The Great Divorce- CS Lewis

“Good, as it ripens, becomes continually more different not only from evil but from other good.”

“They ve got cinemas and fish and chip shops and advertisements and all the sorts of things they
want. The appalling lack of any intellectual life doesn’t worry them.”

“One gets glimpses, even in our country, of that which is ageless-- heavy thought in the face of
an infant, and frolic childhood in that of a very old man. Here it was all like that. They came on
steadily.”

“But you’ve never asked me what my paper is about! I’'m taking the text about growing up to the
measure of the stature of Christ and working out an idea which I feel sure you’ll be interested in.
I’m going to point out how people always forget that Jesus (here the Ghost [who is listening to
this monologue] bowed) was a comparatively young man when he died. He would have
outgorwn some of his earlier views, you know, if he’d lived. As he might have done, with a little
more tact and patience.”

“Here was an enthroned and shining god, whose ageless spirit weighted upon mine like a burden
of solid gold: and yet, at the very same moment, here was an old weather-beaten man, one who
might have been a shephered- such a man as tourists think simple because he is honest and
neighbours think ‘deep’ for the same reason.”

“This is what mortals misunderstand. They say of some temporal suffering, ‘No future bliss can
make up for it’, not knowing that Heaven, once attained, will work backwards and turn even that
agony into a glory. And of some sinful pleasure they say ‘Let me have but this and I’ll take the
consequences’: little dreaming how damnation will spread back and back into their past and
contaminate the pleasure of the sin. Both processes begin even before death.”

“’Milton was right,” said my Teacher. ‘The choice of every lost soul can be expressed in the
words ‘Better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven.’”

“There have been men before now who got so interested in proving the existence of God that
they came to care nothing for God Himself... as if the good Lord had nothing to do but exist!
There have been some who were so occupied in spreading Christiantiy that they never gave a
thought to Christ.”

“There are only rwo kinds of people in the end: those who say to God, ‘They will be done,” and
those to whom God says, in the end, ‘Thy will be done.’”

“There may come a day when you can do that no longer. Then there will be no you left to
criticise the mood, nor even to enjoy it, but just the grumble itself going on forever like a
machine.”



“But my teacher reminded me tha the pleasure of frightening is by no means unknown on Eath,
and also fo Tacitus’ saying: ‘they terrify lest they should fear.’...For to be afraid of oneself is the
last horror.”

“ ‘Why, if you are interested in the country only for the sake of painting it, you’ll never learn to
see the country.” ‘But htat’s just how a real artist is interested in the country.” ‘No. You’re
forgetting,’ said the Spirit. ‘That was not how you began. Light itself was your first love: you
loved paint only as a means of telling about light.” ‘Oh, that’s ages ago’ said the Ghost. ‘One
grows out of that. Of course, you haven’t seen my later workds. One becomes more and more
interested in paint for its own sake.” ‘One does, indeed. I also have had to recover from that. It
was all a snare. Ink and catgut and paint were necessary down there, but they are also dangerous
stimulants. Every poet and musician and artist, but for Grace, is drawn away from love of the
thing he tells, to love of the telling till, down in Deep Hell, they cannot be interested in God at all
but only in what they say about Him. For it doesn’t stop at being interested in paint, you know.
They sink lower-- become interested intheir own personalities and then in nothing but their own
reputations.”

“’Then some natural feelings are really better than others-- I mean, are a better starting-point for
the real thing?’ ‘Better and worse. There’s something in natrual affection which will lead it on to
eternal love more easily than natural appetite could be led on. But there’s also something in it
which makes it easier to stop at the natural level and mistake it for the heavenly. Brass is
mistaken for gold more easily than clay is.”

“ ‘But am I to tell them at home that this man’s sensuality proved less of an obstacle than that
poor woman’s love for her son? For that was, at any rate, an ecess of love.” “Ye’ll tell them no
such thing.” he replied sternly. ‘Excess of love, did ye say? There was no excess, there was
defect. She loved her son too little, not too much.”

“ ‘I hardly know, Sir. What some people say on Earth is that the final loss of one soul gives the
lie to all the joy of those who are saved.” “Ye see it does not.” ‘I feel in a way that it ought to.’
‘That sounds very merciful: but see what lurks behind it.” “What?’ ‘The demand of the loveless
and the self-imprisoned that they should be allowed to blackmail the universe: that till they
consent to be happy (on their own terms) no one else shall taste joy: that theirs should be the
final power; that Hell should be able to veto Heaven.”

“For every attempt to see the shape of eternity except through the lens of Time destorys your
knowledge of Freedom.”



