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INTRODUCTION

Something wonderful happens when a group of experienced fic-

tion writers come together to pay tribute to a master. But before

we go into that, let me take a moment to introduce those writers to

you, in the order they appear in this anthology:

Deb Caletti from San Francisco Bay, now living in the Seattle

area . . . Brent Hartinger, who hails from just south of Seattle . . .

Diana Peterfreund, born in Pennsylvania, but lived mostly in

Florida . . . Ned Vizzini, a Manhattanite who grew up in Brooklyn

. . . Sarah Beth Durst from central Massachusetts . . . Herbie Bren-

nan (that’s me), born in Northern Ireland during World War II . . .

Diane Duane, a New Yorker, now living in Ireland . . . Kelly McCly-

mer, who started out in South Carolina and now lives in Maine . . .

Lisa Papademetriou, a Texan by birth . . . Sophie Masson, born in

Indonesia, brought up in France and Australia . . . Elizabeth E.

Wein, born in New York City, brought up in England and Jamaica,

now living in Scotland . . . Susan Juby from Canada . . . Susan

Vaught from Tennessee . . . O. R. Melling, born in Ireland, raised in

Canada, now back home in Ireland . . . Zu Vincent and Kiara

Koenig, an American mother and daughter team.

Read their biographies at the end of each article. You could

hardly find a more diverse bunch in terms of background, interests,

and achievements, but I can confidently predict they all share several

things in common:
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• They all know that magic moment when a window opens up

on the word-processor page and allows them to step through

into a different world.

• They all meet with spirit creatures (commonly called “char-

acters”) who live, laugh, love, and weep quite independently

of the authors who call them up.

• They all recognize plots as fey and fragile things that may

work out as planned . . . or take turns the writer never

dreamed of.

• They all pray for those golden days when they don’t have to

write a word of their own, but take dictation from their Muse

instead, creating marvels in the process.

Because they all share these experiences, they bring a special

insight—something far beyond mere literary criticism—into the

works of another of their kind. And this is especially true when the

works in question enchanted them as children. 

You may remember the moment yourself, perhaps at Christmas

or a birthday, when you opened the package and found yourself star-

ing at a brand-new, lovely book with all its new-book feel and smell.

Except it wasn’t a book, not like the books you’d read before. It was

a doorway to another reality. 

Can you remember how you stepped through that doorway

somewhere on the second page? How your worries—the neglected

homework, the cross father, the sick hamster—simply faded away?

How you met new friends and visited strange lands? How you

became the hero of the book?

Very few people realize it, but reading fiction is an interactive

experience. The author of the novel does scarcely half the job. You, as

the reader, do the rest, painting background scenery with your imagi-

nation, filling in the color of the dragon’s eyes, listening to the whis-
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per of the wind, reading the villain’s darkest thoughts. This is a magi-

cal process by any rational definition of the term. It involves illusion,

creation, healing, transports of delight, silent sounds heard only with

the inner ear, impossible sights, wonders, marvels, conjurations. 

And the magic reached its peak the day you entered Narnia.

It doesn’t always happen, and regrettably it doesn’t happen

often, but sometimes an author crafts a work of such consummate

skill that it carries you off to an enchanted realm you will remember

to your dying day. 

I’m betting your first C. S. Lewis book was The Lion, the Witch

and the Wardrobe, but if I’m wrong, it doesn’t matter. Narnia became

a living place in Lewis’s mind and he managed, in his writing, to

open up a portal so you could come and share it, too. He did this

partly by his writing skills, but mainly through his novel’s themes.

Narnia is mythic in the true sense of that word, a realm of wonder

where humanity’s great stories can be acted out—the sacrifice of

heroes, the war of Light and Darkness, the triumph of Good over

Evil, the initiation of youth, the wisdom of age, betrayal and hope,

but above all, love. 

These are things that touch us to the deepest levels of our souls

and these are the themes of Narnia. When stuffy academics discuss

the influence religion had on Lewis, they talk of something pro-

foundly unimportant. It was not his Christianity that counted, but

his archetypal, mythic spirituality that enabled him to reach out

across every culture and creed to the children of the world. 

A few of the children he reached were a little different from the

others—introverted, perhaps, prone to daydreams, sometimes soli-

tary, emotional, and difficult. Such children were swallowed up by

Narnia. They found themselves in a place they could describe com-

pletely, far beyond the words that Lewis wrote. They found them-

selves in conversations with the Lion and the Faun that never

appeared on the printed page. These were children with a special

destiny—to create worlds of their own and let you share them. 
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Many factors led to the unfolding of that special destiny. We

might speculate about parental support, or lack of it, about personal

tragedy, meetings with remarkable men and women, encourage-

ment, discouragement, discovery of creative wellsprings, travel,

opportunity, or just dumb luck. But behind the diverse paths there

was always that turning point, that tipping point, that trigger, in the

moment when, as children, they opened their special book, visited

Narnia and were themselves enchanted.

Thus the anthology you hold is something wonderful. It is the

work of authors who have, one and all, fallen desperately in love

with Narnia, the luminous creation of C. S. Lewis. And it is the work

of authors who understand exactly what he went through to bring it

into being.

Read and enjoy.

Herbie Brennan

New Year’s Day, 2008
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Just Another Crazed

Narnia Fan
Deb Caletti

When I was in the sixth grade, I loaned my copy of The Lion, the

Witch and the Wardrobe to Lisa Miller and never got it back. 

Not that I hold a grudge. 

Lisa had a surgery that required breaking both her legs and reset-

ting them, putting her in a wheelchair for the good part of a year.

Flimsy excuse, yes? I mean, this was my beloved and cherished copy,

part of the ENTIRE SET of the Chronicles of Narnia that my parents

1

This is where the enchantment began for somany of us. Deb Caletti has produced arichly evocative recollection of her firsttrip to Narnia, carried there by the set ofbooks she received from her parents forChristmas when she was only ten years old,and describes how the magic was passed onwhen she had children of her own. . . .



had given me for Christmas when I was ten. An entire set of Narnia

books without The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe—it’s like an

entire set of dishes without the, well, dishes. 

I still remember getting those books. For some reason, my

mother had hidden them, unwrapped, inside a set of decorative

drums that were underneath the Christmas tree. One day I was

messing around, as any proper ten-year-old will do, and I opened up

the drums. I was shocked, thrilled, surprised, and guilt-ridden at

accidentally finding my gift. I knew they were meant to be mine.

They had to be. First of all, I was the resident inhaler of books,

bringing home stacks of them from the library that I’d consume

same as popcorn before the movie even started. Second, they were

meant to be mine because they just had to be mine. The covers alone

told me so—that castle and the crazed-haired witch; that prince

against the orange background, sword drawn against his chest; that

magical boat. . . .

Knowing the books were there but being unable to have them

yet—it was as if I loved chocolate and was forced to go into See’s

Candies with no money and my hands tied behind my back. They

waited enticingly, and then, finally, they were mine. There is a

hideous Christmas photo from that time—I am in tangled hair and

wearing a white nightgown, sitting in front of a purple bike with a

banana seat. But it is the books that are on my lap, that my fingertips

are touching. 

And so, like millions of children around the world, I entered the

wardrobe. And once through, I discovered a wondrous land of crea-

tures and adventures and powerful feelings. Ogres and Fauns and

frozen places beginning to thaw. Unspeakable evil and goodness so

good it brought you to tears. Battles and magic and vials of potions

that cured every ill. I wanted to keep pushing through those coats

until I reached that place, until I heard the snow crunch underfoot,

felt the chill wind, saw the yellow glow of what might have been a

lamppost off in the distance. 
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I read the books out of order, and so my first trip to Narnia was

the same as Lucy’s. And, same as Lucy, I would want to tell the oth-

ers about my trip, all others, but no one would quite believe me

until they had experienced it themselves. In addition to thrusting the

books on friends, I tried to express my experience through my own

writing—a story I wrote when I was twelve should have been named

“The Voyage of the Something That Isn’t the Dawn Treader but May

as Well Be the Dawn Treader.” It was the tale of a trip to a land with

Talking Animals, and proved without question that one could over-

use the word “mysterious.” 

I revisited Narnia, finding other ways to enter—through a paint-

ing on a wall, a magic ring, the Wood between the Worlds. I grew up

in the suburbs of California, during the time the “mod” color for

appliances was olive green. We had sidewalks and a community pool

where you were required to wear a bathing cap. But I disappeared

into the eaves of old houses, into an ocean of flowers and islands of

dreams, into a land where a great Lion breathed life into animals so

that they might speak. In real life, I fought off mean boys who

snapped your new bra and smacked you with the small red rubber

ball during dodge ball, struggled with my inabilities to do all the

things girls seemed to know how to do—spin circles on the bars, lift

a cat’s cradle from the fingers of your best friend, chase Larry Hogan,

the cute boy. But in Narnia, you could be small and be heroic. Mean

boys got what was coming to them. Hurt bodies and hearts were

made new. The worst kind of evil, a sledge speeding through snow—

even it would stop when spring was allowed back again.

My Narnia love did not stop when I supposedly “grew up.” A

fine thing happened, which is that I had children. A fine thing in any

case, but an added bonus when they were old enough to sit through

a reading aloud, at Christmastime, of The Lion, the Witch and the

Wardrobe. All of the expected and great things happened: they lis-

tened with wide eyes and begged for more. They cried when Aslan—

well, you know—and I grabbed their pajama sleeves and said, “Wait,
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wait. Don’t worry, you’ll see!” It was as satisfying a reading experi-

ence as you could get, so much so that we repeated it the next year,

and the next, and I confess here that (as a Narnia fan will do) I car-

ried things a bit too far. I understand, I do, that people who have

lockers and are old enough to get their driver’s permits don’t want to

sit with their mother on the couch and hear a story they’ve heard a

million times, even if she does beg and nearly cry and say,

“Pleeeeeeeze!” My children, bless them, as they will do, held their

ground, and found other ways through the years to indulge the Nar-

nia fan that made their lunches. They bought me an ENTIRE SET of

Narnia books, complete and whole, finally. They took me to The

Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe when the film was released, and my

son put together a gift from a San Francisco bookstore for me—a

gorgeous, life-sized cardboard wardrobe that was a promotional

piece for the film, a wardrobe of endless sections and tabs and slots

but with doors that opened and displayed a snowy land and a lamp-

post that really lights up. He had to cut the bottom off of it to even

get it to fit into my office. My kids also participated in a Turkish

Delight taste test in our London hotel room. A disappointing affair, I

might add. After imagining for years its buttery and mouth-watering

perfection, delectable enough to make a boy turn traitor against his

own siblings, I was rather let down to find it was actually something

you’d want to spit into a napkin. 

This is my own story of Narnia love, and it is only one story of

eighty-five million others. Eighty-five million! That’s how many books

have been sold, anyway, of the seven volumes that make up the

Chronicles of Narnia, outsold only by Harry Potter. Eighty-five mil-

lion—that’s roughly the population of France and Sweden and

Switzerland combined, plus a smaller country of your choice. Narnia

has an obvious lasting appeal and a devoted following. Devoted,

hmm. Crazed might be more accurate. Merely type the word “Nar-

nia” into Google’s narrow rectangle, and a treasure of 12,300,000

hits will pour down upon you like a trove of pirate riches. 
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Forgotten Castles and

Magical Creatures in Hiding
On Seeing Hidden Things in Prince Caspian

Brent Hartinger

Awild forest grew across the street from the house in the suburbs

where I grew up. Technically, it was merely a “holding basin”—a

patch of land that city engineers had set aside from development to

hold back the floodwaters that occasionally swelled up from the little

creek that ran through the neighborhood. But it was dense and

11

Sometimes the most important things arehidden in plain sight—under your nose, orunder your feet. Brent Hartinger thinksthat’s the most important message C. S.Lewis hid in Narnia. Hartinger explains howhe found magic—real magic—in his own lifeby listening to that message . . . and howyou can do the same. 



untamed; much of it was swampland, which made it inaccessible to all

but those with a strong sense of adventure, not to mention hip-boots.

As a boy, my friends and I spent almost every waking hour in

that forest, and slowly but surely it surrendered its secrets: a broken

well, a decaying shack left by homesteaders, part of an abandoned

railroad track said to have been laid over an old Indian trail. Once,

while walking through dense thicket in the fall, my friends and I

noticed that many of the trees were suddenly sporting big red

apples, crisp and delicious. Oh! we realized. Orchard Street got its

name because it ran along an actual orchard!

All this in an area not even a square mile in size.

I can’t help think about that little wood whenever I re-read

Prince Caspian. Upon first inspection, the forest in which Peter,

Susan, Edmund, and Lucy find themselves after being drawn to Nar-

nia from the English train station is dense and impenetrable, too.

Even after fighting their way out of a thicket of thorns and nettles,

they’re somewhere completely unfamiliar.

At first they wonder, is it even Narnia? “It might be anywhere,”

says Peter.

But then they begin exploring the area, and slowly but surely,

this new place—an island, it seems—gives up its secrets. First they

too find an orchard, overgrown amid the brambles.

“Then this was once an inhabited island,” Peter concludes.

Next they find an old stone wall, and a stone arch—ruins that

were once a castle. 

“Ages ago, by the looks of it,” says Edmund.

In other words, they’ve found a forgotten castle, and a surpris-

ingly familiar one at that. “How it all comes back!” Lucy says,

remembering their own castle from their previous visit to Narnia,

when they ruled as kings and queens. “We could pretend we were in

Cair Paravel now.”

But then they find a chess piece they recognize, and Peter comes

to a sudden realization: the ruins of this forgotten castle are, in fact,
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the ruins of Cair Paravel. They’ve returned to Narnia after all, but in

a different time period, hundreds, or perhaps thousands, of years in

the future.

The secret of this forest is revealed at last. It starts out, upon

their arrival, being “so thick and tangled that they could hardly see

into it at all.” But then that which is hidden is revealed, and they

learn they are in the most familiar place there is: home.

Prince Caspian is a novel of hidden things. Unlike in the other

books in the Narnia series, castles and magic are not immediately

evident. For the first five (of fifteen) chapters, there are no Fauns

with parasols or beautiful Witches with enchanted Turkish Delight.

Not only do the Narnian animals not talk, they don’t even seem to

exist: in the island forest where Peter and the others find themselves,

“nothing in it moved—not a bird, not even an insect.” Even the

ghosts of these Black Woods turn out to have been fabricated by the

Telmarines to keep people away.

Indeed, for both the Pevensies and for Prince Caspian himself,

the Narnia of the early Prince Caspian chapters appears, at least at

first blush, to be a lot like the “real” world: nondescript and ordi-

nary—perhaps even more so than the real “real” world of England at

the beginning of The Magician’s Nephew, which at least includes

humming magic teleportation rings in its first chapter.

But eventually hidden things are revealed in Prince Caspian, just

as they were in that little forest of my suburban childhood: brambles

become ruins that become castles, even familiar ones. There are

extraordinary things in the Narnia of Prince Caspian—they’re just

not so obvious. They’re only available to those who take the time to

go exploring, and those who are willing to set preconceptions aside

and really look. 

And then there’s the magic.

In The Magician’s Nephew, we learn of Narnia’s beginning, and

the fact that it is literally founded by magic; Aslan’s magic permeates
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the land down to its very soil, which even has the power, at least at

first, to grow lampposts and toffee trees. While Narnian magic fades

somewhat in the “real” world of England, a bite of a Narnian apple is

still enough to cure the deadliest of diseases.

In Prince Caspian we learn that, for the first (and only) time in

Narnian history, the forces of non-magic—the forces of the ordi-

nary—have invaded and conquered Narnia. Miraz has become “Lord

Protector,” protecting the occupiers of the land not from further

invasions, but from the truth about the country’s mystical past. In all

the years of Narnia’s existence, Miraz is the only one to succeed in

subverting the land’s essentially magical nature. In The Horse and His

Boy, we learn that Calormen fear Narnian magic, but even they fail

in their one disastrous invasion attempt. And while the White Witch

might be Narnia’s most persistent foe, even she never destroys or

suppresses its magical underpinnings; she merely wants to replace

its good magic with her own evil stuff—hers is a magical eternal win-

ter, after all.

But by the time Caspian is born, Narnia seems to be a land

devoid of magic. That said, Prince Caspian hears tales of “Old Nar-

nia” from Nurse and desperately wants to believe:

He dreamed of Dwarfs and Dryads every night and
tried very hard to make the dogs and cats in the cas-
tle talk to him. But the dogs only wagged their tails
and the cats only purred.

Miraz, of course, forbids all discussion of magic—even any “think-

ing” of it. And for breaching the protocol with Caspian, Nurse is

summarily dismissed. But the essential nature of anything cannot be

suppressed forever, and it’s not long before Caspian’s new tutor, Doc-

tor Cornelius, hints at the truth to Nurse’s stories. Eventually, Doctor

Cornelius tells Caspian all—but only at the top of a tall, locked

tower in the dead of night.
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“All you have heard about Old Narnia is true,” Doctor Cornelius

says. 

But the question on Caspian’s lips is: might the magical creatures

of Old Narnia still be out there somewhere in hiding?

“I don’t know—I don’t know,” said the Doctor with a
deep sigh. 

“Sometimes I am afraid there can’t be. I have
been looking for traces of them all my life. Some-
times I have thought I heard a Dwarf-drum in the
mountains. Sometimes at night in the woods, I
thought I had a glimpse of Fauns and Satyrs dancing
a long way off; but when I came to the place, there
was never anything there.”

For me, these images are the most indelible in the whole book,

and possibly in the entire Narnia series; they’re definitely the most

relevant to my own life. Fading Dwarf-drums and dancing Fauns

and Satyrs glimpsed from a distance but gone without a trace when

an attempt is made to confirm their existence? In a few sentences,

C. S. Lewis perfectly captured what is so tantalizing about hidden

and forgotten things, especially magical ones: the fact that what we

can’t see might be so much more spectacular than what we can, that

what we’ve forgotten might be far better than what still is. 

Let’s face it: the ordinary world can be pretty crappy, both in the

aftermath of World War II, when Lewis was writing the Chronicles of

Narnia, and now, in our era of corporate and religious terrorism, not

to mention global warming. In Prince Caspian, Lewis got right to the

heart of our human desire for more than this, for a hope in some-

thing better. It’s not for nothing that we humans—some of us, any-

way—are always heading off across unexplored oceans and empty

expanses of space, or at least gathering around televisions and hurry-

ing to bookstores and movie theaters in order to experience the latest

transformative story like that of the Chronicles of Narnia.
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And yet, these images of Doctor Cornelius’s fruitless searches

also include the deep wariness with which most of us approach the

search for that which is hidden: the very real fear of disappointment.

I at least remember all too well my disillusionment when I learned

that Santa wasn’t “real,” that I’d been lied to all along, seemingly for

the amusement of adults. I can still recall the sting of my reluctant

adolescent realization that I couldn’t play Jedi mind tricks or lift

objects with the power of the Force. And I’ll never forget my weary

acceptance of the fact that the Patterson Bigfoot film was faked and

that there simply aren’t enough fish in Loch Ness to sustain a breed-

ing population of anything resembling a monster. 

I for one have definitely experienced Doctor Cornelius’s deep

sigh of disappointment. 

I guess it was all just in my imagination.

In short, the danger in searching for hidden things is that we risk

not finding them.

Of course, magical creatures do exist in Prince Caspian’s Narnia, in

hiding. In chapter six, entitled “The People Who Lived in Hiding,”

Caspian finally meets them firsthand: the Dwarfs, the Three Bulgy

Bears, Glenstorm the Centaur, Reepicheep the Mouse, and all the

rest.

Better still, he has proof he isn’t imaging things:

When Caspian woke the next morning, he could
hardly believe it that it had all been a dream; but the
grass was covered with little cloven hoof marks. 

Suddenly it’s Doctor Cornelius’s endless searching but with a differ-

ent ending: the Dwarfs have beat their drums, and the Fauns have

danced, but this time they’ve left behind footprints—telltale signs of

their existence! The People Who Lived in Hiding have come into the

open at last. At this point, the war between Mirez and Old Narnia is
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King Edmund the Cute
Anatomy of a Girlhood Crush

Diana Peterfreund

Let’s get it straight: I wasn’t sitting around writing “Diana Hearts

Edmund” in my Trapper Keeper, but I had an enormous crush on

Edmund Pevensie when I was a kid. When I admit that to people,

then and now, I invariably get a reaction that’s halfway between

bemused and appalled. Edmund? they say. Isn’t he the petulant, whiny

traitor responsible for Aslan’s death?

23

You know what they say: nice girls alwaysseem to fall for the bad boys. But DianaPeterfreund explains how her crush on badboy Edmund only really started when hebegan to see the error of his ways, andtakes us on an extensive journey through theChronicles of Narnia to illustrate the pointthat pure goodness can be . . . well . . .intimidating.



Yes, yes he is. In The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe. But that’s

only the start of Edmund’s adventures in Narnia. He pulls it together

by the end of that book and proceeds to rock out for four more. No,

Ed doesn’t leave us with the best first impression in all of literature,

but he more than makes up for it in the rest of the series. 

If anything, his experiences in the first book1 give him a breadth

of knowledge and depth of experience and sorrow that surpass that

of all the other children who become “friends of Narnia.” C. S. Lewis

wants Edmund to be one of the noblest characters in the series (bar-

ring Reepicheep, whom Lewis set up for sainthood from word one).

He wants to show no mistake was too dire that you couldn’t rise

above it. And Edmund not only rises, he kicks butt . . . and I swoon.

But not at first. 

When we meet Edmund, he’s a cranky, spiteful little turd. His

first act as a character is to ridicule his adorable kid sister about her

Narnian “fantasies.” Within a few pages, he’s colluding with the

White Witch in exchange for bon bons. Soon after, when Edmund

lies to his siblings about visiting Narnia, Lewis describes it as “one of

the nastiest things in this story.” The death and dismemberment and

turning of folks into stone? All pretty bad, but Edmund lying to his

family and casting his lot with the Witch is the true betrayal here.

When they speak of Edmund being a traitor, this is what they are

talking about. He didn’t turn against the Narnians, who were not—

yet—his countrymen; he sold out his brother and sisters to the

White Witch. He’s already so far gone that by the time he hears

Aslan’s name for the first time, from Mr. Beaver, he does not experi-

THROUGH THE WARDROBE24
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ence the delicious sensation the other children do. Instead, he feels

only “mysterious horror.”

Edmund’s comeuppance arrives swiftly. He’s barely at the Witch’s

castle before she shows her true colors, and his envy toward Peter

begins to fade as he recognizes that maybe he was letting his bad

attitude blind him toward the truth about that chick with the Turk-

ish Delight and the wand. Edmund’s turning point comes when the

Witch takes out her frustration on a family of squirrels and he begs

for their lives. She beats him, then says, “let that teach you to ask

favor for spies and traitors,” a statement that foreshadows her tri-

umph when Aslan does the same on Edmund’s behalf later on.

Edmund’s redemption has begun, however, for though he is half-

frozen, starving, and lying in a bloody huddle at the back of the

Witch’s sledge, he, “for the first time in this story, felt sorry for some-

one besides himself.”

Why I Heart Edmund

After Edmund admits his mistake, it’s nothing but love, baby. When

he is rescued from the Witch’s clutches, the first thing that happens

is a long and private (even from the reader) conversation with Aslan.

It is one that Edmund never forgets, and it informs his character

from that point on.

Later, he attempts to stop Aslan from striking the bargain with the

White Witch, not knowing, as the Lion does, of the deeper magic that

will ultimately redeem him. But more than anything, he saves all of

Narnia in the final battle because Edmund alone figures out that the

best way to defeat the Witch is to destroy the wand she’s been using

to turn her attackers into stone. When Lucy looks at him after the

battle, she sees that the scars he’s suffered at his “horrid” boarding

school “where he had begun to go wrong” (all the Chronicles are con-

cerned with the type of emotional abuse children receive at school)

have faded away, and Edmund has “become his real old self again.”
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And he just gets better with age: “Edmund was a graver and quieter

man than Peter, and great in council and judgment.” It is this descrip-

tion of the adult King Edmund that abides throughout the rest of the

series. Even when Edmund is once more transformed into a child, he

remains a wise, thoughtful leader, and a shrewd and clever advisor. It is

Edmund who comes up with the lion’s share of plans in Prince Caspian:

Edmund who first realizes how time moves differently in Narnia than

in our world, Edmund who suggests dueling with the Dwarf Trumpkin

to prove that they are worthy allies and Narnian royalty, and Edmund

who devises the plan to meet Caspian at Aslan’s How.

Nevertheless, he remembers his past and remains humbled by

the experience. Though Lucy is the only one to see Aslan while they

travel through the wilderness, Edmund still votes to follow her lead. 

When we first discovered Narnia a year ago—or a
thousand years ago, whichever it was—it was Lucy
who discovered it first and none of us would believe
her. I was the worst of the lot, I know. Yet she was right
after all. Wouldn’t it be fair to believe her this time?

It was at that moment that I fell for Edmund, and fell hard,

because, as all storytellers know, there is nothing more appealing

than a bad guy gone good. Edmund knows where he’s been, realizes

how close he came to ruin, and wants above all to be worthy of the

faith that Aslan and the Narnians have in him. 

By the time Peter is writing the letter to Miraz which describes

his brother’s full title: “. . . our well-beloved and royal brother Edmund,

sometime King under us in Narnia, Duke of Lantern Waste and Count of

the Western March, Knight of the Noble Order of the Table2,” my ten-
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year-old self was well and truly gone. (If I didn’t write Countess of

the Western March on my Trapper Keeper once or twice, I should

have, because that’s a very cool title to hold.) Edmund was my

favorite character in the series (except for Reepicheep, as already

stated, but he was a Mouse—can’t have a literary crush on a Mouse).

Since the Narnian stories are, at their heart, redemption stories,

Lewis includes in each a character whose fate it is to be redeemed by

Narnian values, adventures, and faith. In Prince Caspian, the

“cranky” and “disbeliever” mantles worn by Edmund in the first

book are passed on to his sister Susan and Trumpkin, respectively.

(Both, of course, get over it by the end of the book.) In the third

book, The Voyage of the Dawn Treader, Lewis outdoes himself with

the introduction of Eustace Clarence Scrubb. 

Eustace, a cousin to the Pevensies, whines his way through the

first half of the book. Like Edmund in The Lion, the Witch and the

Wardrobe, he is suspicious and jealous of his companions, greedy for

power and wealth, and cranky and selfish at every opportunity. But

before he has the chance to cause any real damage, he’s turned into a

dragon. After Aslan feels the little snot has learned his lesson, he is

restored to human form, and like Edmund, becomes a changed man.

Naturally, the first person the penitent Eustace runs into is our dar-

ling Edmund, who alone among the denizens of the Dawn Treader

can understand what it means to have your world rocked, Aslan-

style. As he tells his cousin the story of his transformation and recov-

ery, Eustace is by turns humble, contrite, and humiliated. When he

apologies, Edmund responds: “Between ourselves, you haven’t been

as bad as I was on my first trip to Narnia. You were only an ass, but I

was a traitor.” 

It’s an important reminder. Because Eustace’s beastliness goes on

for the better half of the book—and is aimed against all of our old

favorite characters: the Pevensies, Caspian, and darling, noble

Reepicheep—we might forget that Edmund was way, way worse in

his time. Remember how he was the reason Aslan died? Remember
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Reading the Right Books
The Voyage of the Dawn Treader 

Ned Vizzini

T he Voyage of the Dawn Treader was always my favorite Narnia

book, and the wonder of being a kid is that you don’t have to

question why things are your favorites. That’s for psychoanalysis

later on. If you had come along and asked me why Dawn Treader

beat out The Silver Chair, which has some really creepy parts, and

The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe (which I always got annoyed by

because, in terms of the chronological events of the book, it should

39

Where will you find St. Brendan in Narnia?And isn’t that King Midas hiding over there?In one of the funniest essays you’ll find inthis anthology, Ned Vizzini presents Lewisby logline to bring you the most entertain-ing analysis of The Voyage of the DawnTreader you’re likely to read this year.



have been called The Wardrobe, the Witch and the Lion), I would have

said that it was because it had cool monsters and lots of amazing

islands and various killer enchantments that were really awesome.

But when you grow up you start to understand why you liked

these things, and it can be quite sobering. In some cases the only

explanation is that you were retarded (see Duck Tales, Barney and

Friends); sometimes you realize with dark horror that the thing

played a part in your sexual development (for me, Ghost Busters).

Sometimes, though, like with Dawn Treader, you have a clear and

vindicating insight that lets you enjoy the tale as two readers at

once—the kid who’s wrapped up in it and the adult who sees why

they got so wrapped up in it in the first place—and it’s this sort of

rediscovery and enthusiasm that I heard in my parents’ and grand-

mother’s voices when they read Narnia to me.

(I should say my mother’s and grandmother’s voices. My father

read to me too, but it was a different kind of reading; he found this

great strategy for putting us all to sleep by reading from The History

of the Persian Empire, which was, as far as I could tell, the real Nev-

erending Story. As soon as my dad started in on the land holdings of

Xerxes I was knocked right out.

Later I named my pet lizard Xerxes.)

I mention this to—well, The History of the Persian Empire I men-

tion mainly as a suggestion to parents whose kids won’t fall

asleep—but the rest of it I mention to bring forth the adult insight

as to why I liked The Voyage of the Dawn Treader so much: it’s got a

great logline.

A logline is a Hollywood beast: a one-sentence description of a

movie that draws you in. For example, Jurassic Park: “It’s about

dinosaurs coming back to life and eating people.” Being John

Malkovich: “It’s about people who find a tunnel that goes into John

Malkovich’s brain.” Jurassic Park 2: “It’s like Jurassic Park, with differ-

ent dinosaurs.”
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What sets a logline apart from a simple one-sentence description

of a work is the intended purpose of making you need to know

more. The one-sentence government-sanctioned summary of Dawn

Treader at the start of my edition reads, “Lucy and Edmund, accom-

panied by their peevish cousin Eustace, sail to the land of Narnia. . . .”

Blah blah blah. That’s not the logline. The logline is: 

It’s About a Bunch of People Who Get In a Boat and Try to

Sail to the End of the World

The brave journey into the unknown is the basis of much of chil-

dren’s literature, from Huckleberry Finn to The Phantom Tollbooth. Nei-

ther of those books, however, would elicit much interest or even be

recognized by the most important character in Dawn Treader:

Eustace Clarence Scrubb.

Eustace, one of C. S. Lewis’s most satisfying creations, is the con-

summate boy skeptic. He’s so annoying and dour that he “almost

deserved” his name, we’re told at the start of the book, and in addi-

tion to taking special pleasure in the misery of his cousins, Eustace

(one of many characters who put Lewis in the continuum of great

character-name generators, from Charles Dickens to J. K. Rowling)

collects dead beetles and reads “books of information [with] pictures

of grain elevators.”

Naturally, when he travels to Narnia, Eustace isn’t very well-

prepared for the adventures that await him. These are loglines that

he hasn’t seen—especially Reepicheep, the Talking Mouse. (Here I

always felt that Lewis overplayed it with the names: we’re really sup-

posed to accept a Talking Mouse named Reepicheep? And at the end

of the tale, when he bravely relinquishes his leadership, he does it to

a guy named Peepicheek?)

Eustace’s sudden lack of salient knowledge is an irony that Lewis

takes great pleasure in. In the midst of the adventure that transforms

him about halfway through Dawn Treader, Lewis reminds us three
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times that Eustace had “read none of the right books” (perhaps he’d

been reading The History of the Persian Empire), and therefore has no

idea what a dragon’s treasure hoard is supposed to look like or

even—a stretch, but telling—a dragon itself.

Thus, as the Dawn Treader travels through the unknown seas east

of the Lone Islands, she isn’t sailing so much into foreign lands as into

foreign stories—places where a knowledge of the everyday is irrele-

vant, or even encumbering, and the more involved you are with fan-

tasy, folklore, and children’s tales, the more likely you are to survive. 

Logline: It’s About That “Other” Story

If Dawn Treader is a story of stories, we have to first address that big

one: Christ. C. S. Lewis’s importance as a twentieth-century Christ-

ian thinker continues to grow as critical support for his scholarship

(notably his introduction to Paradise Lost) and his arguments for

Jesus’s divinity outstrip for many what he accomplished with Narnia.

It’s taken as a given, then, that the Narnia books are Christian alle-

gories.

Lewis hated this. He held that the Narnia series wasn’t an alle-

gory at all: instead of representing Jesus, Lewis viewed Aslan as a sup-

position of the form Christ might take if he were sent to redeem

citizens of a fantasy realm. He explains in a letter from May 29,

1954, to a group of fifth graders (collected in Letters to Children):

You are mistaken when you think that everything in
the books “represents” something in this world. . . . I
did not say to myself “Let us represent Jesus as He
really is in our world by a Lion in Narnia”: I said “Let
us suppose that there were a land like Narnia and
that the Son of God, as He became a Man in our
world, became a Lion there, and then imagine what
would have happened.” If you think about it, you
will see that it is quite a different thing.
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It is arguable that the supposition of an event into a fantasy set-

ting is exactly the same as an allegory, so long as the results turn out

the same. (For example, let us suppose that a group of pigs had to

respond to a power vacuum in their farm by enacting Communism.)

But in any case, if the Narnia books were just Christian allegories,

they wouldn’t have sold 100 million copies and influenced all the

children’s fantasy that has come since. What makes them great are

the parts that aren’t Christian.

Aslan is a drag, really. He’s always showing up to tell people what

not to do and get them out of tough situations that they really

should have been able to get through themselves. (Or he’s dying,

which is very grave.) The best parts of Narnia, and especially The

Voyage of the Dawn Treader, are the non-Christian tales that Lewis

grabbed from Roman and Greek folklore and, predominantly, from

the lore of the European explorers of the North Atlantic. It is their

stories, mostly, that Lewis took and strung out across a group of

islands stretching east of Narnia.

Logline: It’s About a Mouse Who Wants to Find God

Why east? Why not east is what the explorers and mythmakers of

Medieval and Renaissance Europe wanted to know. They began chart-

ing the North Atlantic as early as the sixth century A.D., and while

much was made of the gold-seekers, it was the missionaries who both

began earliest (the sixth-century explorers were Irish monks) and had

the most success establishing and maintaining colonies.

But the monks wondered why the ocean stretched west when

clearly, according to Genesis, paradise lay to the east. East was sort of

problematic in Europe: that was where the Goths, Persians, Huns,

and all sorts of nasty terrain were. So was there a directional mistake

somewhere? Did God forget a road sign?

Perhaps you had to go west first and then to turn around and go

east. This is what the monks ascribed to St. Brendan, the real-life
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