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ABSTRACT 

Graham Greene has stated that he believes there to he an undercurrent of 

fantasy running through all of his work that has largely gone uMoticed by his cridcs. 

Within the context of any discussion on Greene can he found a starting point for an 

evaluation of bis work in tenns of the fantastic and fantasy. Eric S. Rabkin defines 

fantasy as the inverse of reality. In a fantasy world, the ground rules, expectations, 

and perspectives of everyt(ay experience are reversed, or diametrically opposed. and 

the effect is a sense of hesitation and wonder. Ali of Greene's fiction describes 

worlds divided. He constructs borders lhat continuously separate people, places, 

situations, motivations, perspectives, objectives, and states of mind. Bach aide of the 

border descrihes a world that is the opposite of the other. The reality of one side is 

tumed over on the other side, and life on the border is unpredictable and uncenain. 

The concept of altemate realities and other worlds which characterize fantoies, can he 

applied to all of Greene's works in general, and more specifically to a panicular group 

of the fiction which exhibits a much higher degree of fantastic content. 
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RÉSUMÉ 

Graham Greene affmne qu'un courant de fantaisie parcourant ses oeuvres 

demeure en grande partie inaperçu par ses critiques. Tout discours A propos de Greene 

peut servir de point de d~part pour une lvaluation de son oeuvre relatif au fantastique 

et Ala fantaisie. Eric S. Rabkin d~fmit la fantaisie comme ~tant l'inverse de la ~alit~. 

Dans un monde fantastique, les r~glements de base, les attentes, les perspectives de 

l'existence quotidienne sont inversés, ou directement opposEs, et le resultat est un 

sentiment d'h~sitation et d'imerveillement. Tous les romans de Greene dkrivent des 

mondes divis~s. Il construit des fronti~res qui ~parent continuellement persomes, 

places, situations, motivations, perspectives, objectifs, et Etats d'esprit. les deux cÔtEs 

de la fronti~re d~crivent deux mondes qui s'opposent. La ~alitE d'un cÔtE est 

l'inverse de celui de l'autre, et la vie sur la fronti~re est impRvisible et incertaine. 

les concepts de ~alitEs altematives et de mondes multiples qui caract~risent la 

fantaisie peuvent être appliqu~s A l'oeuvre de Greene en gim!ral, et plus 

s~cifiquement à un groupe particulier de ses romans qui manifestent un contenu 

beaucoup plus important de fantaisie. 
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1. INTRODUCTh.1N 

In a 1981 interview with Marie·Prançoise Allain, Graham Greene remarked on 

the crities' "general refusai to grasp the imponance of fantasy in [his] books. No 

one's ever questioned [him] about it or really commented on it": "This propensity 

towards the fantüiÎc, towards fantasy has remained a subdued undercurrent in my 

work.'" Eric Rabkin defmes fantasy as heing the other side of common reality. It is 

an altemate world, an other world, which ponrays a 180" inversion of the accepted 

perception of reality. A fantasy takes the ground rules, perspectives, and expectations 

that charactenze everyday life, and reverses and contradiets them to prodnce a 

different world. Graham Greene's work reflects this concept. In his autobiographie al 

piete The Lawless Roads, he descrihes an attitude whieh can effectively he used to 

link ail of his fiction ta fantasy: 

The border means more than a eustoms house, a passpon officer, a man 
with a 8On. Over there everything is going ta he different; life is never 
going to he quite the same again after your passpon has been stamped 
and you fmd yourself speechless among the money-changers. The man 
seeking scenery imagines strange woods and unheard-of mountains; the 
romantic helieves that the women over the border will he more heautiful 
and complaisant than those at home; the unhappy man imagines ... t least 
a different heU; the suicidai traveller expects the death he never rmds. 
The atmosphere of the border - it is like starting over again; there is 
something about it like a good confession: poised for a few happy 
moments hetween sin and sin. When people die on the border they cali 
it 'a happy death'.2 

Greene's writing consistently deals with this border. His subjects describe 

people, places, and existences etemally divided. Bach side represents a different 

perspective, a different reality, an altemate world, against which the other on~ can he 

critiqued. Although cenainly not all of Greene's works can he considered fantasies, a 

sense of fantasy or the fantastic can he found in the quality of othemess or strangeness 

that does affect the novels and shan stories in one way or another. Greene isloyal to 

his position of "disloyalty" and his borders are ftlled with the uncenainty and 

hesitation that eharactenze every factastic experienee. In novels such as The Ouiet 

Ameriean, A Bumt-Out Case, The Comedians, and The Heut of the Matter, the far

off, exotie settings, and the realities they descrihe, provide obvious contrasts to the 
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worlds from which the English characters have come. Through the eyes of Yusef, 

Scobie's servant !Il The Heart of the Matter, we can see the British wives on their way 

to the club and feel the dispn~cement and distance of aU that wu known and familiar. 

From conunonly known and accepted realities, Greene creales worlds tumed around, 

over, and up-side-down, nnd in doing so, forces a closer inspection of both sides. He 

moves through the looking-glass a.,d back ag.lin, identifying with the essence of the 

relationship between reality and fantasy. Without a perceived set of ground roles 

fantasy could not exist; but once on the other side, the perspective of reality is entirely 

different. Greene's numerous comparisons of Europe and Africa, where two worlds 

operating according to opposing ground roles, providing each with a new point of 

reference, effectively complements this attitude. The war in The Ouiet American. the 

Ieper colony in A Bumt-Out Case, and the "reign of terror" in The Compans, 

int~nsify the quality of otherness that the landscape has already pt'ovided. The images 

and experiences that the characters live through contradict the ordinory concept of 

reality and challenge the perspectives learned in everyday life. In The Power and the 

Glo!Y the foreign setting provides a backdrop for the manifestation of a completely 

different kind of Catholicism. Travelling through Mexico during the persecution of 

the Church, the whisky priest witnesses challenges to faith and the spirit that are 

unlike any he has known, and consequently shape the religion itself. In novels 80ch as 

The End of the Affaïr, A Gun for Sale, and Brighton Rock the battles are fought 

closer to hrlme; nonetheless, the characters Slruggle uneasily on different sides of the 

border. Surah and Bendrix, Anne and Raven, Ida and Pinkie, are bound by their own 

dilemmas, but their realities are never flXed or secure and they are never entirely 

separate from the other. These atmospheres craclde with tension and offer little 

reassurance regarding the world around them. Greene's characters continuously face 

places and situations that challenge ail their expectations, and even in their own 

backyard the known and familiar acquire a certain strange and uncomfo"able nature. 

ln addition to the principles of fantasy described by Rabkin, and other 

complementary attitudes regarding the manipulation of reality suggested by eritics such 

ft!'! Tzvetan Todorov which can he applied generally to all of Greene's writing, a 
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selection of his works can he examined separately in tenns of their direct Rlationl'hip 

to fantasy. Tranls With My Aunt, ~on~r:i.Qr Ouixote, "The End of the Party", "The 

Second Death", "Proof Positive", A Little Place Orf the Edgware Road", "The 

Destructors", "The Ovemight Bag", Doctor Fischer of Geneva or the Bomb PanY, and 

from A Sense of Reality, !fA Visit to Morin", "Dream of a Strange Country", "A 

Diseovery in the Woods", and "Under the Garden", are aIl struetured more tightly 

around the concept of contrasting and altemate realities that marks the fantastic and 

fantasy, and generates a more pronounced uncenainty or hesitation that is an essentiat 

component of the fantastie experieflce. The inversions and challenges to the ground 

roles and eommonly held perspectives that are outlined in these works are more 

constant and complete, and, therefore, more successfui in their creation of altemate 

worlds and realities, and in producing a quality of othemess in their presentation of 

realities tumed over or up-side-down. 

To effectively trace the undercurrent of fantasy tnat Greene remarks is a 

significant but unrecognized component in his wode, this paper will hegin by 

presenting an overview of Greene's attitudes and those of his crities to establish a 

basis and a rationale for such an approach. This will then he tied into a s~cific 

approach to fantasy itself ar.d Greene's works in general, before examining in-depth 

the core group of fiction which finally establishes Graham Greene's Iink to fantasy. 
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2. THE (;REENE BAIZE DOOR: THE LlNK 1'0 FANTASY 

The subject of Graham Greene outside and inside fiction is be3et by the 

concepts of opposites, contradictions, inversions and reversaIs. The border, the 

frontier, the other country, the dangerous edgc - these images defmed Greene's life 

from the beginning: 

Two countries just here lay side by side. From the croquet lawn, 
from the raspberry canes, from the greenhouse and the tennis lawn you 
could alW&Ys see - dominatingly - the great square Victorian buildings 
of garish brick: they looked down like skyscrapers on a small green 
countryside where the fruit trees grew and the àabbits munched. You 
had to step carefully: the border was close beside your gravel path. 
From my mother's bedroom window - where she had borne the 
youngest of us to the sound of school chatter and the disciplinary beU -
you looked straight down into the quad, where the haIl and the chapel 
and the classrooms stood. If you pushed open a green baize door in a 
passage by my father's study, you entered another passage deceptively 
similar, but none the less you were on alien ground .... 

One was an inhabitant of both countries: on Saturday and Sunday 
aftemoons of one side of the baize door, the rest of the week of the 
other. How can Iife on a border he other than restless? Vou are pulled 
by different ties of hate and love. For hate is quite as powerful a tie: it 
demands a11egiance. In the land of the skyscrapers, of stone stairs and 
cracked hells ringing early, one was aware of fear and hate, a kind of 
lawlessness - appalling cruelties could he practised without a second 
thought; one met for the flfSt time characters, adult and adolescent, who 
bore about them the genuine quality of evil. . . . 

There lay the horror and the fascination. One escaped surreptitiously 
for an hour at a time: unknown to frontier guards, one stood on the 
wrong side of the border looking back - one should have been listening 
to Mendelssohn, but instead one heard the rabbit restlessly cropping 
near tlle croquet hoops.3 

Reality was a world divided. Life was never entirely black or white, but a 

perilous mixture of the two. Horror and fascination, hate and love, good and evil, 

hinged on a restless border where "one had to step carefully". AImost without 

waming the known could tum into the unknown; the surroundings could be 

"deceptively similar, but none the less you were on alien ground". The border, literai 

and figurative, is the fundamental image that runs through Oreene's persona! 

experiences, what has been written about him, and what he has written himself. The 



border separates and connects different sides, different experiences, and different ways 

of seeing. It is a wall between two countries, it is the difference between childhood 

and adulthood, and it is the mirror of the mind. "It is the line between the light and 

the dark, the spurious and the real, the heart and the mind", and it "counterpoints the 

relationship between the subconscious and the conscious, between ideology and action, 

thought and commitment. "4 Greene is fascinated by the other side. The realities he 

descr\bes are complicated by paradoxes and dualities, and infused with dichotomies. 

Where there is justice there must he injustice, where there is loyalty there must he 

betrayal, where there is helief there must he doubt, where there is salvation there muslI 

he damnation. "In all my books perhaps 1 retum to the duality which has marked my 

life from dle time that 1 was a pupil in the school at Berkhamsted whose head was my 

father."~ 

Greene couldn't stand the term "Greeneland". He was intensely opposed to 

heing called a Catholic writer, and wasn't the least bit interested in "the pattern in the 

carpet" . He l'1id not have a lot of patience with critics who tried to reduce his major 

concems, or "obsessions" into neat tittle packages, or insisted on defining him and his 

work by a specific set of rules: 

1 de ••. believe in it, 1 can't make it out. So don 't go asking me to 
explain myself. 1 don't know myself, and 1 don't want to. Don't tr)' to 
trap me with sorne sentence 1 wrote thirty to fifty years ago, expecting 
me to think the same way today. 1 am, remember, someone who 
changes. Each year 1 feel different. 

In any body of work there's always a pattern to he found. Well,/ don't 
want to see it. When a critic discovers certain keynotes, that's fine and 
may he of interest, but 1 don 't want to he steeped in his discoverielll, 1 
want to rernain unaware of them. Otherwise 1 think my imagination 
would dry up. 

Some critics have referred to a strange violent 'seedy' region of the 
mind (why did 1 ever popularize the last 1djective1) which they cali 
Greeneland, and 1 have sometimes wondered whether they go round the 
world blinkered. 'This is Indochina,' 1 want to exc1aim, 'this is 
Mexico, this is Sierra Leone careful1y and accurately described. 1 have 
been a newspaper correspondent as weil as a novelist. 1 assure you that 
the dead child lay in the ditch in just that attinlde. In the canal of Fhat 
Diem the bodies stuck out of the water ... ' But 1 know that argument 
is useless. They won 't believe the world they haven 't noticed is like 
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that.6 

Greene sees a reality in which violence and seediness have a real and 

significant place. Many critics perceive these aspects as only part of Greene's own 

reality. They don 't notice anything else. His work is read with certain expectations 

and preconceived ideas, making it difficult to view the writer and his writing with a 

completely open mind. Many seem impossibly caught up in the notion of "the pattem 

in the carpet", which is 50 often used to derme Greene's modus operandi, and more 

trapped within the borders of "Greeneland" than they accuse Greene of heing. The 

religion, the shady people and places, the evil, the pity, the despair, the innocence and 

sin, the hunters and the hunted; these are ail themes viewed as being part of an easUy 

recognizable landscape which can he found in anything Greene has written. The 

pattern, elaborate as it may he, has been identified and Greene, they helieve, has been 

figured out. eritics should he cautious, however, about travelling through a Iiterary 

world with so preconceived a plan, particularly if that world is the creation of 

someone who preferred to joumey through life without maps. The worlds and realities 

that Greene describes are not neat or organized. They are complicated and messy and 

filled with contradictions. It seems œ.asonable to assume that the "tNths" he portrays 

are meant to have implications far beyond the borders of "Greeneland". 

Critics have also been notoriously difficult about separating the writer from the 

writing. They continuously suggest that the key to the fiction can only he found in a 

study of the author himself. One wouldn 't have to he a great detective to fmd the 

similarities and connections hetween Greene and his fiction. The clues are scattered 

Iiberally throughout the works and his voice intrudes often enough to keep the lines of 

the literary world and the annchair world a bit fuzzy. Greene's description of his 

childhood summer holidays at his uncle's house in Cambridgeshire--the old-fashioned 

garden, the orchard and the pond with an island, the fountain and the high wall in 

front of it a11--is heard again in Wilditch's reminiscences of bis summers at Winton 

Hall. Wilditch also echoes Greene 's boyhood daydreams of great expeditions as an 

explorer. Greene's fear Ilf birds and children's panies may he seen in Frances in "The 

End of the Party", and his nightmares about death by drowning afflict Anthony in 

1 
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Enlland Made Me, and Alfred Jones in Doctor Fischer of Oeneva. Oreellf's feelings 

about the common to which he often escaped as a child are reflected in Cutle's 

conversations with his son in The Human Factor. Oreene admits to using his 

experiences in Mexico as background for The Power and the Olorv, and his journey 

through Africa is relived by Lever in "A Chance for Mr. Lever". The Wordswonh of 

Greene's Liberian travels shows up again in the fonn of Aunt Augusta's comical 

friend from Freetown in Travels With My Aunt. The author in May We Boqow Your 

Husband informs us that he has been worldng on a biography of the Earl of Rochester. 

something for which Greene could a1so take credit. The accusations levelled at Mr. 

Morin of collaboration with the J ansens and the Augustinians, and of numerous other 

religious offenses, were a1so directed at Greene. In Travels With My Aunt the 

sergeant's reference to Mr. Visconti as an Italian and a viper is an obvious allusion to 

Marjorie Bowen's The ViDer of Milan, the great literary inspiration of Greene's 

childhood. In The Ministry of Fear the good and bad wings of the hospital are 

separated by a green baize door. In Monsignor Ouixote Father Quixote is as aware as 

Greene that "holiness and literary appreciation don't always go together."7 The liS! 

could go on and on. 

A writer is a1ways a part of the writing and the line between reality and fiction 

is often a tenuous one. However, in order to truly do justice to the work, one must at 

some point cross the border and enter into the new world, whatever it may be, with an 

open mind. In many ways it seems as though Greene taunts his readers to try and see 

his work from beyond the shadow of his own Iife, so frequently do the parallels arise. 

His personal experiences were cenainly an inspiration for the issuros he would 

dramatize; ". . . the sense of injustice, betrayal and failure are the obsessive thernes 

rooted in childhood experience which underlie all Greene's mature work."" But, if 

Greene's own words are to he believed, his writing was never meant to he a reflection 

of his own life: 

It is better to remain in ignorance of oneself and to forget easily. . . . 
Ali that we can easily recognize as our expefience in a novel is mere 
reporting: it has a place, but an uninlportant one. It provides an 
anecdote, it ftlls in gaps in the narrative. It may legitimately provide a 
background, and sometimes we have to fall back on it when the 
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imagination falters.' 

Greene has continuously rejected attempts by others to mitigate the potential of 

his work by the u~e of syrnbolisrn, allegories, or comparisons drawn with bis own life. 

A humorous explanatory footnote to a letter that Evelyn Waugh wrote to him in July, 

J 948 underscores this point: 

In his review of The Heort of the Moner in Commonweal, 161uly, 
Waugh wrote: "believe Mr. Greene thinks him [ScobieJ a saint. 
Perhaps 1 am wrong in this .... ' Greene wrote to Waugh, 'A small 
point - 1 did not regard Scobie as a saint, and his offering his damnation 
up was intended to show how muddled a man full of goodwU! ~ould 
beeome once "off the rails".' Waugh wrote a correcting letter to The 
Toblet and when the review was translated into French he altered it to 
read 'Sorne critics have taken Scobie to he a saint.'IO 

Greene seemed to have spent a considerable amount of time making such 

clarifications or disputing aUegations that his characters were speaking his own mind. 

His characters were to have heans and minds of their own. In EnaIand Made Me he 

thought the focus of the story "was simple and unpolitical, a brother and sister in the 

confusion of incestuous love. [He] found it odd to read once in a monthly review an 

anicle on [his] early novels in which a critie disinterred tbis theme. He wrote of the 

ambiguity of the subject, how the author himself feared or was even perhaps unaware 

of the nature of the passion between brother and sister."·· Greene explained that it 

was the brother and sister who were afraid and unaware, and that it was dangerous for 

a cridc to he so technieally unaware of the novel. According to R.J. MacSweene, "we 

can safely say that Querry . . . is Greene in a stance of bis later life, weary from yeus 

of creation and stress. He would probably repudiate the idea, but what is most alive 

in the author definitely cornes to the surfaee."·2 Greene probably would repudiate the 

idea: "Undoubtedly if there is any realisrn in the character it must come from the 

author experiencing sorne of the same moods as Queny, but surely not necessarily 

with the same intensity . . . If people are so impetuous as to regard this book as a 

recantltion of faith 1 cannot help il. Perhaps they will he surprised to see me at 

Mass."" "The point is that Greene is not Fowler anymore than he is Andrews or 

Farrant, 8endrix or Querry, or any of his other unpleasant characters. Fowler is a 

fictional creation made out of his author's experience and imagination, but neither a 

1 
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self-ponrait nor a mouthpiece."'· Greene is a1so th" involuntary patient of a hoard of 

would-be psychoanalysts, which funher bogs down the studies of many of his critics. 

Marie-Françoise Allain concluded after many hours of inten,iewing Greene for The 

Other Man, that his ignorance regarding the truth about himself was genuine, and that 

he was an authentic paradox. Ironically, the majority of critÎt:!!! who have reviewed 

Greene have ventured their defmitive version of Greene's true nature. This in tum 

seems to have a tremendous impact on how his works are viewed. To suppon the 

theory that Greene is a depressed, unhappy man who sees only ugliness and despair 

throughout the world, which is consequently reflected in his fiction, cridcs often point 

to the autobiographie al vignette "The Revolver in the Corner Cupboard": "Greene's 

early life was extremely unhappy. There was loneliness and despair. There wu the 

suicidai tlirting with Russian roulette that is so famous and yet so annoying to read 

about. There is something awful about the story he relates, how he put a revolver to 

his head and pulled the trigger, and each time he was spared."'5 Greene's early life 

was actually extremely happy and tranquil. It wasn't until he left home to go to 

school that he discovered a darker side to reality. Although Russian roulette is not the 

average solution for every despondent seventeen year old, the essay does not recount a 

typical suicide attempt. Intensely bored and in a Heathcliffe-like despair over his 

sister's governess, the young Greene was intrigued by the discovery of the revolver in 

his brother's cupboard. Reminded of how Russian officers had devised ways to 

escape their boredom at the end of the revolution, Greene used the gun a number of 

times to escape what he felt was an intolerable state of mind. It was not death he 

desired, but the thrill that the game elicited. Boredom played a major role in Greene's 

lite, and bis attempt:J to escape its drug-like effect provided the irnpetus for many of 

his experiences. 

The subject of Greene' s conversion to Catholicism and his Catholicism in 

general is another area of rus life that has been dwelt upon, and abused, in studies of 

the author and his work. Greene himself explains that "[he] had not been convened to 

a religious faith. [He] had been convinced by specific arguments in the probability of 

its creed."16 The woman that Greene was to marry was a practising Catholic and he 
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thought it only reasonable that he should understand what she believed. At the time, 

religion for Greene "went no deeper than the sentimental hymns in the school 

chapel."'? During his instruction he became convinced that the theological arguments 

for Catholicism came closer to the truth than those of other religions. His cO!1version 

was an intellectual decision. For the critics, however, Greene became a man obsessed; 

a Catholic writer fdling his pages with theological persuasions and doctrine that 

distinctly controlled his way of seeing. "The popular image of Greene as a master 

technician with a crucifix hidden behind his back (or up his sleeve) obviously will not 

do."" "Many times since Brighton Rock 1 have been forced to declare myself not a 

Catholic writer but a writer who happens to be t\ Catholic." Greene found that until 

Brighton Rock he "had like any other novelist been sometimes praised for a success, 

and sometimes condemned with good enough reason .... "19 Then all of a sudden he 

was a Catholic writer with only one story to tell. Following this thou:bt, Francis 

Kunkel in The Labyrinthine ways of Graham Grtene divides Greene's novels into 

three groups: the pre-Catholic; Catholic; and post-Catholic. The "entertainments" are 

dealt with separately, where he also uses neat packages to evaluate the work. The 

central characters of the entertainments, he says, "always fall ioto one of two 

categories. The hero and the heroine are invariably loyal and unselfish. Those 

characters who oppose the hero and heroine are invariably opportunistic and 

selfish. "20 He gives as an ex ample Anne and Raven in A Gun for Sale to support 

this idea. The only problem is that Anne betrays Raven at the end of the story. As 

Greene has said, there is no black and white; categories and packages simplify and 

therefore ignore the grey area. Greene also notes that many reviewers have 

inaccurately refened to Brighton Rock as the fust novel after bis conversion. It was, 

he points out, only the fU'St time he used obviously Catholic characters. Greene has 

also found it necessary to explain repeatedly that the ideas of his Catholic characters, 

including their ideas about Catholicism, were never necessarily bis own. 

It is generally possible to fmd two opposing points of view regarding anything 

about Greene and what he has written. "The explorers [of Greeneland] have brought 

back contlicting reports. "2 
1 Kunkel caUs Travels With My Aunt "Utile more than an 



. 
1 

l 

11 

extended visit to "My Most Unforgenable Charaeter," counesy of the R,ad,r' s DiRtSr. 

As it is, Greene's "unforgettable eharacter" actually is almost as euUy forgotten as the 

Rtader's Digest species."22 R. Miller descrihes the novel 8., "a brUliant comic tour 

de force" in which "Greene has c .. eated two of his most memorable characters .... "2~ 

On one side is a large group of critics who are completely unsympathetic and see 

Greene 85 fundamentally dark, gloomy, negative, and religious ta a fault. They accuse 

him of heing obse:;sed by certain ideas which make his writing predictable. The 

critic~' tendency to focus on the negative influence of religion hecomes an obsession 

in itself. The Catholic church is described as looming darkly and oppressively in the 

background of almost an "f Greene' s stories: "Catholicism entered his spirit 

permanently, a strange disturbing kind of Catholicism. It seems always on the edge of 

heresy, prone to sec monsters where angels should be, a lush land of wUd flowers and 

crippled men."24 Greene seemed to he only too aware of how he was heing 

perceived. In "Under the Garden" Mrs. WUditch saw a dangerous degree of "religious 

feeling" in her young son's story 'Treasure on the Island'. The description of a 

jewelled crucifIX felt the wrath of her blue pencU as did the point at which Wilditch's 

hero thanked Providence for helping him fmd the treasure map. Perhaps Greene felt 

that he tao was heing taken out of context as critics dove into his texts, like Mrs. 

Wilditch,looking for tell-tale signs of dangerous religious feeling. 

On the other side are those critics who have been able to focus on Greene'" 

exploration of the human condition as a whole, in which religion has always played an 

important raIe. "There is a good deal of evidence, internal and extemal, that in 

Greene's fiction Catholicism is not a body of betief requiring exposition and 

demanding categorical assent or dissent, but a system of concepts, a source of 

situations, and a reservoir of symbols with which he can order and dramatize certain 

intuitions about the nature of human experience .... "25 They see the fiction as 

various joumeys into the depths of the human spirit, which at times can he quite dark. 

A.A. DeVitis wrote "that Greene is a novelist who does not take just one religious 

stance but a variety of stances; and that these are dictated not by dogma but by what 

the novelist has chosen to face in "this" novel. "26 Morton Zabel is eloquent in his 
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description of what he believes Greene has achieved in his fiction: 

ft is because he dramatizes the hostile forces of anarchy and 
conscience, of the moral nonentity with which nature or history 
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threatens man and the absolute tests of moral selthood, that Greene has 
brought about one of the most challenging combinations of historical 
allegory and spiritual argument that have appeared in the present 
dubious phase of Engtish fiction. His style and imagery can be as 
melOOramatic as his action, but he has made of them an instrument for 
probing the temper and tragedy of the age, the perversions that have 
come n~ar to wrecking it, and the stricken weathers of its sou1. It still 
remains for him to get beyond its confusions, negative appeals. and 
perverse standards - not to mention the tricky arguments by which these 
are too often condemned in his books and which are too much left to do 
the work of the honest imagination - to hecome a fully responsible 
novelist in his English generation.27 

Greene was probably never offended by being described as obsessed: "Every 

creative writer wonh our consideration, every writer who can he called in the wide 

eighteenth-century use of the term a poet, is a victim: a man given over to an 

obsession. ,,211 His fiction passionately explores the theme that haunted him from 

almost the very beginning. The real world was not only about sunny skies and green 

meadows, happiness and laughter, the comfort of a chair by the fire, truth, honesty and 

goOOn~ss. Next to the croquet lawn where the rabbits played was dangerous territory. 

The skies often darkened, there was cruelty and despair, uncenainty and dishonesty. 

Bvil was everywhere. One could try to ignore it, but it was there: ". . . perfect evil 

watking the world where perfect goOO can never walk again, and onlY the pendulum 

ensures that after all in the end justice is done."29 

Greene' s fiction describes worlds and people divided, from without and within. 

They are ordinary worlds and ordinary people who are forced to deal with issues that 

go to the very "hean of the matter". "Evil is practised by ordinary, weak men and 

women" and "the most unwonhy man can become the agent by which OOO's will is 

carried out and good brought to mankind. ,,)0 His characters' "predicaments are 50 

very human and 50 completely believable."31 How does one cope with the 

contradictions of reality1 How does one deal with the evil, despair, injustice and sin 

that is a natural half of a whole world? How does one deal with the violence that "is 

an inevitable consequence of the state of the world we live in."32 ""How can you tell 

l 
1 
1 
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the scoundrels from the honest men?''''33 Greene makes it clear that you can not. 

The pendulum swings one way and then the other. Greene focuses on lives that are 

perhaps a little the worse for wear ta pornay the dilemmas that preoccupy him. Much 

of his writing was undenaken during the Depression. World War U, and the post war 

years. Greene admits that the Depression in England and the rise of Hitler cast a 

shadow over ~ngland Made Me. Realities at that twe were sbaped by constant 

hardship and fear, and a strange complacency towards the destruction that was ail 

around. "Again we enter the familiar spectre of our age - years of fear and mounting 

premonition in the 1930s, war and its disasters in the fonies, its aftermath of treachery 

and anarchy still around us in the fitUes .... "'" George Orwell's Keep the 

Aspidistra Flying and Coming Up for Air, which were written in 1936 and 1939 

respectively, have as much "seediness" and desperation about them as anything Greene 

has written. "In feeling and in attitude, he is closer to Orwell, and to a specifie strain 

in the BI~glish novel, than ta the more overtly theological writers with whom he is 

often compared."35 In any event, Greene thought that the most interesting human 

dramas were to he found in difficult times. "His novels between 1930 and t 945 

record the crisis and confusion of those years with an effect of atmosphere and moral 

desperation perfectly appropriate ta the time." "He has used guUt and horror for 'What 

they have signified in every age . . . as a mode of exploring the fears, evasions, and 

panic that confuse men or betray the dignity of reason to violence and 

brutality .... "36 Greene's work has presented "a surprising, suspenseful, frightening, 

and dark world, but it is above all a human place, peopled with sad and suffering men 

and women with a profound longing for peace ... ,"" 

The subject of religion is an integral component of Greene's study of the 

human condition. He wasn 't interested in the kons and rituals, or the symbolic 

aspects per se, but "the effect of faith on action. "31 He found expression through a 

Catholic point of view; however, more than anything else, the religion deals with the 

spirituality that lends significance ta all human action and gives his characters Iife and 

dignity. Richard Kelly points out that the demands of the Catholic faith describe one 

('IIf the frontiers that Greene wodts with in the development of his characters. His 
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objective is not "ta persuade non-helievers, as ta show that the truth of [his] religion 

has a universal reach and confonns to human realities of the harshest kind. "'9 Greene 

said in The Oth~r Man that the absence of a religious dimension in the characters of 

E.M. Porester and Virginia Woolf rendered th~m flat and lifeless: 

Even in one of the most materialistic of our pat novelists - in Tiollope 
- we are aware of another world &gainst which the actions of the 
characters are thrown into relief. The ungainly clergyman picking bis 
black-booted way through the mud, handling sa awkwardly his 
umbrella, speaking of his miserable income and stumbling thl'Ough a 
proposai of marriage, exists in a way that Mrs Woolf's Mr Ramsay 
never does, because we are aware that he exists not only to the woman 
he is addressing but alsa in a God's eye. His unimponance in the 
world of the senses is only matched by his enormous importance in 
another world.40 

Greene perceives religion as a natural force in all human experience. The 

presence or absence of a God is in the air W(, breath."· ln WOrD such as The Power 

and the Glory, Brighton Rock, The End of the Affair, Monsignor Ouixote, The Heert 

of the Matter, A Bumt-Out Case, and "A Visit ta Morin", the influence of religion on 

the lives of the characters is obvious, and the question of God and his purpose weighs 

heavily on their minds. However, in some fonn or another, a sense of religion is as 

much a part of all the other stories. Raven in A Qun for Sale is haunted by childhood 

memories when he sees the pl aster images of the mother and child, and the wise men 

and shepherds in the store windows, and Wonnold wonders how ta handle the 

daughter he promised to bring up Catholic in Our Man in Havana. In Doctor Fischer 

of Geneva, Doctor Fischer ridicules the symbols of the Church and proclaims not ta 

believe in Gad. With "friends" like the Toads he fmds the concept of the soul 

laughable. Very often, though, it is simply a comment or an observation dropped her 

or there that is like a reminder of the ubiquitous presence of Oad in the world: '''Oh, 

love. They are alwa)'s saying God loves us. If that's love rd rather have a bit of 

kindness'''; "When Mass was over. Jules went ta the vestry to fmd the priest"; "You 

know that 1 don 't go ta Mass now. 1 just leave my mother there and come back. She 

wanted ta know why, sa 1 told her rd lost my faith"; "'There speaks a Protestant,' Mr 

Visconti :said. ' Any Catholic knows that a legend which is believed has the same 



value and effect as the truth"; '''1 see you are not a religious man - oh, pltase don't 

misunderstand me, nor am 1. 1 have no curiosity at all about the future.',,·2 

Greene uses the subject of religion as a way of understanding human nature. 

not to prove a point: " ... [bis] novels are as provocatively politicalas they are 

religious. Indeed, when he is at his hest the political. social. and religious threads 

form a nexus that convinces by vinue of its tnlth to the human experience."·' 

l~ 

Greene thought that Brighton Rock wa, a novel about society in general as much as it 

had anything to do with religion. "His own politics are far from easy to derme, but it 

is clear in all his writing, even in the most religious of his work, that the clash of 

class, the struggle of have-nots, the deprivation of the Third World - in other words, 

the concems of polidc" - are not far from the crisis of faith that his most spiritually 

afflicted protagonists experience."" When asked in a 1989 interview what, in the 

fmal analysi~, his religion meant to him, he said that he thought it wu a mystery. ""It 

is a mystery which can't he destroyed ... even by the Church . ... A cenain 

mystery."'''' It is about questions not about answers. His characters demonstrate that 

few people really understand how and why they act, or are conscious of the influence 

of religion in their lives. Greene has dealt with "the capacity of the human hean for 

sacrifice and greatness within a world govemed by a God who seems unreasonable, 

hostile, and oftentimes indifferent" and has struggled with "the all-pervasive nature of 

grace, the incontestable mystery of good and evit, and the difficulty of individuals to 

distinguish betwer" the IWO."~ 

Greene wrote in A Sort of Life that if he were to choose an epigraph for ail of 

his novels, it would he from "Bishop Blougram's Apology": 

'Our interest's on the dangerous edge of things. 
The honest thief, the tender murderer, 
The superstitious atheist, demi-rep 
That loves and saves her soul in MW French books -
We watch white these in equilibrium keep 
The giddy line midway. ,.7 

Ail of his characters, at some point or another, teeter on this dangerous edge. 

It is a moment of crisis, a moment of uncenainty, when decisions and choices must he 

made. How his characters deal with this border seems to he what interesta Greene 
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above aU. "In the majority of his works Greene is, for the most pan, detennined to 

play fair with forces on both sides of the dangerous edge. Il'11 Despite the attempts of 

the State, the Church, and society in generaI, to establish a set of pound roles that 

would ideally govem everyone's actions, lives are never so dearly painted in black 

and white. Between the ideal of right and wrong, good and bad, is an enonnous pey 

area that defies the expectations and perspectives laid out by society's pound mies. 

That a society' s identity is defmed by a series of perspectives challenges the notion of 

a black and white world; a perspective, or a way of seeing, is inherently subjective. 

The main reason Greene did not believe that Conununism could work was because he 

could never fmd it with a human face. Societies or politcal systems which endeavour 

to reduce humanity to one point of view seem to ultimately fail. 

ln his essay from The Lost Childhood, Greene praised Walter de la Mare's 

ability to, 

... play consciously with clich~s ... tuming them underside as it were 
to the leader, and showing what other meanings lie there hidden: he will 
suddenly enrich a colloquial conversation with a literary phrase out of 
the common tongue, or enrich on the contrary a conscious literary 
description with a tom of country phrase - "destiny was spudding at his 
tap root'. 

With these resources at his command no one can bring the natural 
visible world more sharply to the eye. . . ." 

Greene '5 border images provide the reader with the opportunity to sec the 

world and people from the other side and the underside. Society's ground mies 

present an ideal but not an accurate version of reality. Reality can he nothing less 

than the whole picture, 1800 around and back again. This is the world that Greene 

attempts to represent. In "Why 1 Write" he described the story-teller's reSYJnsibility 

to play the devil's advocate and elicit sympathy and understanding for those, 

regardless of their station in life, who lie outside the boundaries of State sympathy. A 

novelist should he able to identify in sorne way with any human heing: 

If we can awaker. sympathetic comprehension in our readers, not only 
for our most evil characters (that is easy: there is a cord there fast6ned 
to all heans that we can twitch at will), but of our smug, complacent, 
successful characters, we have surely succeeded in making the work of 
the State a degree more difficult - and that is a genuine duty we owe 
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society, to be a piece of grit in the State machinery. ~ 

Greene tampers with accepted values and traditional morality, and entrusts the 

unsympathetic individual with the hero's role and the ordinary person with the ,reatest 

dilemmas of the conscience and spirit. "In a period when the most influt"1tial school 

of criticism in Bngland has proclaimed the dut y of the novelist to he • on the side of 

life', Greene has spoken eloquently on the side of death."5\ He contradicts the 

popular notions of heroism and greatness by the care and attention he gives to the 

lives and souls of the most pathetic and corruptible and simple of characters: 

To take sides is to blind oneself to the total complexity of the human 
situation. . .. This is the same appeal and act of faith which Greene, a 
rogue-writer himself, has made all through his career: an appeal for 
freedom of the individual . . . to prefer the Christian characteristics of 
the "divided mind, the uneasy conscience and the sense of personal 
fallure" to any facile creed.52 

TIte perspective that Graham Greene describes in his fiction is diamelrically 

opposed to the one commonly laid out by the ground rules of society. We are not 

trained to see reality from the angle that he favours. "Be disloyal. It's your dut y to 

the hurnan race. "53 This goal to do exactly the opposite of what is expected 

necessitates the contradiction of the prevailing perspectives of society. The ground 

rules of society must he reversed for the succe:..sful accomplishment of his literary 

objectives. He travels through grey, uncertain worlds peopled by characters who are 

equally grey and uncertain. However, these seemingly discardable lives constantly 

teeter on the brink of danger and their worlds on the verge of collapse. There is no 

peace on the border of a re al it y etemally divided. His characters "cross and recross 

the elusive border between joy and pain, peace and torment, goodness and eviJ."!I· 

Greene consistently uses the border image to focus on opposite sides of the !Jame 

world. There always exists an inverted image for every experience. One can never he 

sure which way to go. The extent to which these attitudes are manifested in his 

writing results in ail of his fiction heing touched by fantasy to sorne degree, according 

to the approach outlined for this paper. While most of the works are not obviously 

fantastic, nor do they describe conventional fantastic worlds, they are warmed by that 

undercurrent of fantasy that Greene believes runs through all of his work. In a review 
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of The Captain and the Enemy, Brian Moore said that Graham Oreene's strength is 

heing "able to calibrate a precise balance hetween the unlikely and the plausible."!! 

Perhaps this is his most significant border; the sense \olf fantastic uncertainty that he is 

able to create by the ever-present spectre of the green baize door. Another world and 

another reality, opposite but connected to our own, lies just across the threshold. 

"'Only in silence the word, only in dark the light, only in dying life: bright hawk's 

flight on the empty sky ... ,~ 
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3. AN APPROACH TO FANT ASV 

A survey of the criticism on fantasy and the fantastic reveals a wide variety of 

approaches and interpretations, depending on the particular emphasis or focus. 

Tzvetan Todorov and Rosemary Jackson deal primarily with the fantastic elements tha' 

constitute fantastic experien-:es in their discussions. They concentrate on attitudes and 

perspectives, ways of presenting or handling reality. Eric Rabkill, on the other hand, 

is interested in fantasy as a form. He also looks at the fantastic as a component of 

fantasy, and as an effect; however, the various individual element';; of his analysis 

ultimately work towards a whQle, which he sees as a genre of fantasy. Graham 

Greene's fiction presents a wide range of the fantastic which incorporates both of 

these basic approaches. On the left of the "continuum" are (hose of his wodes which 

emphasize an exaggerated sense of reality with fantastic implications. When Greene 

describes the realities ~e saw as a reporter, such as the bodies sticking out of the water 

in the canal in Phat Diem, or life du ring the London Blitz--"Looking back, it is the 

squalor of the night, the purgatoriaI tbrong of men and women in dirty tom pyjama., 

with little blood splashes standing in doorways, which remains"57 -- he is presenting a 

reality that is unreal for most people. The Ouiet American and The Power and the 

Glory are two samples of his works that challenge the common, comfortable 

perceptions of reaIity in this way. The dragon ~tory in The Human Factor is another 

ex ample of how the presentation of reality can he manipulated for a fantastîe effect. 

The tale clashes dramatically with the reaIistic frame of the novel. The warmth and 

imagination that characterizes Castle's hoyhood reaIity on the Common contrasts 

sharply with the cold, technical world that affects his son as weil as himself. Stories 

such as liA Little Place Off the Edgware Road" deaI more with the aspects that 

Todorov emphasizes, and move farther to the right on the continuum of the fantastic in 

their presentation of an altemate reality. The "uneanny" tales are more complete in 

their creation of unimaginable reaIities while wodeing in common realities. The sense 

of othemess in these works is more intense and to tbis extent more fantastic. 

In "Under the Garden" Greene has moved ail the way to the right on the 

continuum, in deaIing with fantasy as a fonn in the way Rabkin bas described it. This 
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novella works out a completely differ~nt world based on the theory of 1800 reversais, 

similiar to the structure of Alice in Wonderland. Fantastic elements can alter the 

shape of common reality but a fantasy as representative of a genre, uses the fantutic 

continuously to deliver a whole other world. While many of Greene's works deal with 

and use the fantastic, "Under the Garden" is a fantasy. AIthough G~ne's fiction can 

he seen to incorporate many of th~ ideas used by various critics on fantasy, Rabkin's 

theory of reversais and inversions can he applied generally and specifically to ail of 

his writing. Greene's approaeh locates him metaphorically on a border hetween IWO 

worlds, both of whieh he tries truthfully to describe. The significance of the border is 

that it represents the division between opposite or opposing worlds and realities, and 

Greene wants to he able to see both. The consistent therne about the element of the 

fantastie in Greene, whether represented as an attitude or a form, is that it suggests 

reality turned over. 

As Greene has stated, it is very difficult to fmd references to fantasy in his 

work, and even more difficult to f'md a serious discussion on the subject. Works that 

strongly reflect elements of fantasy, such as Doctor Fischer of Geneva, A Sense of 

Reality, in particular "Under the Garden", "The End of the Party", "The Second 

Death", or "A Little Place offthe Edgware Road", are given Uttle attention. H they 

are noted at all it is generally to fie them to more traditionally discussed thernes such 

as religion. Greene helieved that the main reason for the lack of attention to the 

element of fantasy in his works, wu the inability of the critics to see him as more 

than a one-book man. He believed that his friends and enemies alike read his works 

with certain expeetations in mind. "A reputation is lib a death mask."" 

The crities . . . ought to he a little more inc1ined to forget what one 
has written previously, but they a1ways expect one to remain absolutely 
constant. 1 suppose it's easier for them to decree that l'm a 'one-book 
man' than to recognize that change happena. This is why Travels with 
my Aunt was poorly received in England, while 1 consider it one of my 
best books. . .. When A Sense of ReaUty came out, the title, which wu 
meant to be ironical, was taken at face value. It seemed to me rather 
amusing to apply the word 'reality' to a book whieh wu 50 remote 
from it. 1 served up quite a new dish - but nobody noticed.59 

Francis Kunkel thought that Travels With My Aunt represented a decline from 
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Greene's usual1iterary accomplishmrnt!!&. "In lieu of prohin, the my!!&t~rirs of human 

life posing sorne of the stickiest questions of faith . . . he now appears content merely 

to teue la condition humane. ,1(,() Colin Madnnes' review of A Sense of Realitv 

supports Greene's complaint. He tums "Under the Garden" into a neat tinle allegory 

of what he supposes to he Greene9 s vision of pre-Christian history. The intended 

irony of the tide seems to have escaped him completely: 

. . . true, it is but a sellse of reality we are offered, but to offer even this 
is to offer a great deal. Ali the tales in the book can, of course, he read 
with pleasure without deep thought as to their tmeaning'; yet since the 
writer's allegorical intention is 50 evident, we are entitled to try, 
however clumsily, to 'interpret' them .... 81 

Madnnes' patronizing tone implies that he has done everyone a favour, and 

Greene an honour, by looking c10sely at the author's humble anempt to offer his 

readers a true sense of reality. However, the analysis is uninteresting in its simplistic 

use of stock thernes of interpretation, and doesn 't even hint at the element of fantasy 

that Greene considers to he the main undercurrent of the stories. Although, he does 

"write off' "Dream of a Strange Land" as a fantasy, or a dream, which is apparent:)' 

its ont Y excuse for the unhelievable morality portrayed. He does not feel that the 

stories in A Sense of Reality are up to Greene's usual standards as he believes they 

are missing the quality of grace required for them to be successful allegories. There 

is a strong tendency on the part of many critics to allegorize Greene' s themes and 

characters; however, Greene explains how restrictive and inaccurate this approach can 

he: 

1 rernernher that when my fllm The Third Man had its Iittle hour of 
suceess a rather leamed reviewer expounded its symbolism . . . in a 
monthly paper. The sumame of Harry Lime he connected with a 
passage about the lime tree in Sir James Frazer's TM Golden Bough. 
The 'Christian' name of the principal character - Holly- wu obviously, 
he wrote, closely cOMected with Christmas - paganism and Christianity 
were thus joined in a symbolic dance. The truth of the matter is, 1 
wanted for my 'villian' a name natural and yet disagreeable, and to me 
• Lime' represented the quicldime in which murderers were said to he 
buried. An association of ideas, not, as the reviewer c1aimed, a symbol. 
As for Holly, it was because my rarst choice of name, Rollo, had not 
met with the approval of Joseph Cotton. So much for symbols.G 
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An allegory can often he as uninteresting as a pattem in the carpet. A1though 

both of these Iiterary tools can he used constructively as devices of illumination, they 

too often narrow the focus of vision to the exclusion of altemati ve points of view anet 

interpretations. Textual evidence then tends to he viewed from one angle ooly, and 

rnany significant ideas or elements rnay consequently De missed. As a major twentieth 

century fantasy writer says, "1 hate atlegories. Ais "really" B, and a hawk is "really" a 

handsaw -- bah. Humbug. Any creation, primary or secondary, with any vitality to it, 

can "really" be a dozen mutually exclusive things at once, before breakfast.'t83 

ln his discussion of literary images in The Fantastic, Tzvetan Todorov advises 

against the establishment of direct equations. ''The meaning of an image is always 

richer and more complex than any 8uch translation would suggest. . . . .. 64 Rosemuy 

Jackson in Fantuy: The Literature of Subversion explains that the significance of 

fantasy, its abUity to transgress convention, is reduced through allegory. Its power lies 

in its ability to resist aUegory and metaphor. Francis Kunkel and Richard Kelly focus 

on Aunt Augusta's storytelling ability in their discussions of Travels With My Aunt. 

Her stories are descrihed as the life of the novel and as more significant than the 

actual experiences, which may or may not he entirely ture, but most likely not as 

colourful as her memory. This is generally a very common approach to dealing with 

intimations of fantasy in Greene. Reality and illusion are discussed in tenns of 

dreams or dream-like experiences which includes fantasizing or imagining. These 

evaluations minimize the potential of Greene's fantasy by nonnalizing the impact of 

the fantastic event. Many critics recognize a tension between illusion and reality in 

Greene 's fiction, but rarely aHempt to develop it into a consistent theme. And again, 

the aspect of illusion is usually qualified to he understood as symbolic, allegorical, or 

a creation of the imagination. R. Miller talks about how WUditch's imagination 

helped him create a new reality which tums out to he "a Freudian fable of significant 

proponions."~ John Atkins deals with the merging of dreams and reaUty in "Under 

the Garden" and the perspective of dream as a real experience: "The symbolism is 

blurred to the extent that we can never he sure whether an object is an object or a 

symbol. . .. There is a possibUity that the only function of the chamber pot is to 
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prove that it all really happened.'tf'i6 In Peeter Wolfe's discussion of Our l\!.un 

Ravana, he also evaluates the contribution of fantasy that he sees in the novel in tenn, 

of its realtionship to the imagination: "Intelligence work makes the imagination run 

riot. It deals with sunnise more than cenainty, rumor more than fact, and the unsaid 

rather than the verfied. "67 These kinds of representations do not deal effectively with 

the hesitation and uncenainty that is generally believed to be the basis of the power of 

fantasy, and which can he found in Greene. Gwenn Boardman does not ignore the 

dialectic between fantasy and reality in "Under the Garden", but it is not her primary 

concem. Boardman views the tale as a metaphor for Oreene's artistic quest. She calls 

it "the rmest expression of Greene' 5 own years of exploring the theory and practice of 

the craft of fiction" and thinks that it "off ers explicit commentary on the lifetime of 

aesthetic discovery that Greene has 500ften tied to actual joumeys."· Wilditch's 

life and joumey under the garden are described as paralleling Oreene's own life, and 

his journal of African experiences in Joumey Without Maos. The problems of 

language and perception encountered under the garden are interpreted as analogies for 

the linguistic challenges of the writer. Wilditch's struggle to represent his childhood 

dream accurately is compared to the ongoing battle for narrative truth. ''The story 

[al5O] suggests a myth through which Greene can express his preoccupation with the 

mystery of Faith ... :tel Javitt is generally seen as some son of Jehovah, the source 

of ultimate wisdom and etemallife. The connection between Oreene's personal 

joumey and those of his characters is quite important; however, Boardmlln 

concentrates on the relationship of the an to the artist at the expense of the art itself. 

Rer interpretation limits the narrative' s potential for a universal significance in favour 

of a smaller, more personal vision. 

And yet, Oreene's "new dish" did not go completely unnoticed. Granville 

Hicks' review of A Sense of Reality in The Saturday Review recognizes the ironic 

relationship between the title and stories, as weil as the fantastic content. David 

Lodge's discussion in The Tablet addresses the "traces of religious feeling" in the four 

stories, but also acknowledges that this collection is a departure from what Greene has 

written previously, as weil as Greene' s handicap of having to labour under 50 many 
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expectations of his readers. Lodge deals with the element of religion in the context of 

the stories as a whole and not as a means to an allegorical end. He notes that there 

have been elements of fantasy in a number of Greene's works but unlike "Under the 

Garden" they have been contained within a realistic framework. William Barrett's 

brief review of "Under the Garden" concentrates on the story's ability to "[combine] 

fl·ntasy and realism in a bold and striking manner."70 Atkins, Miller, Thomas, and 

KeUy ail mention Alice in Wonderland in their evaluations of "Under the Garden", 

Philip Stratford's critique highlights Greene's skilful manipulation of "the nBITative 

counterpoint between Wilditch's adult doubt and the visionary clarity of the child with 

which the drearn (or wu it a dream?) is ce-created,"71 Recent evaluations of 

Greene '5 work are even more conscientious about acknowledging his tendency to 

manipulate reality in the novels and short stories. In An Underaround Pate, Brian 

Thomas gives over a whole chapter to discuss A Sense of Reality, the title of the 

monograph heing a playon words taken from "Under the Garden". However, whUe 

acknowledging Greene 's thoughts regarding fantasy in his work, Thomas seems to 

avoid addressing the subject head on. In developing his paradigm of romance 

literature in his critique of Greene's later fiction, he obliquely links fantasy and fairy 

tales to romance without really defming these terms. He de scribes the technique of 

the story within the story which defines his concept of romance, as also the key to 

Greene' s fantasy. Thomas makes sorne interesting points that sU}Jpon the view of 

fantasy in this paper. His idea that "any story within a story invariably has a way of 

signifying a degree of generic shift, however slight, away from the naturalistic and in 

the direction of the fabulous", and his presentation of the above ground and 

underground worlds correspond to the concept of a diametric reversai of ground mies. 

"The coiling of roots of the ancient {Jak are associated, in other words, with a 

dimension of reality quite different from that suggested by the fonnal order and 

expansive peace of the garden."n But ultimately Thomas' approach to fantasy relates 

to his theory of romance, and represents an entirely different perspective, as is 

apparent in his statement that A Sense of Reality is really about myth and dream and 

not reality. He believes Greene' s objective to he the exploration of the dream 
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experience and how these unconscious fantasies shape the waking world of his 

characters. In discussing Travels With My Aunt, Thomas parallels Henry', ordered 

dahlia garden and Aunt Augusta's unpredictable life of "sheer erotic energy" with 

Wilditch's above and below ground experiences.73 He speaks specifically of the 

"graduai shift from a setting which is ordinary and familiar to one that is strange and 

exotic. a joumey in the course of which the traveller leaves the safe but dull 

predictability of home in order to discover the sometimes violent excitements of a new 

country where anything at ail might happen. "'4 This reversai is normalized, however. 

by his interpretation of Henry' s experience as "a symbolic joumey between two 

contrary states of mind, two antithetical modes of perception."75 Thomas's view 

mitigates against the potentia} of the fantastic elements of the story by consistently 

dealing with them in terms of allegories. Interestingly, while acknowledging that the 

perspective of the novel is characterized by freedom and mobility, Thomas say' that in 

the end Paraguay represents the sarne kind of prison that Henry tried to escape in 

Southwood. 

Grahame Smith uses Greene 's comments about fantasy found in The Other 

Man in his analysis of the later works contained in The Achievement 2{ Graham 

Greene. Ironically, though, he doesn't mention "Under the Garden" at all. Smith 

refers to the dragon tale in The Human Factor, which Greene considers to he a much 

overlooked piece, to illustrate the element of fantasy that is displayed in Greene's 

writing. The dragon scene dermitely belongs in an assessment of fantasy in Greene; 

however, it is an ex ample of an intrusion of fantasy in an otherwise realistic narrative, 

similar to "Unc1e David's Nonsensical Story About Giants and Fairies" in Catherine 

Sinclair's Holiday House. It seems unrealistic to mention fantasy in Graham Greene 

without discussing "Under the Garden". In fact it is difficult to imagine discussing 

"Under the Garden" at ail without discussing fantasy. In those instances where' fantasy 

is mentioned by erities regarding Greene's wodes, it is very seldom elaborated on. 

Comments have been made by crities about the nature of reality and the influence of 

the imagination and drearns in ereating ambiguous or unreal atmospheres, as weil as 

references to fantasy, the fantastie, or fairy tales in analyzing Greene's fiction; 
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however, fantasy ha!! never been di!I;Cussed at length as being representative of a 

serious point of view. The remarks that can he found are more like footnotes. 

Observations about fantasy are also generally restricted to the more obvious instances 

such as "Under the Garden" and the fable in A Bumt-Out Case, and do not extend to a 

wide range of the works. Greene's reference to an undercurrent of fantasy implies that 

his fiction reflects a continuous thread of the fantastic, and perhaps is as significant a 

theme as the more commonly discus~d ones. Greene specifically names "Under the 

Garden", A Sense of Reality in general, and Doctor Fischer of Geneva as 

representative of the undercurrent of the fantastic and fantasy he bt:lieves exists in his 

work. He a1so comments on the escapist fantasy of Travels Witt. My Aunt, as weiL as 

the dragon scene in The Human Factor and the fable told to Querry in A Bumt-Out 

Case. It is c1ear in looking at these works and others, that the use of what is called 

fanta.,y can vary widely in kind and degree. This of course does not only apply to 

Greene. In order to effectively discuss the use of fantasy in Greene's writing, it is 

necessary to establish an approach against which his works can be measured. 

Fantasy, as it is understood by most people, is characterized primarily by a 

relationship to the imagination, "the pracess or the faculty of fonning ment:\! 

representations of things not actually present. "76 A fantasy is often loosely defined a, 

"a product of irnagination",77 "caprice, whirn", or "fanciful-invention."71 However, 

definitions such as these do not describe clear parameters and can be interpreted to 

accommodate a wide variety of ideas: 

She said, "Watch," and she dipped the funnel into the dish and 
blew through it, and out of the funnel grew the most magnificent bubble 
1 have ever seen, iridescent, gleaming. . .. "Just look at the light!" 
And in the sunlight, ail the colours in the world were skimming over 
that glirnmering sphere - swirling, glowing, achingly beautiful. Like a 
dancing rainbow the bubble hung there for a long moment; then it was 
gone. 

1 thought: Tha,' s fantasy. 79 

Susan Cooper suggests that "every wade of an is a fantssy, every book or play, 

painting or piece of music, everything that is made, by craft or talent, out of 

somebody' s imagination. "lIO According to August Derleth "the field of the fantastic 

story actually knows no boundaries except the mundane. ,,1' These representations 
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capture the essence of fantftsy and provid~ ft ,limptt into the depth of this world, but 

they are ultimately inadequate as definitions or trustwonhy suides for the literary 

world of fantasy. The emphasis on the element of imagination has led to a popular 

notion of fanta.4IY as heing anything that is "made up". The more unreal, the more 

supematural or magical the story, the more fantastic it is commonly thought to be. 

"The general assumption is that, if there are dragons or hippogriffs in a book, or if it 

takes plac~ dl a vaguely Keltic or Near Eastem medieval setting, or if magic is done 

in it, then it's a fantasy. This is a mistake."12 

Eric S. Rabkin's concept of fantasy and the fantastic helps to delineate a 

literary world whieh so often becomes clouded, if not lost entirely, amidst colourful 

and imaginative descriptions: "The fantastic is the affect generated as we read by the 

direct reversai of the ground rules of the narrative world. ,,13 "The truly fantastic 

occurs when the ground rules of a narrative are forced to make a 1800 

reversai. . .. "14 "Fantasy is that class of works which uses the fantastie 

exhaustively. ,,15 Rabkin explains that any time the perspectives of a text, fantasy or 

otherwise, are contradicted, perspectives that have been legitimized by the internai 

ground roles, we are in the presence of the fantastic. Less complete reversais of 9(r 

or 1200 are not truly fantastic; however, as they "participate in the complex feelings of 

surprise, shock, delight, fear and so on that marks the fantastic", any text containing 

these types of reversals would he flavoured by the fantastic.1I6 Rabkin emphasizes 

that any narrative that uses the fantastie is marked by fantasy and, to this extent, is 

able to offer the reader a fantastic world. He also distinguishes clearly between 

literary fantasy and all other perceptions: 

ln capitalizing Fantasy, 1 wish to identify a particular genre ... in 
referring to the /antastic, 1 intend to reeall those structural properties . . 
. of the diametric reversai of the ground rules of a narrative world and 
the peculiar range of emotional affects associated with such reversais; 
by using fantasy, uncapitalized, 1 mean the lay dermition, which 
includes the psychologist's ideas about wish fulflliment and so 
on .... 17 

The "la y dermition" pernaps best characterizes the descriptions of fantasy 

which have been inaccurately appropriated to discuss literature. The idea of fantasy at 
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work in the real world, which has been loosely conceived from a rich and varied 

hi, .. ory, cannot simply be transferred to the Iiterary world. The essence may he the 

same; however, the distinction between fantssy and Fantasy, as defmed by Rablcin, is 

an important one. Although they are not entirely separate, sharing as they do 

backgrounds and a number of similar qualifies, they ultimately belong to different 

worlds. The genre of fantasy must, by necessity, he eonsidered as operating aceording 

to sorne dermite regulations and should be considered independently of other notions 

of fantasy. 

According to Rabkin's theory, ont y a direct reversai of the ground mIes of the 

text will generate the complex of emotions that comprise the effect of the fantutie. 

The ground rules, and the perspectives that estabUsh these roles, can he seen to he an 

important aspect of the success of any Iiterary world, not only the genre of fantasy 

that Rabkin has described. "Every work of art sets up ifs own grounel roles." "The 

ability of art to crelte its own interior set of ground rules is fundamental to the 

aesthetic experience."1111 Every writer should aspire to achieve an "inner consistency 

of reality" regardless of how realistic or fantastie the text is meant to he. A realistie 

nanative is not suceessful simply because it imitates reality, but rather because of its 

ability to ereate and maintain a reality of its own. Tolkien points out that it is much 

more difficult for a fantastic text to produee this "inner eonsisteney of reality" heeause 

a fantasy uses material and images that differ greatly from the "Primary World"." 

However, the successful establishment of ground rules towards the achievement of an 

inner eonsisteney of reality is very important in a fantasy if it is to have any power or 

influence: ". . . if a fantasy is powerfully presented or realized it ean produce an 

imprint on OUl' imaginations deep enough to give it a measure of tl'1lth or reality, 

however mueh that tmth is unverifiable."90 If the fantastie elements are not handled 

carefully. participation in the action will be severely limited, and the reader would be 

obliged to engage a "willing suspension of dishelief' in order to heeome involved in 

the fantasy. Tolkien beUeves that such a state of mind is oo1y a substitute for the real 

thing, and that a suceessful "sub-creator" will he able to create a secondary world 

which the mind can enter into completely. If the events that accur are in keeping with 



the laws of that wodd, what happens can be considered to be troe. While inside we 

are able to believe without having to suspend disbelief!' However, a willinpss to 

be a pan of the "secondary world" is necessary in the flrst place if the !tory is to 

succeed. "Unless one participates sympathetically in the ground roles of a narrative 

world, no occurrence in that world can make sense - or even nonsense."~ 1be 

nanator of Dickens' A Christmas Carol explains this to his audience on the openin. 
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There is no doubt that Marley wu dead. This must be distinctly 
understood, or nothing wonderful can come of the ~tory 1 am loing to 
relate. If we were not perfectly convinced that Hamlet's Father die<! 
before the play hegan, there would he nothing more remarkable in his 
taking a stooll dt night, in an easterly wind, upon his own ramputs, than 
there would be in any other middle-aged gentleman rashly tuming out 
after dark in a breezy spot - say Saint Paul·'s Churchyard for instllnce -
literait y to astonish his son's weak mind!' 

Once a secondary world has been convincingly created and ground roles 

successfully established, the fantasy stül cannot he taken for granted. Ursula LeOuin 

cautions against assuming that there is a fantasy just because dragons and magic are 

pr~se~t, and Rabkin echoes the same sentiment: "Talking plants - and ... dragons ... 

are nOf inherently fantastic; tbey become 50 when seen from a certain perspective.· ... 

I]~ a ,jragon is introduced into a story, in order for the effect to he fantutic. if must he 

dO~le in such Il ~ay that the ground roles are contradicted. Rabkin is adamant on this 

poin:. It is not enough for just any mie or perspective to he violated; it must he those 

that are ~ing followed in the text itself, whatever they may he. We may enter a 

narrative world with the preconceptions of our annchair intact, but "the text trains us, 

word by word, to perceive reality - and shifting reality - in certain ways", and our 

preconceptions change as the narrative reconfigures them.95 The force of the 

fantastic, then, rests not in whether or not something really happened, but in how 

something--an event, an image, a feeling--is perceived. 

Tzvetan Todorov's view of fantastic experience alsa identifies the significance 

of the element of perception. He descrihes the fantastic as a series of events which 

apparently cannot he explained by the laws nf the rea! world. At the moment when 

such an event takes place the reader or character experiences an uneenainty, or 
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hesitation. He or she must then decide whether what has been perceived can he 

explained by the laws of reality as they are commonly understood. Todorov 

emphasizes that the key to this experience of uncertainty is how the event is perceived. 

In her discussions of fantasy, Rosemary JacltSon focuses on the difficulties that 

arise regarding vision and perception. She daims that fantuy tries to make visible 

that which cannot he seen. It works to eliminate distinctions--unities of character, 

time, and space--on which perspectives of common reality are based. The abllity to 

know anything becomes increasingly difficult as fantasy systematically breaks down 

the relationship between signifier and signified. Jackson's defmition of the fantutie 

is, to a large extent, a paraphrasing of Todorov's interpretation that the fantastic aeems 

to he located on the frontier of the marvellous and the uncanny: "Between the 

marveUous and the mimetic, borrowing the extravagance of one and the ordinariness 

of the other, the fantastic belongs to neither .... The fantutic exists in the hinterland 

hetween 'real' and 'imaginary', shifting the relations between them through its 

indeterminacy." Jackson's contention that the "structure of fantastie narrative is one 

founded upon contradictions" strongly echoes Rabkin's concept of the diametric 

reversai of ground rules.96 The text, she says, will claim to represent reality, but will 

then proceed to introduce elements which are manifestly unreal in tenus of what has 

already been outlined. 

C.N. Manlove defines fantasy as a ''fiction evoking wonder and containing a 

sub.ftantial and irreducible element 01 the supernatural w;th which the mort al 

characters in the story or the readers btcome on at least partly lamiliar terms .• 197 

Manlove's elaboration of these conditions reveals a number of points similar to those 

found in the discussions of Rabkin, Todorov, and Jackson. He oudines that it is 

necessary to have a substantial amount of the supematural or impossible present in a 

fantuy. This can he anything that belongs to an order of reality other than the one 

commonly known. This presence, unaccompanied by any plausible explanation, 

provokes a reaction of astonishment, which is a central feature of the fantuy itself. 

Manlove underlines the necessity of the fantastic to successfully create an inner 

consistency of reality while at the same time "giving a total vision of reality 
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transfonned. . . ."91 

Rabkin, Todorov, Jackson and Manlove ail go ioto considerable detaU in their 

efforts to derme and descrihe the fantastic and fantasy. White each discussion reflects 

a panicular core group of elements on which any discussion of fantasy is likely to he 

based, each theorist is somewhat unique in what he or she chooses to highlight. This 

individual bias often results in different representations, 3Ild the drawing of different 

conclusions. The main differences in the various theories cao he seen MOst c1early 

when they are applied to a specifie text. The "Alice" books surface quite frequently as 

examples of what fantasy is and is not. Rabkio contends that Alice in Wonderland is 

a true fantasy as its ground mies are continuously heing reversed, which complies with 

his theory. The moment Alice drops down the rabbit hole she "takes ber rmt step 

toward the diametric underground reversal of the ground rules of the daylight world of 

Victori811 England."99 Rabkin, however, is the only one of the theorises discussed 

who considers Alice in Wonderland to he a tme fantasy. While Jackson admits that 

the ~')k is fantastic in nature, specifically in the attention given to the problems of 

signification, sbc daims that it is not a fantasy. According to Todorov's scheme, 

nonsense literature, such as the "Alice" books, "provoke no ambiguity of response in 

the reader. They are legalized by various framing devices 8uch as the mirror, or a 

chess game, or a dream wonderland: self-contained realms which are neutralized and 

distanced through a manifestly impossible frame."'CIO Manlove objects on the same 

grounds. The events in Wonderland are presented as Alice'a dream and "where the 

supematural is seen as a symbolic extension of the purely human mind . . . the work 

in which it appears lis not] a fantasy."'OJ 

In defense of Rabkin's view, there is no evidence that Alice has been dreaming 

untU the very end of the "Alice" books. If the reader is abiding by the ground rule~ of 

the text, he or she should he just as surprised as Alice when the rabbit pulls out the 

pocketwatch, or when Alice is able to step through the looking-glass. These events 

should he read as though they are actually happening, as the signais provided by the 

text indicate that these occurrences contradict the prevailing perspectives. As far 1.' 
Jackson and Todorov are concemed, the knowledge gaioed at the end of the book 
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nonnalizes the events that have occurred and eliminates the ambiguity or uncertainty. 

However, following Rabkin's theory, nothing precludes the reader from experiencing a 

true fantasy, regardless of how it is dealt with at the end. 

The ideas of reversais, inversions, ground rules and perception that have been 

discussed in relation to the fantastic and fantasy, particularly the ones attributed to 

Eric. S. Rabkin, will he those which are applied to the discussion of fantasy in the 

works of Graham Greene in this study. In addition to its obvious merits vis à vis a 

study of the genre of fantasy itself, this approach is particularly useful for an 

investigation of fantasy in relation to a writer who is not primarily a fantasist, and 

whose works reflect the use of the fantastic in vuying degrees. The shon stories and 

novels that have heen chosen to illustrate Greene's "undercurrent" of fantasy in his 

writing, will he looked at in terms of the ground rules that have been established in 

the literary world and the inversions that affect the rules and perspectives that have 

been laid out. Greene's plays will not he considered: " ... Drama is naturally hostile 

to Fantasy. Fantasy, even of the simplest kind, hardly ever succeeds in Drama, when 

that is presented as it should he, visibly and audibly acted. Fantastic forms are not to 

he counterfeited."I02 In any event, theatre is an entirely different medium, and an 

evaluation of fantasy in this context would have to he adjusted accordingly. Nor will 

obvious devices, such as dreams, he examined for fantasric implications: ". . . 1 would 

... exclude, or rule out of order, any story that uses the machinery of Dream, the 

dreaming of actual human sleep, to explain the apparent occurrence of its 

marvels."I03 When Grt.ene spoke with Marie-Françoise Allain he made a small but 

significant distinction h, saying that the "intrusion of dreams and fantasy into [his] 

other books has heen overlooked in the same way."I04 Dreams play a prominent 

role in Greene's fiction as a way of conveying information about the characters, the 

plot, or the future. They are certainly wonhy of consideration, but in a separate 

discussion. In his M.A. thesis entitled "Greene's Three Fonns of Fantasy", Louis 

Lachance says that his study works in the world of fantasies, and that when "one 

speaks of dreams, one is no longer in a world that is so well known that it does not 

present any difficulties. "UIS It is clear in his discussion of dreams. daydreams, and 
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reveries that Lachance has appropriated many of the "Iay" defmitions of fantasy to 

build his case. At times he appears to equate fantasizing with fantasy, and uses a very 

loose concept of reality against which to compare actions and events. 

The approaches to fantasy are as varied and numerous as instances of fantasy 

itself. Bach one ultimately retlects a certain perspective or way of secing, as is 

evident in the theories put forth by Rabkin, Todorov, and Jackson. A discussion of 

fantasy in Graham Greene, however, seems to naturally gravitate towards Rabkin's 

ground rules. Rabkin's design of fantasy and the fantastic not only complements 

Greene's use of fantasy in bis fiction in terms of the reversaI of ground rules and the 

contradiction of prevailing perspectives, but the body of bis work as a whole in which 

the fantasy can he seen as an extension and not merely a digression. The role of 

vision described in Rabkin's view of fantasy is also a significant component in 

Greene's fantasy. Greene's work in general retlects an interest in ways of seeing, 

perception, and points of view. His use of fantasy incorporates these elements white 

at the Sante time as it illuminates, from another side, the major concems in Greene 's 

fiction. 



( 

( 

34 

4. THE FANTASV 

In The Honorary Consul, Doctor Plarr decided to escape for a few houm one 

Saturday moming with a good book: "He chose a collection of stories by Jorges Luis 

Borges. Borges shared the tastes he had himself inherited from bis father - Conan 

Doyle, Stevenson, Chesterton. "'011 Whether or not Greene was establishing a direct 

link to fantasy by having Plarr escape with Borges in not easy to say; however, it is an 

interesting coincidence that a number of Borges wodes, inc1uding Labyrinths and Qlbm: 

Inquisitions, have been critiqued in tenns of their fantastic content. Rabkin and 

Jackson both bring him into their discussions of fantasy, particularly with regard to 

how he uses language to create fantastic worlds. In addition to the underlying 

relationship between fantasy and his fiction that 1 have already attributed to Greene, a 

number of his works can he examined more distinctly from the others in tenns of their 

fantastic content. In The Human Factor and A Bumt-Out Case the specific intrusion 

of fantasy in otherwise realistic settings highlights the issue of other wodds and their 

relation to our own. In The Human Factor, a striking contrast is drawn between the 

make-believe world of the young Castte and his son, Sam. Sam played games about 

war and spies. He had a difficult time relating to bis father's stories about dragons 

living on the Common. What were dragons anyway1 Were they like tanks? It was 

quite important to Sam that Castle's childhood game have some basis in reality; it was 

interesting as long as there was a possibility of real danger. ""There wasn't really a 

dragon." "But you aren't quite sure, are you1""107 In A Bumt-Out Case Queny tells 

a bedtime story to Maria of how once upon a time there was a King who lived very 

far away ('''Really,' she said, 'you and 1 are much too old for fairy stories"'''''). It 

was a tale of a King who no one could see, but everyone believed in. The King 

distributed rewards and punishments that no one could Re, but which everyone new 

existed. It was about a jeweller who became greater with each new meaningless 

trinket he created. The story is told in the vemacular of a fairy-tale but Maria's 

interjections intrude iota the world created by "once upon a time". She sees parallels 

and similarities between the world described in the fable and reality, and Queny has ta 

caution her about accusing a story-teller of introducing real characters. The episode is 
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<W> a brief but signifieant comm~nt on th~ quality and nature of reality. 

ln novels such as The Ministry of Fear, The Tenth Mm, md Our Man in 

Havana, a sense of fantasy is more vivid as a result of the way in which the whole 

concept of reality is manipulated. Rowe, Chavel and Wonnold aU lead double lives 

which adds an unreal dimension to the worlds they have a1ways DOwn. Their 

familiar realities become at the same time other worlds, unknown worlds. Arthur 

Rowe was caught up in an intense reality of guilt, war and intrigue when he feU 

victim to amnesia as the result of a bomb explosion. The same world stoocl &dl around 

him but he could no longer see il. In the hospital where the life he had known lay 

buried deep within him, ". . . he could lie late in bed, propped comfortably on tluft 

pillows, take a look at the news: -Air Raid Casualties this Week are Down to 2~~', sip 

his coffee and tap the shell of his boiled egg: then back to the paper - -The Battle of 

the Atlantic' ."109 He had escaped to a simpler and more innocent time, and as his 

memory eventua11y hegan to retum he resisted the intrusion of the pain and ugliness 

that threatened his tranquillity. He had no real desire to retum to the "violent 

superficial chase, this cardboard adventure hunling at seventy miles an hour along the 

edge of the profound natural common experiences of men."IIO Before his accident 

he often wondered what his mother would have thought of what had become of the 

world she had left hehind: 

... l'm hiding underground and up above the Oennms are 
methodically smashing London to bits ail around me. . .. It sounds like 
a thriller, doesn't it, but the thrillers are like life. . .. You used to 
laugh at the books Miss Savage read - about spies, and murclerers, and 
violence, md wild motor-car chases, but dear, that's rea11ife: it's what 
we 've all made of the world since you died.1II 

Arthur had a1ways tried to live by the old roles, expectations, and conventions 

he had leamed as a chUd. But the old-world propriety ("it was easier to aUow oneself 

to he murdered than to break up a social gathering"U2) had surreal implications in 

Arthur's adult world. The stability and security that these roles had conveyed were 

illusions. In trying to go back he only found himself funher away. "Stumbling 

through a "magic" door in the fortune-teller's tent, and speaking the magic workll that 

gnard the secret to the treasure ... Rowe fmds that the world taltes "a strange tum, 
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away from innocence. 1'" ln 

In The Tenth Man Louis Chavel retums from prison after the war, ta his 

beloved home, with a new identity. He had bought his freedom with someone else's 

life, but unexpectedly found himself trapped in a new prison. It was Jean-Louis 

Charlot who walked up the drive of the house in St Jean de Brinac not Louis Chavet. 

Every step was familiar to the hearded man who came cBUtiously round 
every bend like a stranger. He had been born here: as a child he had 
played games of hide and seek in the bushes: as a boy he had carried 
the melancholy and sweetness of rust love up and down the shaded 
drive. Ten yards funher on there would be a small gate on ta the path 
which led hetween heavy laurels to the kitchen garden.ll• 

The ground roles were now reversed: Chavel the muter had become Charlot 

the stranger, a guest in his own home. Prison had hinted at the true fragile nature of 

reaJity. Time, which had always 50 carefully marked the different stages of everyday 

life, took on new meaning within the cell walls. It wu a painful reminder of the 

security they had ail once known, and to which they still tried desperately ta cling: 

When their imprisonment started they had three good watcbes among 
thirty-two men, and a second-hand and unreliable - or sa the watch
owners claimed - alarm dock. The IWo wrist-watches were the fust ta 
go: their owners left the cell at seven 0' dock one moming - or seven
ten the alann dock said - and presently, sorne hours later, the watches 
reappeared on the wrists of the two guards.115 

Time was jealously guarded like a valuable jewel. The guardians of time were 

imponant and powerful. The night the mayor forgot to wind his watch wu as 

monumental a disaster as any he had thus far experienced: "he had surrendered the 

only true time."116 Chavel as Charlot wandeœd around a Paris that had hecome 

strange to him. The people and places he had known helonged ta the life of another 

person. He retumed ta his old home in the country with the hope of it somehow 

becoming his home again. The family of the man with whom he had traded places 

wr,s now in residence, and he became their odd-job man. His new existence wu a 

complete contradiction to the perspective he had previously known, and he olten felt 

betrayed by the familiar signposts of the put. His resignation to bis new identity and 

the ground rules of his life was completely disrupted, however, the day someone 

showed up at the house daiming to he Jean-Louis Chavel. 
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In Our Man in Havana, Wonnold unexpectedly rmds the an.~er to his money 

worries in the unlikely fonn of the British Secret Service. Greene prefaces this novel 

with the disclaimer, "In a fairy-story like this, set at some indetenninate date in the 

future, it seems unnecessary to disclaim any connection between my characters and 

living people." It seems as though the story could easily have belOn "once upon a 

time" as it opens on the Wander Bar where Wormold and Dr. Hasselbacher sit with 

daiquiries out of the glare of the hot sun, discussing the comparative merits of the 

Atomic Pile Oeaner and the Turbo Jet. A blind black man limped up and down the 

square selling pomographic photographs to the tourists. Wonnold's uncomplicated Iife 

as a vacuum salesman is tumed around completely, howevel', when he becomes the 

Secret Service' s man in Havana. His former life is now merely a cover for his real 

job of defending the realm. Wormold' s new reality reads somewhat like a cheap spy 

novel, though, more fiction than fact. The agent Hawthorne was dressed to fit into the 

local scenery the moming he made contact with Wonnold in Sloppy Jac's, but one 

could easily picture him in a trench coat with the collar up, hat brim pulled low over 

one eye, whispering "pssst" as he looked carefully around and guided Wonnold in the 

direction of the "gents" where they could talk without raising suspicion. Wormold, in 

fact, called on memories of stories from magazines like Boy's Own Paper to help him 

with his new duties. He created a fictitious reality that was a compilation of all the 

spy tales he had ever read. The world of Wonnold became a fiction within a fiction 

as Greene's character manipulated the real and uoreal elements of the Iiterary world in 

which he himself had been created. The sense of the fantastic that is generated by the 

consistent manipulation of the line between the real and the uoreal is underscored 

nicely by the episode of the sketches of the mystery machines that Wonnold sent to 

London. Looking at them Hawthome felt a bit queasy as he seemed to be able to 

make out the two-way nozzle of a vacuum cleaner that had once been described to 

him: ""Fiendish, isn't it?" the Chief said. ''The ingenuity, the simplicity, the devilish 

imagination of the thing .... See tbis one here six times the height of a man. Like a 

gigantie spray." 117 Wonnold's reality is later reversed once again as the world he 

has made up tums frighteningly into the real tbing. 
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Aside from a number of other such examples, there is a core of the fiction, 

however, that stands out on its own for the degree of fantasy that it exhibits. 

Monsignor Ouixote, Travets With My Aunt, "The End of the Party, "Proof Positive" , 

"A Little Place Off the Edgware Road", "The Destructors", and "The Ovemight Bag" 

from Twenty-One Stories, Doctor Fischer of Geneva or the Bomb Party, and the 

stories in A Sense of ReaUt y, vary in the extent to whieh they generate a fantastie 

effect; however, the manipulation of the ground rules, and of the expectations and 

perspectives in general, consistently produce that sense of uncertainty that is associated 

wÎth the fantastic. The impact of the inversions and reversais that oceur in these 

works is much more fantastic in nature than in any other of Greene's writing. 

Many of the border images that Greene uses in bis fiction are literai ones. The 

travel motif figures prominently in many of his works, with more than half of the 

novels heing set outside England. Travel is a natural friend to fantasy. Moving from 

the ground rules which constitute the routine of home and everyday life, to the 

unknown and unexpected adventures inherent in the travel experienee, one enters a 

sort of fantasy world. The traveller is consistently confronted by the opposite of wbat 

is familiar, or the familiar in an unfamiliar eontext, and is presented with the 

opportunity to see life and the world from an entirely different perspective. Dav\d 

Lodge thought that the rush of the Orient Express aeross Europe in Stamboul Train 

"(provided] just the right eombination ... of the familiar and the unfamiliar."Il' 

Travel is very much the other side of every day reality. The funher away one goes 

from the common experience, the more complete the reversais will be, physieally and 

psychologically. However, whether one is "standing on [one's] head in Australia" or 

joumeying to the next town, to sorne degree an altemate reality can be experienced. 

"It seemed to [Father Quixote] that his joumey had already extended aeross the whole 

breadth of Spain, though he knew he wu not much more than IWO hundred kilometres 

from La Mancha.""9 In describing his trek through the Liberian jungle in loumey 

Without Maps, Greene clearly conveys a sense of travelling through an altemate 

reality. The culture and language, the weather, the landscape, the aspect of time ("in 

the interior there was no 80eh thing as time"I20), the joumey without maps, created 
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for him a new world that not only contradicted the perspectives and ground roles with 

which he was familiar, but defied the establishment of any ground mes. He wu at 

the Mercy of the elements, the local inhabitants and his ignorance, all of which seemed 

to he heyond his control. Greene thrived on the physical and spiritual othemess he 

knew he could rmd heyond bis own front door: 

There are [those), of course, who prefer to look a stage ahead, for 
wholll Iotourlst provides cheap tickets into a plausible future, but my 
joumey represented a distrust of any future based on what we 8ft. . . . 

It is not any pan of Africa which acts so strongly on this unconscious 
mind; certainly no part where the white settler has been mo~ successful 
in reproducing the conditions of bis country, its morals and its popular 
an. A quality of darkness is needed, of the inexplicable.121 

Greene's characters have had their stories unfold in Sweden, Mexico, Africa, 

Vietnam, Cuba, Haid, South America, Spain and various other places. Although not 

all are about joumeys per se, the narratives always contain a character or aspect that 

draws attention in sorne way to the concept of contradictory or contrasting worlds or 

realities. There's an awareness of shifting ground rules and perspectives, or even 

simple awkwardness, as charaeters rmd themselves temporarily or pennanently away 

from home, caught up in another way of life. Minty in England Made Me with his 

shabby Harrow tie, the naive American Pyle and the cynical British joumalist Fowler 

in The Ouiet American, Brown, the Smiths, and Jones in The Comedians, a setting as 

dramadc and violent as their names were banal, the British architect Querry in the 

Ieper colony in a Bumt Qut Case, Fortnum, "The Honorary Consul" from Britain in a 

small Argentinean town, and the dentist, Mr. Tench in The Power and the Glory, were 

at once foreigners in a foreign place. "He said "Buenos dras" to the man with a gun 

who sat in a small patch of shade against a wall. But it ",asn 't like England: the man 

said nothing at all, just stared malevolently up at Mr Tench .... "122 The travel 

world is one that can he used against which to measure the reality of everyday life. 

"This wu one of the revelations of Africa, the deadness of what we think of as alive, 

the deadness of nature, the trees and shrubs and flowers, the vitality of what we think 

of as dead, the cold lunar craters."123 In reviewing Gerald Reitlinger's A Tower of 

Skulls, Greene told his readers that the "book will appeal to those who rmd the real 
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delight of travel is not the strange but the familiar seen in incongruous 

surroundings."I24 Greene makes numerous references to the contrasting realities of 
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his everyday life in England and his experiences in the Liberian jungle, and to the 

complete othemess of the world in which he had landed. It was not only the obvious 

differences in the landscape that was remarkable, but the attitudes and perspectives of 

the people. "We tumed away from ... the peaee under the down and the nat of the 

Strand, from the holy and the depraved individualists to the old, the unfamiliar, the 

communallife beyond the clearing." Eve:. the simple way in which the Senegalese 

men United anns and touched as they walked along "didn't mean anything we could 

understand."12' In this respect, travel worlds have a great deal in common with 

fantasy worlds. They not only stand in comparison to everyday reality, but offer an 

alternative reality to the one commonly experienced. The reversals and inversions that 

accompany the trave) experience can generate emotions similar to those associated 

with the fantastic: 

There is not much in common between the land of the Kukuanas, 
behind the desert and the mountain range of Sheba's Breast, and a tin
roofed house on a bit of swamp where the voitures moved like 
domestic turkeys and the pi-dogs kept me awake on rnrJOnlight nights 
with their waUing, and the white women yellowed by atebrin drove by 
to the club; but the two belonged at any rate to the same continent, and, 
however distantly, to the same region of the imagination - the region of 
uneenainty, of not knowing the way about. 126 

The two works that hest exemplify the relationship between travel and fantasy 

are Monsignor Quixote and Travels With My Aunt. Both of these stories divide the 

protagonists' experiences into two separate realities: the everyday world and the world 

of traveI. Their everyday lives are eharacterized by clearly laid out ground roles, 

perspectives, and routines. Henry PuUing and Famel' Quixote express strong 

sentiments of seeurity and comfon with respeet to their familiar and reliable everyday 

reaIities. The travels upon which they both embark, however, pull them to adventures 

of the unknown where none of their old mies apply. They experience the uncenainty 

and astonishment associated with the unpredietable world of fantasy. 
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4.1 Monsignor Quixote 

In Monsignor Ouixote, Pather Quixcte was charged with the safe keepinl of 

the souls of the small, dusty town of El Tobaso. He had lived in BI Tobaso for molt 

of his life, and had left only once to study for the priesthood. The activities that filled 

his time were few and the days uneventful and unchallenging. He often celebrated 

Mass to an empty church. There were trips to town to get wine, the occasional chat 

with the butcher or the Mayor, a few favourite books for intell~'lual comfon, and 

every month a theological magazine arrived from Madrid. He hved alone with his 

housekeeper who saw to it that he could expect a steak and salad to be waiting tor 

him every lunchtime. The "weeks passed with all the comfoning unbroken rhythms of 

fonner years."127 He made sure that his sermons, and his ideas and thoughts, 

conformed perfectly with the teachings of the Church. His theological magazine 

occasionally carried ideas that seemed dangerous; however, he paid Uttle attention, 

feeling safe from any negative influences in his small world. If he had doubls they 

were subjugated by the ground roles of the life he had chosen. He found his habits 

comforting and hard to break in any case. 

One day Pather Quixote unexpectedly met a bishop stranded on the road to El 

Tobaso. In retum for his help and hospitality, Pather Quixote unexpectedly found 

himself promoted to Monsignor, much to his bishop's irritation. The Mayor of BI 

Tobaso, who had recently lost the local election, suggested they take a holiday 

together, to get away from their respective troubles. Pather Quixote was sceptical: "I 

doubt very much whether we are the right companions, you and I. A big golf 

separates us, Sancho."1211 Sancho, as Pather Quixote liked to cali the Mayor, wu a 

communist and an atheist; he represented the very reverse of Pather Quixote's point of 

view 50 it seemed doubtful thai theirs would be a cooperative enterprise. But what 

Pather Quixote would later discover, Sancho already knew: "You drew me to you 

because 1 thought you were the opposite of myself. A man gets tired of himself, of 

that face he sees every day when he shaves, and all my friends were in just the same 

mould as myself."I29 In the same way as Pather Quixote's adventures would serve 

as a basis for measuring the physical life he had known, bis friendship with Sancho 
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provided him with a means of evaluating his 5pirituallife. De5pite Pather Quixote's 

doubts, the two men set off together one mowing in the general direction of Madrid. 

Before leaving, Pather Quixote sat in his annchair, which was shaped perfectly from 

thirty yeus of use, and reflected on the comfonable, secure existence he had always 

known. He took along Jones' work on moral theology, which would come in handy, 

he thought, in the event that Sancho started quoting Marx. At fust, ''They said very 

linle to each other. It wu as though the strangeness of their adventure weighed on 

their spirits .... More than an hour passed in sUence. Then the Mayor spoke, &gain. 

"What is upsetting you, friend?" "We have just left La Mancha and nothing seems 

safe anymore.""I30 The distinction between the comfonable, known rules of 

everyday life and the unknown, unpredictable nature of travel is made cleu from the 

beginning. Travel is an other world which challenges the accepted ground rules and 

perspectives by constantly presenting life from various omer angles. Pather Qui."ote 

tried to take his rules with him, sensing the uncertainty ahead. However, even with 

Jones comfonably tucked in his poeket, he could not mitigate agamSl the force of the 

unexpected he encountered in his travel adventures. When he set out on the road, the 

unexpected hecame a constant part of his new reality, and tumed his life automatically 

in the direction of fantasy. 

Away from home, Pather Quixote was confronted with situations that 

challenged the way he had always lived and thought. He joumeyed far in bis 

contemplatïeus of faith and helief, good and evU, honesty, the laws of nature, 

friendship and love, and God's presence on eanh. In most respects he was like an 

innocent, naïve of any world other than El Tobaso, and reacted to bis circumstances 

with wonder and awe, and often confusion. Pather Quixote was used to knowing what 

to expect. His naïvt~, which had been protected by the simple ground rules he lived 

by in El Tobaso, ensured that his adventures with Sancho would he met with 

astonishment and uncenainty. His expectations and interpretations of events were as 

uncomplicated as his life had always heen: 

"The patrona was truly welcoming," Pather Quixote said, "unlike that 
poor old woman in Madrid, and what a large staff of channing young 
women for so smalt a hotel." 



"In a university city," Sancho said, "there are always a lot of 
customers. " 

"And the establishment is so clean. Did you notice how outside 
every room on the way up to the third floor there wu a pUe of linen? 
They must change the linen every evening after the time of siesta."'" 
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Pather Quixote was of course shocked to dlscovel what kind of place he had 

stayed in. His narrow experience of life had given him the answen to most questions, 

and bis vocation had taught him where aU the answers could he found. But once he 

entered the world of travel with Sancho everything suddenly seemed to tum around. 

Ali at once the answers seemed to disappear. 

Why did He in His infmite wisdom choose the symbol of sheep? It 
was not a question that had been answered by any of the old 
theologians whom he kept on the shelves in El Tobuo: not even by 
Saint Francis de Sales, informative as he wu about the elephant and the 
kestrel, the spider and the bee and the partridge. 

He was a priest who liked to hear a quick confession in the simple 
abstract words that penitents usually employed. They seldom entailed 
more than one simple question - how Many times ... ? 1 have 
committed adultery, 1 have neglected my Baster duties, 1 have sinned 
against purity. . .. He was not used to a sin in the form of a brus 
handle.'32 

He ate and drank and slept under the stars, he travelled from town to town and 

stayed under Many different roofs, and met many different people. He went to the 

cinema, helped a man on the other side of the law, stowed fi body in the trunk of his 

car, wu chased by the police, and saw people using the Church to buy Ood's favour. 

He saw people living differently and thinking differently from any way he had ever 

known. Alter only four days of travelling Father Quixote felt a hundred yean away 

from El Tobaso and not at all like himself. His travels had not only broadened his 

experiences and shown him different people and places; they had provided him with 

an opportunity to see his whole life, including the past, in a completely new light. To 

see bis old life in terms of, or against his travel adventures, raised many disconcerting 

questions. 

The fantastic atmosphere of Monsignor Ouixote is heightened by the ubiquitous 

spirit of Don Quixote. Greene has created a pervasive sense of fantuy by c1everly 

smudging the lines between fact and fiction. Father Quixote's travels are consistently 
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paralleled with Don Quixote's fantastic adventures. The errant knight and the errant 

priest, off on the high roads of Spain with no particular plan in mind, facing 

unexpected situations and acts of chivalry. There are many textual references that 

contribute to the persistence of the concept that the lives of the two characters are 

connected, of which their carrying the same name is the most obvious. Don Quixote's 

horse and Father Quixote's car are bath called Rocinante, each in their tum loved and 

cared for by the master whom they loyally carry forth. Of course Father Quixote had 

read Don Ouixote and might have thought tbis a suitable honour. The original 

sumame of Don Quixote's companion Sancho was Zancas, the same as that of the 

Mayor who accompanied the priest, and they each had their housekeeper Teresa. The 

implied author's voice describes Father Quixote as a man who bears Many similarities 

to Cervantes' character. Simple, well-intentioned men with good souls, who are too 

honest for the worlds in which they live, ridiculed ar.d scomed by those who had the 

power to harm them. They both died untimely dtaths, doubting the books they had 

honoured ail of their lives, and thought by many to be mad. The relationship between 

the two charachers involves much more than superficial similarities, however. Father 

Quixote believed himself to be a direct descendant of Don Quixote, and that 

Cervantes was the biographer of his famous ancestor. The co.mection for Father 

Quixote was a leal one, and he inc1uded Don Quixote in his reality in a matter-of-fact 

and unpretentious manner: "Y ou are a good fellow, Sancho. 1 seem to remember that 

our two ancestors lay down for the night under the trees more than once"; "His 

ancestor would have gone out into the road and challenged [the jeep] ~rhaps. He felt 

his own inadequacy and even a sense of pilt"; "When his housekeeper took away his 

spear and stripped Don Quixote of his annour you would never have tsken him for an 

knight errant. Only a crazy old man. Give me back my collar, Sancho."'33 

The Bishop of Motopo and Sancho seemed to readily accept the relationship, 

reinforcing the illusion Father Quixote's perspective created: "In what condition did 

you fmd the Mercedes, has it been bewitched by sorne sorcerer in this dangerous 

region of La Mancha?" "1 would like you to go forth like your ancestor Don Quixote 

on the high roads of the world .... "134 
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.4Iè "You know, father, you remind me of your ancestor. He believed in 

all those books of chivalry, quite out of date ,!Ven in his day. . .. " 
''l've never read a book of chivalry in my Iife." 
"But you continue to read thase old books of theology. They are 

your books of chivalry. You believe in them just as much as he did in 
his books." 

"Those purple socks! 1 refuse to buy purple socks. 1 can 't afford to 
waste money on purple socks, Sancho." 

"Y our ancestor had a proper respect for the uniform of a knight 
errant, even though he had to put up with a barber's basin for a helmet. 
You are a monsignor errant and you must wear purple socks." 

We shall have our adventures on the road, father, mueh as your ancestor 
did. We have already battled with the windmills and we have only 
missed by a week or two an adventure with the Tiger. "5 

Contrasted with these points of view were those who believed, who helieved 

they knew, that Don Quixote was a fictitious charaeter in a novel and Father Quixote 

was erazy: 

"How ean he be descended from a fictional character?" [the bishop] had 
demanded .... 

The man to whom the bishop had spoken asket;i with surprise, "A 
jictiona/ character?" 

"A eharaeter in a novel by an overrated writer called Cervantes .... " 
"But your Excellency, you can see the house of Dulcinea in BI 

Tobaso. There it is marked on a plaque: the house of Dulcinea." 
"A trap for tourists. Why," the bishop went on with asperity, 

"Quixote is not even a Spanish patronymie. Cervantes himself says ~he 
sumame was probably Quixada or Quesada or even Quexana, and on 
his deathbed Quixote calls himself Quixano."I36 

There is a balcony in Verona that is reputed to he the one where Juliette stood 

and listened to Romeo. Tourists come in droves to take pictures. 

Father Quixote was weil aware of what his enemies thought of him. He often 

suceumbed to doubt himself, but the source of his doubt is never absolutely clear. He 

appears to question his own reality but not that of Don Quixote. It is easy to forget 

that Father Quixote is a fieritious character white he convinces us that Don Quixote is 

not. "1 exist" he tells Sancho, tired of his companion's constant comparisons. "You 

talle about him at every opportunity, you pretend tbat my saints' books are like his 

books of chivalry, you compare our Hltle adventures with his. Those Guardia were 
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Guardia, not windmills. 1 am F9ther Quixote. and not Don Quixote."m The story 

opens and closes with a discussion on the subjett of fact and fiction. "Perhaps we are 

ail fictions, father, in the mind of God," the Bishop of Motopo coumels Father 

Quixote. "1 Who was right? Descartes or Christ? How Many loaves of bread were 

there? Cao wine he turned into blood? Where is the proof? ""Fact and fiction - they 

are not always easy to distinguish .... Fact or fiction - in the end you can't 

distinguish hetween them - you just have to choose.· ... '" Greene's chapter headingso 

for Monsianor Ouixote perpetuate the confusion on yet another level: "How Fatœr 

Quixote hecame a monsignor", "Don Quixote aHains knighthood"; "How Monsignor 

Quixote rejoined his ancestor", "Don Quixote returns home". 

The novel is a story about uncertainty on many levels and about ways of 

seeing. The travel component and the effect it has on Father Quixote, as weil as the 

consistent intrusion of the fantastic travel of Don Quixote, blur the edges of reality, 

and infuse the story with a sense of fantasy. From the moment Father Quixote set off 

from El Tobaso, his safe little world was tumed up-side-down and his whole vision of 

Iife was altered. Strange things happen on the road that just can 't he experienced in 

one's backyard; ground rules are susceptible to all sorts of danger. "It wasn't uDtU he 

lett his village that [Father Quixote's] ancestor encountered the windmills."'" 

They turned and twisted and for a while, on a very rough track, they 
seemed. judging from the sun, to he making a half cirde. 

"Do you know where we are?" Father Quixote asked. 
"More or less." the Mayor replied uDconvincingly.141 

4.2 Travels Wi.h My Aun. 

In Travets With My Aunt. Henry Pulling's life was also govemed by a very 

precise set of ground roles that described the small, routine world that made up bis 

every day reality. His whole life was uncompticated and predictable, and bis days 

were a series of consistent patterns that were entirely farniliar and left tittle to chance. 

"[His] Iife in the bank had taught [him] ... to he unsurprised, even by the demand for 

startling overdrafts. . . ." "[He had] never married, [he hadj always lived quietly, and, 

apart from [his] interest in dahlias. [he hadj no hobby,"142 He worried about the 
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lawnmower that was left outside, he had sheny in his cupboard, boiled egJ5 and tea 

for lunch, and a few friends. Several times a yeu he had dinner with Sir Alfred 

Keene and his daughter Barbara. Henry had never really been interested in marrying; 

the bank had been his whole life. Sir Alfred had been, in fact, one of his most valued 

clients. "[Henry] lead a very regular life. A game of bridge once a week at the 

Conservative Club. And [bis] garden, of course. [His] dahlias."'43 He always knew 

what to expect from his days. 

Henry's outlook reflected his physicallife. He saw things through pragmatic, 

unfanciful eyes. It occurred to him that the um which contained what tum~od out to he 

his stepmother's ashes "would have looked quite handsome on the tea table. It wu a 

Httle sombre, but a sombre jar was well suited for damson jelly or for blackberry-and

apple jam. III" At the beginning of his first trip away with his aunt, Henry came 

across a complete set of Thackery in a second-hand bookseller: 

1 thought it would go weil on my shelves below my father's edition of 
the Waverly novels. Perhaps tomorrow 1 would come back and buy il. . 
.. 1 too would start at Volume 1 and continue to the end, and by the 
time that last volume was fmished it would he time to begin again. Too 
many books by too many authoIS can he confusing, like too many shins 
and suits. 1 like to change my clothes as Httle as possible. 1 suppose 
sorne people would say the same of my ideas, but the bank had taught 
me to he wary of whims. Whims so often end in bankruptcy.145 

Aunt Augusta was cenainly a shock to Henry's system. He was generally 

happy with his life, but frequently bored. He had looked forward to his mother's 

funeral as a change of pace. Henry had a weakness for funerals: "People are generally 

seen at their best on these occasions, serious and soher, and optimistic on the subject 

of personal immortality."I46 Aunt Atlgu!lta, however, was not an average, everyday 

change of pace. In contrast to Henry, she "had never been conditioned by anything at 

all" and was completely unhampered by routines or ground .lIles.'4? She lived a Iife 

that was open and unpredictable, ftlled with people and places and experiences, and 

very susceptible to the unexpected. She never played it safe. Aunt Augusta'~ world 

was very large; it was, in fact, the whole world. This alsa was reflected in the way 

she viewed things: 

'Currency restrictions have never seriously bothered me,' [Aunt 
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Augusta] said. 'There are ways and means.' 
'1 hope you don't plan anything illegal.' 
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'1 have never planned anything illegal in my life,' Aunt Augusta said. 
'How could 1 plan anything of the kind when 1 have never read any of 
the laws and have no idea what they are?'·'" 

Henry's perspeetive and Aunt Augusta's way of seeing were completely 

opposite in even how they viewed the smallest of details: he thought aU of the glass 

omaments in her apartment were in poor taste, she thought they exhibited wonderful 

craftsmanship; she poured large whiskies, he wanted more water; if Henry found 

something terrifying, Aunt Augusta found it amusing; Henry thought it would be nice 

to have one' s portrait painted, Aunt Augusta preferred immortality in the form of a 

wax figure at Madame Tussaud's; he travelled with a heavy suitcase, feeling uneasy 

without at least one change of suit, she rarely had need of a taxi; whUe Henry felt that 

.. a bath and a glass of sherry, a quiet dinner in the grill, and an early bedtime" was a 

niee fmt evening away, Aunt Augusta thought dinner could wait while they tracked 

down an old friend who told fortunes; Henry thought travel could be such a waste of 

time, Aunt Augusta was "always ready for a little travel".··' Aunt Augusta is not 

simply a~ eccentric old wornan, however. The details, incongruities and kaleidoscope 

pattern, or lack thereof, that describe her life, reOect the ever-changing natute of her 

reality. Her world is one that is constantly moving, questioning and changing. 

Henry's life, on the other hand, is a straight, unchanging line. His existence not only 

involves little imagination, but little thought at all. TIleir two worlds play off of each 

other wonderfully. "The way forward throught the clearing was as broad as the 

primrose way, as open as a trap; the way back was narrow, hidden, difficult, to the 

English scene."I50 It is extremely significant, though, that Aunt Augusta's open

mindedness, and her unconventional and colourful life are directly tied to ber passion 

for travel, a point which is not lost on her nephew: 

My aunt had obviously spent many years abroad and this had affected 
her character as weil as ber morality. 1 couldo 't really judge ber as 1 
would an ordinary Englishwoman, and 1 comforted myself, as 1 read 
Punch, that the English charaeter was unchangeable. True, Punch once 
passed through a distressing period, when even Winston Churchill was a 
subject of mockery, but the good sense of the proprietors and of the 
advenisers drew it safely back into the old paths. l5I 
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Recalling a trip to Spain many years earlier, Henry could only comment on 

how the shell fish and owl had upset his stomach. Travelling could be very 

dangerous. The "old paths" were the most reUable. Nothing in Henry's experience 

prepared him for his aunt and her world. His travels began the moment he got into 

the taxi to go to her apartment after the funeral. "It was the rU'St and perhaps ... the 

most memorable of the joumeys [they] were to take together"m for Henry would 

never again have the opportunity to 50 thoroughly experience the sensation of having 

bis world tumed completely up-side-down. '''It was 50 stupid of me. Ileft my lawn

mower out, on the lawn, uncovered.' My aunt showed me no sympathy. She said, 

'Porget your lawn mower .... ,,,,,, Aunt Augusta had much more interesting things 

to talk about as the taxi carried them along. Por instance, the woman they had just 

put to rest had not really been Henry's mother: 

That moming 1 had been very excited, even exhilarated, by the 
thought of the funeral. Indeed, if it had not been my mother's, 1 would 
bave found it a wholly desirable break in the daily routine of 
retirement .... But 1 had never contemplated such a break u this one 
which my aunt announced 50 casually. Hiccups are said to he cured by 
a sudden shock and they can equally be caused byone. 1 hiccupped an 
incoherent question.'!l4 

Hiccups could be cured, Aunt Augusta suggested, "by drinking out of the 

opposite rim of a glass."'" A short joumey but a memorable one. 

Prom the aftemoon with his aunt, in her apartment densely rdled with bric-a

brac of an overwhelming variety, Wordsworth (who is the quintessential opposite of 

the poet but perhaps capable of "Intimations of Immortality" as far as Aunt Augusta's 

concemed), drugs, and ideas and subjects that were as incongruous to his mind as the 

decor, Henry retumed to his dahlias. He reminisced about his undeveloped 

relationship with Barbara Keene, which was not in any way to be confused with 

whatever was going on with his aunt and Wordsworth. When the phone rang to bring 

him in from the garden, he was &gain jolted &om this comfortable reality. .. '1 have an 

extraordinary story to tell you,' [his] aunt said. '1 have been raided by the 

police. ,ni" Perhaps not really that extraordinary for Aunt Augusta, but Henry could 

never have expected the police to show up at bis door to search his mother's ashes for 
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marijuana. 

Their subsequent trip to Brighton "was the rlfSt real joumey [Hemy] undertook 

in [his] aunt' s company and proved a bizarre foretaste of mueh that was to 

follow . .,'57 They found his aunt's friend Hatty, who was still teUing fortunes, and in 

one evening in Brighton Henry joumeyed funher than he eould ever ha,re dreamed 

possible. He listened in wonder to stories about a man named Curr:m who had come 

up with the splendid idea of a ehureh for dogs. Curran, Augusta. and Hany made a 

good living caring for the souls of their canine congregation. Cwnn had a knack for 

finding just the right message of inspiration for sennons and weddings. Henry wu as 

out of his element as could he expected: 

. . . 1 found sleep difficult to attain, even in my comfortable bed at 
the Royal Albion. The lights of the Palace Pier sparlded on the celling, 
and round and round, in my head, went the figures of Wordsworth and 
Curran, the elephant and the dogs of Hove, the mystery of my birth, the 
ashes of my mother who was not my mother, and my father asleep in 
the bath. This was not the simple Iife which 1 had known at the bank, 
where 1 could judge a c1ient's character by bis credits and debits. 1 had 
a sense of fear and exhilaration too, as the music pounded from the pier 
and the phosphorescence rolled up the beach. ". 

Henry wanted desperately to maintain some sort of control. He tried to carry 

with him something comfortable and familiar by attempting to apply the ground rules 

that worked 50 weil in his world, to the world of travel that he had entered with Aunt 

Augusta. But "[he] felt hopelessly abroad . .,159 Even the three-coloured Italian ice

cream looked dangerous. As they passed through Switzerland, the clean, orderly, safe 

impression he got from the landscape of meadows and streams and casties made him 

feel homesick. "Was there anything so wrong with the love of peaee that [he] had to 

he forcibly drawn away from it by Aunt Augusta7"leo Stopping at a dreary station 

enroute to Belgrade, Henry noticed the setting sun and thought how at that hour he 

would he taking the watering-can around the garde!'1 if he was at home. Time, which 

had 50 carefully marked and catalogued every hour of his day in his fonner life, 

became as open and inarticulate as the face of Tooley's watch. "There wert' no hours 

marked for sitting quietly and watching a woman tat."uS! The othemess of the 

reality Henry had entered was vivid. "'1 have booked two couchettes a week from 



today on the Orient Express.' [Henry] looked at [Aunt Augusta] in amazement. 

'Where t01' [he] asked. 'Istanbul, of course. "'162 '''Istanbul is a rather 

unpredictable place,' Aunt Augusta said. '1 'm not even sure what 1 expect to fmd 

there myself. ",163 Henry was at an even greater disadvantage. Smuggling, 

international intrigue, brothels. the infamous Mr. Visconti, drugs. General Abdul and 

Colonel Hakim, and manY sordid and colourful melodramas, were experienced against 

a backdrop of hotels, caf~s, bars, and a wide variety of sights, scents, and sounds, in 

Paris, Milan, Venice and Istanbul, with honourable mentionfl of a number of other 

faraway places. Wordsworth kept appearing and disappearing and characters like the 

free-spirited Tooley entered the scene and exited again as quickly as the train sped 

through the ever-changing landscape. Each stop, each new place, was complemented 

by a different story or experience in Aunt Augusta's life. Henry found it all strange 

and foreign and disconcerting. It was ail outside his realm of experience and exacdy 

the opposite of what he was accustomed to. Even Heathrow hid a life of which he 

had no conception. Aunt Augusta said that she would have advised him to he a loader 

if he bad been starting out, for the adventure and fmancial retum in that profession 

was considerable. Henry had thought that he was being daring by tucking away an 

extra five-pound note with his ticket. He tried to arrange his aunt's stories and 

experiences mto chronological order and he asked a lot of questions in order to gain 

some sort of understanding of what was happening: "it was the ooly way in which [he) 

could fmd [his] way about in this new world .... "IM Henry's attempts to 

understand bis aunt underscored how far apart their two worlds were. She tumed on 

him twice in a rage when he took it for granted that she must have despised Mr. 

Visconti and Monsieur Dambreuse for how they had deceived and used her: 

Regret your own actions, if you like that kind of wallowing in !leIf-pit y, 
but never, never despise. Never presume youo is a hetter morality. 
What do you suppose 1 was doing in the house hehind the M~ssagg~ro1 
1 was cheating, wasn'~ 11 Sa why shouldn', Mr Visconti cheat me? 
But you, 1 suppose, never cheated in all your Uttle provincial banker's 
life. . .. Cao 't 1 see you in your cage, stacking up the Httle fivers 
endlessly before you hand them over ta their proper owner?le 

In response to more than one question on the subject, Aunt Augusta told Henry 
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that she did consider herself to he a Roman Catholic. She just didn 't believe in all the 

thing" they did. Henry thought that surely his father would have preferml an Enalish 

graveyard to where he had heen laid to rest in Boulogne. Aunt Augusta said she 

would never have gone with him to pay her respects if the grave had been at 

Highgate. She didn't "believe in pilgrimages to graves unless they [served] another 

purpose."U56 Irritated, Henry wanted to know what other pUIpOse she had in mind. 

"'1 have never before been to Boulogne,' Aunt Augusta said. '1 am always ready to 

visit a new place. ,"167 Henry often found himself swprised and annoyed by her 

laissez·faire attitude towards convention and the establishment: 

'You're not going to take that ingot back into England1 ... Have you 
no reS! -ect at ail for the law1' 

'It depends. dear, to which law you refer. Like the ten 
commandments. 1 can 't take very seriously the one about the ox and 
tne ass.' 

'The English customs are not 50 easily fooled as the Turkish 
police. ,1611 

Henry was even "badly out of [his] depth with Tooley in tenns of culture and 

human experience."I8' One had to know the difference, aft~r aU, between a Heinz 

and a Campbell 's soup tin to appreciate art. 

Each time Henry retumed home to England and his dahlias, he was aeutely 

aware of re-entering a completely different reality. The ground rules he knew sa wrll 

were once again in force and the familiar patterns fell easily back into place: 

It seemed at first another and a happier world which 1 had re-entered. 1 
was back home, in the late aftemoon, as the long shadows were falling; 
a boy whistled a Beatle tune and a motor-bicycle revved far away up 
Nonnan Lane. With what relief 1 dialled Chicken and ordered myself 
cream of spinach soup, lamb cutlets and Cheddar cheese: a better meal 
than 1 had eaten in Istanbul. Then 1 went into the garden. IM 

Henry felt comfortable and safe. When he left again with Aunt Augusta to 

visit his father's grave in Boulogne, he remarked on the way through the countryside 

to Donr that he "would gladly have given aU the landscape between Milan and 

Venice for those twenty miles of Kent. " 171 He was not loomg forward to going 

~broad again. Once in Boulogne, however, Henry felt strangely at home. The air wu 

cold and the sky grey with rain. Gulls stayed close to the fishing boats. A 
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"'.'J photograph of the Queen hung over the reception desk at the hotel and si,ns pointecJ 

the way in English to a "good cup of tea", the car ferry and British Railways. 

Boulogne seemed to lack all of the foreignness that had become a natural pan of 

Henry's travel experience. As Henry became increasingly caught between the two 

worlds, he found himself to he more and more attracted to the othemess of Aunt 

Augusta's world. Back home from Boulogne nothing had changed, but everything had 

hegun ta look different: 

1 let myself into the house. 1 had been away two nights, but like a 
possessive woman it had the histrionic air of being abandoned. Dust 
collected quickly in autumn even with the windows c1osed. 1 knew the 
routine that 1 would follow: a telephone cali to Chicken, a visit to the 
dahlias if the rain stopped. Pernaps Major Charge might addres8 a 
remark to me over the hedge.172 

Henry thought of ail his childhood fears--burglars, Indians, snakes, fares, and 

lack the Ripper--when ail the while he knew he should have been afraid of just the 

opposite: thirty years in a bank and premature retirement. Dust had begun to collect 

on Henry too. Suddenly he was afraid that he would never see his aunt again. "She 

had come into [his] life only to disturb it. [He] had lost the taste for dahlia... When 

the weeds swarmed up [he] was tempted to let them gmw."173 At the Abbey 

Restaurant for Christmas dinner, Henry ran into the Admiral and Major Charge, who 

grumbled something about the country heing sold down the river. Miss Truman and 

her partner Nancy bustled about the little restaurant chatting, taking orders, and 

serving up a very traditional dinner. This was Henry's familiar world, "the linle local 

world of ageing people to which Miss Keene longed to return, where one read of 

danger only in the newspapers and the deepest change to be t.:~:~cted was a change of 

govemrnent. ... "IU But it alilooked somewhat different now. He feh as though he 

was seeing it through his aunt's eyes, and the field of vision extended far beyond 

Latmer Road where "there stretched another wodd - the world of Wordswonh and 

Curran and Monsieur Dambreuse and Colonel Hakim and the mysterious 

Mr Visconti .... "175 Henry's aunt no longer surprised him, but the thought of 

fmding himself back in her wodd made his "pulse beat with an irrational sense of 

pleasure. "176 It was a feeling that was unfamiliar in his common reality, but directly 
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related to the uncommon, unfamiliar and potentially dangerou9 world of travel. The 

unexpected a1ways carries with it certain risks. 

The sense of the fantastic associated with travelling did not end for Henri" 
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when he hecame a willing panicipant. While enroute to Paraguay, to the opposite side 

of the world, Henry recalled that he "experienced far more the sensation of travel than 

when [he] passed all the crowded frontiers in the Orient Express."177 The ground 

roles had tumed even more drastically: "Fifty yards across the water from the 

Argentinean Formosa the other country lay, sodden and empty. The import-export 

man went ashore in his dark city suit carrying a new suitcase. He went with rapid 

steps, looking at his watch like the rabbit in A.lice in Wonderland."17I Alice came to 

expect the unexpected but she was, nonetheless, always astonished by it. Henry was 

not exchanging one set of ground roles for another by embracing the world of travel; 

he was accepting a completely different way of Iife. He was falling down the rabbit 

hole to as completely an other world as Alice had landed in. Paraguay, where the 

national industry was said to he smuggling, was the antithesis of his banker's life in 

England. The heat .. ,d blue sky, the exotie backdrop of birds and flowers, the 

omnipresent influence of crime, the secret lives everyone seemed to have, ail 

contrasted sharply with his garden and "the Uttle local world of ageing people" to 

which he had once helonged. ln Southwood, Aunt Augusta reminded Henry, all he 

had to look forward to Was reading gardening catalogues and watching Miss Keene tat. 

Each day would take him one step closer to death, dependably and accurately. In 

Paraguay, on the other hand, he could he shot at any moment for lookir~g the wrong 

way. Or perhaps their plane would crash and ruin their smuggling business. "My 

dear Henry. if you live with us, you won 't he edging day by day across to any last 

wall."'''' With his circumstances, Henry's point of view had tumed around as welle 

He laughed at the memory of worrying about the lawnmower, and could fmd notbing 

terribly wrong with his aunt's Iife when not even a year earlier he had thought it 

shady. He did not long to retum to England and bis dahlias. He was ready lOto pass 

the border into [his] aunfs world where [he] had Iived till now as a tourist only."11O 

He was ready to give up the safe. dependable road forever. Henry had slipped 



through a hole to the universe behind.'tI' 

From heginning to end, Henry's travel experiences incorporate ail the shock, 

astonishment and uncenainty associated with the fantastic. 1be relationship between 

travel and fantasy is further enhanced by the clear distinction that is drawn between 

Henry's common, everyday life and his reality with Aunt Augusta. They are set up u 

two completely separate and opposing worlds. Henry's world is def'med by a very 

detailed set of ground roles and perspectives which are constandy and consistently 

challenged and opposed. One world is 50 predictable it could he said to he 

predestined; the other is completely characterized by the unexpected. These Ilttributes 

of the fantastic are clearly aligned with the world of travel. Travel by its very nature 

is antagonistic to ground mIes. The faster and funher the ttaveller goes, the greater 

the degree of reversai to the prevailing perspectives. When Henry decides to stay in 

Paraguay, it is important to note that he isn 't settling down again. He has leamed how 

to "stand on his head in Australia" which will have a lasting effect on his Iife. He has 

taken the biggest and most important trip. The atmosphere of instability and volatility 

which pervades this country on the other side of his known world, guarantees a reality 

of unpredictability and ever-changing ground rules. Henry will always feel a sense of 

fantasy in his new Iife. 

In discussing the range of the fantastic, Rabkin identifies the uncaMy as a 

particular class of events which he believes are always linked to fantssy.'12 Freud 

dermes the uncanny as "that class of the frightening which leads back to what is 

known of old and long familiar.,,113 ln his esssy "The Uncanny''. to which Rabkin 

refers, Freud pieces together a thorough composite of this phenornenon, and in doing 

50, reveals its close connection to fantasy. Freud refers to Daniel Sanders who dermes 

"canny" as that which is familiar, friendly, and comfortable, as weil as concealed or 

kept from sight.'''' The "uncanny" he then concludes is "the opposite of [canny] ... 

-- the opposite of what is familiar; and we are tempted to conclude that what is 

'uncanny' is frightening precisely because it is not known and familiar."'" 

However, as Freud points out, not everything that is unknown provokes the rise of the 
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panicular set of emotionll that mark the uncanny. Freud quotes Schelling as defming 

the uncanny as "everything ... that ought to have mnained ... secret and hidden but 

has come to Iight."11I6 A third source, Grimm, explains canny as that which is 

homelike, or of the house, as weil as that which is withdrawn and concealed from the 

eyes of strangers. Grimm extends this last thought to include the interpretations 

"withdrawn from knowledge", "unconscious", or "obscure" ."7 It is in this lut sense 

that Freud sees the emergence of the potential for danger, and fear of the unknown in 

the uncanny. However, he emphasizes that the uncanny belongs to a special realm of 

the unknown. It is something that was once known and familiar, but for sorne reason 

has become concealed, withdrawn from knowledge, or buried in the unconscious. lt 

is, '''On the edge" 'through', 'beyond', 'between', "at the back of, 'undemeath' ... 

. "11111 Not far away, just out of sight. If the unconscious were to asser! itself in a 

way that was not familiar or welcome, the experience would produce the sense of fear 

and dread that characterizes the uncanny: ". . . ü psycho-analytic theory is correct in 

maintaining that every affect belonging to an emotional impulse, whatever its kind, is 

transfonned, if it is repressed, into arudety, then among instances of frightening tbings 

there must be one c1ass in which the frightening element can be shown to be 

something repressed which rteurs."119 

However, as the laws of the real world can not always he applied to a literary 

world, instances of the uncanny in literature must he looked at in context. Freud 

acknowledges the necessity of a separate consideration of the uncanny in literature. 

Since behaviour and events are controlled by the author, characters car.not he 

psychoanalyzed as though they were patients. Todorov states that ,'he uncanny cao 

always he explained by the known laws of nature, and objectively this is true if we 

follow Freud's theory of the source of the uncanny. However, within a narrative that 

produces an uncanny effect, the events that occur must be viewed in tenns of the 

ground mies of that world. The reader can 't stop to rationalize that the character is 

just projecting anxieties. If he or she does then, as Tolkien says, the art has failed. 

Contrary to Todorov's statement conceming the relationship hetween the fantastic and 

the uncanny, the fantastic can appear without the aid of uncanny events. When the 
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tlowers speak in TIU'Ough the Looking-Glass, Alice does not demonstrate a ~nse of 

fear or dread. She is curious and astonished, but she does not anticipate evil or 

danger. Fairy tales, which are marked by the fantastic, continuously participate in 

wish fulfillment, the animation of inanimate objects, and other feats of magic, and 

produce no uncanny effect. However, the uncanny in Iiterature is produced by a 

distonion of the pound rules and perspectives of the text in 80ch a way that stronlly 

connects all such events to the fantastic. When unconscious fears, desires, or instincts 

take shape in the conscious experience, the laws of known reality are felt to be tumed 

upside-down. If we only had to think: of something to malte it happen, or if a corpse 

suddenly got up and walked away, the laws of nature would be diametrically opposed. 

The sense of tbis happening, the hint that it might happen, can be almost as powerful 

as an aetual occurrence. Lovecraft describes the weird, or uncanny tale as a story 

which reflects "a subtle attitude of awed listening, as if for the beating of black 

wings." ''There must be a hint . . . of that most terrible conception of the human brain 

- a malign and particular suspension or defeat of thOIe faxed laws of Nature which are 

our on1y safeguard against the assaults of chaos and the daemons of unplumbed 

space."I90 

Let us take the uncanny associated with the omnipotence of thoughts, 
with the prompt fulfl1ment of wishes, with secret injurious power! and 
with the retum of the dead. The condition under whic:h the feeling of 
uncanniness arises here is unmistakeable. We - or our primitive 
forefathers - once believed that these possibilities were realities, and 
were convinced that they actually happened. Nowadays we no longer 
believe in them, we have sunnounted these modes of thought; but we 
do not feel quite sure of our new beliefs, and the old ones still exist 
within us ready to seize upon any conrmnation. As soon as something 
actUtllly happens in our lives which seems to confum the old, discarded 
beliefs we get a feeling of the uncanny; it is a though we were making 
a judgement something like this: 'So, arter all, it is true that one can 
kill a person by the mere wish! ,191 

The nature of the uncanny itself is fundamentally muked by the inversions and 

reversais that are intrinsic to the fantastic. Things once hidden that have come to 

light, which were once famUiu and comfonable suddenly unknown and frightening. It 

is when a writer "pretends to move in the world of common reality" that the URClIU1y 
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fmds a place to thrive. l92 Everything appears to he nonnal, yet there is also a 

feelin~ that something is very wrong. Greene's characten and settings are ideal 

breeding ground for the uneanny. He foeuses on the ordinary even in exotic places 

and gives detailed aecount~ of everyday life and people. Even the violence and 

seediness seem to reOect a eenain familiarity and homeliness. The fem and anxieties 

expressec:l by the characters have a universal appeal in the way in wbich they descrihe 

emotions that are close to the heart. In the stories "The End of the Party", "1be 

Second Death", "Proof Positive" and "A Little Place Off the Edgware Road", Greene 

is working in the nineteenth century tradition of Gothie, uncanny tales which address 

the fears of being eonsidered dead before one' s time, and the resurrection of the dead. 

The dread and anxiety that suffuse the atmosphere of Poe 's 'The Masque of the Red 

Death" and ''The Tell-Tale Hean" are re-created as effectively in these stories of 

Greene 's. 

4.3 "The End of the Party" 

In "The End of the Pany", Francis is tenified by the knowledge that it is time 

for the Henne-Falcon's annual children's party. He does not merely feel uneasy or 

even scared by the idea of a houseful of children sa ready to he unkind, and the games 

that could not be avoided; he is monified. It is especiaUy the aame of bide-and-seek 

which looms most ominously in his mind. Hide-and-seek was always played with the 

Hghts out, and Francis is terrified of the dark. 

Peter, the eldest twin by a few minutes, had benefited from "that brief extra 

interval of light, white his brother still struggled in pain and darkness .... "1'3 He 

had the confidence Francis lacked and felt protective of his brother who "wu afraid of 

so many things."IM Francis tried to believe that there was nothing to fear in the 

dark, as adults sa often braaged, "But he knew the falsity of that reasoning; he knew 

how they taught also that there was nothing to fear in death, and how fearfully they 

avoided the idea of it."I" The twins' minds were closely attuned. It often took 

Peter a moment to realize that a shudder that he might feel move through his body 

was not really his own. When he awoke that January the fd'th, his first thought was of 
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17rancis tumed suddenly upon his back and threw an ann across his 
face, blocking his mouth. Peter's heart hegan to beat fast, not with 
pleasure now but with uneasiness. He sat up and called across the 
table, 'Wake up.' Francis's shoulders shook and he waved a clenched 
fist in the air, but his eyes remained closed. To Peter Monon the whole 
room seemed suddenly to darken, and he had the impression of a grea. 
bird swooping.IM 

Francis had dreamt that he was dead. He dido't think he feh at aU weil. ''l've 

got a cold," he told his brother. If he went to the party it would hecome a bad cold; 

he might die. He thought of the year before and how he had screamed in fright when 

he had feh Mallel Warren' s hand on his arm, seeking him in the darkness. ft would 

not he a good idea to go to the party. "It was true that he feh m, a sick empty 

sensation in his stomach and a rapidly beating heart, but he knew that the cause was 

only fear, fear of the party, fear of heing made to hide by himself in the dark, 

unaccompanied by Peter and with no night-Hght to make a blessed breach.""7 

In the end, Francis was unable to save himself from the Henne-Falcon ordeal. 

The adults would not think of "depriving" him of going to the party, even if he did 

feel a bit feverish. He longed to scream out his pain to the world, but wu dumb to 

the incessant ringing of "there's nothing to he afraid of in the dark". His troubled soul 

was trapped inside a child's body. A body doomed to he pointed in the direction of 

egg-and-spoon races, three-legged races and the spearing of apples. Despite any plan! 

for evasion, and despite Peter's attempts to interc:ede on his brother's behalf, the time 

came for the next game on the program. Peter saw "the reflection of an image in 

another's mind, he saw a great bird darken his brother's face with its wings."'" He 

"could have cried aloud with the fear of bright lights going out, leaving him alone in 

an island of dark surrounded by the gentle lapping of strange footsteps. Then he 

remembered that the fear was not his own, but his brother's."'99 The darkness 

descended. Peter concentrated on fmding Francis so that they could wait out the 

ordeal together. Francis's mind was not receptive to Peter's messages; he was 

consumed with his own fear and the unrelenting sense of panic he feh as he waited in 

dark terror. Peter was acutely aware of these emotions as they travelled through 
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Franci~ ta his own body. His f"mgers touched his brother's face in discovery: "Francis 

did not cry out, but the leap of his own heart revealed ta Peter a proponion of 

Francis's terror. 'It's all right ... It's only me. ru stay with you."'2OI) As tbey 

waited, Peter could feel that Francis was still afraid, but he thought that the initial 

terror had subsided to a "steady pulse of fear".zo, When the lights were turned on, 

Mrs. HeMe-Falcon screamed in horror at the sight of Francis's body slumped against 

the wall. The touch of his brother's hand had scared him to death. But why, Peter 

wondered, did his brother's fear live on "when Francis was now where he had been 

a1ways told there was no more terror and no more darkness. "201 Pemaps, though, 

this is the greatest fear of all; that in the end there is only etemal darkness. 

The effect of any uncanny tale is accentuated by its atmosphere of impending 

doom. lrony and foreshadowing point towards some seemingly tenible tbing that 

appears bound to happen. That it does happen does not necessarily come as a 

complete shock, but rather a defeat of the hope that it won 't happen. A hope that we 

won't have ta come face ta face with what has come ta he believed as impossible. 

The atmosphere in "The End of the Party" is ominous and heavy with the darkness 

that Francis fears and which he carries with him. The tension mounts proportionately 

ta Francis's fear as he heads towards what must surely he something terrible. We 

want to believe, like Francis, that there is "notbing ta fear in the dark", and therefore 

his death is shocking and discomfiting despite the expectation of a terrible ending. 

The idea that we can will something ta happen, or malte something accur by the force 

of our thoughts, belongs ta that realm of the uncanny that Freud de scribes as heing the 

most acute. Such an event diametricaUy opposes ail generally accepted truths of 

common reality, and leaves a f"mn imprint of fantasy as a result. 

Greene incorporates another inversion which contributes to the force of the 

uncanny and the fantastie effect in "Th~ End of the Party", as weil as in three other 

shan staries. Peter is grief struck but does not seem surprised when he discovers that 

Francis is dead; he is more surprised thl.1t Francis is not at peace. Peter is faced with 

the possibUity that one of the most significant truths of our reality is a lie. That 

Francis may he doomed to live his fear throughout etemity. contradicts most religious 
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and phüosophical assurances that there will he a better world and etemal l'est in the 

next IHe. The contradiction of the expectations surrounding death is ..dl intelral part 

of "The End of the Party", and plays an even more prominent role, from slilhtly 

different angles, in "ProofPositive", "A Little Place Off the Edgware Road", and nA 

Second Death". In addition to this aspect, the three stories "Praof Positive", "A Little 

Place Off the Edgware Road", and "The Second Death" all shue the same central 

fantastic reversaI: the retum of the dead to the world of the living. This particular 

diametric opposition to one of society's main tenets of reality is often the primary 

source of inspiration in uncanny tales. 

4.4 "The Second Death" 

In "The Second Death", the dying man's fear gready impressed those who saw 

him in his fmal hour. The mother, fmding her son's friend just outside the village, 

implored him to retum to the house with her: "'For God sake come,' she said, 'he 

seems frightened. ,,,203 As they entered the house they met the doctor who was 

coming down the stairs: ,uHe's conscious,' he said, 'but he's going. There's nothing 1 

can do. If you want him to die in peace, better let his friend go along up. He's 

frightened about something.,"2(M And indeed the friend couldn't help but notice that 

the doctor was right: "1 could tell that as soon as 1 bent under the lintel and entered 

my friend's room. He was propped up on a pillow, and his eyes were on the door, 

waiting for me to come. They were very bright and frightened .... "2O!J The sick 

man described a time many years before when he had also been very ill. Everyone 

thought he had died, but before the coffm could he lowered into the ground a doctor 

noticed that he was still a1ive after ail. Obviously a terrible mistake had been clugh. 

in time. But now the man was not quite sure; he had never been sure. He wanted to 

hear sorne common sense, he wanted to hear that such things were not possible. He 

wanted bis friend to reassure him. Of course he couldn't really have been dead, his 

friend told him. "Miracles of that sort don 't happen nowadays. ,,20& It wu all just a 

nightmare. He didn't have anything to be frightened about. But what if, the dying 

man said, il hadn 't been a dream. When he woke up that other time he helieved that 
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he had been dead, and 50 had his mother. And what he saw had scared him 

enonnously. He hadn 't led an exemplary Iife before or after that incident and he 

thought he had cause to worry: 

62 

It wasn 't like sleep at all. Or rest in peace. There was someone there, 
ail round me, who knew everything. . .. And 1 saw what was coming 
to me too. 1 can't hear heing hun. It wasn't fair. And 1 wanted to 
faint and 1 couldn 't, because 1 was dead. . .. 'lt would he so dreadful,' 
he said, 'if it had been true, and rd got to go through all that again. 
You don 't know what things were going to happen to me in that dream. 
And they'd be worse now.' He stopped and then, after a moment, be 
added as though he were stating a fact: 'When one's dead tbert'S no 
unconsciousness anymore for ever. ,207 

"The Second Death" succeeds as an uncanny tale because it is believable. The 

dying man's fear is genuine and palpable, and stands in sharp contrast to the 

commonplace and somewhat understated setting of the story. The friend's traditional, 

clichfd rationalizations of the seemingly unreal events that are being described, give 

credibility to, rather than dispel, the feeling that something other.world1y has taken 

place. The terror that the sick man descrihes deals with the things that bide in the 

deepest, darkest recesses of the unconscious, and the resulting effect when they are 

suddenly feh to he part of the conscious reality. The Dmator's closing statement--"It 

was a long time since rd thought of that day ages and ages ago, when 1 felt a cold 

touch like spittle on my lids and opening my eyes had seen a man like a tree 

surrounded by other trees walking away"--sends a rmal chill through an already 

anxiety-filled atmosphere.208 Marion Taylor refers to St. Luk:e 7, ll-1S, in dealing 

with the sick man's first death in her article "Funher Sources for 'The Second Death' 

by Graham Greene". The passage describes Jesus resurrecting a dead man being 

carried out for bunal and delivering him to his widowed mother. The similarities are 

"uncanny" and Green's creation of the character's memory of his t'mt death is 

convincing. The narrator's comment that "miracles of that son don't happen 

nowadays" almost innocentl:v condemns the man to the etemal damnation he fears. 

The intimation that this in fact is the same man who had once died and then been 

retumed to the living by the Son of (jod intensifies the fantastic effett of the story. 

Taylor traces the narrator's fmal words to St. Mark 8. 22-2S. A blind man was 
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brought to Jesus, who spit upon his eyes and asked him if he could see anylhin,. 11te 

man looked up and said thnt he could see men watking who looked like trees. Taylor 

takes this to he symbolic of the narrator's spiritual blindness. However, interpreted 

literally, the fantastie effect of the story climaxes at this point. Our perception of the 

narrator is reversed, and his vague memory of something happening long ago takes on 

new meaning. Despite the teachings of the Christian clergy of a "living Bible", the 

book bas always been taken on faith for the most pan. Many of its accounts have 

grown to mythic proportions; for those who take them literally, they nonetheless 

belong to a time heyond most imaginations. The uncanniness of "The Second Delth" 

is not ooly centred in the resurrection of the dead; it is in the discovery of a 

consciousness that extends beyong the grasp of the imagination, a genetic memory that 

has the power to reveal and aeeess great mysteries. The knowledge is overpowering 

and disconcerting. 

Reassurances that dreams and nightmares can he blamed for other-worldly or 

disttessful imaginings, and that there is "nothing to he frightened of', accur aglin and 

&gain in Greene's fantasies. Instead of allaying anxiety, however. these promises of 

safety tend to have an opposite effect. These statements which represent the common 

perspective that society hides behind for security, seem to heighten an already amiety

ridden atmosphere in these stories, and indicate that there might indeed he something 

to worry about. Etemal peace, etemal rest, nothing to fear in the dark--words to 

proteet us from the greatest unknown of aU. As in "The End of the Party", death in 

"The Second Death" is revealed to he the opposite of what we are led to helieve: no 

peaee, no rest; just etemal retribution, an awareness that has no end. In death, the 

worst fears are given ever-lasting life, and the unleashed forces of the unconscious a 

foothold for all etemity. 

In "Praof Positive" and "A Little Place Off the Edgware Road", the uncanny 

effeet is achieved by the manifestation of one of the most signifieant unconscious 

anxieties into the common realities of tt~e characrers. Greene's handling of the suhiect 

of life after death in these IWO tales generates an uncanny atmosphere as a result of 

the primary reversal of by the living dead, but also of his presentation of a perspective 
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of death that contradicts the expectation~ that play a ~isnificant role in the conscious 

reality. 

4.5 "Proof Pœitive" 
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Colonel Crashaw may have been the president of the local Psycbical Society, 

but he scoffed at Major Weaver's announcement that "what he had to say might alter 

their whole view of the relative values of matter and spirit. 11209 To the spane 

audience that gathered for the special meeting, Weaver was uninspiring. He showed 

signs of being seriously UI, and as his talk progressed, he gave every impression that 

he was dying before their eyes. He droned on in a tired voice expounding bis theories 

of the triumph of the spirit over the body, and of how important it wu for everyone to 

understand this. He had "proof positive" of the spirit's immortality. His listeners 

quickly lost interest. His physical condition seemed to worsen and he had gleat 

difficulty speaking. The words came more slC'wly and the ideas were heing thrown 

together without any particular order as he continued to try and "assure the wearied 

faces ail over again that the spirit did not die when the body died, but that the body 

only moved at the spirit's will. One had to be obstinate, to grapple .... "210 

Crashaw found the way he clung to this belief to be pathetic. At last, bis rmal words 

having been forced out, his last breath rdling the room uncomfortably with sounds that 

"brought to mind innumerable ~ances, the bound medium, the tambourine shaken in 

mid-air, the whispered trivialities of love glt:.;sts in the darkness, the dinginess, the 

airless rooms", he sank into his chair dead.211 Crashaw wu disturbed by the 

appearance of the man. The flesh was so soon ready to fall from the body. He 

thought that he had never hefore heen as impressed by what must surely he the Cmality 

and completeness of death. He was not really surprised when Dr. Brown said that 

Weaver had been dead at least a week. 

The irony of the theme of Major Weaver's presentation in comparison to the 

reality of the story is acute. Not only did he appear to he physically empty, but 

spiritually lifeless as weil. He spoke about the power and strength of the spirit, but 

could project none himself, nor could he generate any from bis audience. He "[sIlot] 
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out hunied platitudes" that unly provoked annoyance and boredom amons the few 

listeners, not inspiration:'12 They had heard it aU hefore, but not necessarily from 

such a distasteful source. The Music Rooms where they gathered reflected the dull, 

greyness of the English winter that lurked outside, and Colonel Crashaw thought 

Major Weaver to he just as ordinary and uninteresting. The sort of person lea. likely 

to have anything ~xceptional happen to them. The matter-of-faclness with which 

Colonel Crashaw accepts Dr. Brown's prouncement that the Major had been dead at 

least a week, increases the uncomfortable atmosphere that intensified with the Major's 

fmal appeal. The audience had shifted nervously. Major Weaver's c1ich~s about the 

spirit could 50 quickly he dismissed hecause they were so widely accepted. The dead 

man had been laughing at everyone all along as his spirit fazzled out ipominiously, 

capable of only one last gasp after his body. "What the Colonel thought of MOst wu 

Weaver's daim - 'Proof positive' - proof, he had probably meant, that the spirit 

outlived the body, that it tasted etemity. But all he had certainly revealed was how, 

without the body's aid, the spirit in seven days decayed into whispering 

nonsense."213 

4.6 " A Little Place Off the Edgware Road" 

Tired and wet, Craven settled himself miserably into a gangway seat in the 

dilapidated, old theatre off the Edgware Road. The place was practically empty, but 

another late-comer crawled past Craven to take the seat heside him. The man WL' 

fascinated by the death of one of the film's characters, and after enquiring of Craven 

about the details he had missed, went on mumbling to himself about the timing of his 

entry and the absence of blood in the mm. He tumed to Craven to remark on these 

observations, and Craven reluctantly found himself in conversation with this person 

whom he impatiently regarded as a bit mad. His damp breath sprayed Craven when 

he spoke and his speech seemed to he impeded by sorne sort of bubble. The stranger 

cryptically informed Craven that he knew ail about these things, and went on talking 

to himself. Listening to this man who must surely he mad, Craven feit encouraged. If 

he could recognize madness, surely he must yet he in possession of a modicum of 
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sanity himself. He had been troubled lately and felt he had reuon to question the 

stale of his mind. There were 50 many things to worry about. His name branded him 

with a sense of defeat. He wu bitterly aware of his poverty and how bis body wu 

lik~ l1li enemy because of it. 

People talked as if the body died too saon - that wun 't the trouble, to 
Craven, at ail. The body kept alive - and through the glittering tinselly 
rain, on his way to a rostrum, passed a little man in a black suit 
canying a banner, "The Body shall rise again.' He remembered a 
dream he had three times woken trembling from: he had been alone in 
the huge dark cavemous burying ground of ail the world. Every grave 
was connected to another under the ground: the globe wu 
honeycombed for the sake of the dead, and on each occasion of 
dreaming he had discovered anew the horrifying fact that the body 
doesn't decay. There are no wonns and dissolution. Under the ground 
the world was littered with masses of dead tlesh ready to dse alain 
with their warts and boils and eruptions. He had Iain in bed and 
remembered - as "tidings of great joy' - that the body after ail was 
corrupt.2I· 

"Why should he he asked to helieve in the resulTection of this body he wanted 

to forget? Sometimes he prayed at night . . . that his body at any rate should never 

ri~ again.m Craven was obsessed by ail of these thoughts. Even the people in the 

theatre reminded him. as he saw them interspersed among the empty stalls, of corpses, 

bodies waiting to he ressulTtcted. The man beside him started to ask him questions 

again, details about the death they had just seen in the film. The damp and sticky 

hand that suddenly touched Craven worried him. The way the man talked worried 

him. He felt tension mounting inside his body. "LoUinl suddenly sideways", the man 

abruptly said, "Bayswater Tragedy": 

"What was that?' Craven said .harply. He had seen those words on 
a poster before he entered the park. 

'What?' 
• About the tragedy.· 
'To think they cali Cullen Mews Bayswater.' Suddenly the Uttle man 

began to cough - tuming his face towards Craven and coughing right at 
him: it was like vindictiveness.216 

The film ended and Craven could now see the blood on his hands. He hadn 't 

l'teen hysterical at ail. He found "a telephone-box and dialed, with an odd sense for 
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him of sanity and decision 999."217 As honid as it was, the event propelled him out 

of the sea of uncertainities and insecurities that had tlueatened to swamp him 

completely. Craven had been sitting next to someone who had been involved in 

something terrible. Craven would inform the authorities and appropriate action would 

be t&ken. A c1ear set of ground rules presented itself to he followed. The police 

confmned his suspicions; a grisley murder had been committed in Cullen Mews that 

evening. However, they had the murderer in custody though - it wu the body that 

was missing. 

In "Proof Positive" and "A Little Place Off the Edgware Road", death is 

already in the air before it becomes an actual detail in the action. The feeling of 

lifeless lite that is evoked in both stories ironically underscores the dilemma of the 

body, the soul and death that is the central concem. An uncomfortable shudder creeps 

through us all at the realization of what has actually happened at the end of tbese 

tales. "Craven put down the receiver. He said to himself aloud, 'Why should this 

happen to me? '\'11y to me?'''211 We sympathize with Craven's reaction. How does 

one begin to understand or accommodate such an occurrence. lt is completely 

contrary to our realm of experience and horrifying to contemplate as a possible reality. 

lnunediately Craven "was back in the horror of bis drearn - the squalid darkening 

street outside wu only one of the innumerable tunnels connecting grave to grave 

where the imperishable bodies lay."219 The nightmare, "the immortalization of the 

human body with all of its disgusting defects" had become reality.220 He tried to 

convince himself that the past hour had been a dream, long log for the assurance that 

the world he knew was not the world of which he dr:amed. But the drops of blood 

on bis face destroyed what little peace he had left. He moved closer and closer to the 

edge without a chance of reprieve. 

It is Ibis fmal revelation at the end of "Proof Positive" and "A Little Place Off 

the Edgware Road". as weil as in "The End of the Party" and "The Second Death" , 

that adds a reversal which intensifies the uncanny atmospbere that exists in all tbese 

stories. The rise of the dead is truly an example of the anti-expected. Such an event 

dramatically describes the shift from a comfortable known reality, to one that is fdled 
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with fear that cannot be reconciled. AlI preconeeived notions of what can be expected 

or of what can he considered as possible within the realm of common reality, are 

tumed up-side-down. Greene has added to this the uncomfortable twist that, as 

horrifying as we may rand this to be, the leal nightmare come true may he the 

violation of those perceptions that provide peaee of mind in the contemplation of 

death. Craven is hOlTified by his experience, not only beeause the man with blood on 

his hands tumed out tfJ he the murdered and not the murde~r, but because he was the 

"living" proof that the little man in the black suit preaching the miracle of resurtection 

was right. Except as far as Craven was eoneemed there wu nothing miraculous about 

it at ail. Life had not given him any reason to celebrate the body, and he took no 

comfon in the prospect of the miracle of resurrection. The man in the theatre with the 

sticky hands, the darnp bleath, and the prgling voice, convinced him that his dreams 

had been right and the preacher wrong. The "second coming" was an abomination, 

completely hereft of any "tidings of comfon and joy" . His only hope for etemal peaee 

had been the possibility of a complete and evertasting death. He did not helieve that 

he would ever rand that now. There was no peace, no rest, no soaring spirit or 

miraculous ressurection. The true horror was a diametrie reversal of every ground rule 

or perspective that had ever comfoned, calmed, or reassured earthly fears. There was, 

in fac!. evel"jthing to fear in the dark. 

4.7 "l'he Destructors" 

The inversions that take place in "The Destructors" are not impossible or 

unbelievable. They do not involve the supematural, nor do they suggest another realm 

of existence, or a completely different set of ground rules. They are, however, 

extremely disturbing and disquieting, and create the kind of uneasiness that is so 

c10sely as~ociated with the uncanny. Commonly aecepted perspectives are tumed 

around to reveal a dark underside of our reality. AIl that eould he identified as 

familiar and safe within that familiarity becomes darlc and dangerous. To the extent 

that ''The Destructors" can he related to the uncanny, it is fantastic in nature. 

The backdrop against which the members of the Wormsley Common O!...l'lg 
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were cominll of aile wa~ one that wa~ di~fitnlred hy the devRMation and destruction of 

the war. There was a noticeable absence of sips of life in the landscape around 

them: 

The gang met every moming in an impromptu car-parle, the site of 
the last bomb of the fmt blitz. . .. On one side of the car-park lemt 
the fmt occupied house, No.3, of the shattered Nonhwood Tenace -
literally leant, for it had suffered from the blast of the bomb and the 
side walls were supported on wooden struts. A smaller bomb and sorne 
incendiaries had fallen beyond, 50 that the house stock up like a ja •• ed 
tooth and canied on the funher wall relics of its neighbour, a dado, the 
remains of a fueplace.221 

It was the middle of the summer but there were no trees or grass or flowers to 

colour the picture, only the everlasting reminders of war. The people too had 

undergone a change. T.'s father had been an architect and Mr. Thomas a builder and 

decorator. They had participated in the physical creation of society, and had 

contributed to whatever aspect of heauty could be discemed in the surrounding view. 

1bey had constructed and created towards what was considered to he a positive end. 

But in the end, there was only haphazard and penneating destruction and ugliness. As 

the world around them had come down, 50 had the men who were its creatofS. The 

spirit that they had represented seemed to have been replaced by a sad, pathetic 

complacency conceming the war and its effect on society. Everyone matter-of-factly 

walked around the mess without sipificantly noticing it, absorbing the alterations into 

everyday life: " ... it was common knowledge that !ince the bombs fell something had 

gone wrong with the pipes of the house and Old Misery was too mean to spend 

money on the property. He could do the redecorating himself at cost priee, but he had 

never leamt plumbing."222 Those who had pretensions to anything grander were 

viewed with derision by those who were sure they knew better: 

There was every reason why T., as he was afterwards referred to, 
should have heen an object of mockery - there was his name (and they 
substituted the initial hecause they had no excuse not to laugh at il), the 
fact that his father, a former architect and present c1erk, had 'come 
down in the world' and that his mother considered herself better than 
the neighbours.223 

T.'s description of Mr. Thomas's house as beautiful worried Blackie. ft 
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"belonged to a class world that you could see parodied at the Wonnsley Common 

Empire by a man wearing a top hat and a monocle, with a haw-haw accent. He was 

tempte<! to say, 'My dear Trevor, old chap,' and unleash bis beU hounds."2U What 

did they care about corkscrew staircases and two hundred year old paneUing? What 

was the use of T. having a guided tour; if he had broken in cr pinched something, that 

would have been special and worthy of the ganl. '''1 don't want to pinch anything,' 

T. said. 'rve got a better idea. ".225 Compared to the other boys, T. stood out in a 

number of ways. His intensity and brooding moods, and bis sc:om for their petty 

pranks, set him apan. He was an opposing force, like the opposite forces that held up 

Mr. Thomas's staircase. The dismantling of Mr. Thomas's house under the guidance 

of T. sees the acts of creation and destruction join forces for a conunon end. This 

union is in imelf a reversai of society's view of beauty and ugliness, good and evil, 

ript and wrong. The boys' activities are enveloped in an eeric and uneasy 

atmosphere, which intensifies with the removal of each nail and plank. 

Christopher Wren built Old Misery's house. Wren's reputation as an architec:t, 

a designer and builder of some of the most impressive buildings ever constructed, was 

weU-established. His participation in the creative proc:ens extended far beyond the 

conception and design stages. He was intcreste<! in aJ! of the steps and detaUs 

involved in the execution of his ideas. He was not simply designing a building, but 

creating a living monument. He abhorred the introduction of stained glass in the 

windows in churches; he felt that the natural light that was &eely distributed by clear 

glass was imponant to the atmosphere in the sanctuary. He also favoured the 

placement of the altar in the centre with the pews manged around it, in accordance 

with the High Anglican ideology. The buildings were Rever meant to he just stone 

and pl aster, but an embodiment of the people for which they stood. T.'s destruction of 

Mr. Thomas's house in the same spirit in which il must have been created, produc:es 

an interestingly uncanny effett. His detreation is a total inversion of Wren's creation. 

T. makes it clear to the others that when he says they are going to destroy the house 

he means that they are going to completely eliminate il. He distinguished his plan 

from the kind of destruction that had become a pan of the natural bac:kdrop as a result 
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of the war. Bits and pieces of buildings sticking up from the earth in random fashion, 

gouges tom from the ground, all a legacy of the bombs that were dropped 

indiscriminately from the sky. The design of T.'s destruction was anything but 

indiscriminate. It was painfully organized. 'T. was giving his onters with decision: 

it was as though this plan had been with him ail bis life, pondered through the 

seasons, now in bis fifteenth year crystallized with the pain of puberty. "226 Piece 

by pieee, step by step, joint by joint, the house came down as it had gone up. The 

panels, skining-boards, the stairs, floor-boards. the china, the bedding, the plumbing, 

the wiring - all carefully demolished before the wd1s, which were dropped in an 

instant to the pound in a heap of bricks and dust. "Streaks of light came in through 

the dosed shutters where they worked with the seriousness of creators - and 

destruction after all is a fonn of creation. "227 

The pride and care taken by the boys in this task are diametrically opposed ta 

the result of the task itself. The perspectives surrounding ideas of creation and 

destruction, beauty and ugliness, and the concepts of value and sipificance, tum over 

as we look at the world through T. '5 eyes. His motivation is also disturbing. The 

context of the war and its effeets on his family suggest a cause for T. 's behaviour but 

do not completely explain it. For the most pan his actions seem inexplicable, which 

contributes a great deal to the uncanny effect of the story. T. wu adamant on the 

point that they were not thieves. They were not thieves, robbers, or criminals of any 

kind. And he sneered at the activities that ~~e rest of the boys considered important 

for any self-respecting gang. What did it mean ta try and outwit conductors for free 

bus rides. What was the sense or purpose in "pinching" things. Blackie recognized 

the value of T. 's plan in its potential for fame for the gang. It wu something that had 

never been done before; it would be a masterpiece. The passion and intensity with 

which he carried out bis plan is analogous to that of 80y anist. A sense of 

aestheticism pervades the whole pracess. "A kind of imagination had seen Ihis house 

as it had now become. ,,221 He was not satisfied until the house was perfectly 

destroyed: 

'We better clear,' Summers said. 'We've done enough anyway.' 
'Oh no, we haven 't. Anybody cou Id do tbis -' 'tbis' wu the 
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shattered hollowed house with nothing left but the walls. Yet walls 
could be preserved. Façades were valuahle. They could build iMide 
again more heautifully than before. This could again he a home.229 
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The anguish expressed by Mr. Thomas npon seeing what used to he his home 

is set againSl the reaction of the lorry driver who was the last "cog in the wheel." 

What he witnessed had comedie appeal. He is completely detached from the emotions 

and associations that Mr. Thomas experienced. 'The house had ceased to he anything 

but a pUe of rubble: 

'l'd like 10 see Old Misery's face when we are through,' T. said. 
'Y ou hate him lot?' Blackie asked. 
'Of course 1 don't hate him,' T. said. 'There'd be no fun if 1 hated 

him .... Ali this hate and love,' he said, 'it's soft, il's hooey. 1bere's 
only things, Blackie,' and he looked round the room crowded with the 
unfamUiar shadows of half things, broken things, former things.2,., 

ln his anicle called "'The Destroctors": An Anarchist Parable", Peter Carte 

cites the nineteenth-century Russian anarchisl Michael Bakunin as the direct source of 

Greene's concept of destruction as a form of creation. Although J. Gorecki dermes 

the story as a religious parable, preoccupied with evil, and bearing many striking 

similarities to MUton 's Paradise Lost, most reviewers respond 10 the tension between 

creation and destruction. Jesse McCarthy explains the action as a depiction of "a 

blitzed world in which the traditional values of beauty, grace, individualism, and class 

distinctions are succombing to the new values of materialism, efficiency, democracy 

and group activity."2~1 This view holds that Ihe gang's suspicion of Trevor can be 

rationalized by the evidence of his connection to the upper classes, and Trevor's 

behaviour can be rationalized as reflective of the impersonal nature of human lüe. 

Even given this degree of allegory, the story still generates an eerie, uncanny quality 

that resists explanation. The destruction of Western civilization, and all of its roles 

and traditions. as though it were agame slightly more challenging than pinching free 

bus rides. has an unsettling feel to it. Hans Feldman's article states that ''The 

Destructors" can only make sense if the destruction of the hou se is viewed as a 

symbolic and positive act. The boys are concerned with continuity of the human race 

and, therefore, "methodically and without malice" free themselves "of a civUization 

that has 10st its perception of spiritual value and permits man only a quantitative 
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» means of self-def"mition. "231 This dep;ree of reduetion doe~ not do ju~tiee to the 

loaded atmosphere Greene has 50 earefully eonstrueted. 

4.8 "The Overnight Bug" 

There is nothing in the heginning of ''The Ovemight Bag", from May We 

Borrow Your Husband, to suggest that one has any reason to he apprehensive. 
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Perhaps Henry Cooper is a tittle too grey, and perhaps he is a Iittle over-protective of 

his blue BOAC ovemight bag; however, for someone like Henry the object of his 

eoncem might easUy be "something precious and fragUe like an electric razor. "233 

But in every other respect he was unremarkably respectable and proper. The airpon 

scene was a familiar one. There was nothing out of the ordinary in the passen,ers 

milling about, waiting to board planes, and not even in the tele,ram girl'! curiosity or 

the abrasivenes~ of Henry's seat eompanion. They were all outtakes from everyday 

life. The eltchange between the large woman in the tight trousers and Henry, 

regarding the care and handling of his BOAC bag, in no way disturbs the perspective 

that all is nonnal. We are amused by the smalt, fastidious, neurotie man who is 

quickly exasperated by the overbearing, nosey woman; perhaps they bring to mind a 

personal travel anecdote. Finally, unable to contain herself any longer, "'What have 

you ,ot in your precious bag?' she asked him angrily. 'A dead baby,' he said. '1 

thought 1 had told you .... 23. The pilot mundanely adds that on the left of the plane it 

is possible to see Mont~limar. The woman appeared to he appropriately shocked by 

Henry's nonchalant confession. '''You are not serious,' she said."m But Henry was 

serious. What was more surprising, though, wa! the fact that the woman wa..,n 't the 

least bit shocked by the knowledge that there wu a dead baby in the bag; she wall 

ooly concemed Henry had the nerve to carry it in a bag in economy c1ass. ft just 

wasn 't done. A eoffm would he the proper vessel not an ovemight ba,. However, a., 

Henry pointed out, putting it through freight would have becn much more e"pensive. 

The absurd is similar to the uncanny in its relationship to the fantestie in the 

way that it operates completely within the parameters of common reaUty to ,enerate 

its effeet. The main difference is the aetual effect that is ,enerated. While in the 
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uncaMy the introduction of anti-expected results in feelings of dread and feu, in the 

absurd the reaction to the tum of events is one of absolute inc:redulity. When Henry 

announces that there is a dead baby in his ovemight bag it is completely unexpected. 

But the element of the fantastic comes into play in the conversations that foUow 

hetween Henry and the woman, the taxi driver, and his mother. The reactions of these 

people, and their comments, are completely the opposite of what one would expect 

given the story's basis in reality. However, not only are the exchanges totally 

inappropriate according to the ground rules set out, the tone and content are so 

consistent with perfecdy natural everyday conversation, and Henry's obvious concem 

for saying the right thing, that the fantastic nature of the story is enhanced. '''You 

don't anticipate trouble with the customs?' she asked hint after a while. 'Of course 1 

shall have to declare it,' he said. 'It was aequired abroad. ,,,236 

We follow Henry through customs, curious lite the woman to see if he will he 

caught, waiting for someone to end the absurdness of the situation. However, in the 

taxi that Henry engages, the confusing sense of somehow heing caught in another level 

of existence continues. The driver is not at an nonplussed by Henry's request that he 

tum down the heat, owing to the dead baby in his bag. The weather, polides, dead 

babies--all seemingly suitable subjects for a good chat: 

'Ah weil,' the driver said, 'he won't feel the heat, will he? It's a 
he?' 

·Yes. A he. l'm anxious he shouldnt't - deteriorate.' 
'They keep a long time,' the driver said. 'You' d he surprised. 

Longer than old people .... Are you going to an undertalcer's now?' 
'1 thought 1 would take it home for the night and see about the 

arrangements tomorrow.' 
'A Iittle perisher like that would fit easily into the frigo No bigger 

than a chicken. As a precaution only. ,237 

8ack at home in his fiat (located perhaps not surprisingly in Bayswater, in a 

row of houses that resembled the above-ground tombs of continental cemeteries), 

Henry was met by his mother. He told her that there had been no delay at customs 

and she replied that he was clever to travel so lighdy. Henry wu happy to he home, 

with his slippers by his favourite chair. He noticed, though, that his mother had 

moved his favourite Bosch picture. She asked hirn if he had made any new friends or 
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had any adventures white he was away, IUld Henry told her about the t<le in the 

mannalade, which of course was foreign not English. His mother was shocked; a 

ïmger could he explained but ccrtainly not a toe. "'You complained, of coune?' 'Not 

in words, but 1 put the toe very conspicuously at the edge of the plate. ,,,UI Henry'! 

mother tumed to the kitchen to see to their shepherd's pie and Henry went about 

unpacking. 

4.9 Doctor Fischer of Geneva or the 80mb Party 

Crossing Doctor Fischer's threshold is somewhat like stepping through the 

looking glass: once on the other side one quickly discovers that none of the 

perspectives or expectations used as a standard measure of behaviour in everyday life 

can he relied upon. Everything looks right, the ground roles appear to he in operation, 

and then the opposite of what is expeeted happens. The continuous manner in which 

these types of reversais occur, and the reaetions of the narrator, give evidence to the 

existence of a fantasy world on the other side of Doctor Fischer's front door. Doctor 

Fischer presides over his parties in the same manner in which the Red Queen conducts 

her croquet games. He says whatever he wants and does whatever he wants, and the 

only thing one can he sure of is that he is always right. ft is impossible to know the 

mies ahead of time, because they will he whatever he says they will he at any given 

moment. 

Dr. Fischer of Geneva or the 80mb party tells a complex tale of expectations. 

Society operates according to an intricate system of ground roles that ultimately 

describes our common reality. A very significant aspect of this reality deals with 

hehaviour and appearances: what is and isn 't considered to he appropriate; what is or 

is not the correct thing to say, the correct thing to do. Judgements are very often 

based on the way things look and the way people aet. The ground rules that descrihe 

such social expectations reflect a preoccupation with surface over substance. They are 

not concemed with principles, morality, justice, goad and evil, but packaging. What is 

inside is not as important as the amount of glitter on the outside. Right and wrong is 

determined according to fashion. Power and status can be bought easily with money, 
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and not with good deed5 or intentionR. ft is not a coincidence that the "upper" c1as~s 

are usually synonomous with monetary wealtl .. Dottor Fischer's dinner parties are an 

elaborate and perverse attack on society's blind deference to convention and 

pretention, and the false sense of propriety that often tends to dominate over ail else, 

no matter what the cost. The emptiness and insignificance of these perspectives are 

exposed, and Dottor Fischer's easy and arbitrary manipulation of the ground mies 

demonstrates the potentially destructive and unstable nature of a superficial society. 

During these parties, the dinner party being a perfect working model of the set of mies 

described, all perspectives genera11y associated with what is considered to be 

appropriate or correct, in so far as social expectations are concemed, are continuously 

challenged and contradicted, and ail related ground n11es are reversed. The result is an 

unsettling, surreal atmosphere that scrapes the dark side of fantasy. 

As in "A Visit to Morin" and "Dream of a Strange Land", the stage in Doctor 

Fischer of Geneva is set by a series of contrasts that outline two different wodds. "1 

think that 1 used to detest Doctor Fischer more than any other man 1 have known just 

as 1 loved his daughter more than any other woman", Alfred Jones began. 

We might have been a world and not a canton apart. 1 would begin 
work at 8.30 in the moming whlle she would he still asleep in her pink 
and white bedroom . . . and when 1 would go out to eat a hasty 
sandwich for my lunch, she was probably sitting before her glass in a 
dressing-gown ooing her haïr. From the sale of their chocolates my 
employers paid me three thousand francs a month which 1 suppose may 
have represented half an hour's inc<lme to Doctor Fischer who many 
years before had invented DentoI,::.i\ Bouquet, a toothpaste which was 
supposed to hold at bay the infecthflS cal.'''ed by eating too many of our 
chocolates.219 

Alfred had never expected anything to cou' • of ~lis meeting Anna-Luise in the 

coffee shop. He was 50 much older, missing a hand thanks to the war, and could offer 

her Httle in the way of luxuries to which she was accustomed. How could a young, 

pretty. intelligent woman be interested in, or attracted to, him. And yet meeting by 

chance as they had, "quite suddenly, [they] were, like two friends who encounter each 

other aiter years of separation. "240 The gap between their two worlds quicldy 

disappeared. and they found themselves growing closer together as a result of what 
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they shared. Their differences were ultimately superficial and didn't affeci lhe 

substmce of their lives; their common ground went to "the heart of the matter". 1beir 

relationship derived its strength from the basics in life. Love began "over the harn and 

cheese sandwiches" and found ils way uneventfully but permanently into their lives. 

Their wedding was in direct contrasl to that of Anna-Luise's mOlher md father. 

Doctor Fischer threw a lavish party that lasted all nighl. Alfred and Anna-Luise didn't 

have a cake, bridesmaids, a priest or any family present: "This way it's solemn - one 

feels really married.""· Alfred wondered if such happiness could he as simple as 

coming home to the sound of a heloved voice, or a quiet breath on the pillow at night, 

"or kitchen noises in the evening when [he] retumed from work and read the Journal 

de Gen~ve in [their] easy chair?"2.2 In any event they were happy and content and 

in love. The day that Anna-Luise died was also notable in Alfred's memory for ilS 

many small details. The IWO boiled eggs for breakfast, het new white sweater, the icy 

road conditions, the small argument about the slope she should ski, the anthology of 

prose he had brought to read while he waited, the table in the restaurant, the waiter, 

the ambulance, the hospital paperwork, Ihe end. 

In contrast to Alfred's account of the simple and ordinary details of everyday 

life that enhanced the depth and meaning of his relationships with Anna-Luise, were 

the pretentious and superficial delails !hat characterized Doctor Fisher's world, a world 

of seemingly Uttle substance. Alfred only knew a few things about Anna-Luise' s 

father: he had a great deal of money; he had an intimidaling repulalion; and he threw 

mysterious dinner parties that were renown far and wide but no one was sure why. 

Anna-Luise confmned the rumours he had heard and added a few unflattering 

experiences of her own. She found it eXlremely offensive to be associated with ,hl' 

Doctor Fischer. She thought his behaviour and attitudes were revolting, and she could 

not f1\·.&ive him for how he had Ireated her mother. Faced with her husband's self

centredness and insensilivity, Mrs. Fischer had looked elsewhere for comfon. Doctor 

Fischer hated music and she had met someone with whom she could listen to Mozart. 

Anna-Luise said that it was the Bct of belrayal that he couldn 't abide. Or perhaps it 

might have heen only his pride that was hurt. She thought it was possible that if Mr. 
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Steiner had been a millionaire he wouldn't have taken it ail so badly. In any event, 

the episode had made Doctor Fischer look bad and he punished them both. Any 

explanationi3 or reasons were of litde consequence to him. Anna-Luise always lâerred 

to her father as though he were sorne son of evil force lurking about, waiting to 

destroy everything good and decent. 

Alfred quickly leamed for himself that as kind, gentle, and considerate as 

Anna-Luise was, her father was rude, cold, and cruel. Nonetheless, Alfred often 

seemed guided, or misguided, by a series of social expectations and an uncontrollable 

sense of propriety in so far as Doctor Fischer was concerned. The rust time he saw 

him, Alfred thought that Doctor Fischer looked much like other men. He was "a man 

more or Jess of [A1fred's] own age with a red moustache and haïr that was beginning 

to lose its rare - perhaps he tinted the moustache. He had pouches under his eyes and 

very heavy lids. He looked like a man who didn 't sleep weil at night. ,,~, There 

were no horns. But appearances could he deceiving. This was certainly true 

regarding his relationship with his daughter. Dactor Fischer brilliantly portrayed the 

opposite side of any prevailing notion of fatherhood. It was as though he and Anna

Luise were complete strangers whose realities had nothing in common. She said that 

he had never treated her badly, he just wasn 't interested' This indifference was 

shocking in its candidness: 

'1 am living with your daughter. We are thinking of getting married.' 
'That is always a difficult decision,' [Doctor Fischer] said, 'but it's 

one you must make together. It's no affair of mine ... .' 'We thought 
you should he told. . . .' 

'That information could have been conveyed, 1 would have thought, 
more easily in writing. It would have saved you a joumey to 
Geneva. . ' 

'You don't seem very concemed about you daughter.' 
'You probably know her better than 1 do, Jones, if you know her well 

enough to marry her, and you have relieved me of any responsibllity 1 
rnay once have had.' 

'Don't you want to have her address ... ?' 
'1 suppose you are in the book? ,244 

Alfred was not completely convinced. He felt sure that the "Toad" who stood 

at the back of the church during the wedding cerernony had been sent to voice Doctor 
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Fischer's disapproval at the appropriate moment, to object to what Alfred thou,ht mu~ 

surely he "a crime in the eyes of [a] father."2
.' This did not happen. Later, when 

Anna-Luise died, Alfred did not expect tears but he had expected her father to come to 

the funeral. He never came. 

The fust invitation that Alfred received to one of th~ dinner parties wa most 

polite, proper, and reassuring--'Doctor Fischer requests the pleaure of the company of 

... ' --and of course, Alfred thought, it would only he terribly rude to decline. Perhaps 

it was an act of welcoming him into the family, a wedding present of sons. He could 

never quite understand Anna-Luise's intense distrust of her father and those who 

seemed to enjoy his company. "Next moming 1 sent my formal reply to the invitation: 

'Mr. A. Jones has pleasure in accepting Doctor Fischer's kind invitation .... ' 1 

couldn't help saying to myself: What a fuss about nothing .... ,,2 .. 6 

The "Toads" are the representatives of the society which Dactor Fischer holds 

up for examination: a fdm actor, a Divisionnaire, an intemationallawyer, a tu 

advisor, and a wealthy American widow. As individuals, none of these people are 

presented seriously. Ricbard Deane is an alcobolic, B-grade actor with a "fast

diminishing reputation among women and teenagers"2
"

7
, Divisionnaire Krueger is a 

higb ranking official in the Swiss anny, which Dooor Fischer infoons all is a dubious 

honour and one wonby of tittle respect, Mr. Kips, Mr. Belmont, and Mrs. 

Montgomery bave all settled in Geneva otto escape taxes in their own countries or take 

advantage of favourable cantonal conditions. ,.2.' They are ponrayed somewhat as 

cardboard cut-outs. They don't do anything of great consequence and they have 

nothing of any significance to say. They are all weil off, but are always interested in 

having more. lnitially tbey appear to be perfectly "socially acceptable". going through 

all the appropriate motions and fulfllling the social expectations of the privileged and 

en'!\ed c1ass. As the dinner panies take shape, however, it becomes c1ear that the 

Toads' hebaviour mirrors Doctor Fisher's expectations, which express the dark side of 

their affected and conceited sense of impo11ance. The results of Doctor Fischer's 

experiments underscore tbe shaky foundation upon which tbese ground rules rest, and 

strike at the credibility of the society they represent. The Toads are Doctor Fischer's 
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pawns, constantly challenged to speak their minds and stand up for themselves but 

held in check every time by their desire for what Doctor Fischer has to offer. 

Munnurings of disgust or other signs of "inappropriate" party behaviour are quickly 

quelled. Mrs. Montgomery maintains a constant stream of cheerful cocktail prattle 

which overrides the underdeveloped, impotent undercurrent of mutiny. These people 

do not 50 much represent society in general as they do that aspect of society that 

prides itself on "good taste" over and above aU else. The ground roles in this case 

provide the key to knowing the right !hing to say, the right thing to do, the right way 

to dress, and the right people to approach. Appearances are everything, surface over 

substance. Doctor Fischer a1ways bet on this being more imponant than anything else, 

and believed everyone had their priee. The inherently insubstantial, and consequently 

unstable, nature of perspecti ~es and ground rules that stress form over content make it 

possible for Doctor Fischer's fantastic attack to succeed. 8y constantly reversing 

every rule and code of behaviour and by tuming every trivial and empty point or act 

into a major issue, Doctor Fischer creates an atmosphere that Oickers with uncenainty. 

The brightness and whiteness, the Hghts, crystal, silverware, linen and snow, feed an 

illusion at the same time as they veil the dark underside of the whole scene. 

Although Alfred ult;mately opp<l5eS Doctor Fischer and his game, his own 

sense of risht and wrong dominating in the end, his susceptibility to the prevailinl 

conception of dass and the ground rules that the Toads appeared to follow, emphasize 

the power and effect of these perspectives. Early in his story, Alfred remarks on the 

status that the group of Toads had attaine"'; in cenain circles due to their friend5hip 

with the infamous Doctor Fischer. The honour of titles, 5uch as Doctor and 

Divisionnaire, might be little more than a name, but they distinguished the individual 

to whom they were attributed from the "common" person. Alfred's "father ended his 

days 8.11 a knight, Sir Frederick Jones - a name which with its dignified prefIX no one 

found comic or unusual in England, though [Alfred] was to fmd that a plain Mr. A. 

Jones was ridiculous in the eyes of Doctor Fischer.,,~9 Alfred also believed that "to 

have found one woman who accepted [him] as a lover in spite of [bis] plastic 

imitation of a hand and [bis] unattractive incorne had been a near miracle .... "250 
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Whlle Alfred was waiting to see Doctor Fischer for the fll'St time he met Mn. 

Montgomery, "an elderly woman with blue hair and a blue dress and lots of gold 

rings":251 

'My name is Jones,' 1 said. 
'. don't think .'ve seen you at fine of his panies.' 
'No.' 
'Of course 1 sometimes miss one myself. One isn 't always around. 

One can 't he, can one? Not always.' 

'. suppose not.' 
'Of course you know Richard Deane.' 
'rve never met him. But l've read about him in the newspapers.' 
She giggled. 'You're a wicked one, 1 can tell that. You know 

General Kroeger?' 
'No.' 
'But you must know Mr Kips?' She asked with what seemed like 

anxiety and incredulity. 
'rve heard of him,' 1 said. 'He's a tax consultant, isn't he?' 
'No, no. That's Monsieur Belmont. How st range that you don't 

know Mr Kips .... ' 
' ... But of course, you know the house.' 
'Ifs the rust time l've been here! 
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'Oh, 1 see. That explains il - you 're not one of us .... "But surely 
you at least know Monsieur Belmont - Monsieur Henri Belmont? He'lI 
solve any tax problem. ' 

'1 have no tax problems,' 1 admitted. 
As 1 sat on the second sofa under the great crystal chandelier [hel 

realized it was almost as though 1 had told her that 1 dropped his h's, 
Mrs. Montgomery had looked away from ( in obvious embarra.ument. 

ln spite of his father's smaU tide which had procured him a niche for 
a time in Who' s Who 1 felt myself an outcast in Mrs, Montgomery's 

:m company .... 

Alfred felt the same way when he caught his fll'St glimpse of Oo<:tor Fischer's 

house. Sweeping green lawns decorated with weeping willows and sil ver birches led 

the way to a pillared portico. The front door was opened by an English butler 

resplendent in a white jacket. "There were five expensi've cars lounging in the drive, 

IWO of them with chauffeurs, and 1 thought that he looked at my Httle Fiat SOO with 

disdain. Then he looked at my suit and 1 could see that his eyebrows went up ... 253 

Alfred feh himself to he at a great disadvantage. He was conscious of his ordinary 

name, his ordinary job, and his very ordinary income. "( was just a man called Alfred 
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Jones, earning three thousand francs a month, a man in his fifties, who worked for a 

chocolate fann."2,. Mn. Montgomery could never remember whether bis name wu 

Jones or Smith. He was even disadvantaged physically. He would never be one of 

the "beautiful people". He often questioned his own worthiness against people lite 

Doctor Fischer. Classes naturally separate in a society, and the rich seem to rise to 

the top. "A better class of people", "they have such class". It is t&ken for granted tbat 

high society establishes the ground rules for propriety. 

Despite Anna-Luise's ominous wamings, Alfred's confidence in the ground 

rules prevailed. He was further encouraged by the Toads' high reconunendations of 

Doctor Fischer and his parties. Mrs. Montgomery was 50 impressed with the Doctor 

that she was content to wait in his hallway ftlr unspecified lengths of time on the off 

chance that Albert would let her see him. She explained to Alfred the fust time she 

met him that she had the great honour of having to act as the hostess al Doctor 

Fischer's parties. He had a great sense of humour, she said, and the whole group was 

so very fond of him. Monsieur Belmont reiterated these sentiments when he met with 

Alfred and Anna-Luise after their wedding. "Doctor Fischer's parties are always very 

entertaining. He has a great sense of humour, and he is 50 generous. We have much 

fun."~5 As the hour for that first party drew closer, Alfred couldn't help thinking 

that, "The very secrecy in which Doctor Fischer's dinners had becn held, and the spate 

of unlikely rumours, made them sinister, but s\lrely the presence of thf same group of 

Toads must mean there was some entertainment to be found in them. "256 Perhaps il 

was true, Alfred thought, that Mr. Kips was compromising his integrity to a certain 

degree after having been so ridiculed by Doctor Fischer arter the incident with Mm. 

Fischer and the clerk, but there was no reason for someone lite the Divisionnaire to 

tolerate anything unacceptable. And so Alfred pulled up to the big house with the 

winding drive fLIled with big cars, to he greeted by a white-coated manservant, and he 

had certain expectations. 

Alfred should have been wary of those expectations, though, arter his fmt 

encounter with Albert. The first time Alfred tried to Bee Doctor Fischer he was 

unsuccessful as he did not have an appointment. He was told that he could he seen at 
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five o'dock the followin, Thursday. Mn;. Mont,omery wa~ told that ~he could not M 

received because Doctor Fischer had a bit of a fever. Mr. Kips had an appointment, 

however, and was shown in. When Alfred retumed on the Thursday he was .reeted 

again by Albert: 

'Have you an appointment?' he asked. 
'Yes.' 
'What name?' 
'Jones.' 
'. don't know that he can see you.' 
'1 told you, 1 have an appointment.' 
'Oh appointments,' he said in a tone of disdain. 'Everyone says he 

has an appointment. ,251 

Alfred felt unfortunate upon his arrivaI at his l'ust dinner party to have to deal 

with Alben once again: 

'What name?' he a.~ked, though 1 felt sure that he remembered it weil 
enough. He spoke English with a bit of cockney twang. So he had 
remembered my nationality. 

'Jones,' 1 said. 
'Doctor Fischer's enga.ed.' 
'He's expecting me,' 1 said. 
'Doctor Fischer's dining with friends.' 
'. happen to be dining with him myself.' 
'Have you an invitation?' 
'Of course 1 have an invitation.' 
'Let me see the card.' 
'Y ou can 't. 1 left it at home. ,2511 

""How am 1 to ,et in?" asked Alice. . . . "Are you to get in at all?" said the 

Footman. "That's the fust question, you knoW.'''1259 Albert serves as the perfeet 

introduction to Doctor Fischer's world. He appears to be the perfect English butler, 

proper in dress and speech, the ultimate symbol of all the class and breeding he 

supposedly represented. However, his extreme and arbitrary application of the mies of 

his position throw Alfred a titde off balance. Albert has certain qualities in common 

with the fish-footman and the frog-footman in Wonderland. They are perfectly 

outfitted in their livery, perfonning the appropriate formalities and counesies that 

would he expected of footmen. They are, however, talking amphibians in powdered 

wigs, and ultimately a reflection of the fantasy world into which Alice has fallen . 
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Alhen i! revealed to he the oppollite of what he appears to he on the outside and an 

indication of the anti-expected nature of the world he pardI. Reluctantly he led 

Alfred through to the dining room. 
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Alfred walked into an elegant setting: ''1be men wore dinner jackets and Mn 

Montgomery a long <lress. . .. The table was laid with crystal glasses wbich caught 

the Hght! of the chandelier overhead: even the soup plates looked expensive."2t!O But 

8.. Doctor Fi5Cher indiscriminately threw his ugly comments around the room, Alfred 

could feel things begin to tum. His insulting and ilI-mannered behaviour wu 

unbelieveable. '''This is Jones, my son-in-Iaw ... .' 'You must excuse bis glove. ft 

covers a defonnity."261 Doctor Fischer was equally rude to everyone. He ridiculed 

Richard Deane's faded and intoxicated star quality, Krueger's military ineffectualness, 

Mrs. Montgomery's haïr colour, Kips' appearance and everyone's intelligence and 

greedine!s. The idea that he thought he should explain to Alfred the etiquette 

observed at his dinner parties was an interesting one. '''Remember the mies, Mrs 

Montgomery . . . If you contradiet me once again you will lose your prize. '" '''Be 

careful, Kips. Don't denigrate my gifts - or yours might disappear a second time 

tonight. ,"2112 Off with their heads. Doctor Fischer's reign was never in any danger. 

The accolades for his hospitality and party games poured fonh from bis guest!. No 

one seemed to dare to contradict him. They laughed on eue, Mrs. Montgomery 

insisted everything was a riot and that Doctor Fischer was unbelievably generous, and 

Krueger announced tl'lat he was invariably a good hosto Deane and Kips may not have 

been as openly supponive but accepted in silence. And everyone eyed the pile of 

gifts. They were not pleased with Alfred' s presence. Alfred wondered if the Toads 

were glaring at him because he wasn't dressed correcdy. "We al1 of us know where 

we stand", said Mr Kips. "It's ail in the spirit of fun. A stranger might 

misunderstand ... 26) At this point Alfred was not at ail sure what he was supposed to 

understand, but fun was dermitely not what he noticed most about the gathering: 

Now aU of tbis, read by someone not present at the party, might weU 
sound no more than the jolly banter of clubmen who insult each other 
in a hearty way before sitting down to a good dinner and some heavy 
drinking and good companionship. But to me, as 1 watched the faces 
and detected how near the knuckle the teasing seemed to go, there was 
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hollowness and a hypocri5Y in the humorous ~xchan,es an,. hate Iike a 
rainc:loud hung over the room - hatred of his guests on the pan of the 
host and hatred of the host on the part of the guests.2tM 

Seated at the elegant dinner table surrounded by Toads, Alfred noticed the 

good Yvome next to each plate, although Doctor Fischer seemed to prefer vodka. 

Mn. Montgomery had extremely high expectations for the food, and feh certain that 

the bibs indicated ~crevisses. She shrieked with horror upon being served with a bowl 

of cold porridge. Dodor Fischer helped himself to caviare. Mn. Montgomery wu 

extremely and loudly indignant and everyone else looked disgusted. But reminded of 

the punishment for not playing by Doctor Fischer's roles, to Alfred's astonishment and 

wonder, everyone was soon eating their cold porridge under the continuous stream of 

Doctor Fischer's taunts and insults. Alfred thought that he must surely have wandered 

into a madhouse roled by a mad doctor. 

The table was a large one, but the tbree were all crowded together at 
one corner of il. "No room! No room'" they cried out when they saw 
Alice coming. "There's plenty of room!" said Alice indignantly, and 
she sat down in a large ann-chair at one end of the table. 

"Have some wine," the March Hare said in an encouraging tone. 
Alice looked alI round the table, but there was nothing an it but tea. 

"1 don't see any wine," she remarked. 
"There isn 't any," said the March Hare. 
"Then it wasn 't very civil of you to offer it," said Alice angrily. 
"It wasn 't very civil of you to sit down without being invited," said 

the March Hare. 
"1 didn't know it was your table," said Alice: "it's laid for a great 

many more than three." 
"Your hair wants cutting," said the Hatter. He had been looking at 

Alice for sorne time with great curiosity, and this was his first speech. 
"You should learn not to malee personal remarks," Alice said with 

sorne severity: "It's very mde."265 

Doctor Fischer's dinner had aU the maleings of an exceptionally Mad and dark 

Mad Tea-Party, and Alfred's expectations were as useless as Alice's in every respect. 

They each approached their respective tables with a degree of assurance despite 

everything else they had experienced. Social settings are characterized by rnany visual 

eues which initiate a whole set of expectations. Alfred and Alice experience a sense 

of fantasy when these ground mIes are suddenly reversed. The behaviour of the host 
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and guests, the impropriety, the culinary fare, all contribute to an event that toms out 

to he a contradiction of what it proposed itself to he. The rude personal remarks of 

Doctor Fischer and the Mad Hatter are the "icing on the cake". Alfred could no 

longer pretend that any set of preeonceived ideas would guide him through Doctor 

Fischer's game. Doctor Fischer contradicted all of Alfred's expectations and opposed 

ail of the accepted roles of the society from which Alfred took his cues regarding 

propriety, conventionality, suitability, and seemliness. Alfred's astonishment was 

perhaps even greater than Alice's at the tum of events. Alice could see that she had 

walked in on a tea-party when she saw the Hatter and his friends; however, it became 

irnmediately apparent that it was no ordinary tea-party. This was true of everything 

and everyone Alice came aeross in Wonderland. Subsequent occulTences and 

conversations reinforced her initial fantastic experienees. She continued to experience 

the fantastie, but she also came to expect it. Doctor Fischer's dinner party was much 

more pretentlous. Every detail was perfeet, every piece of silverware was in its place. 

Alfred had no indication of what the setting hid heneath its glunourous window 

dressing. The behaviour of Doctor Fischer and his guests was diunetrically opposed 

to the image they projeeted, and the mood this created was truly fantastie. If one of 

these charaeters had voluntarily eaten cold porridge at a dinner party white being 

called an imbeeile, it could have been eonsidered odd or eccentric or out of place. For 

the whole court to go through the motions of being the cream of society, to strut their 

clothes, jewels, manners, self-importance and diplomatie hypocrisy and then 

diametrically oppose all logical expeetations, resulted in a loomg-glass uncertainty 

and sense of asymetry which Alfred experieneed. Doctor Pischer's "generosity" ws 

the primary motivator for the Toads. No matter what happened they expected to he 

rewarded at the end of the parties. As long as they followed the rules of the game, 

there was a prize for everyone. The rules were whatever Doctor Pischer decided, 

which was alway the opposite of what was expected. He expected his guests would 

do anything if the reward was big enough: "Mt Kips, like HelT Krupp, would have sat 

down happily to eat with Hider in expectation of favours .... ". Alfred never 

knew what to expect: " ... they [didn't] seem to have any rules in partieular: at least, 
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if there [were), nobody [attended) to them .... "267 Ali of his life Alfred had 

deferred to and accepted the distinctions of the classes and the role played by money 

in all of it. The reality presented to hint by Doctor Fischer eontradicted the 

perspectives of the world in which he lived. It wasn 't that Dactor Fischer was simply 

rude and cruel and the Toads greedy and insipid ('''It was revolting: [Alfred) said to 

Anna-Luise. 'Your father must be mad.' 'It would he a lot less revolting if he were,' 

she said"261); Doc:tor Fischer was the Red Queen and everyone scattered where he 

walked. He was the anti-host: 

... the Queen was in a furious passion, and went stamping about, 
and shouting, "Off with his head!" or "Off with her head!" about once 
in a minute. 

Alice began to feel very uneasy: to he sure, she had not as yet had 
any dispute with the Queen, but she knew that it might happen any 

• 269 • mmute .... 

The second party that Alfred attended was no less fantasde for hi5 prior 

knowledge of the host and his guests. In a world tumed up-side-down, one can never 

he quite sure what to expect: "'Good evening, Mr Jones, Doctor Fischer suggests that 

you keep on your coat. Dioner is being served on the lawn.' 'On the lawn1' 1 

exclaimed. It was a clear night: the stars were as brilliant as chips of ice, and the 

temperature was below zero ... 270 The play of Hght and snow that eharaeterized the 

setting of Doctor Fischer's last party was similar to what the doomed man saw in 

"Dream of a Strange Counhy". "It was a curiously unnaturally scene .... "271 The 

brightness contrasted sharply with the darkness that tay about and beneath. The Toads 

rose admirably to the occasion: '''Isn't it wonderful and crazy and beautiful7' Mrs 

Montgomery cried .... " "At bottom, you know, he's a very sensitive sort of persan. '" 

"His generosity . . .' With the automatic reflex of a Pavlov dog she touched the 

emerald hung around her throat."272 Deane thought it was a pit Y that it was the Ia.llt 

party and Mr. Kips even seemed to be laughing. The Porridge Party had hecome mere 

cocktail chit chat. "'There was no humiliation, you dear man. It was just your 

wonderful sense of humour. We enjoyed it all as much as you did.· .. m Mrs. 

Montgomery laughingly assured everyone there would he no porridge this night; she 

had helped with the menu herself. The caviare and Mouton Rothschild flowed freely 
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and thr. meal did not require bibs. Spirits were h;,h and no one doubted Doctor 

Fischer's greatness. As Doctor Fischer's purpose for bringing everyone together 

hecame clear, the atmosphere took on a heightened sense of unreality. The glitter was 

merely pretty packaging for a darkness of great depth. The Toads expressed their 

usual initial shock at Doctor Fischer's audacity: how could he expect them to accept 

cheques and surely he was joking about a bomb. They adjusted rather quicldy, 

though, as they had to cold porridge, and soon were discussing the pros and cons of 

garnbling. "It was as if they had quite forgotten the bomb."27. Like pools of oU, 

they invariably found their way to the surface of everything. Doctor Fischer believed 

at the beginning that Alfred cou Id he expected to behave like the others, thinking that 

Alfred's wealth of expectations made him equally vulnerable. Doctor Fischer chided 

Atfred about the naïve confidence he had in his perspective of reality: "[Mr Jones] is 

here as an observer rather than as a guest, but of course, as he is my son-in-Iaw, he 

may imagine he has ~reat expectations." "Don't count on your expectations from me", 

he tells Alfred?7' They could ail he expected to do anything to get something for 

nothing. But the something for nothing to which Doctor Fischer refered was Sfrictly 

of a monetary nature. The Toads were wUling to give up their dignity and self-respect 

under the guise of courtesy and manners. They were guests, after ail, and they should 

he gracious. Their sacrifices were nothing, apparently, compared to expensive 

bobbles. These expectations were always satisfied in the end, and so were those of 

Doctor Fischer. However, Alfred had believed in the ground rules that Doctor Fischer 

mocked. As disconcerting as the dinner party experiences were for Alfred, his 

behaviour threatened the fragile reality Doctor Fischer had created. His fmal party 

was living up to ail of his expectations und) Alfred bought the last cracker from the 

Divisionnaire. Alfred saved the old man, couldn't he bought himself, and was willing 

to play by the rules to the death. Doctor Fischer's world came tumbling down, and 

nothing could save il. "[Alfred] looked at the body and it had no more significance 

than ft dead dog. This, [Alfred] thought, was the bit of rubbish [he] had once 

compared in [his] mind with Jehovab and Satan. "276 Perhaps everyone is closer to 

the "dangerous edge" of fantasy than they know. Alfred once asked Anna-Luise after 
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seeing the Toads at midnight mass one Christmas why they went. She gid that if was 

probably a Christmas habit like their tree. No wonder Dactor Fischer's auests were 

swom to secrecy about the parties: people might get the wrong impression. 

4.10 A Sense of Reality 

Graham Greene has said that the title A Sense of Reality, in which "Under the 

Garden", "A Visit to Morin", "Dream of a Strange Land", and "A Discovery in the 

Woods" are collected, was meant to he ironical. Those who were fooled imagined that 

they were heing offered an answer, when instead they were merely being given "a hint 

of an explanation". The stories do not try to derme or describe reality. but attempt to 

demonstrate that the world that most people know and take for granted provides only a 

sense of what really exists. Realities can he fragile. They are based on opinions, 

attitudes, expectations, and other abstract criteria; they are not written in stone. If the 

ground rules of belief, faith, morality, ethics, religious and social attitudes, history, or 

any commonly accepted troth, are reversed, then the foundation of any individual or 

collective reaUty is considerably shaken. Very suddenly the cOlnmon reality can 

acquire other-worldly qualities, disturbing the confidence that all the expectations and 

ground rules had generated. 

As is the case with most of Greene's subjects and characters, "A Visit to 

Morin" is infused with reversais. The stage is set by Dunlop, the narrator, who notes 

that, "One didn't often, in the 1950s, see Pierre Morin's novels on display, and yet 

here were MO copies of his once famous books. . . . "277 Pierre Morin, once admired 

by Dunlop and now all but forgotten, belonged to a generation that was either plea.,ed 

or offended by him. He once found enthusiastic readers among non-Christians, but 

was viewed suspiciously by fellow Catholics; until he outgrew his revolutionary 

identity, and then he interested only the orthodox. Morin's characters had expressed 

views that, 

. . . seemed to possess irritating qualities to Catholic reviewers, and yet 
both proved to he equally in accordance with the dogmatic 
pronouncement when it came. Once could assen therefore that they 
were orthodox; yet the orthodox critics seemed to scent heresy like a rat 
dead somewhere under the boards, at a spot they could not locate.nI 
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The subject of Morin wa~ one that had provoked controversy and oppo~dn8 

perspectives. However, in spite of everything that had been !aid or thought, Dunlop, 

like 50 many athers, was convinced of Morin's Catholicism, which translated ioto a set 

of expectations that even Morin went to cenain lengths to fulftl: "1 am their Catholic 

author, you see. Their Academician. 1 never wanted to help anyone believe, but Ood 

knows 1 wouldn't take a hand in robbing them .... "279 Inadvertently fmding 

himself at a midnight service one Christmas Eve with Morin in attendance, Dunlop 

couldn't help wondering what had kept the "old distinguished Catholic" from the 

Communion alter. Morin's characters May have had to stmggle with certain 

weaknesses and illnesses regarding their religion, but Morin 's belief in his religion 

was taken for granted. The question of belief was at the forefront of Dunlop'! mind. 

He believed in Morin, and he longed to believe in God, as he felt Morin did, as those 

who made their way to the alter did. What was the secret, the key to believing? 

Perhaps the answer could tell hirn why a non-believer like hirnself could find the 

Midnight Mass inexplicably moving. 

Back at Morin's house, Dunlop was slow to understand the nature of the 

wdter's dilemma: 

'Forgive me, M. Morin, but 1 wondered at your age what kept you from 
Communion. Of course now 1 know the reason.' 

'Do you?' Morin said. 'Young man, 1 doubt it. ... 'You dan't 
understand a thing 1 have been saying to you. What a story you would 
rnake of this if you were a joumalist and yet there wouldn't be word of 
truth .. .' 

1 said stiffly, '1 thought you made it perfectly clear that you had lost 
your faith.' 

'Do you think that would keep anyone from the Confessional7 You 
are a long way from understanding the Church or the human mind, Mr. 
Dunlop .... 

'1 told you 1 had lost my belief. That's quite a different 
h· ,2110 t mg .... 

Morin's musings on the merits of faith and belief countered all of Dunlop's 

expectations and his perspective regarding Morin. As weil, his ideas of how ta 

approach religion, and of how to perhaps discover the way to betief, were thrown inta 

disarray. Dunlop had read Morin's books with keen interest, and had observed the 
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rituals of believers in his search for answers. And now Morin told him, '''No. Not if 

you want to believe. If you are foolish enough to want that you must avoid 

theology.,,·2111 Theology, Morin noted, served now to bolster his disbelief. His 

arguments against belief were the same ones used most often to convince the doubtful. 

"A man can aceept anything ta do with God until scholars begin to go into the detaUs 

and the implications. "212 Ali of the arguments, he said, were merely words and 

human judgement, whieh do not equal faet. The priests could not he relied on for the 

answers; fll'st they had used him as a role model for their faith, and then later on, as 

an example of a soul to he saved. Morin explained to Dunlop that twenty yeus ago 

he voluntarily exeommunicated himself. He was in love and could not honour the 

Confessional : 

1 had eut myself off for twenty years from grace and my betief withered 
as the priests said it would. 1 don't believe in God and His Son and 
His angels and His sainu, but 1 know the reason why 1 don 't helieve 
and the reason is - the Church is true and what she taught me is true. 
For twenty years 1 have been without the sacraments and 1 can see the 
effect. The wafer must he more than wafer.213 

Morin laughed at the paradox but Dunlop was sceptical. He clung to his 

earthly plane, unable to grasp the degree of abstraction which Morin's arguments 

entaUed. Perhaps if Morin just went back to the church, or was he afraid of what the 

priests would say? "As long as 1 keep away from the sacraments, my lack of betief is 

an argument for the Chureh. But if 1 retumed and they faUed me, then 1 would really 

be a man without faith .... "214 

Dunlop still didn 't understand. Morin believed in disbelief, and his answer to 

the question of belief was in things that couldn't he explained. Morin had not tumed 

out to be what Dunlop had expeeted, but more significantly, the theological 

perspective that he was proposing was so completely the opposite of what Dunlop 

believed the Church expeeted that he felt more uncertain than ever. Dunlop claimed 

not to believe, however, the few times he had dabbled in belief or had been intrigued 

he had referred to the common perspective of the Church. He may not have accepted 

their point of view but he regarded it as a solid foundation from which he could play 

off all of his questions and doubts. The spiritual reversais that Morin spoke of added 
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a new dimension to Dunlop'~ questions. Now he felt as though he wall hein, told that 

it was not possible to ever helieve. Morin had lost his beUef but not his faith, and his 

faith was unwavering as long as he fuelled bis dishelief and steered c1ear of the 

Church. The Church and the books and the priests hl!d all conupted betief. "Show 

me a gorilla pl'aying and 1 might helieve again ... 211~ The Church had none of the 

answers and ail of the questions. He couldn't help "thinking of the strange faith 

which held [Morin] even now after he had ceased to believe. [Dunlop] had feh very 

Httle curiosity since that moment of the war when [he] had spoken to the chaplain. but 

now [he] began to wonder again."286 Morin had revealed to him an altemate way of 

seeing, which provided him with the possibility of another reality of which he Wa.1 not 

certain, but for which he had hope. 

Int",rpreted literally, "Dream of a Strange Land" could he seen as a portrayal of 

the harsh reality of life. A middle-aged bank cashier with a moderate income, visits 

his doctor, a man of great prestige and considerable wealth, to discuss the trealment of 

his affliction with leprosy. The patient, at the mercy of Herr Prof essor, be,s him to 

continue the treatment in secrecy; a disclosure of the condition would ruin his life. 

Science may have invented a new name for the disease and techniques that would aid 

in its cure, but in the mind of society the mark of the Ieper could never he erased. 

The doctor, however, is unhending. He is bound by princirâl and the law, he says, to 

report the patient's illness to the appropriate authorities. He had done everything he 

could do within the prescribed guidelines of the law, his dut y as a doctor, and human 

decency. The right thing to do now was to send the patient to a hospital. This would 

simply he an interruption in his life, not the end of it. He would he cured; a 

certificate would say so. The man hegged and pleaded to no avail. Despite the fact 

that the risk to others was negligible and the damage to his persona! Iife would he 

great, the doctor could not he perslladed, and was in fact, indignant about the matter: 

'''My dear sir, you must not try to bribe me. It is not only insulting, it is a gross error 

of taste. 1 am sorry. 1 must ask you to go now. My time is much occupied"'; "'1 

have every belief, 1 can assure you, that you would keep quiet. For your own sake. 

But you cannat expect a doctor of my standing ta break, the law. A sensible and 
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necessary law. "287 

The cold and humourless aspects of the doctor's attitude were reflected in the 

appearance of his home. The dark, heavy fumiture emphasized the severity and 

inflexibility with which be treated his patient. Even, it is noted, bis books were dark 

and heavy. They were all medical in nature: "no one had ever seen the Herr Professor 

with any lighter literature, nor hean. him give an opinion of even the most respected 

elassic."l" The study resembled a fortress, but more a.CJ a symbol of oppression 

rather than of strength. On the heavy, dark desk stood a large bronze replica of 

Prometheus with an eagle at hiCJ back. The statue was like a point of reference for the 

doctor. He caressed it while he was talking, stlJOd behind it keeping it in view, and 

would refer to it for instance "when breaking the news ta a patient w~th cirrhosis. ,,219 

It was a constant reminder of bis control over their lives, their pain. He sat in 

judgement as Zeus had with Prometheus. When the patient had left, 

The Herr Professor opened the sliding doors of the dining-room and 
made his accurate way to the sideboard, wbich was heavy like his desk. 
Instead of the Prometheus there stood on it a large silver flagon 
inscrihed with the Herr Professor's name and a date more than forty 
years past - an award for fencing - and beside it lay a large silver 
epergne, also inscribed, a present from the staff of the hospital on his 
retirement. The Herr Prof essor took a hard green apple and walked 
back to bis study. He sat down al his desk again and his teeth went 
crunch, crunch, crunch.290 

His life was precise and correct, anr; in keeping with ail the appropria te ground 

rules, particularly for those which applied to correct behaviour. He had the accolades 

and props to prave he was right. 

With the entrance of the colonel this carefully set stage is completely tumed 

up-side-down, as the doctor is swep\ along by the colonel' s birthday party scheme for 

the general. Out of his natural deference for social. hierarchies, he is powerless to 

exert him.4lelf. The laws which he sa self-righteously upheld ta the desperate man only 

hours before, are now considered merely trivial obstacles to the man planning the 

casino~style celebration. "Y ou understand that everything has ta he discreet because 

of our absurd laws.,,291 The doctor lamely acquiesced ta all of the plans. '''1 have 

never before violated the law,' and then [b.,l smiled a quick faIse smile ta cover bis 



, 
~' 

f 
r-
I 

, 
r 
" , 

f 

l" 
1 

. >, 

~\ 
, 

. 
l 
( 

f' 
t 
l 

c 
t 

! 
t 
il 
( 

~ 

r 
~" 

.rr 
~. 

-

94 

faUure of nerve. ·Vou could hardly do so in a better cause,' the Herr Colonel 

replied. "292 The transfonnation of the house wu astonishing. Where a dark, heavy, 

serious atmosphere had previously pervaded the rooms, there was now an air of gai et y 

and light. Chandeliers, small gUt chairs, and roulette wheels surplanted the dark, 

heavy fumiture and the commonplace central lighting. Music would later drift in from 

the summerhouse. The doctor and Prornetheus retreated upstairs with the rest of his 

belongings, which had been crammed int(l the hallway. There were so many people, 

and so much activity, and so many changes. He had completely lost control and felt 

10st in his own house, where everything so recently had been in such perfcet order. 

"He felt far from home as though he were living in a suange country :'29~ 

1be patient got down from the bus and made his way through the woods to the 

doctor's house. The driving had been treacherous and as he walked he felt the cold. 

He thought he would try once again to convince the doctor to see his point of view, 

although in his mind he could orny see the tonnented deposed bronze god and could 

feellittle hope. But he would appeal to those principles that the doctor must surely 

understand: "1 will take any precaution you suggest if you will go on treating me in 

private, Herr Professor. 1 am a law-abiding man, but surely the spirit is more 

important than the letter. 1 will abide by the spirit. 11294 Coming upon the house the 

patient was confused. He thought for a moment that he had t&ken the wrong path. He 

detected music floating in and out on the wind and his eyes couldn 't believe what they 

saw. The light and the noise were completely foreign to the place he had visited that 

moming. He went up to one of the windows, what should have been the study 

window 1 and was convinced that he was at the wrong house: 

Irlstead of a smah square room with heavy desk and heavy bookca. .. e 
and steel flling cabinets was a long room brilliantly lit with cut-glass 
chandeliers, the walls hung with pictures of dubious taste. . .. A crowd 
of men wearing uniform and evening dress swanned around three 
roulette tables, and the croupiers' cries came thinly out into the 

. ht 295 mg .... 

He stood stunned. He felt as though he was all of a sudden trapped in another 

world and could never retum home. He was lost forever. It was not a matler of 

having arrived at the wrong house. He was in the wrong country. Through the 
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crowds, and chandeliers, and champagne, the patient could see the doctor "and they 

regarded each other with the laughter and cries and gUtter of Ught between them. "296 

The doctor could not properJy see the person outside but the patient could plain1y see 

that the doctor looked as though he too were 10st, and equally out of place in tbis new 

world. The patient wanted to let him know that he was not alone, that they were lost 

together. But the rules had changed; there was no longer a meeting ground for them. 

"The patient realized quite clearly that, though they had once been well known to ea.ch 

other, it was quite impossible for them to meet, in this house to which they had both 

strayed by sorne strange accident. There was no consulting-room, here, no (de on his 

case, no desk, no Prometheus, no doctor even to whom he could appeal. "297 The 

colonel led the doctor around the betting tables urging him to join the fun, solicitous 

of the General's game. The ballianded on zero and the General remarked: "'At leut 

you have not lost, Herr Professor'." But he had indeed lost everything. "The Herr 

Professor looked at the window, where he had thought a moment ago that someone 

looked in as lost as himself, but no one was there."291 

The fantastic effect in "A Visit to Morin" and "Dream of a Strange Land" is 

subtle. Greene uses the contradictions that are inherent in society's ground roles, the 

arbitrariness of certain perspectives and expectations, to create a sense of altered 

reality. He establishes a perspective based on commonly accepted ideas or bellefs that 

appear to form a set of ground roles, and then shifts the perspective, causing all the 

roles to realign slightly. All the contrasts that are described in the two stories - the 

varying opinions sunounding the subject of Morin, the lives of the doctor and the 

patient, the doctor's house at the beginning and end - underscore the fundamental 

concem which deals specifically with the nature of realit)'. Morin's theological 

theories, and the doctor's demeanor towards the colonel in comparison to his attitude 

with the patient, present dilemmas in terms of the worlds which have been presented. 

A certain amount of contradictions, as well as a cenain degree of unevennt'·~l in the 

ground rules, can he accommodated within society; however, Greene demonstrates 

how uncertain and, often unstable, the foundations of our reality, or any reality, can 

be. By presenting opposing views which question the whole system of truths on 
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which society operates, he creates an atmosphere of un\'eality. For Dunlop, the 

experience was po3itive. There was a sense of hope and of life in his heing able to 

wonder again. For the patient, the only end was a tragic one. He had no hope or 

meaning to which he could ding. His arguments had disappeared into the glittering 

night. He had become part of a dream from which he couldn 't awake and, beside~, 

"the atmosphere [was] imperfect without [a suicide]."299 Perhaps at any given time, 

all one can ever really have is a sense of reality. 

96 

Science fiction is not generally considered to be true fantasy. Technology is 

advanccJ heyond our reality to create another world in the future. A world that 

doesn't necessarily reverse the ground roles, but, rather, extends them to include 

horizons presently beyond our grasp. Science fiction is the future waitinl to happen. 

"A Discovery in the Woods" describes an unsenling relationship between the past, 

present, and future. As the story begins, it is not clear exactly where or when the 

action is taking place, although the perspective ponrayed is not a completely 

unfamiliar one: 

The village lay among the great red rocks about a thousand feet up and 
five miles from the sea, which was reached by a path that wound along 
the contours of the hills. No one in Pete's village had ever travelled 
funher, though Pete's father had once, while fishing, encountered men 
from another small village beyond the headland, which stabbed the sea 
twenty miles to the east. JO!) 

The village and the inhabitants descrihed seem to belong to a time somewhere, 

perhaps, in the not too distant past. There is a certain primitive quality to the people 

and the place: "It was, takil1g it all in aU, a sparse and simple, yet a happy, life."!!)' 

There does not, at fust, seem to he anything exceptional or particularly unumal about 

this simplicity or the isolated way of life, and the characters seem to complement their 

environment comfortably. The opening of liA Discovery in the Woods" suggests that 

the ground rules of ordinary experience and common reality are in place; however, as 

we move funher into the story, it becomes apparent that everything is not what it 

appears to be, and that something il! in fact not quite right: 

Pete's mother was a linle under five feet tall; she had a squint and 
she was inclined to stumble when she walked, but her movements to 
Pete seemed at their most uncenain the height of human Irace, and 
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when she told him stories, as she often did on the flfth day of the week, 
her stammer had for him the malical effect of music. 1bere wu one 
word in particular, 't-t-t-tree" which fucinated him. 'What is it?' he 
would ask, and she would try to explain. 'You mean an oak?' "A t
tree is not an oak. But an oak is a t-t-tœe, and 50 is a birch.' "But a 
birch is quite different from an oalt. Anyone can tell they are not the 
same, even a long way off, like a dog and a cat.' 'A dog and a c-cat 
are both animals.' She had from some past leneration inherited this 
ability to generalize, of which he and his father were quite 
incapable.3O'l 

Pete's world is obviously of a different order than what hM conunonly been 

known, past or present. After the inhial reversai of expectations, an atmosphere of 

fantasy is perpetuated by the impres~;ion that this worlô is still not a completely 

unfamiliar one. The events generate a quality of uncomfonableness and unreality that 

is simitar to the uncanny in how they can so closely œ identified with what is 

considered to he known and safe. One experiences a feeling of being 1051 or 

displaced, as though having strayed down the wrong path away &om family and 

friends. Each new detail that is revealed contributes to an overall sense of loss. 

Villages seem to have been fashioned out of and around mins. A ravaged land, falled 

with craters, bare and barren, except for the coveted blackberries. A people mentally 

and physically defonned and barren themselves. They had problems with memory and 

time, and fears that govemed their life like a kind of religion. "Fishing was always 

done in grey overcast weather or in fme blue clear weather, 01' even during moonless 

nights, when the stars were sufficiently obscured; it wu ont y when the shape of the 

c10uds could he discemed that by general consent fishinl stopped. ,,30) The douds 

meant danger as they nf!ver had before. Even when it hecomes clear that it is sorne 

point in the future and not in the past that we are seeing, the eeriness is not dispelled. 

This is not a future of spaceships and robots, a time advanced by technology and 

medicine to produce a quality of life never before experienced. This is a future thllt 

has gone backwards in time. and can 't remember where it has been. The villagent 

generic memory of dangerous cloud formations is a manifestation of the greatest fear 

of the twentieth century. The reader looks knowingly into a future that knows little of 

the put. The border is an uneasy present characterized by uncenainty and hesitation. 
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The small 80ciety i~ di~advantaged hy the ah~nce of a reliahle ~nR of history and 

their ground roles are based on ignorance and fear, which contributes a !lense of 

uneasiness to their reality. The fragments of memory that have survived only intensif y 

this feeling as they are too underdeveloped to provide any source of comfon. 

When the children discover the wreck of the luxury liner, time for a moment 

stands still, and the past, present, and future seem to merge into one reality; a reality 

that is more fantastic than real as the ground rwes shift and readjust to accommodate 

the reversais of perspectives and expectations of history that have beer. discovered. 

For the children it was a moment when a lifetime of myths and legends becune real; 

fantasy tumed into reality. The villagers had an unconfumed sense of a history that 

held evidence and explanations for the way things existed for them, but the ruin at the 

edge of the village was the only thing of which they could he sure. Theories 

abounded conceming how their existances had come to he, among which the mos. 

predominant seemed to he the notion of a great catastrophe or plague which had left 

everything to the destruction of time. The adults and children alike were impressed by 

the mysteries of the past and the uncertainties of the present. The children were 

especially fond of the tales of giants that were supposed to have once lived nearby. 

"Whether the giants were the phantoms of the slayers or of the slain the children were 

never quite clear.,,31)4 But the legend persisted that giants roamed the earth hefore 

them and perhaps, at least in the children' s imagination, could still be luddng in the 

unknown territory around the village. The discovery of the skeleton silenced them. 

The giants had been real after ail. 

Throughout "A Discovery in the Woods" we are confronted with a present in 

the future, which resembles the past. How the future is portrayed contradicts the 

common expectations of what eventuaUy will he and represents an important 

psychological reversai. Even a future world suffering from the effetts of a nuclear 

catastrophe is imagined with a knowledge of the pasto But Pete's world is missing this 

memory, except for a few mysterious exceptions that provide more questions than 

answers. They are. in effect, beginning ail over again. Their simplicity and naïvet~ 

imply a lack of experienc~; a people making up the rules as they leam the glme. 
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There i., an aspect ot innocence that pervades their daily lives, a simplicity in their 

actions and their reasoning that is incongruous when considered to the amount of time 

and experience that has gone before them. The laws and ruies are ba.~lc, as acted out 

in the games played by the children. Fundamental philosophies of society are applied 

ail over again from scratch. The mixture of biblical tales and legends provide a sense 

of the myste!'y of life experienced in ers., long pasto The source of their knowledge is 

uncertain; they rely on the infonnation passed on from the few who seem to have 

some speciallink in memory to the pasto There is a "two-way flow of meaning 

between sacred ~istory and secular prophecy: the Noh story gives authority to the 

vision of civilization destroyed by the 80mb, and the 80mb gives a new 

meaningfulness to the Noh story. ,,30!1 

With Pete leading, the children crossed the boundaries of their village into 

unknown, forbidden territory in search of the blackberry treasure. 

Pete said, 'We'U start down there between those c1umps of gorse. Be 
careful. The stones are loose and we don't want to make any noise at 
ail.' He tumed back to the others, who watched him with admiration, 
envy and hate (tha, was Number One). 'Wait till you see us start 
c1imbing up the other side and then you come on down.' He looked at 
the sky. 'The invasion began al noon,' he announced with precision of 
an historian recording an event in the past which had altered the shape 
of the world.3œ 

Pete's observation is ironie. The ground rules and expectations nonnally 

associated with chronology and recorded history are constantly disturbed if not 

reversed in "A Discovery in the Woods". There is an uncanny sen~ perpetuated of 

being able to see through ail of time but to never c1early know any particular time. 

As the logical progression of lime is ignored and the past, present, and future become 

at times indistinguishable, the story's fantastic joumey feels unending. George 

Orwell's futuristic 1984 demonstrates how an unsettling atmosphere can be generated 

by the manipulation of an historical perspective. The discoveries rœde in Greene's 

story uncover a more drastie alternative to the commonly held view of the world. The 

reader and characters share an equally fantastic adventure but from two opposing 

perspectives; one side seeing wha! they could become, the other what they could have 

been. "[Pete] looked down at his own stunted and uneven legs and heard [Liz] begin 
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to keen again f'lr a whole world 10st."~7 

"Under the Garden" is the Most fantastic of any of Greene's novels or short 

stories. The ground roles of the text, and the perspectives on which they are based, 

are contradicted and challenged frequently to create a successful fantasy. A broad 

range of inversions operate throughout the story on Many different levels, often 

creating that hesitancy or uncenainty that is so c10sely associated with fantasy. These 

elements, as weil as the behaviour and reactions of the protagonist, work together to 

produce a strong imprint of fantasy in "Under the Garden". 

The basic frarnework of the adventure in "Under the Garden" is very similar to 

Alice in Wonderland. A young child discovers a world ~idden weIl beneath the 

farniliar world of everyday experience, where the inhabitants behave oddly and 

oppositely to the roles and perspectives to which the child is accustomed. Alice and 

Wilditch fmd it difficult, and more often impossible, to unrlerstand what happens or 

what is said under the garden and in Wonderland, without first disregarding what they 

have leamed "up there". However, within the stories, inversions and fantastic 

reversais are handled very differently, resulting in the creation of two distinct types of 

fantasy. In Alice in Wonderland, Alice's stage had barely been set when the rabbit 

appeared on the scene, muttering about being late and checking his pocket watch. 

Feeling "sleepy and stupid", Alice was not startled by the talking animal, but her 

attention was fmally caught by his unusual attire.308 C.Jriosity getting the better of 

her, Alice followed the rabbit into the rabbit-hole and along its tunnel-Iike course. 

When suddenly the ground gave way, she f.ound herself falling for what seemed like 

forever, or least as far as the centre of the earth. When she landed she wa., in a world 

that was as physically and mentally remote from the one she had left as was possible. 

Everything that happened and everything that was said was contrary to what she had 

leamed above, in her garden, which now seemed entirely beyond reach. Alice was in 

a perpetuaI state of astonishment as she experienced one 180" reversai after another. 

Hookah-smoking caterpillars, grinning Cheshire cats, growing and shrinking to ail 

sizes, the Queen of Heans threatening to chop off heads for almost any reason--it wa., 

enough to make one madder than a March Hare. 
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In "Under the Garden" the complete reversals are interspersed with many 

equally significant incomplete ones to generate an atrnosphere of fantasy. Wilditch's 

reactions range appropriately from uneasiness to complete surprise through the course 

of the action, which never reaches the feverish pitch of Alice in Wonderland. The 

concept of inversions is an integral pan of the entire story, working on all levels, not 

only those sections that deal directly with the fantastic or fantasy. A series of 

contra.,ts are described that helps to def"me the diversity of the worlds of reality and 

fanta.,y, and, at the same time, establishe~ the very strong relationship between these 

two arenas of experience. In "Under the Garden" the worlds above and below the 

garden are not viewed as completely separate and distinct from each other. The line 

between reality and fantasy is kept deliherately indistinct, contributing to the 

development of this relationship and enhancing the atmosphere of fantasy. 

The fust fantastic reversaI to he dealt with in "Under the Garden" is the 1800 

tum around on which the story is based. Wilditch descends into a world under the 

garden, under the lake, and under the streets where the motor cars rumble along. He 

discovers. there, not an extension of his everyday life, but an alternative to the society 

from which he has come. The physical reversai of the centre of action emphasizes the 

opposition below to the mIes and perspectives that defme the wodd above. However, 

before Wilditch relives his great adventure under the garden, a world of opposites has 

already been created above. 

The setting in which we first meet Wilditch "is as credible and adult as you 

wou Id expect. . . . "309 The grey and dripping summer weather--the kind of day, 

Wii<litch observed, that one never remembered in childhood--is an empathetic 

backdrop for his consultations with the doctors. Awkwardness f"ùled the rooms; like a 

child who wants desperately to please. Wilditch tries to say the right thing, tries to he 

wonhy of the attention he was heing given. Dr. Cave and Sir Nigel are uncomfortable 

with the personal aspect of their science. Their well-meant, but ultimately 

meaningless words of explanation and consolation are intended to keep things as tidy 

and painless as possible. The superficial and vague manner with which they handle 

the situation underscores the painful reaIity of Wilditch's condition, and of what lies 



,.,..." ahead for hirn. '''Why should 1 see him again'!' Wilditch asked and then, from Dr 

Cave's embarrassment, he saw the stupidity of the question."3Io 
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Wilditch's adult world is set distinctIy against the world of his childhood. One 

of the striking aspects of his conferences with the doc tors is the detachment he feels 

from his own body and his condition. The whorls in the X-rays reminded him of 

"those pictures of the earth's surface taken from a great height", as the "doctor's fmg~r 

moved over what might have been tumuli or traces of prehistoric agriculture. "311 

None of it had anything to do with hirn. This attitude is in sharp contrast to the deep 

involvement that the child had with his world and the strong sense of spiritual 

wholeness it brought. The adult had leamed that society provided little room for 

imaginative thinking. Facts and figures were held in the highest regard. Reason and 

common sense got the job done, the accounts balanced, and everything put in its 

proper order. The child at Winton Hall excelled in speculation and creative thinking. 

Life was not to be held at arm's length for inspection, but to he dreamed about and 

created and experienced fust hand. Reality was not only orders from your mother or 

roles from the headmaster, but books about explorers and ,he back garden with all its 

mystery. When Wilditch stepped out of the doctor's office into the dull, rainy 

weather, he noted that it was the kind of summer day which he never remembered in 

childhood. On his way to visit his brother, he changed trains at Colchester for Winton 

.. and suddenly summer began, the kind of summer he always remembered as one of 

the conditions of life at Wintotl."312 Wilditch's retum to his childhood 18 an 

important inversion in itself. 

Once in Winton, Wilditch is confronted by another set of contrasts that 

emphasizes the distance between his adult and childhood worlds. "The chocolate 

machine had gone from Winton Halt, and thr Halt had been promoted ... to a station 

. . . and it was a mere boy who took his ticket mstead of a stooped and greying 

porter.,,313 George warned Wilditch to expect sorne changes at the Hall: a bathroom 

had heen added, the pipes to the fountain were disconnected, and the tennis lawn had 

been dug up. But these were not the changes that most concemed Wilditch. He had 

completely forgotten that there had been a tennis lawn. But the lake and the island, 
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the great D'llk Way--merely a pond, a few bushes, and a path not so very large or 

dark? The gap hetween what he saw and what he rememhered wu daunting. 

Wilditch's memori~s of his childhood reveal another sequence of oppositf'.s. 
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The world that the child saw and lived, that world that the aclult rememhered, is set as 

black to white against the world of Mrs. Wilditch and George. An imaginative chlld, 

Wilditch would annoy his mother, a woman of great Fabian sensibilities, and bis older 

brother George, with a good deal of talk of mystery and treasure. In his mind he had 

converted the land around Winton Hall ioto an explorer's dream of uncharted danger. 

For courage in his daily expeditions he would recall the action of Treasure Island, The 

Romance of Australian Exploration, and the experiences of all the adventurers he had 

ever heard or read about. "I was comforted by the thougbt that Sturt hacl been 

sometimes daunted and tbat Burke 's bluster often bid bis fear. ,,314 Images of 

aborigines, deserts, and caves witb wild paintings on the walls, inspired him on; and 

when mixed with the powers of bis own imagination, they produced new tenors to he 

conquered. The Antipodes is symbolic of just how otber-worldly Wilditcb's childhood 

experiences were for him. He had lived in a world tumed up-side-down. Drlving 

back in time to Winton Hall, Wilditcb tums to George for verification of the mystery 

and treasure of his youth. But George's version of those far off summer days was 

quite different. The treasure was just iron stuff, the lake merely a pond. 

Wilditch is fascinated by the memory of his childhood. He created a world of 

excitement and adventure, and could see endless possibilities in everything around 

bim, particularly nature. As a child, George could not bave shared Wilditch's dream; 

the adventures tbat he read to Wilditch were only stories to he found in books, not real 

life. George saw only the smallness of Wioton Hall, the improvements to he made to 

the garden, or the bathroom and kitchen, and the advantages of a good accountant. He 

couldn 't fmd much tu explore in fourteen acres, but there was a1ways the possibility of 

tumin! the tennis lawn into a swimming pool or drawing the pond which had too 

many mosquitos. He confmned tbat there was no doubt that Wilditch had been "a 

secretive little bastard" with a passion for mystery, but George seemed to sbare their 

mother's irritation with that sort of thing. He admits to never having "cared for the 
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place much in tho~ days" and ~tm!l; mort th .,n perfectly comfortabte with hi8 ordered 

adult life."!! George saw the importance of feaching Wilditch crkket, not the merits 

of treasure-hunting. Wilditch and George give Winton Hall two very different 

existences. 

Mn. Wilditch "had very decided views . . . about mysteries. ,,)16 She had 

never liked Winton Hall, according to George, but couldn't afford to spend the 

summers elsewhere. She regarded it as inconvenient and was tumed against the 

garden by the amount of shrubbery which ovelTan it. "She wanted everything to he 

clear", not dark and mysterious.317 For the same reuon she detested Wilditch's 

precious Dark Walk and the pond. She thought Wilditch 's passion for hide-and-seek 

was morbide Mrs. Wilditch ~ubscribed to a Fabian philosophy. She not only owned 

much literature describing her socialist views, but knew her facts well enough to detect 

statistical errors in pamphlets on agricultural imports. The story that Wilditch wrote 

for the school magazine fell on great disfavour with his mother. George's successes 

on the sports field and in the debating society were to he commended, but tales of 

mystery and treasure provoked indignant notes to the headmaster. Nor had Mm. 

Wilditch approved of fairy stories for the children; the Fabian graphs were just about 

ail WUditch could find on the bookshelf. There were detective stories, though. These 

were acceptable mysteries, as George explained, as Mrs. Wilditch viewed them as 

puzzles, intellectual games. 

These oppositions still existed. Wilditch wu astonished at the disparity 

between bis and George's recollections of their youth. "They seemed to he talking 

about different places and different people" and for all intents and purposes they 

were.311 Wilditch wu dismayed to hear his brother's ordinary representation of 

everything he had treasured and that which had inspired his life. He looked at the 

lake and the island and the garden wall, and saw that they were not what he had once 

seen. Wilditch couldn 't believe that those scenes, which he remembered in such 

painstaking detail, could ever change. The adult eye saw everything so differently. 

Did this mean that what he remembered never existed, never happened? 

When WUditch decides to sit down and record the true adventure at the 
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opening of part two, chapter one, the story shifts focus from the third to the first 

person. The distance between Wilditch and the rest of bis world disappears as the 

chUd comes back to life. He is once again a vital, driving force and involved in the 

events taking place around him. It is not uo1ike the approach that Jim took in 

handling the adventures and rnisadventures that befeU him with the crew of the 

Hispaniola and on Treasure Island. The simllarities are not accidentai of course; 

Trsasure Island was one of Wllditch's most admired stories as a child. The way Jim 

tackled foraging through the terrain of the island, the time he took coyer under the oak 

tree, his concem about the possible dangers, of cannibals in particular, were sources of 

inspiration. MIS. Wllditch would have dismissed this as pure fiction and nonsense. 

For W ilditch it was not oo1y an extension of bis experience, it was the fantasy of art 

becoming reallife. In the spirit of his heroes before bim, young Wilditch set out from 

home one "drear wet night", forged the Dark Walk, crossed the laite, and made his 

way into the woods on the other side, "and as happens with ail wanderers ... the rust 
thing he does is to get lost. "319 

After a brief rest, Wllditch continued on by moonlight, carefully marking the 

way he had come. He did feel slightly hindered, though, by the lack of "proper 

surveying instruments".320 He had not gone far when he came upon an enormous 

oak tree with great roots colled above the ground's surface. In the disturbed earth 

around the tree, Wilditch discovered a single footprint, "as solitary as the print Crusoe 

found on the sands of another island.'1321 Pushing aside thoughts of wooden-legged 

pirates and one-Iegged men sitting like vultures in the trees abave, he gathered all his 

courage and rnoved into the cave that he had discovered amongst the coots. Crawling 

first on his hands and knees, and then just on his knees as the passage got bigger, 

WUditch continued down a long slope into the earth. After sorne time, he was startled 

by something that sounded like a whistle or a hiss. He quickly dismissed the notion 

that it could be a boUing kettle in favour of a more appropria te explanation; perhaps a 

giant serpent, perhaps the fatal Black Mamba, was hiding just out of sight. The 

strange quacking sound that followed persuaded Wilditch to light a match to escape 

the darkness. The stack of old newspapers that were revealed did not convince him 
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that he wa., not :.done. Whoever had brought the East Anglian Observer down there in 

188~ wu most likely Iying dead somewhere in the tunnel. He used the papen to liaht 

a torch, remembering that wild heasts were afraid of fll'e, and proceeded along the 

passage. "But it was not a snake or a leopard or a dger or any other cavem-huntina 

animal that [he] saw when [he] tumed the second comer. ")22 It wasn 't even wild 

cave paintings. Carved into the wall were bits of unintelligible lettering. While 

Wilditch was trying to decipher the foreign language, he heard someone speak out to 

the quacking sound he had heard before. 

Wilditch had ente!ed the cave and mo\'ed down the lona passage knowina he 

was facina a great unknown. He was, after all, following in the footsteps of his 

heroes; facing the unknown and possible danger was part of the adventure. However, 

he began his enterprise with a set of perceptions and expectations that had becn 

fonned by the influence of his everyday life. He perceived everythina he encountered 

according to what he already knew. This not only included ordinary sounds and 

smeUs, but also the rules for explorers. Despite Mrs. Wilditch's protests, adventure 

stories were an accepted part of a child's education. Cultivating the imagination WPJJ 

part of the curriculum. The headmaster of Warbury was quite pleased with the story 

that Wilditch had written at thirteen: 

Obviously he has becn influenced by the tenn's readina of The Gold,n 
Age - which after all, fanciful though it may he, was written by a 
govemor of the Bank of Bngland. . .. Last tenn's Treasure Island too 
may bave contributed. It is always our intention at Warbury to foster 
the imagination - which 1 think you rather harshly deniarated when you 
write of "silly fancies".m 

The flfSt few chapters of "Under the Garden" present a set of ground rules that 

clearly describe a reality that is easily identified with. As Wilditch moves deeper 

down the passage leading under the garden, the perspectives of the world above are 

tumed further around. At the heginning, Wilditch has to keep adjusting what he 

experiences to k.œp up with the standards set for the typical adventure. He daims that 

he was relieved to fmd human heings and not wild beasts shardlg the passage; but this 

is clearly not what he expected and he is disappointed. He once again attempts to 

adj\1st what he has discovered to fit the reality of the adventure to which he still 
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clings. He wonders what kind of hl1man heings would he hiding in the ground. Most 

probably they would he criminals or ehildren-stealing gypsies, or perhaps an aboriginal 

tribe. On the surface, however, Maria and lavitt couldn't he more ordinary. 

Wilditch's fear of meeting some exotie fon~ of life is replaced with an anxiety that 

was doser to home. He backed away from Maria the way people edge away from the 

homeless who wander the streets. Fringe members of society, rough and dirty in word 

and deed, a study in decay, Maria's and lavitt's lives were eonstrueted from the 

throw-aways of others. They were, in a sense, buried garbage. Wilditch couldn 't 

have expected much from the quaeking old woman and the one-Iegged man; however, 

his real adventure, one that would not he judged by the rules leamed "bove the 

garden, was about to begin. 

Wilditeh's fear was greatly diminished upon hearing lavitt talk. Things 

weren 't tuming out the way he had expected, but perhaps it wasn 't 50 terrible to run 

into a feUow English-speaking countryman while crawling about underground. He 

would simply get directions and he on his way. Wilditch's complacenc.y was short

lived, however, and his expeetations promptly checked. When Wilditeh fust saw 

lavitt he thought that the old man was sitting on a tbrone; it was only later that he 

realized that the tbrone was in faet a lavatory seat. Greene's own playon words 

suggests his reverse philosophy that every man is a king. A big, old one-Iegged man 

with a nieotine-stained white heard ruling his underground kingdom from a lavatory 

seat. A p'rverse version of Long lohn Silver in an pdventure that had deeidedly 

followed a different bend in the road. lavitt leaves no doubt, though, that Wilditch's 

world has been tumed around: '''Why everything is up there, China and aU America 

too and the Sandwich Islands .... But down here there's only us. We are exclusive"; 

"You'll fmd in all those papers what they cali an obituary - there's one about a Lady 

Caroline Winterbottom that made Maria laugh and me. It's summerbottoms we have 

here ...... 31 .. 

The irony in Wilditch's relief upon hearing Javitt speak English and Javitt's 

irritated demand as to whether or not he understood plain English, is obvious. The 

manipulation of language in "Under the Garden", whieh dominates much of Wilditeh's 
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advtnture, produces many of the fant astic inversions, and reflects a significant 

connection hetween fantasy, language, and perception, also seen in Alice in 

Wonderland. When Wilditch heard Javitt speak, he immedi!\tely called into play a 

complex set of mies goveming language, acquired from his everyday life. However, 

Javitt is not the least bit impressed by Wilditch'3 world above the garden. He 

manipulates the rules and ideas that Wilditch brings with him without the slightest hint 

of respect. The prevailing perspectives of the world above are pulled, poked, and 

laughed at; they are reversed, twisted, and reconstructed. Words and concepts are 

defmed according to & set of mies that really have l~n defmition. Things were not 

always the way they seemed, nor were they necessatily alway~l seen the same way. 

From the outset Wilditch fmds himself assailed by statemer.rs and assumptions that he 

can 't quite contradict but seem somehow unjustified accordb~g to the way in which he 

was used to communicating: 

'What's that you've got under your arm? ... More newspapers?' 
'1 fO\lnd them in the passage . . .' 
'Finding's not keeping here ... whatever it may he up there in 

China. 

Ali the same you 'U find that life here isn 't all heer and skittles and 
who's your Uncle Joe .... If you are to stay with us, you've got to 
jump to it.' 

'1 don't want to stay.' 
'Y ou think you can just take a peek, is that it? and go away. 
'But 1 don't want to he kept ... , It's time 1 went home.' 
'Home' s where a man lies down . . . and this is where you '11 lie from 

now. 

'But 1 can't stay. My mother .. .' 
'Forget your mother and your father too. If you need 

anything from up there Maria will fetch it down for you. ,325 

"Whatever it may he up there in China" --ironically it has always been said that 

if one were to dig a hole deep enough one would reach China. Javitt proposes the 

exact opposite of this theory and with it every perspective, guideline, or reassuring 

aphorism ever known. The fmders are no longer the keepers. It would he too 

simplistic to say that Wilditch was merely st prisoner, and Javiu a tyrannical, old 

jailkeeper. Wilditch felt that "half the time [he] wa., frightened as though [he] were 
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caged in a nightmare and half the time [he] only wanted to laugh freely, and happily 

at the strangeness of llavitt's] speech and the novelty of his ideas."326 Wilditch was 

familiar with the words Iavitt was uaing, but he could no longer depend on them to 

carry the message. He relied upon familiar, conventional uses and meanings of the 

words he heard which were completely inadequate in Javitt's world. They dermed a 

different reality altogether. He was having a hard time explaining his case, and an 

equally hard time trying to fmd his way through Javitt's speeches. Wilditch was quite 

disconcened by his new 8ituati~n and could no longer he confident of bis actions or 

reactions. Javitt dismissed the rules and perspectives with which Wilditch was 

familiar, and twisted and tunled everything around to suit bis own purposes. Javitt's 

ground rules were based on contradictions, which left Wilditch on shaky ground. 

Even when Wilditr.h had adjusted somewhat to Javitt's hehaviour, he couldn't he too 

sure of himself. For all of Javitt's free use of language and range of thought, he could 

switch in an instant to heing obsessive about the way a spoon was set in a bowl or a 

newspaper folded. It was impossible to contradict J avitt because there was no way to 

prove he wu wrong, and Wilditch had to admit that there wss a kind of resson in 

almost everything he had to say: "'A cat's a cat even when it's a dead cat. We ,et rid 

of it when hs smelly, but news never smeUs, however long it's dead. News keeps. 

And it cornes round again when you least expect. Like thunder. ,,'327 

Javitt snorts and grunts at Wilditch's ideas about how things should be done 

and what words or images mean. His theory about the circular life of the news 

contradicts the world itself. At his insistence, and at a loss for a reason not to, 

Wilditch opened one of the old papers and arbitrarily chose a social notice to read: 

'''Garden {ete at the Grange. The fete at the Orange, Long Wilson, in aid of 

Distressed Gentlewomen wu opened by Lady (Isobel) Montgomery .... The Vicar 

presided at the White Elephant Stail. '" 

The old man said with satisfaction, 'They are royal beasts.' 
'But these were not really elephants,' 1 said. 
'A stail is part of a stable, isn't it? What do you want a stable for if 

they aren't real? Go on. Was it a good fate or an evil fate?' 
'Ifs not that kind of fate either,' 1 said. 
'There's no other kind: he said. 'It's your fate to read to me. 
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w' It's her fate to talk like a frog, and mine to listen because my 

eyesight' s bad. This is an und ~rgmund fate we suffer from here, 
and that was a garden fate - bu~ it Il! comes to the same fate in 
the end.321 
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Mi~ Ramsgate presents Wilditch with another dilenuna. When Javin mentions 

his and Maria 's daughter, Wilditch looks around "wondering what monstrous woman 

would next emerge. "329 But the picture that he was shown of this contestant for the 

title of Miss England, revealed a beauty that was beyond his wildest expectations. "1 

daresay you are wondering how Maria and me could make a beautiful girl like that 

one", Javitt says, not unfamiliar with the preconceptions of Wilditch's society 

conceming beauty.330 Javin contends that this is an illusion and challenges their 

ideas with a theory that tums everything around completely: "Beauty doesn 't come 

from beauty .... Beauty diminishes all the time, it's the law of diminishinl retums, 

and only when you get back to zero, to the real ugly base of things, there's a chance 

to start again free and independent. ... Generations of us uglier and uglier, and 

suddenly out of Maria cornes our daughter .... "m 

From the time that Wilditch embarked on his adventure he had a lreat deal of 

difficulty accounting accurately for his time. Once underground he found that time as 

he knew it wasn 't observed at all, and he was left without famUiar guidelines for 

judging the time or the day of the week: 

'What o'dock is il, Maria?' 
'Kwahk,' she said. 
'Six. That's supper-time.' 
'But it's six in the moming, not the evening.' 
'How do you know? Where's the Hght? There aren't 5uch 

things as morning and evenings here.' 
'Then how do you ever wake up?' [Wilditch] asked.m 

A perfectly sensible question given the society that shaped Wilditch's world, 

but inconsequential and insignificant rules as far as Javitt was concerned. When he 

was born "time had a different pace". Things were done in a leisurely way, and no 

one worried about how rnany miles or steps lay between one place and another. ''The 

time isn't measured by docks. Time is fast and slow or it stops for awhile altolether. 

One minute is different to every other minute." "Don 't bother me with "1 must he 
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gone now" or ''l've been away 50 long". 1 can 't talk to you in tenns of time - your 

lime and my time are different."m But when was Javitt bom; how could such old 

people have such a young daughter? Wilditch had no way of figuring any of this out, 

and in the end he completely lost track of how long he spent onder the garden. The 

measure of time meant everything in the world above and nothing below. And the 

beginnings and endings of Iife were as inconsequential as the number of hours in a 

day. There was no need to talk about dying under the garden, Javitt told Wilditch. 

No one had ever died there and there was no reason to believe anyone ever would. 

Wilditeh was told he was very lueky to be there. Javin direcdy opposes ail of 

society's perceptions surrounding death: 

They tell us from pulpits we're immortal and tbey try to frighten 
us with death. . . . The gorillas don 't bury their dead with 
hearses and crowns of flower3, thinking one day it's going to 
happen to them and they better put on a show if they want one 
for themselves too. . .. Up there they talk about natural death, 
but it's natural death that's unnatural.'~ 

Under the garden Wilditch stumbles into a world that opposes completely or 

panially almost every perspective he had ever leamed. "Be disloyal", Javin says; "It's 

your dut y tt' the human race. ,,335 Survival depends on forgetting what the 

schoolmasters have taught. Wilditch saw in Javitt a Uttle bit of many mis of people; 

a monarch, a prophet, a gardener and a policeman. He was, in a way, ail of society 

tumed upside-down. Confronted with this, Wilditch wasn 't sure what to think. It 

wasn 't a world he could readily identify with, either in reality or in fiction. He didn 't 

know whether to laugh or cry, to feel like a compatriot or a prisoner. The world he 

knew functioned according to a set of ground mies that detennined its existence; but 

the world under the garden existed with a total disregard for these roles. How could 

that he? 

The ambiguity that is built into the story surrounding the veracity of Wilditch's 

adventure, focuses on one of the most significant inversions in "Under the Garden". 

Wilditch sits on the fence between reality and fantasy, uncertain as to whether his 

escapades really happened or whether they were the result of an eager and active 

imagination: 
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"Was it the long summer aftemoons in the challe pit which hlCl 
made hirn dream - or so vividly imagine - the discovery of • real 
treasure1 If il was a dream, il was the ooly dream he 
remembered from those years, or, if it wu a story which he had 
elaborated at night in bed, it must have been the fmal effan of a 
poetic imagination that afterward had been rigidly 
controlled ... 336 
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But he is not convinced, however illogical it might seem, that bis adventure 

didn 't actually happen. "Surely there must have been some basis of fact on which the 

legend had been built. "331 His common sense may have told him one thing, bu. his 

memory of childhood spoke of secrets, tleasure, exploring, and the possibility of grelt 

adventure. George was able to validate just enough of these thoughts to open the door 

to doubt and Wilditch 'was pre-disposed to willingly suspend disbelief. He wanted and 

needed to know "that the origin of the dream which had travelled with him round the 

world was ... more than a story invented for a school magazine."m His doubt 

infects the reader as he recounts his story in such a way that we are drawn into it .. , • 

reality. He then checks himself, and us, with some remark that bring! everyone 

hunling back to the annchair world. The tone swings 18(J'one way, and then 1800 

back again. Fantasy and reality, reality and dreams all blend together so that it 

bec ornes almost impossible to discem which prevalls. Wilditch recognizes his 

uncertainty without ever supplying an answer for il: 

... 1 fmd myself adjusting a dream to the kind of criticism 1 
ought to reserve for sorne agent's report on the import or export 
value of coloured glass. If this was a dream, these were real 
stones. Absolute reality belongs to marns and not to life. The 
gold of dreams is not the diluted gold of even the hest 
goldsmith, there are no diamonds in dreams made of pute -
what seems is.339 

This is the tone that underscores Wilditch's tale. As he tries to reconstruct the 

events of his childhood, he can 't helieve that his great adventure wu really the 

inadequate adaptation he found in the story he had written for the school magazine. 

Perhaps he rationalized, that forly years ago the pressure to tell had been so Ireat "that 

he had been forced to fmd relief in fantasy. . .. 'Keep the interrogaton at bay with 

silence or lies for just so long, and then you may tell ail. ,,,341) But could WUditch 
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ever tell all. Mrs. Wilditch and the teRchef'lll could arJUe the f'mer points of the place 

of the imagination in everyday life, but could they ever accept a one-Iegged tramp 

king and a quacking old woman under their gardens. "How my poor mother would 

grieve if she could know that, even for a moment, 1 had begun to think of these events 

as true .... ":WI Wilditch referred to the false tale as a fantasy--something that was 

unreal. Fantasy, society had taught him, was merely make-believe. 

As Wilditch begins to write what he believes to be the truth, dream, fantasy 

and reality drift in and out of each other's way, keeping the uncenainty alive. 

Wilditch begins his story in the f'ust persan and with statements of faet: l'le set out on 

a dark, rainy evening, crossed the lake to the island, and was not to see bis mother and 

George for at least three days and nights. Wilditch quickly catches himself ("here 1 

am already checking my story as though it were something which had really 

happened") and describes the next few events by beginning each thought with, "I 

dreamed . . . that is the only r.enain fact and 1 must cling ta it, the fact that 1 

dreamed. ,,342 He slips easily, though, not cenain, and ponders how he could have 

been lost on the island if it and the lake were as small as George had said they were. 

Again he takes adult reason in hand to explain to himself how the world never looks 

the same in a dream. "I dreamed, 1 dreamed", he thinks to persuade and convince 

himself. But Wilditch is not convinced. Whatever he should think as a sensible, 

rational adult had tittle to do with the spirit of his memory. He resumes his story with 

vivid recollections of his excitement and fear upon discovering the entrance to the 

cave, and transports himself, and us, to another time and place. We are cbecked once 

again when he wonders if it is really possible to show courage in a drem.; but this 

train of thought is quiclcly disregarded as he continues bravely along the passage into 

the unknown. As the story progresses, the atmosphere of doubt is intensified by 

Wilditch's questioning the nature of dreams. He is struck by how sharply he 

remembers the smallest of details surrounding his adventure, including everything 

Javitt said. He still couldn't decipher ail of the meanings, but the words were quite 

alive. Wilditch continues to qualify his experience--"if (Javitt) had really existed, he 

must have passed his century a long time ago"343 
__ but the funher he gnes into bis 
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memory, the more incredihle the dream explanation ~ms to him. "For if 1 am 

remembering a vivid dream - and dreams do stay in all their detail for longer than we 

realize - how would 1 have known at that age about such absurdities as be.uty 

contests? A dream can ont y contain what one has experienced .... "~ Wilditch 's 

escape is not described as an awakening, as from a d.ream, but as an actual event. He 

stopped writing when his memory had brought him safely home. The pendulum 

seemed to have stopped swinging. 

As a child and as an adult, Wilditch found that his vision of the world was in 

constant confliet with the reality that had been defmed for him. When he found "The 

Treasure on the Island", written so many years before, among his mother's things, he 

was terribly disappointed with how trivial and conventional it was. He had retumed to 

his childhood haunt searching and hoping for proof that his "dream" helonged to 

reality; he uneovered instead an ordinary Httle tale that bore no resemblance to 

anything he knew, real or imagined. Wilditch had wondered about his need to retum 

to Winton Hall. He thought that as it was likely he would fmd himself disillusioned 

in the face of the changes effected by time and age, pemaps the approach of death 

made one feel the necessity to rid oneself of everything. It was not simply a sense of 

nostalgia that took him back to the scene of sorne of his happiest days, but an effort to 

rediscover the magic of his childhood, which had to sorne extent followed him all his 

life. He found that the world under the garden still falled the air around him and 

"hope sprang etemal". The joumey to Winton Hall is significant as it mirmrs 

Wilditeh's inner joumey. When Javitt instructs Wilditch to forget what the 

schoolmasters have taught, and he disloyal because it's his duty to the human race, he 

is opening up a world that most people are unable to see or know. Javitt's "Theory of 

the Rogue" opposes society's general point of view and describes the value of heing 

able to see more than just one side of an idea. The result is an extension of 

ex~rience that compliments the physical joumey. Javitt's physical images are often 

meraphors for ground roles imposed by society. 

lavitt tells Wilditch that the rogue-plant is the oddity of the nursery-garden. 

Like a weed, it is thrown away. Javitt declares himself and Maria to he rogues. "You 
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are still wondering why we are unique. It's hecause for generations we haven', been 

thrown away. Man kills or throws away what he doesn 't want." "Things grow 

differently underground, like a mole's coat."l
'" And like Miss Ramsgate. Be 

disloyal, Javitt says. Loyalty breeds company men, time-keepers, report-writers, the 

status-quo - the company line. Wilditch is told that he can never fmd Miss Ramsgate 

by "preening [himselfj like a peacock to attract a beautiful woman".m She is a 

rogue-beauty with rogue tastes. He has to he able to look for her in different ways, in 

different places. He has to he able to spot her exceptional beauty, by looking beyond 

pre-conceived notions. "For hundreds of years now we 've been living underground 

and we 'Il have the laugh of you yet, coming up above for keeps in a dead world. "3"7 

Javitt's language games are another angle from which he is able to t-mphasize 

the ability of society's ground rules to limit experience. Javitt repeatedly reminds 

Wilditch that Javitt is not his real name, but one he has made up especially for 

Wilditch. This name has no power because it doesn't really tnean anything. A 

person's real identity, the first name, is a well-guarded secret, for it is the source of 

great power. The names that society gives to objects or ideas, Javitt readily dismisses 

with as much disrespect. They are arbitrary, without mystery, without power: 

[Wilditch] whispered to him quickly, 'Is she your Luba?' 
'Sister, wife, mother, daughter,' he said, 'what difference does 

it make? Take your choice. She's a woman isn't she?' He 
brooded there on the lavatory-seat like a king, on a throne. 
'There are two sexes,' he said. 'Don't try to make more than 
two with defmitions. ,3"11 

With Javitt's concept of names and power, Greene is borrowing from a great 

tradition that is directly tied to fantasy. In "Rumpelstilzkin", the answer to all of the 

miller's daughter's troubles rested in her discovery of the evillittle elf's name. In 

Ursula Le Ouin 's The Wizard of Earthsea, "fust-names" are never revealed except to 

those who are completely trustworthy. Young wizards are schooled in the importance 

of words and naming, and in the power and control associated with knowing someone 

or something's true narne. The most valuable thing that Wilditch leamed from Javitt 

is found. not in the words themselves, but in the new light these words shed on old 

subjects. By teaching Wilditch how to see things from the other side, Javitt offered 

1 
] 
l 
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hon a lifetime of timitless possibilities: 

1 could sit here now in this room for hours remembering the 
things he said - 1 haven 't made out the sense of them alt yet: 
they are stored in my memory like a code uncracked which waits 
for a clue or an inspiration. . .. Sometimes 1 think that in no 
conversation since have i found the interest 1 discovered in those 
inconsequent sentences of his .... 349 
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Much of what Javitt said sounded ridiculously simplistic or like just plain 

nonsense. Sometimes it sounded as though he was preaching anarchy with a mind 

towards sorne kind of underground revolution. But to look at things differently, from 

the underside, from the way society has prescribed, is anarchy. Sometimes, Javitt 

says, "you fmd someone who wants things different, who's tired of all the plus signs 

and wants to fmd zero. . . . "350 But in general, everyone shies away from what is 

different, from what is not expected, as Wilditch does from Javitt and Maria. But then 

Miss Ramsgate will always be an illusion for those without the courage to value the 

rogue. 

Wilditch joumeyed back to W inton Hall to rediscover the secrets under the 

garden that he believed he had forgotten. He felt himself to he so different from that 

far away boy that he couldn 't believe that the man and the child could he dying of the 

same disease. But Wilditch had never completely lost touch with his childhood self. 

He had spent his whole life following Javitt's advice: "You'll have to take a look at 

Afriea . . . and Asia - and then there' s America, North and South, and 

Australia .... n351 Always restless, on the move, looking for something. Always a 

step out of synch with the rest of society. But somehow despite his efforts, there WM 

still the routine of company reports that had added up to a gray, wet day at the 

doctor's office. So Wilditch went back to the place where it ali began. Back to a 

magicai lime when ail things were possible. The worlds of fantasy and reality in 

"Under the Garden" run a parallei course, thal often draws close enough to each other 

to run hand in hand. Along the way to his encounter with Javitt and Maria, Wilditch 

found oid newspapers, evidence that the world he had just left had found its way 

belowat sorne other time as well. Javitt himself acknowledged his relationship with 

the world above. He had ehosen one over the other, has escaped below the earth, but 
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waB not altogether eut off from it. Maria would occasionally sneak up to fetch 

anythinl that milht he needed; and their daulhter had ultimately left to make her way 

in the world above. When Javin led Wilditeh throulh the undersround tunnels, on the 

way to a viewinl of the treasure, W ilditch recalled his remarks when they had reached 

the point that would have placed them directly beneath the Jake: "'Listen,' and 1 heard 

a kind of rumblinl that passed overhead and after that a rattlinl as Iinle cakes of mud 

fell around us. 'That's a motor-car,' he said, as an explorer milht have said, 'That's 

an elephant. ",352 Wilditch descrihes Javitt as havinl the air of a monarch and of a 

lardener--the exceptional and the ordinary. "That was an odd tbinl about this 

adventure or rather this dream: fantastic thoulh it was, it kept coming back to 

ordinary life with simple facts. . . . ,,3~3 The odour of cabbale, the hiss of the kenle, 

stock-piling of tins of food, broth time, cooking with colour, and even the Ire.ure 

stored in shabby boxes--the unexcitinl, averale details of everyday Iife. Javitt often 

passed the time of day by having Wilditch read to him from the old newspapers. This 

aspect of the story--the tendeney to domesticize the fantastic--also helps to tink the 

two worlds together, and gives a strange sense of famUiarity to the unknown quantity 

of Wilditeh's adventure. 

ln "Under the Garden" Greene describes an important relationship between!Wo 

levels of experience: reality, the physical life, and fantasy, the imaginative lüe. The 

moming after his joumey baek through the years, Wilditeh retraeed bis steps to the 

spot where his adventure would have occurred. He eould see quite plainly through 

Georle's eyes that "the Dark Walk wu small and Dot very dark", and that the lake 

and island could hardly he spoken of in those tenns.354 Still, he eouldn't fmd it in 

himself to he eynieal, and nor did he fmd himself disillusioned in spite of the realities 

that presented themselves. Standing hefore the remains of an old oak, Wilditch laid 

his ear to the ground listening for sorne evidence of what might have happened. 

Hearinl Dothing but fmding the old tin chamber pot, Wilditeh was transported to a 

different place in his mind. "There was no eertainty" but if anythinl eertainty wu the 

least important aspect of his focus. Whether it was a dream or a story or an 

exaggerated play-time aetivity was inconsequential. The faet remained that for 
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Wilditch it was a troe adventure, a very real experience that had a profound effect, on 

bis life. Wilditch's adventure onder the garden was significant as a spiritual adventure 

not a physical one. The imagination was talten from the confmes of adventure tales 

read and written as mental exercises, to be given a place to work and grow in 

everyday life. Javitt told Wilditch that he would never find Miss Ramsgate by ronning 

around the world preening himself like a peacock. Rogue beauties, like his daulhter, 

had rogue tastes. "You've heard of heauty and the beast, haven't you'1"'" Javitt's 

reminder of this Iiterary reference reinforces a11 of bis lessons to Wilditch about things 

not always heing what they seem. Something that is ugly on the outside may actually 

he very beautiful inside. Sometimes the world has to he tumed up-side-down and 

inside-out to discover the truth. However, Mrs. Wilditch had not approved of fairy

stories. Wilditch found ail of his mother's Fabian pamphlets and Beatrice Webb still 

on the bookshelves at Winton Hall. "Perhaps because bis own life was coming to an 

end, he thought how little of this, in the aImost impossible event of a future, she 

would have canied with her. A fairy-story in such an event would be a more valuable 

asset. . . ."356 The fantastie and fantasy hold within their seope more valuable 

information than a "Fabian graph" eould ever reveal. They liberate the mind and body 

from society's imposed constraints, and provide a means of travelling towards a 

brighter Iight and self-knowledge. Without having an idea of what is on the oth~r side 

or undemeath, there is only a "sense of reality". 

The next moming, after he had written down the true version of his adventure, 

Wilditch met bis uncle's old gardener, Ernest, in the garden. He was immediately 

struck by the similarity to Javitt, physically and in his manner of expression. Bxeept 

that Javitt had ail the answers, and Ernest had only questions. Ernest couldn't assure 

Wilditeh any more than George, that his adventure eould possibly have happened. 

"The world was the world he knew."m He wandered back to this old playground. 

George had been dght; the few bushes and the tiny pond could hardly have amounted 

to much exploring, and it was hard to imagine getting lost there. It seemed more than 

a little likely to Wilditeh that he had exaggerated the importance of a dream and had 

wasted bis whole life resdessly wandering here and there. There is something very 
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sad about his slight boast that at least he had never been loyal to anyone or anything. 

But the cloud wu dispelled in the instant he discovered the old chamber-pot. The 

world he knew might still he larger than his backyard. Perhaps bis future was set by 

The Romance of Aumalian Exploration and not by Javitt. But sitting with the 

"golden po" he feh that "curiosity was growing inside him like the cancer."358 He 

didn't have as much time as he had once but there was always hope. Ernest had 

commented about Wilditch' s travels and said that he had told everyone that, ""The 

next we hear . . . he '11 be standing on his head in Australia. ",,359 Wilditch had 

remarked regretfully that was one place he hadn't heen, although he had always 

dreamed of it as a child. It was one of the places 1 avitt had recommended and it had 

been the object of desire of Grey and Burke. Perhaps he hadn't gone far enough. The 

significance of the many references to Australia has everything to do with Wilditch's 

state of mind and his perspective of life. Physically, the Antipodes is the 

quintessential opposite experience. The Bngtish, particularly in CuroU's time, 

contemplated the place in fascination. Wilditch's "cure" would he the achievement of 

an altemate perspective and, therefore, a different reality or "sense of reality". His 

experiences underground brought back the sense of life and purpose that they had 

originally provoked for him as a child. His curiosity grew, just as Alice's had, with 

each challenge to the routine of his old life and all the rules and conventions that 

govemed it, and he felt rejuvenated. Perhaps if he had made it to Australia many 

yeus before as he had intended, he would never have gone asttay. "AIl these years 

his brother had been in occupation, and yet he had no idea of what might lie under the 

garden." "Poor mother - she had reason to fear. ,,360 
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5. CONCLUSION 

Graham Greene's fiction consistently presents a reality divided, reganUess of 

the subject. He sits on the border hetween good and evil, the hunters and the hunted, 

the city and the country, England and South America, fact and fiction, childhood and 

adulthood, boredom and excitement, safety and danger, hope and despair, the known 

and the unknown. He sees and descrihes both sides, each one being the inverse of the 

other. Greene's ability to tum realities up-side-down and to capture a sense of 

othemess and other-worldliness in his writing, securely links his works to fantasy. 

The degree to which the fantastic is expressed may v~'; however, his attitude of 

"disloyalty" and his insistence on heing "allowed to write from the point of view of 

the black square as weU as of the white"361 retlects a quality of unreality Ü only to 

the extent tbat they force one to face experiences and images that challenge commonly 

accepted ground roles and perspectives. Uncertainty and uneasiness are natural 

companions in Greene's worlds as they are in fantasy worlds, where expectations are 

not reliable guidelines. 

ln Greene' s treatment of other and inverted realities, can he seen what is often 

considered to he one of the primary functions of fantasy. The most obvious function 

of fantasy is that of escape. As Rabkin and LeOuin point out, the Protestant work 

ethic mentality frowned on this pastime, helieving it to represent an escape from 

responsibility and an indication of laziness. ("He was a Protestant who helieved in his 

faith, and no one has a greater ability to helieve, without doubt or scmple, than a 

Protestant of that type. He would not even allow my mother to read us 

fairy-stories. . . ."362) Other points of view have described this escape as a necessary 

relief from not only the mies and regulations of society, but also the pressures, fears, 

and boredom of everyday life. In a fantasy world the mind can he set free to 

experience end1ess varieties of adventures, and perhaps recoup a little of the energy 

expended in the routine of day to day living. Psychological escape is not only a relief 

from ground mies; the diametric reversal of these rules provides an opportunity to deal 

with certain areas that cannot he resolved in the real world. Harry Stone states that, 

"Fairy tales, like myths, legends, fables, fantasies, and other correlatives of the 
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invisible world . . . survive because they embody deep and profoundly attractive or 

frightening human hopes and fears. "363 These hopes and fears can be confronted and 

indulged in a fantasy world. But the true magic of fantssy is its ability to shed light 

on the reality we aiready know, or think we know. The laws of nature and sodety 

derme a world that generally con("me u~ to a particular field of vision. The diametric 

reversai of ground mIes, or even simf4e inversions, provides us with a second sight. 

We are given the opportunity ta St.'e things from a new angle or to see and know what 

has not been previously encountered. "Even when attempting "mere" escape, when 

literature employs the fantastic, it is likely to cast unexpected light on our lives. ,,* 

Rosemary Jackson sees Alice falling into a world of "semiotic chaos", facing the 

danger of losing language and meaning. Rabkin's view emphasizes that Alice is in a 

wonderland and not a haunted house. By enabling her to see the world upside-down, 

backwards and forwards, Alice' s experiences enrich her lüe rather than threaten it. 

The class of inversions that deals with the consicous and the unconscious and good 

and evit are panicularly successful at imbuing the realities they describe with a senw 

of fantastic otherness, white stretching the boundaries of the known and the unknown. 

This is the basis of the effect of the "uncanny". Rabkin comments that "one of the 

most accepted truths of the human heart is that we often conceive ourselves, and act, 

as if we had two natures: a base, evil nighttime nature and a ("me, good, daytime 

nature. "lM The unconscious is that "other" side of the mind that usuaUy stays out of 

sight in the shadows or disguises itself in acceptable dress. Fantasy attempts to 

resolve the irony that the most important road to self-knowledge is often the most 

inaccessible one. "For the shadow stands on the threshold. We can let it bar the way 

to the creative depths of the unconscious, or we can let it lead us to them." ''The 

person who denies his own profound relationship with evil denies his own 

reality. ,,3&\ This is the truth of "Greeneland". Greene tums common reality over to 

expose what lies hidden in the shadows and darkness. AlI the seediness, hopelessness, 

ruthlessness, cruelty, and betrayal; the shabby lives, the knife in the back, the open 

wounds, the heU of uncertainty, are dragged into the Ught. The image of the action 

that takes place in the underground sewers of Vienna in The Third Man is a fitting 
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metaphor for the reality Greene tries to desccibe. Beneath the world that most people 

know, thrives another, darker, unpleascUlt reality that doesn't stop living and exening 

an influence because it is out of sight. Those who deny the darlc aide, deny half of the 

wholf; human condition. Greene's joumeys are dangerous because they due to 

confront many elements that most people would rather not know or think about. In 

uncovering what lies in the shadows, physically and psychologically, he attempts to go 

directly to the "hean of the matter". Greene's fascination with Africa wu connected 

to bis exploration of the human spirit: 

1 watched from the other ~nd of the bar; she wept and didn "t care a 
damn; she embarasseù everybody; they cleared a space as if a fight was 
on and she sat tbere drinking gin and tonie and crying with empty 
chairs on either side; the bannan kept on serving drinks at the other 
end. 1 thought for sorne reason even then of Africa, not a panicular 
place, but a shape, a strangeness, a wanting to know. The unconscious 
mind is often sentùnental; 1 have written 'a shape', and the shape, of 
course, is roughly that of the human heart.3tl1 

Africa was the oltimate darkness, the ultimate unknown, that harboured great 

secrets about the "human factor", about the nature "f humanity and ils beginnings. Ît 

is far away, not easily accessed, "But there are times of impatience, when one is I(OS8 

content to rest at the urban stage, when one is willing to suffer some discomfon for 

the chance of f"md;ng ... the 'hem of darlcness' .... ". In the end, what 

impressed Greene was that for all its othemess, Africa "had never been really strange. 

. .. Freud has made us conscious as we have never been before of those ancestral 

tbreads whieh still exist in our unconscious minds to lead us back.,,]69 In a sense 

this world represented the collective unconsciousness of humanity. An other world 

unknown and dark, lying there undemeath the "civilized" well-behaved world, fuU of 

demons, diametrically opposed to all known and famUiar worlds, yet somehow 

inseparable. "This is what you have feared, Africa may he imagined as aaying, you 

can't avoid it, there it is creeping around the wall, flying in at the door, rustling the 

grass, you ean 't tom your back, you can 't forget it, 50 you mayas weil take a long 

look. "370 Ali his stories and characters explore tbis region in an effon to ponray a 

complete picture of the reality of the human condition, and this search is effectively 

complemented by Greene's use of fantasy. 
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The ability that fantssy has for discovering the truth is, according to LeGuin, 

one of the main reasons it is often feared or rejected by adults. "They know that truth 

challenges, even threatens, all that is false, all that is phony, unnecessary, and trivial in 

the life they have let themselves be forced into Iiving."m Fantasy searches out, 

probes, and provokes the "human factor", and dares us, in one way or another, to 

know ourselves and our world a little better. It "may open your hoard and let ail the 

locked things Oy away . . . not really effectively chained, free and wild. ,,:m ln The 

Uses of Bnchantment, Bruno Bettelheim explains the des ire of society to o~tend that 

the dark side of humanity docsn 't exist, partieularly where children are coneemed. 

Ursula Le Guin points out, however, that, "In the creation and preservation of fantasy 

worlds, the role of the child seems central. ,,373 The imagination of childhood is 

sympathetic to the fantastie and fantasy, not because these worlds cater to a childish 

mentality or ehildish concems, but beeause the child' s world is closer to the heart of 

fantasy and the truths it would expose. The reality of childhood knows no boundaries 

other than the roles imposed upon it by an adult world. Bedtime is non -negotiable; 

beyond this, the possibilities are endless. "Fairy-tales underwent severe critieism when 

the new discoveries of psychoanalysis and child psychology revealed just how violent, 

anxious, destructive, and even sadistic a child's imagination is."3" Children are well 

acquainted with their shadows and the inevitable stmggle with good and evil, which 

are inextricably woven together. "For the shadow is not simply evil. It is inferior, 

primitive, awkward, animallike, childlike; powerful, vital, spontaneous. "", Greene 

was in agreement: 

In a Christian land we have grown 50 accustomed to the idea of 
spiritual war, of Ood and Satan, that this supematural world, which is 
neither good not evil but simply Power, is almost beyond sympathetic 
comprehension. Not q!lite: for those witches which haunted our 
childhood were neither good nor evil. They terrified us with their 
power, but we knew all the time that we must not escape them. They 
simply demanded recognition: tlight was a weakness.376 

Greene's portrayal of the division between childhood and adulthood 

complements his use of the fantastje and fantasy, and underscores its significant 

influence and power. The joumey to Africa was a joumey baclewards, a chance to 
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retum to where it all hegan and discover where humanity went astray, he says: 

This joumey, if it had done notbing else, had reinforced a sense of 
disappointment with what man had made out of the primitive, whllt bel 
had made out of childhood. Oh, one wanted to protest, one doesn 't 
believe, of course, in 'the visionary gleam', in the trailina Ilory, but 
there was sometbing in that earty terror and the bareness of one 's Meds, 
a harp strumming behind a hut, a witcb on the nursery landinl, a 
handful of kola nuts, a masked dancer, the poisoned tlowers. The sense 
of taste was fmer, the sense of pteasure keener, the sense of terror 
deeper and purer. It isn't a gain to have tumed the witch or the masked 
secret dancer, the sense of supematural evil, into the smalt humlll 
viciousness of the thin distinguished military grey head in Kensington 
Garden ... ;317 

In analyzing the short story "The Basement Room", Owenn Boardman points 

out that as ""an old Coaster," Baines was clearly intended to represent that narrow 

strip of civilization described in Journey Without Maps; he marked the point at which 

the fresh perceptions of a child were reptaced by an adult's dulled sensibilities."nll 

Oreene's fiction is ftlled with children and adults who reflec, the significant division 

between these two worlds and the consequence of such a division. "The lost 

childhood" haunts the existences of Coral in The Power and the Olory, Pinkie in 

Brighton Rock, Raven in A Oun for Sale, Arthur Rowe in The Ministrv of Pear, and 

threatens to swamp Phillip in "The Basement Room". In "The End of the Party" and 

"The Destructors", children grapple with dilemmas and darknesses of which the adults 

around them seem to have no conception. In The Human Pactor the inability of 

Castle's son to identify with a world of dragons greatly troubles him: ft ••• all the hest 

faculties of a mature human heing exist in the child, and that if these faculties are 

encouraged in youth they will act weil and wisely in the adult, but if they are 

repressed and denied in the child they will stunt and cripple the adult personality. ",'" 

In "Under the Garden" the relationship hetween fantasy and childhood, and the 

importance of both is made extremely clear. Wilditch experiences a rebinh when he 

retums to the world of his childhood and relives the fantastic adventures that were 

once a natural part of his everyday life. In recovering his childhood and consequently 

fantuy, he discovered a will to live that had seemed lost forever. The reference to 

The Golden Age as having been inspiration al reading for the young Wilditch sullests 
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that children have the clearest sight and that childhood is more valuable in Many ways 

than adulthood. "Wilditch travels away from the false "reality" of his molber's world, 

where poeIic imagination had to he "rigidly controUed"" as a child and tben &gain u 

an adult.'''' Wilditch's brother George never escaped bis mother's influence and led 

a narrow, predictable, practicle life as a result. 

In this age of wonderful mechanical inventions, the very mind of youth 
seems in danger of becoming a machine; and while evt.ry effort is used 
to stuff the memory, like a cricket-baU, with well-known facts and 
ready-made opinions, no room is teft for the vigour of natura! feeling, 
the glow of natural genius, and the ardour of natural enthusium. It was 
a remark of Sir Walter Scott's many yean ago, to the author herself, 
that in the rising generation there would he no poets, wits, or orators, 
because ail play of imagination is now carefuDy discouraged, and books 
written for young persons are generally a mere dry record of facts, 
unenlivened by any appeal to the heart, or any excitement to fancy.'" 

What really shapes and conditions and makes us is somebody oo1y a 
few of us have the courage to face: and that is the child you once were, 
long before formai education ever got its claws int" you - that 
impatient, all-demanding child who wants love and power and can 't get 
enough of either and who goes on raging and weeping in your spirit tli 
at last your eyes are closed and aU the fools say, 'Ooesn't he look 
peaceful7' It is aU those pent-up, craving children who make all the 
wars and aU the horrors and aU the art and all the beauty and discovery 
in life, because they are trying to achieve what lay deep heyond their 
grasp before they were five years old.'12 

Many critics have avoided dealing with the realities that Greene has unfolded 

in his fictions by assigning them to a fantasy world called "Greeneland". However, as 

Le Ouin, Bettelheim, and others have pointed out, fantasy and all works of the 

imagination are notable for their reflection of reality and ".u the truths contained 

therein. They are ignored, suspected, looked down on precisely because they are true, 

and feared hecause of the stories they can tell. In his seuch for the "human factor", it 

seems more than appropriate that Greene has employed the aid of the fantasric and 

fantasy. It is also not surprising that his critics have been equally afraid of bis 

dragon&. '''There are m&ny rehellious spirits abroad, who talk of their own fantasies 

and lead men 's minds astray: they must he sUenced. ".,., 
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