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THE LITERATURE REVIEW 
 

by Martin Hinton 
 

Graham Greene’s Brighton Rock 
 

 
A few months from now (April 2006) will 
see the fifteenth anniversary of Graham 
Greene’s death. He was one of the greatest 
British novelists of the last century and this 
is a good time to look back at his work, 
which still has a very modern feel to it. 
 
Greene was born in 1904 and after 
studying at Oxford University he worked 
as a journalist until the success of his 
fourth novel ‘Stamboul Train’. In 1938 he 
published ‘Brighton Rock’ and was 
established as a notable literary figure. His 
view of human nature was certainly shaped 
by living through two World Wars, but he 
was from the generation which was a little 
too young to fight in the first one and a 
little too old for the second. From 1941-43 
he worked as a Diplomat for the British 
Government in West Africa and later based 
his novel ‘The Heart of the Matter’ there. 
 
Greene produced more than twenty novels, 
dozens of short stories and lots of other 
writing such as plays, reviews and an 
autobiography. He also wrote ‘The Third 
Man’, which became a well-known film.  
We are going to concentrate on Brighton 
Rock, the book that made his name. 
 
Brighton Rock is set in the world of violent 
gangsters in, as the name suggests, 
Brighton, on the South coast of England. 
The title itself is interesting, we know 
about Brighton but what about Rock? Rock 
is a type of sweet which is very hard and is 
traditionally made in sticks about 30 cm 
long with the name of the place it was 

made in running all the way through the 
middle, so that wherever the stick is 
broken the name can be read. These sweets 
are usually found in seaside towns, like 
Brighton, and are often bought by tourists 
as  souvenirs. There is, therefore, a great 
contrast between the image of holidays by 
the sea which the title creates and the real, 
darker life of the town which is described 
in the book. 
 
Greene’s style at times seems close to that 
of cheap detective novels but he has a far 
greater depth to his writing. There are no 
heroes, no happy endings and murder takes 
place without any guns being fired. The 
opening line is classic detective story stuff, 
 

‘ Hale knew, before he had been in 
Brighton three hours, 

 that they meant to murder him.’ 
 
Hale turns out to be right and the narrative 
soon switches its subject from the victim to 
his murderers. Their leader is the young 
Pinkie. He has taken over control of the 
violent gang at a very early age, just 
seventeen, and is constantly struggling to 
show his authority and be taken seriously. 
He is outwardly mature but inwardly 
childish and emotionally undeveloped, he 
has no feelings for anyone but is haunted 
by a sense of his own inadequacy because 
of his lack of experience with women. 
 
It is ironic, then, that women prove to be 
the downfall of Pinkie and his gang. A bar-
room singer of doubtful reputation named 
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Ida, who met Hale just before he was 
killed, becomes determined to track down 
the murderers. Her persistent efforts 
gradually cause the gang to break up and 
its leader to become more and more 
desperate to avoid getting caught and 
hanged. 
 
Ida’s motives for pursuing Hale’s killers 
are never very clear, even to herself. She 
can only give her friends vague reasons 
such as ‘ I never give in,’ and ‘ I know 
what’s right.’. Her life is a mixture of 
drinking in pubs and brief sexual 
encounters with an endless line of men, 
because ‘It’s only fun after all’. The belief 
that she must do the right thing in bringing 
these men to justice seems to make up for 
the lack of any moral framework in her 
ordinary life. 
    
There is only one witness who could send 
Pinkie to his death and he is determined to 
find her before Ida. She is a naïve young 
waitress, and Pinkie sets out to marry her, 
because a wife cannot be forced to give 
evidence against her husband in court. 
Pinkie effectively buys the girl from her 
parents and marries her – but now he finds 
that his freedom has gone because he is 
tied to the girl. She intrudes upon his life 
just like Ida, closing him in and interfering 
in his business. 
 
The novel’s central theme is the struggle 
which takes place within Pinkie. He is 
desperate to keep his freedom, to keep his 
gang together and to be respected. At the 
same time he is still growing up, he is 
awkward around women and uses violence 
and threats in the same way as a school-
yard bully. The whole world seems to be 
against him and he becomes increasingly 
paranoid. 
 

When he pays a visit to the older, richer 
and more sophisticated leader of a rival 
gang, Pinkie is uncomfortable in the 
luxurious surroundings. He threatens the 
other man but Mr Colleoni just laughs and 
says, ‘ You are wasting your time, my 
child, .. You can’t do me any harm.’ 
This humiliation burns at Pinkie and makes 
his anger increase, especially because he 
knows that Colleoni is right, that Pinkie’s 
gang is weak and powerless. 
 
It is this development of character which 
makes Greene’s book so out-standing. We 
are not used to seeing the actions of 
gangsters and killers so subtly explained in 
terms of their own fears and feelings. They 
are evil people but they are real people. 
One other interesting thing about Pinkie is 
that he is a Catholic. Although he has 
rejected his religion, his relationship with 
the Church and the impressions that its 
moral teaching have left on him cause 
further complications in his mind. 
 
The climax of the novel is, as one would 
expect, violent, but at the very end Greene 
produces a moment of the most intense 
cruelty which does not involve any 
physical pain at all. An awful revelation 
which destroys the most important beliefs 
in a person’s life is inevitably about to take 
place as the novel closes and it is this final 
scene of devastation which occurs only in 
the reader’s imagination, which leaves the 
most shocking impression of the whole 
book. 
 
Greene’s ‘real’ evil characters are far more 
frightening than the standard hooligans of 
popular fiction and films. Brighton Rock is 
as exciting and entertaining as any violent 
detective novel but it is also as 
uncomfortable and chilling to read as a 
horror story.        
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It’s Downhill all the way! 
with Guliver Mcghee 

 
 Come the winter, come the snows. Come the snows, come the skiers. And, of course, 
come the skiers, come the accidents. The wonderful world of winter sports is now upon us 
and the mountains ring all ready to the sound of breaking bones and snapping skis. What 
makes the spectacle of winter sports so interesting is the incredible variety of ways of risking 
ones life which have been dreamt up to keep us amused. Shooting down a mountainside with 
two slippery plastic planks stuck to one’s feet is only the first and most obvious example; 
there’s the Bobsleigh, or in its more common, amateur form, sledging. Now sledging can be 
tame enough if the sledger sits upright, keeps a good grasp on the steering cords and sticks to 
small hills with a safe, flat area at the bottom to run off into. But, no. The average sledger 
from the earliest age looks to add more and more elements of danger until the whole affair 
becomes positively lethal. First it’s the big slope, then, as confidence grows, its going down 
head first before finally, in desperate search for that ultimate thrill its head-first down the big 
slope with a road at the bottom trying to time the run so as to shoot between two moving 
vehicles at high speed and coming to a sudden halt at the brick wall on the other side of the 
road. After this, the Olympic bobsleigh run doesn’t seem particularly frightening. 
 Those who live in flatter areas with few really dangerous hills seek out their fun in the 
traditional sport of skating, and its legendary off-shoot, walking on thin ice. Whilst the 
world’s best must contend only with a difficult routine of jumps and twist and the nationalistic 
prejudices of the judges, the intrepid weekend-skater runs the constant risk of falling through 
the ice into near-freezing water and developing hypothermia or drowning, all in the name of 
entertainment. Ice-walking is a sport especially popular with young boys. No risk is too great 
if their feats will impress their friends and the old adage ‘ if it’s really cold, the ice must be 
pretty thick ‘ serves to encourage them. Why this sport has not been included in the Olympic 
programme has never been satisfactorily explained to me but rest assured that children of all 
ages are keeping the tradition alive all over the world. 
 It’s the same story with snow-balling. The ancient art of hurling rocks of ice at all and 
sundry is far more martial than the antics of diminutive Asiatics in pyjamas which pass for 
fighting at major championships. The careful concealment of glass and stone inside the ball, 
the timing of the throw to reach the face just as the opponent is looking up and the punching 
away of incoming missiles are skills learnt over painstaking hours in frozen weather and 
lovingly passed down from one generation of trouble-makers to the next. Snow-balling is as 
old as snow itself and the rules, such as the illegality of water-proof gloves, have become 
complex. The abiding principle, however, has remained unchanged: young and old, involved 
in the game or not, everyone’s a legitimate target. 
 Another interesting way to hospitalise yourself at this time of year is frostbite. It’s 
actually quite tricky to get, therefore lending large amounts of kudos to the sufferer. The best 
thing to do is set out on a hike, preferably in a school party, wearing trainers and a thin 
anorak, across an area notorious for blizzards. Then all you have to do is wait for the weather, 
get lost and sit for ten days shivering in a crack in the rock. It may not sound like fun but it 
remains a popular way of spending the school holidays. Every year television pictures are 
shown of half-dead children and incompetent teachers smiling as they are rescued, happy with 
their fame. The swollen fingers, toes and facial features turn a fashionable black and make for 
an unforgettable winter experience. Until they drop off, of course. 
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 College trip to the Tatra’s anyone? I’ll lead the way…..   
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The House of God - by Sebastian Foxglove 
 

It was about midday when Timothy 
reached the top of the ridge. The few trees 
which grew straight out of the rock, there 
being no earth there to support them, 
seemed to sway slightly but he could feel 
no breeze. That it had been foolhardy to 
attempt such an ascent at this time of the 
day in the thirsty Chinese summer, he had 
never tried to deny, but the American 
gentleman who had appeared so 
mysteriously at their table last evening had 
labelled it impossible. After that there had 
been no choice but to get to the top as the 
sun was at its peak and smile smugly to 
oneself. And he had made it, the American 
was wrong. 

Timothy looked back down the 
steep path for the others. He could not 
make them out amid the thick bushes and 
juts of rock through which the way ran but 
he could hear them; panting, scraping, 
cursing and stumbling, they came. 
Timothy took his bottle from his pack and 
allowed the tepid water to swirl down into 
his mouth and spill out across his face. 
The others were more distinct now, a 
snake had been discovered, he learnt. 

For the first time Timothy 
addressed himself to the view. Before him 
lay a wide plain, a vast, humid, Chinese 
plain. It could scarcely have been more 
different from a European one. The green 
which carpeted the scene allowed for less 
variation than might have been expected 
there; it was less disturbed by the trivial 
undulations of the land than the more 
familiar grass of home, for it seemed not to 
reflect the light but to absorb it and bury it 
somewhere just beneath the surface of the 
earth, from where it could be sensed but 
never seen. And the hills, when they 
came, rose up suddenly, like buildings, 
enormous cubes of sheer-sided rock 
crowned with a thin layer of vegetation. 
They too seemed to take in the energy 
aimed at them, the rock appearing dark 
and ancient, decayed almost, never chalky 
or sandy, but always in the shadow. 

The sky, naturally, was a blanket 
blue and too bright to see properly at this 
hour, but at the horizon it kept a small 

fringe of darker tone, a reminder of the 
night. The horizon, as Timothy gazed out 
into it looked so much further off than it 
ever managed to get at home. From here, 
he felt, he could almost see England, it 
was there somewhere in that purple band 
of sky. 

The overall effect was of a 
harmony of composition never achieved in 
the western world. The sky and the land 
were of the same substance, they bore the 
same eerie, sunken luminosity. One could 
tear up a clump of ground in one hand and 
pull down a puddle of sky in the other and 
in a moment forget which was which. 
There was nothing wan or ethereal about 
the upper atmosphere, it was solid, 
bounded and yet at the same time 
unutterably deep. Timothy did not feel it 
pressing down on him, nor did the stony 
floor hold him up, he was palpably just part 
of the panorama, not only of the same 
material made but not even separated by 
a border of skin. He felt the sky and the 
rice fields inside him as well as he saw 
them without. 

Timothy was sitting occupied with 
these thoughts when the first of his 
companions gained the summit. The 
young man seemed immediately to sense 
the mood and after a quick but thoughtful 
look round, sat down next to Timothy and 
lighted a cigarette. The smoke dissolved at 
once into the heavy air. The two said 
nothing. Presently, the third and last 
arrived. He crossed to his friends and 
slumped onto the surprisingly forgiving 
ground with his shirt over his head, ‘ Great 
climb!’ he observed at length raising 
himself up a little. There was no reply 
above the heartbeat of the hillside, but 
they all smiled, and knew the others 
smiled too, without looking at each other.  

Timothy’s eyes followed the 
movements of those toiling far below, 
some knee deep in water, constantly bent, 
bobbing up and down rhythmically to plant 
and replant the rice, others walking with 
careful tread along the narrow paths 
between the fields, ferrying this or that 
about in the wicker baskets they carried. 
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There was no scurrying here, there was no 
sense of man attempting to conquer or 
control the land. The people seemed to roll 
along on that hidden energy of the scene, 
as though they always walked downhill, 
but they never gained pace. They were 
like drops of water finding their level. He 
wondered if they realised it. 

 And then the picture dissolved 
rapidly before his eyes as he felt the sting 
of perspiration flooding into them. He 
hurriedly wiped his eyes with his arm but it 
too was saturated and slippery and he was 
forced to use the bottom of his shirt as 
though it were a cloth to wipe away the 
blindness. This mishap brought home the 
need to find some shelter from the sun’s 
force. Timothy looked around him, none of 
the trees went very far towards providing 
shade and the tall crops of rock provided 
no help with the sun so high. 

‘ We’d better go down before we 
fry,’ he suggested. 

‘ Do you think they’re happy?’ 
asked  James, picking up his cigarettes. 
‘I’ve been watching those peasants. Do 
you think they feel as harmonious as they 
look?’ 

‘I don’t know. Maybe.’ 
‘I should say,’ began the third lifting 

his shirt from his eyes to take his first look 
at the natives under discussion,’ that 
anyone who spends his life doing that 
bending thing in several inches of dirty, 
insect infested water, every day, would 
probably find contentment an awkward 
concept to understand.’ 

‘ Perhaps you’re right,’ sighed 
James wistfully, ‘ It must be hard to see 
the bigger picture from down there in the 
paddy.’ 

They began the descent and 
Timothy and James soon left their panting 
friend some way behind.  

‘ I’d like to live up there,’ said 
James. 

‘ So would I,’ Timothy agreed. A 
few moments later though he added, ‘ But 
you can’t because God lives there.’ 

‘ God? What are you talking about? 
Too much sun, I reckon.’ 

‘ No, seriously, God, Tao, 
Enlightenment, Love, whatever you want 
to call it, it lives there and looks down on 

the big picture. It can see the harmony. 
The water in those fields is disgusting, the 
planters backs must ache like crazy, the 
sun makes the sweat run into your eyes, 
but that doesn’t matter to the top of the hill. 
Whatever it is that is up there on that ridge 
it is content, it doesn’t get lost in details 
because it sees all the details and, from 
that height, they balance each other 
perfectly.’ 

‘ Yes,’ said James, ‘ but it would be 
great, wouldn’t it, to try? To try and live 
there, with God, perhaps. I’ve shared a 
room before.’ 

‘ Half the world is trying to live up 
there, most don’t even make it to the top, 
we were lucky today, but how long could 
we last without shelter? Everyone comes 
back down in the end.’  

They reached the small town in 
which they were staying and made straight 
for their hotel to drink and shower and lie 
down through the afternoon. At one of the 
few tables placed just outside the door of 
the hotel, underneath an enormous 
sunshade, sipping iced fruit-juice sat the 
American who had set them the challenge. 

‘ Well, Hey you guys! Did you make 
it? Did you get to the top of that little 
mountain, and look serenely around at the 
fields of southern China, with the hottest 
sun on earth boring into your backs or 
what?’ 

‘ No, You were right,’ Timothy 
answered him,’ It’s a climb that can only 
be done properly in the darkness. In the 
full glare of day it’s impossible. The sweat 
gets in your eyes, you know.’ 
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Who could forget the magic of the inaugural College  Poetry 
Performance Evening? And who could forget the magic  of student 
favourite Marek Marciniak’s recital with which it b egan?  

In case you missed it, THE COLLEGIANTHE COLLEGIANTHE COLLEGIANTHE COLLEGIAN Online Online Online Online  reproduces the text here in full for 
your enjoyment. 

Plain English by Nikki Barker  

Remember the days when people were sane? 
Customs were kept and English was plain? 
Polite conversation focused on rain, 
and couples held hands along Lovers 
Lane. 

Rock was a boulder or seaside sweet, 
men opened doors and gave up their 
seat, 
the trains and the buses arrived when 
they should, 
kids were young goats and faggots 
meant wood. 

Couples were wed, then babies were 
born, 
grass was thin green stuff, en mass 
called a lawn, 
Big Mac was a raincoat, too large to fit 
tight, 
old ladies felt safe in the street late at 
night.        The loveable Marek Marciniak 

Joy-riding was something you did on a sledge, 
pot was a vessel for boiling the veg., 
joint was the meat, the great Sunday roast, 
junk went in bins not sent in the post. 

Gay people were happy, bad didn't mean good, 
wellies weren't wanged but worn in the mud, 
wicked meant evil and cool meant cold, 
balls were round objects cricketers bowled. 

Songs had a melody, books had a plot, 
a man in a skirt was always a Scot, 
a tart and a crumpet were things that you ate, 
and coke was a substance burnt in the grate. 

Remember the days when people were sane? 
Customs were kept and English was plain? 
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New Faces – Online Picture Special 

See the New Staff Members in glorious 
FULL COLOUR 

 

 

Mgr. Katarzyna Matusiak 
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Pani Krystyna B
aszczyk 
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