Passages from C. S. Lewis’s autobiography, Surprised by Joy,
Which Shed Light on Jane Studdock’s Spiritual Condition
in Lewis’s novel, That Hideous Strength
At the same time I now see that my view was closely connected with a certain lopsidedness of
temperament. I had always been more violent in my negative than in my positive demands. Thus,
in personal relations, I could forgive much neglect more easily than the least degree of what I
regarded as interference. At table I could forgive much insipidity in my food more easily than the
least suspicion of what seemed to me excessive or inappropriate seasoning. In the course of life I
could put up with any amount of monotony far more patiently than even the smallest disturbance,
bother, bustle, or what the Scotch call kurfuffle. Never at any age did I clamor to be amused;
always and at all ages (where I dared) I hotly demanded not to be interrupted.[pp. 116–117]
I was also, as you may remember, one whose negative demands were more violent than his
positive, far more eager to escape pain than to achieve happiness, and feeling it something of an
outrage that I had been created without my own permission. To such a craven the materialist’s
universe had the enormous attraction that it offered you limited liabilities. No strictly infinite
disaster could overtake you in it. Death ended all. And if ever finite disasters proved greater than
one wished to bear, suicide would always be possible. The horror of the Christian universe was
that it had no door marked Exit. It was also perhaps not unimportant that the externals of
Christianity made no appeal to my sense of beauty. Oriental imagery and style largely repelled me;
and for the rest, Christianity was mainly associated for me with ugly architecture, ugly music, and
bad poetry. Wyvern Priory and Milton’s verse were almost the only points at which Christianity
and beauty had overlapped in my experience. But, of course, what mattered most of all was my
deep-seated hatred of authority, my monstrous individualism, my lawlessness. No word in my
vocabulary expressed deeper hatred than the word Interference. But Christianity placed at the
center what then seemed to me a transcendental Interferer. If its picture were true then no sort of
“treaty with reality” could ever be possible. There was no region even in the innermost depth of
one’s soul (nay, there least of all) which one could surround with a barbed wire fence and guard
with a notice No Admittance. And that was what I wanted; some area, however small, of which I
could say to all other beings, “This is my business and mine only.” [pp. 171–172]
(I’ve no use for spies and snoopers. I would be private. . . . )
Remember, I had always wanted, above all things, not to be “interfered with.” I had wanted
(mad wish) “to call my soul my own.” I had been far more anxious to avoid suffering than to
achieve delight. I had always aimed at limited liabilities. The supernatural itself had been to me,
first, an illicit dram, and then, as by a drunkard’s reaction, nauseous. Even my recent attempt to
live my philosophy had secretly (I now knew) been hedged round by all sorts of reservations. I
had pretty well known that my ideal of virtue would never be allowed to lead me into anything
intolerably painful; I would be “reasonable.” But now what had been an ideal became a command;
and what might not be expected of one? Doubtless, by definition, God was reason itself. But
would He also be “reasonable” in that other, more comfortable, sense? Not the slightest assurance
on that score was offered me. Total surrender, the absolute leap in the dark, were demanded. The
reality with which no treaty can be made was upon me. The demand was not even “All or
nothing.” I think that stage had been passed, on the bus top when I unbuckled my armor and the
snowman started to melt. Now, the demand was simply “All.” [pp. 228]
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