
I wasn’t a good choice to review Harry Potter and the Sorcerer’s Stone; it’s the kind of 

book where lack of reviewer predilection means missing the pull a book like that can 

have on a reader without such obstacles.  Now it’s a series that’s literally (and 

literarily) defining a generation in a way that no imagined world has before, and that’s 

a pull I can understand. 

The Harry Potter series was a perfectly tuned catapult to send readers (and 

movie viewers) into a world they desperately wanted to experience, and one where 

they could relate to, imagine befriending, or imagine being an underappreciated yet 

powerful character.  The length of the series is a terrific advantage for audiences who 

seek a profitable payback on their readerly investment; short stories can frustrate 

young readers who put effort into understanding a realm only to be pulled out of it 

again, whereas a seven-volume series gives readers the ability to enjoy adventure 

after adventure without having to relearn the rules and characters every time.  The 

series is inarguably formulaic, but that archetype and even the retro boarding-school 

story elements are a key part of the draw; Rowling is less an innovator than a 

“revivifier,” giving readers the most delicious version of a familiar dish rather than 

presenting them with some weird and challenging vegetable.  The series also arrived 

at the perfect time—a time when the internet made word of mouth international and 

instantaneous, when fandom turned mainstream, when the computer age ushered in 

“The Triumph of the Nerds” and the celebration of nerdery, when adults increasingly 

enjoyed child-aimed works.  For children growing up as the books came out, they 

were markers of life stages, a fantasy progressed in tandem with their own growth. 



Harry Potter opened the door to a captivating realm and invited readers to 

enter, explore, and expand.  It’s an imagined world that has transformed our own. 

- Deborah Stevenson, Editor 

 

  

 


