
CS LEWIS ON MISUNDERSTANDING FANTASY ESSAY

Free Essay: C.S. Lewis on Misunderstanding Fantasy â€œGood stories often introduce the marvelous or supernatural
and nothing about Story has been so often.

The best way with music, I imagine, is not to bring the forces of our intellect to bear upon it, but to be still and
let it work on that part of us for whose sake it exists. We want to hear what you think about this article. Many
people often believe they love someone, when they actually do not because they may not know what the word
means. For example, "bats" would have a different poetical value from birds. Neither Tolkien nor Lewis set
out to write books that were Christian or Catholic "propaganda". What are the climate patterns? Walter
Hooper. A writer's task, I maintained, was to lay bare the human heart, and this could not be done if he were
continually taking refuge in the spinning of fanciful webs. The idea that Lewis, for example, was writing
Christian apologetics in his Narnia books an accusation that was made on the release of the recent Narnia film
is absurd. Further, the lack of Fantasy in the curricula of colleges across the country has become so egregious
as to ignore modern literary giants such as George R. An Experiment in Criticism. Saturday, June 1, C. But
that idea, while perhaps supportable on the grounds of textual evidence, never really seemed paramount to me.
Martin who competes e His reasons are several. Ransom, acting like a conscience explained to Lady why she
should not disobey Maledill's will. Lewis tries to explain it in his book, The Four Loves, it is still a mystery as
to what love truly means. The imagination in us, whose exercise is essential to the most temporary submission
to the imagination of another, immediately, with the disappearance of Law, ceases to act. Lewis retorted with a
theory that, since the Creator had seen fit to build a universe and set it in motion, it was the duty of the human
artist to create as lavishly as possible in his turn. This was not, however, the purpose for which they wrote the
stories: they wrote them to enjoy them. Very funny. Lewis was a strong Christian man, and wanted to make
children see and understand all the stories of the Bible. One day, just before they decided he was too crazy and
chucked him out, they went round and he taught them a new song with lots and lots of chords in it. But already
there is joy enough int the little finger of a great saint such as yonder lady to waken all the dead things of the
universe into life. To be able to live a moment in an imagined world, we must see the laws of its existence
obeyed. A meaning may be there, but it is not for you. In physical things a man may invent; in moral things he
must obeyâ€”and take their laws with him into his invented world as well. I thought I saw how stories of this
kind could steal past a certain inhibition which had paralysed much of my own religion in childhood. As the
story progresses, Ransom meets all sorts of martians and becomes immersed in the culture and language of
this planet. Little that had had the misfortune of being dubbed fantasy had escaped the blacklist cast upon the
field. Would not the tale, however lovelily begun, sink once to the level of the Burlesqueâ€”of all forms of
literature the least worthy? You may change, as much as you please, the character which your objects would
have in reality: but reality furnishes both that which is changed and that by which you change it. Disturb the
realism of Roland's dark tower a little. When such forms are new embodiments of old truths, we call them
products of the Imagination; when they are mere inventions, however lovely, I should call them the work of
the Fancy: in either case, Law has been diligently at work. Little that had had the misfortune of being dubbed
fantasy had escaped the blacklist cast upon the field. The beauty may be plainer in it than the truth, but without
the truth the beauty could not be, and the fairytale would give no delight. She drank it. These generic labels,
applied wholesale to fantastic literature, had pushed it off the radar until readers of Fantasy had become
literary lepers, lurking in the corners of accepted literary societies. While he is making this trip from the grey
town to heaven, he converses with some of his fellow travelers.


