Excerpts from the Writings of C. S. Lewis

Compiled by Vicki Verhulst Cok for her sermon series at Waterloo CRC

Advent 1

We—or at least [——shall not be able to adore God on the highest occasions if we have learned no
habit of doing so on the lowest. At best, our faith and reason will tell us that he [to be adored],
but we shall not have [experienced] him so, not have ‘tasted and seen’. Any patch of sunlight in a
wood will show you something about the sun which you could never get from reading books on
astronomy. These pure and spontaneous pleasures are ‘patches of Godlight’ in the woods of
experience.

(C. S. Lewis, Letters to Malcolm; Chiefly on Prayer)

Advent 2
“I shall feel rather nervous about meeting a lion.”

“That you will, dearie, and no mistake,” said Mrs. Beaver, “if there’s anyone who can appear
before Aslan without their knees knocking, they’re either braver than most or else just silly.”

“Then he isn’t safe?” said Lucy.

“Safe?” said Mr. Beaver. “Don’t you hear what Mrs. Beaver tells you? Who said anything about
safe? “Course he isn’t safe. But he’s good. He’s the King, I tell you.”

(C.S. Lewis, The Lion the Witch, and the Wardrobe)

Advent 3
“Are you thirsty?” said the Lion.

“I’m dying of thirst,” said Jill.
“Then drink™ said the Lion.
“May [—could I—would you mind going away while I do?” said Jill.

The lion answered this only by a look and a very low growl. And as Jill gazed at its motionless
bulk, she realized that she might as well have asked for the whole mountain to move aside for
her convenience.

The delicious rippling noise of the stream was driving her nearly frantic. “Will you promise not
to—do anything to me, if [ come?” said Jill.

“I make no promise,” said the Lion.


https://amzn.to/2lzUZPK
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Jill was so thirsty now that, without noticing it, she had come a step nearer.
“Do you eat girls?” she said.
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“I have swallowed up girls and boys, women and men, kings and emperors, cities and realms,’
said the Lion. It didn’t say this as if it were boasting, nor as if it were sorry, nor as if it were
angry. It just said it.

“I daren’t come and drink,” said Jill.

“Then you will die of thirst,” said the Lion. “Oh dear!” said Jill, coming another step nearer. “I
suppose [ must go and look for another stream then.”

“There is no other stream,” said the Lion.

(C.S. Lewis, The Silver Chair)

Advent 4

And of course, as it always does in a perfectly flat place without trees, it looked as if the sky
came down to meet the grass in front of them. But as they went on they got the strangest
impression that here at last the sky did really come down and join the earth — a blue wall, very
bright, but real and solid; more like glass than anything else. And soon they were quite sure of it.
It was very near now.

But between them and the foot of the sky there was something so white on the green grass that
even with their eagles’ eyes they could hardly look at it. They came on and saw that it was a
Lamb.

“Come and have breakfast,” said the Lamb in its sweet milky voice.

Then they noticed for the first time that there was a fire lit on the grass and fish roasting on it.
They sat down and ate the fish, hungry now for the first time for many days. And it was the most
delicious food they ever tasted.

“Please, Lamb,” said Lucy, “is this the way to Aslan’s country?”’
“Not for you,” said the Lamb. “For you the door into Aslan’s country is from your own world.”
“What!” said Edmund. “Is there a way into Aslan’s country from our world too?”

“There is a way into my country from all the worlds,” said the Lamb; but as he spoke his snowy
white flushed into tawny gold and his size changed and here was Aslan himself, towering above
them and scattering light from his mane.


https://amzn.to/2yE3kvn

“Oh, Aslan,” said Lucy. “Will you tell us how to get into your country from our world?”

“I shall be telling you all the time,” said Aslan. “But I will not tell you how long or short the way
will be; only that it lies across a river. But do not fear that, for I am the great Bridge Builder.”

(C.S. Lewis, The Vovage of the ‘Dawn Treader’)

Christmas Day
“Please, Aslan,” said Lucy. “Before we go, will you tell us when we can come back to Narnia
again? Please. And do, do, do make it soon.”

“Dearest,” said Aslan very gently, “you and your brother will never come back to Narnia.”
“Oh, Aslan!!” said Edmund and Lucy both together in despairing voices.

“You are too old, children,” said Aslan, “and you must begin to come close to your own world
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now.

“It isn’t Narnia, you know,” sobbed Lucy. “It’s you. We shan’t meet you there. And how can we
live, never meeting you?”

“But you shall meet me, dear one,” said Aslan.
“Are — are you there too, Sir?” said Edmund.

“I am,” said Aslan. “But there I have another name. You must learn to know me by that name.
This was the very reason why you were brought to Narnia, that by knowing me here for a little,
you may know me better there.”

(C.S. Lewis, The Voyage of the ‘Dawn Treader’)
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