F. Anstey in Vice Versa, which Lewis called “the only truthful school story in existence.”31 But it was an altogether smaller and—towards the end—more squalid affair, though Capron, like Anstey’s Dr. Grimstone, seems
            to have begun as a competent teacher whose pupils at one time gained scholarships to public schools. By the time the Lewis
            boys were entrusted to his care, however, the instruction had become “at once brutalizing and intellectually stupefying,”32 little was taught and still less remembered. As Warnie wrote:
         

         
         
            In spite of Capron’s policy of terror, the school was slack and inefficient, and the time-table, if such it could be called,
               ridiculous. When not saying lessons, the boys spent the whole of school working out sums on slates; of this endless arithmetic
               there was little or no supervision. Of the remaining subjects, English and Latin consisted, the first solely and the second
               mainly, of grammar. History was a ceaseless circuit of the late Middle Ages; Geography was a meaningless list of rivers, towns,
               imports and exports.33

         

         There was no school library at Wynyard, but the boys were by no means illiterate, though Warnie and Jack seem to have had better taste than most of their companions. A “Club for getting monthly magazines” which they formed during Jack’s first term shows this: the other boys’ contributions were the Captain, the Boy’s Own Paper, the Wide World, the Royal, and the London Magazine, but Warnie’s choice was Pearson’s and Jack’s the Strand. As they all shared each other’s magazines, Jack found himself reading “twaddling school-stories,” which he dismissed later
            as “mere wish-fulfilment of the hero”34—surely forgivable in a school such as Capron’s establishment. The Strand, however, was offering at this time E. Nesbit’s excellent pastiches of imagination and history, The House of Arden (1908) and Harding’s Luck (1909), with the odd Sherlock Holmes story and A.E.W. Mason’s At the Villa Rose (1910) for more adult excitement, while Hall Caine’s semi-religious thriller The White Prophet (1909) may have led him on to the taste for romances of the early Christians in Rome which he developed at this time. These
            he found in Sienkiewicz’s Quo Vadis? (1898), Dean Farrar’s Darkness and Dawn: or, Scenes in the Days of Nero (1891), Whyte-Melville’s The Gladiators: A Tale of Rome and Judaea (1863), and Lew Wallace’s Ben Hur: A Tale of the Christ (1880).
         

         
         “They were mostly, as literature, rather bad books,” he decided. “What wore better, and what I took to at the same time, is
            the work of Rider Haggard.”35 He discovered Haggard’s The Ghost Kings (1908), running as a serial in Pearson’s, and Pearl Maiden, a Tale of the Fall of Jerusalem (1903) at the same time as the Christian romances. He also fell for a while under the spell of H.G. Wells’s science fiction—a
            taste which did not last, though he was still reading Haggard with enjoyment at the end of his life.
         

         
         It is curious, however, that Lewis should have missed The Wind in the Willows, which came out in 1908 during his first term at Wynyard, at a time when his interest in “dressed animals” was at its height
            in the heyday of Boxen. He read neither that nor E. Nesbit’s Bastable stories until he was in his twenties—but “I do not think
            I have enjoyed them any the less on that account.”36

         
         Boxen was not, however, his only literary concern at the time. A fragment of a historical novel written in the summer of 1909
            still survives, called “The Ajimywanian War”—so dull that it might be an imitation of the dullest history book in use at Wynyard.37 He was also attempting another diary, or “Autobiography” as he calls it, of his experiences among the “five boarders at this ridiculous little ‘select academy for young gentlemen’—Squiffy [Field], Bowser, Mears, Jeyes and me . . . Oldy and his son Wyn are the only masters here, and Wyn can’t teach for nuts either.”38 But that too petered out after a week.
         

         
         After only a week at Wynyard, on 29 September 1908, Jack wrote to his father begging to be taken away: “We simply cannot wait in this hole till the end of term.”39 But the fear of losing his few remaining pupils curbed some of Capron’s excesses in the rapidly shrinking—and sinking—establishment,
            and Capron’s son seems to have been trying to improve relations with the parents by writing solicitously about their sons:
            “Jacko appears to be very bright and happy this term,” he was assuring Albert Lewis on 21 October. “His health is excellent.”40 He seems, nevertheless, to have suffered from a weak chest throughout childhood, though the removal of adenoids at the beginning
            of 1909 may have helped him to survive the following winter without any illness.
         

         
         

         Warnie left Wynyard in July 1909 and in September arrived at Malvern College, where he was to be extremely happy. In January
            1910 Jack’s second cousin on his mother’s side, Hope Ewart, accompanied him back to Wynyard, stopping in London so Jack could
            see Peter Pan. It impressed him deeply and remained vivid in his memory; theatre-going in Belfast consisted only of musical comedies and
            vaudeville beyond which Albert Lewis did not aspire.
         

         
         This cousin was a member of a family that meant much to the two motherless boys. The younger describes their house in Surprised by Joy as “Mountbracken.” It was actually Glenmachan, the home of Sir William Quartus Ewart,* whose wife, wrote Lewis, was
         

         
         
            my mother’s first cousin and perhaps my mother’s dearest friend, and it was no doubt for my mother’s sake that she took upon
                  herself the heroic task of civilizing my brother and me. We had a standing invitation to lunch at Mountbracken whenever we
                  were at home; to this, almost entirely, we owe it that we did not grow up savages. The debt is not only to Lady E. (“Cousin
                  Mary”) but to her whole family; walks, motor-drives (in those days an exciting novelty), picnics, and invitations to the theatre
                  were showered on us, year after year, with a kindness which our rawness, our noise, and our unpunctuality never seemed to
                  weary. We were at home there almost as much as in our own home, but with this great difference, that a certain standard of
                  manners had to be kept up. Whatever I know (it is not much) of courtesy and savoir faire I learned at Mountbracken.41

         

         Wynyard having collapsed in the summer of 1910 (Capron was certified insane and died a year later), a new school was needed
            for Jack. Albert Lewis decided that he should go to Campbell College, not two miles from Little Lea, “which had been founded
            with the express purpose of giving Ulster boys all the advantages of a public school education without the trouble of crossing
            the Irish Sea.”42 It was arranged that he should go as a boarder, but with the privilege of an exeat to come home every Sunday.
         

         
         Although the complete lack of quiet or privacy was trying—he described it as “very like living permanently in a large railway
            station”—Jack found Campbell College a great improvement on Wynyard, and really began to enjoy learning, and to remember what
            he learnt. He was particularly grateful to an “excellent master whom we called Octie,” who was really Lewis Alden, senior
            English master from 1898 until 1930. Alden introduced him in form to Arnold’s Sohrab and Rustum: “I loved the poem at first sight and have loved it ever since.”43

         
         But his stay at Campbell was to be brief. On 13 November 1910 Albert Lewis was writing to Warnie at Malvern: “When Jacko came home this morning he had such a frightful cough that I had Dr. Leslie* up to examine him. As a result, Leslie has advised me not to send him back to school for some days”44; and he went on to ask Warnie to find out about Cherbourg, a preparatory school at Malvern, as “I am strongly inclined to
            send Jacko there until he’s old enough to go to the College.”45

         
         After two glorious months of peace and quiet at home reading, ever reading—at this time largely fairy tales—the invalid was
            deemed well enough to begin at Cherbourg. And accordingly he wrote to his father near the end of January 1911: “Warnie and
            I arrived safely at Malvern after a splendid journey. Cherbourge is quite a nice place. There are 17 chaps here. There are
            three masters, Mr. Allen, Mr. Palmer and Mr. Jones, who is very fat . . . Malvern is one of the nicest English towns I have
            seen yet. The hills are beautiful, but of course not so nice as ours.”46

         
         The school was not as small as would appear from this as there were day boys as well as the seventeen boarders; and although
            his letters and odd scraps of diary are full of criticism of the masters, and often of the school itself, Lewis seems to have
            been reasonably happy at Cherbourg and recorded that “here indeed my education really began. The Headmaster was a clever and
            patient teacher;* under him I rapidly found my feet in Latin and English, and even began to be looked on as a promising candidate for a scholarship
            at the College.”47

         
         In Surprised by Joy Lewis goes on to tell how he lost his faith during his terms at Cherbourg, sparked off by the esoteric religious flounderings
            of the matron, Miss Cowie. Other reasons joined to make him an apostate—“dropping my faith with no sense of loss but with
            the greatest relief.”48 Intense preoccupation with prayer had made the activity an increasingly unendurable penance; and a natural and induced pessimism had grown up from his own manual clumsiness, his mother’s death, the miseries of Wynyard, and his father’s exaggerated statements as to the difficulty of managing “to avoid the workhouse.” 

         
         Another cause had its roots in the very brilliance of Lewis’s mind, which began suddenly to blossom under the influence of
            the excellent teaching at Cherbourg, and in particular the classical authors:
         

         
         
            Here, especially in Virgil, one was presented with a mass of religious ideas; and all teachers and editors took it for granted
               from the outset that these religious ideas were sheer illusion. No one ever attempted to show in what sense Christianity fulfilled
               Paganism or Paganism prefigured Christianity. The accepted position seemed to be that religions were normally a mere farrago
               of nonsense, though our own, by a fortunate exception, was exactly true . . . But on what grounds could I believe in this
               exception? . . . I was very anxious not to.49

         

         Other influences were also at hand to shake his faith. In May 1912 a new master came to Cherbourg—“Pogo,” whose evil effects
            on the adolescent mind are well described in Surprised by Joy. Percy Gerald Kelsal Harris was to distinguish himself a few years later as a war hero. When Lewis met Harris, however, the
            latter had just dropped out of Oxford and was far too youthful to be in charge of boys not much younger than himself. At the
            same time came the sudden upsurge of puberty and an easy surrender to sexual temptation:
         

         
         
            But this is amply accounted for by the age I had then reached and by my recent, in a sense deliberate, withdrawal of myself
               from Divine protection. I do not believe Pogo had anything to do with it . . . What attacked me through Pogo was not the Flesh
               (I had that of my own) but the World: the desire for glitter, swagger, distinction, the desire to be in the know . . . I began
               to labour very hard to make myself into a fop, a cad, and a snob.
            

            Pogo’s communications, however much they helped to vulgarize my mind, had no such electric effect on my senses as the dancing mistress, nor as Bekker’s Charicles, which was given me for a prize.* I never thought that dancing mistress as beautiful as my cousin G.,* but she was the first woman I ever “looked upon to lust after her”; assuredly through no fault of her own.50

         

         Side by side with the awakening of carnal and worldly desires came what Jack described as the real romantic passion of his
            life. It arrived with the sudden, overwhelming return of “Joy”—that “unsatisfied desire more desirable than any other satisfaction”—when
            he chanced upon the Christmas number of the Bookman for December 1911 with a coloured supplement reproducing several of Arthur Rackham’s illustrations to Siegfried and the Twilight of the Gods in a loosely poetic version made the same year by Margaret Armour. As Lewis records in Surprised by Joy,
         

         
         
            A moment later, as the poet says, “The sky had turned round.” I had never heard of Wagner, nor of Siegfried. I thought the
               Twilight of the Gods meant the twilight in which the gods lived. How did I know, at once and beyond question, that this was
               no Celtic, or silvan, or terrestrial twilight? But so it was. Pure “Northernness” engulfed me: a vision of huge, clear spaces
               hanging above the Atlantic in the endless twilight of Northern summer, remoteness, severity . . . and almost at the same moment
               I knew that I had met this before, long, long ago (it hardly seems longer now) in Tegner’s Drapa, that Siegfried (whatever it might be) belonged to the same world as Balder and the sunward-sailing cranes.
            

            And with that plunge back into my own past there arose at once, almost like heartbreak, the memory of Joy itself, the knowledge
               that I had once had what I had now lacked for years, that I was returning at last from exile and desert lands to my own country;
               and the distance of the Twilight of the Gods and the distance of my own past Joy, both unattainable, flowed together into
               a single, unendurable sense of desire and loss . . . At once I knew (with fatal knowledge) that to “have it again” was the
               supreme and only important object of desire.51

         

         

         The craze for all things “Northern” that followed this great moment of revelation and the rediscovery of Joy became the most
            important thing in Lewis’s life for the next two or three years. He describes it as almost a double life, particularly during
            the unpleasant year at Malvern College (1913–14), when mental ecstasy and physical purgatory alternated with dizzying rapidity.
         

         
         By the summer of 1912 Jack had discovered the works of Wagner by means of gramophone records. He and Warnie now had a gramophone
            and “gramophone catalogues were already one of my favourite forms of reading; but I had never remotely dreamed that the records
            from Grand Opera with their queer German or Italian names could have anything to do with me.”52 But a magazine called the Soundbox was doing synopses of great operas week by week, and it now did the whole Ring. “I read in a rapture and discovered who Siegfried was and what was the ‘twilight’ of the gods.”53 On the strength of this he began to write a poem on the Wagnerian version of the Nibelung story, and to collect records of
            the operas.
         

         
         Later that summer Lewis came across an actual copy of the illustrated Siegfried and the Twilight of the Gods on the drawing-room table of his cousin Hope Ewart (now Mrs. George Harding) during a visit to her home at Dundrum near Dublin, and found that the Rackham pictures, “which seemed to me then to be the very music made visible, plunged me a few fathoms deeper into my delight. I have seldom coveted anything as I coveted that book”54—and he was able to buy the cheaper edition shortly afterwards.
         

         
         This visit to Dundrum seems to have merged in his memory with one the following August when he and Warnie were bicycling “via
            Glendalough and the Vale of Avoca through the most glorious scenery possible,” after which he came to record how
         

         
         
            this imaginative Renaissance almost at once produced a new appreciation of external nature. At first, I think, this was parasitic
               on the literary and musical experiences. On that holiday at Dundrum, cycling among the Wicklow mountains, I was almost involuntarily
               looking for scenes that might belong to the Wagnerian world . . . But soon (I cannot say how soon) nature ceased to be a mere
               reminder of books, became herself the medium of the real joy.55

         

         In this great Northern Renaissance Lewis found everything else dwarfed in proportion. “If the Northerness seemed then a bigger
            thing than my religion, that may partly have been because my attitude towards it contained elements which my religion ought
            to have contained and did not.”56 Years later, in a lecture to the Socratic Club at Oxford, he confessed that “If Christianity is only a mythology, then I
            find that the mythology I believe in is not the mythology I like best. I like Greek mythology much better: Irish better still:
            Norse best of all.”57 And in another lecture he described himself as one who loved Balder before he loved Christ.58

         
         Meanwhile Lewis was progressing well at school. His first printed works, two undistinguished essays, appeared in the Cherbourg School Magazine; he began to take an interest in the Shakespearean productions of Frank Benson’s company whenever it visited Malvern; and
            he was becoming a likely candidate for a scholarship to the College.
         

         
         He was to take the entrance examination in June 1913, but “was obliged to retire to bed with rather a high temperature.”59 However, Canon James, the headmaster,* sent the papers over to Cherbourg, and Mr. Allen could write to Albert Lewis on 8 June: “I am so glad to be able to tell
            you that your son has been recommended for a Junior Scholarship. This is very satisfactory, as his work was of course much
            handicapped by being done in bed, when he was feeling far from well.”60 Warnie commented that “in the circumstances I am inclined to rate his obtaining a Scholarship as the greatest triumph of
            his career,”61 while Hope Harding wrote to Albert Lewis: “We were delighted to hear the news, and have wired to Jacko to tell him so. I
            can’t say I’m surprised, however, for I always knew he was a remarkable boy, besides being one of the most lovable I ever
            came across. George and I are looking forward to the boys’ visit in the summer holidays very much.”62

         
         Jack bade farewell to Cherbourg School with his first published poem, which appeared in the school magazine on 29 July 1913:
            “Quam Bene Saturno,” after Tibullus (I.iii.35–50), beginning
         

         
         
            Alas! What happy days were those

            When Saturn ruled a peaceful race,

            Or yet the foolish mortals chose

            With roads to track the world’s broad face . . .63

         

         Certainly, if the Age of Saturn still lingered during the summer holiday at Dundrum when the Valkyries seemed to be riding
            over the Mountains of Mourne and Fafnir the dragon guarded the Rhinegold in a cave above the Vale of Avoca, the reign of Jove
            was about to claim Jack Lewis “with grim Array” when he began his first term at Malvern College on 18 September 1913.
         

         
         

         A week earlier, on 10 September, Warnie had arrived in Great Bookham to be prepared for Sandhurst by Albert’s old headmaster, William T. Kirkpatrick (1848–1921), whose teaching was to have more far-reaching effects on Jack than anyone else with whom he came in contact. He is fully described—as are his original and, at least in this case, most effective methods of teaching—in Surprised by Joy; and his most outstanding characteristics are lovingly reproduced in the person of MacPhee in That Hideous Strength (1945). Early in his life Kirkpatrick had prepared for the ministry in the Presbyterian Church. Before he was ordained, however,
            he lost his faith, and thereafter he described himself as a rationalist. In 1876 Kirkpatrick became headmaster of Lurgan College,
            a position in which he was exceptionally successful until his retirement in 1899. Albert Lewis was one of the pupils of “The
            Great Knock,” as the boys called Mr. Kirkpatrick, during 1877–9, and afterwards he served as Mr. Kirkpatrick’s solicitor.
            On retiring, Kirkpatrick began to take private pupils, and by 1912 he and his wife were settled at Gastons, Great Bookham,
            Surrey.
         

         
         Warnie was to benefit enormously from his three months with Mr. Kirkpatrick. Jack, meanwhile, entered Malvern College expecting
            almost a heaven on earth compared with his earlier experiences of school. For Warnie, who had left the previous term, it had
            been “a place in which it was bliss to be alive and to be young was very heaven,”64 and he had not stinted in singing its praises. But Warnie was a cheery extrovert: good enough at games, the type of boy to
            be readily popular with his companions, and not particularly interested in learning—while Jack was his direct antithesis in
            all these respects.
         

         
         To begin with he wrote hopefully to his father: “So far everything has been very pleasant indeed. Luckily I am going to get
            a study out of which the old occupants are moving today. There will be three other people in it—Hardman, Anderson and Lodge.”* A week later: “The work here is very heavy going, and it is rather hard to find time for it in the breathless life we lead here. So far that ‘breathlessness’ is the worst feature of the place. You never get a ‘wink of peace.’ It is a perpetual rush at high pressure, with short intervals spent in waiting for another bell . . .”65

         
         But near the end of term Warnie came back for a House Supper, “a noisy, cheerful function, of which all I remember is Jack’s
            gloom and boredom glaringly obvious to all, and not tending to increase his popularity with the House. On 22 December he and
            I set off together for the last time on the old, well-loved journey to Belfast via Liverpool,”66 described with such affectionate nostalgia in Surprised by Joy.

         
         Jack was ill again during the holidays and forced to return to school a fortnight late—at which he did not repine, but buried
            himself in his dream-world of literature “of legendary loves and magic fears.”67 But he found the transition from “the warmth and softness and dignity of his home life to the privations, the raw and sordid
            ugliness of school”—from the copy of Wagner’s The Rhinegold and the Valkyries, translated by Margaret Armour (1910) which his father had given him at Christmas to match Siegfried and the Twilight of the Gods—upset him even more than the previous term had done. Even the removal to a better study, with Hardman and W.E.H. Quennell* as companions, was only a temporary alleviation. By 18 March 1914 he was writing to his father:
         

         
         
            Not only does this persecution get harder to bear as time goes on, but it is actually getting more severe. As for the work, indeed, things are now much brighter, and I have been getting on all right since half term. But, out of school, life gets more and more dreary; all the prefects detest me and lose no opportunity of venting their spite . . . Please take me out of this as soon as possible, but don’t, whatever you do, write to the James or the Old Boy,* as that would only make things worse.68

         

         Albert Lewis reacted with unexpected good sense and moderation. “He is very uncomfortable at Malvern,” he wrote to Warnie
            on 20 March. “He is not popular with the prefects apparently, and gets more than a fair share of the fagging and bullying.
            In a word, the thing is a failure and must be ended. His letters make me unhappy . . . I suppose the best thing I can do is
            to send him to ‘Kirk’ after next term.”69

         
         Warnie agreed, though expressing considerable natural bitterness and blaming Jack for much of his own unhappiness—he “started
            with everything in his favour,” he replied on 24 March, “and if he has made himself unpopular, he has only himself to thank
            for it . . . I feel it intensely that my brother should be a social outcast in the House where I was so happy.”70 But looking back with hindsight fifty years later, he wrote in his Memoir to the Letters:
         

         
         
            The fact is that he should never have been sent to a public school at all. Already, at fourteen, his intelligence was such
               that he would have fitted in better among undergraduates than among schoolboys; and by his temperament he was bound to be
               a misfit, a heretic, an object of suspicion within the collective-minded and standardizing Public School system. He was, indeed,
               lucky to leave Malvern before the power of this system had done him any lasting damage.71

         

         

         In Surprised by Joy Lewis sums up his troubles at Malvern and his dislike of the whole atmosphere of the place and all it stood for, first by stressing his utter exhaustion there: “I was—dog-tired, cab-horse tired, tired (almost) like a child in a factory.” This was partly due to his age—he had for the moment rather outgrown his strength—and to sleeplessness caused by trouble with his teeth; but also to the fagging system which made it possible for an unpopular boy to be fagged out of virtually all his spare time—and much time, too, that should have been spent on preparation for the next lessons. He added: 

         
         
            And remember that, even without fagging, a school day contains hardly any leisure for a boy who does not like games. For him,
               to pass from the form-room to the playing field is simply to exchange work in which he can take some interest for work in
               which he can take none, in which failure is more severely punished, and in which (worst of all) he must feign an interest.
            

            I think that this feigning, this ceaseless pretence of interest in matters to me supremely boring, was what wore me out more
               than anything else . . . For games (and gallantry) were the only subjects, and I cared for neither.72

         

         “Spiritually speaking,” he went on, “the deadly thing was that school life was a life almost wholly dominated by the social
            struggle; to get on, to arrive, or, having reached the top, to remain there, was the absorbing preoccupation.”73

         
         But of “Tarting” and “Bloodery” Lewis has written, perhaps too much, in Surprised by Joy: they were temptations that did not move him more than as his first and worst experience of the “Inner Ring” which he was
            to attack so fiercely in later life. His study-mate, Hardman—later Air Chief Marshal Sir Donald Hardman—said of the whole
            picture given in Surprised by Joy:
         

         
         
            In a word it is in my view unbalanced and exaggerated. This is not to say that some of the practices and customs he complains of did not exist; they did, but Lewis has blown them up out of all proportion. “Tarting” did exist, but I’m sure, to nothing like the extent that he makes out. He has a good deal to say about fagging; it could at times be very irritating, but we took it as all in the day’s work and I have never known it leave these scars on anyone else. Every House must have its good and lean years in House Prefects and we were not particularly blessed with ours in Lewis’s day. Even so, I am sure that he was not unhappy all the time. I can remember going with him for long walks on Sundays when he was in the gayest of moods—story telling and mimicking people. It is surprising that he should forget the happy times and remember only the unhappy ones.74

         

         However, Lewis does record that there were “two blessings” at Malvern “that wore no disguise:” one was “the Grundy”—the school
            library, “not only because it was a library, but because it was a sanctuary”75; and the other was “my form master, Smewgy as we called him.”76 This was Harry Wakelyn Smith (1861–1918), who taught classics and English to the Upper Fifth during most of his time at Malvern,
            from 1885 until his death in 1918, and who is lovingly described in Surprised by Joy.

         
         Lewis kept secret the fact that he was leaving Malvern after the summer term of 1914. But before he went he wrote some verses
            in imitation of Ovid’s Pars estis pauci (Ex Ponto, III.ii.25 et seq.) in the metre of the last chorus of Swinburne’s Atalanta in Calydon. “They were top of the form and well spoken of by Smewgy,” he wrote on 22 June when enclosing them to his father; and they
            read almost as a farewell to Smewgy himself:
         

         
         
            Of the host whom I named

            As friends, ye alone

            Dear few! were ashamed

            In troubles unknown

            To leave me deserted, but boldly ye cherished my cause as your own.

             

            But nay! for the days

            Of a mortal are few;

            Shall they limit your praise,

            Nay rather to you

            Each new generation shall offer—if aught be remembered—your due.77

         

         When looking back on what he had just written in Surprised by Joy about the miseries of his year at Malvern, Lewis continued:
         

         
         
            I find myself exclaiming, “Lies, lies! This was really a period of ecstasy. It consisted chiefly of moments when you were
               too happy to speak, when gods and heroes rioted through your head, when Satyrs danced and Maenads roamed on the mountains,
               when Brynhild and Sieglinde, Deirdre, Maeve and Helen were all about you, till sometimes you felt that it might break you
               with mere richness.” . . . All this is true, but it does not make the other version a lie. I am telling a story of two lives . . .
               When I remember my inner life I see that everything mentioned in the last two chapters [about Malvern] was merely a coarse
               curtain which at any moment might be drawn aside to reveal all the heavens I then knew. The same duality perplexes the story
               of my home life . . .78

         

         Lewis goes on to describe at some length his father’s character and the reasons why life at home was becoming progressively more difficult. Briefly, Albert Lewis erred through a combination of egocentricity and sheer affection for his sons. He enjoyed their company so much that when he was in the house he insisted on being with them all the time: if they had a visitor of their own age, or wanted to read or study quietly by themselves, it made no difference. He must dominate the conversation and impose his own interests at the expense of theirs, usually failing to take in anything they said to him, due to the illogicality and effervescence of his mind. Only when
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