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PART I 

I 

It was a brIght cold day In AprIl, and the clocks were strIklOg thirteen 
WInston Smith, hIS chin nuzzled lOto hIS breast In an effort to escape the vIle 
WInd, slIpped qUlckly through the glass doors ofVlctory ManSIOns, though not 
qUlckly enough to prevent a swul of grItty dust from entenng along WIth hlm 

The hallway smelt of boIled cabbage and old rag mats At one end of It a 
coloured poster, too large for lOdoor dlsplay, had been tacked to the wall It 
depIcted SImply an enormous face, more than a metre WIde the face of a man of 
about forty-five, WIth a heavy black moustache and ruggedly handsome 
features Wlnston made for the staIrs It was no use trYIng the 11ft Even at the 
best of tlmes It was seldom workIng, and at present the electrIC current was cut 
off dunng daylIght hours It was part of the economy dnve In preparatIon for 
Hate Week The :fiat was seven flIghts up, and WlOston, who was thirty-mne 
and had a vancose ulcer above hIS rIght ankle, went slowly, restIng several 
tImes on the way On each landmg, OPPosIte the hft-shaft, the poster WIth the 
enormous face gazed from the wall It was one of those plctures whlch are so 
contrIved that the eyes follow you about when you move BIG BROTHER IS 

WATCHING YOU, the captIOn beneath It ran 
Inslde the flat a frulty VOIce was readIng out a 11st of figures whIch had 

somethIng to do WIth the productIon 'of pig-trOn The VOlce came from an 
oblong metal plaque lIke a dulled mIrror whIch formed part of the surface of 
the nght-hand wall WInston turned a sWltch and the VOIce sank somewhat, 
though the words were stIll dIstInguIshable. The mstrument (the telescreen, It 
was called) could be dmuned, but there was no way of shuttIng It off 
completely He moved over to the WIndow a smallIsh, fraIl figure, the 
meagreness of hIS body merely emphaSIzed by the blue overalls whIch were the 
unIform of the Party HIS haIr was very fau, hIS face naturally sangUIne, hIS 
skm roughened by coarse soap and blunt razor blades and the cold of the 
WInter that had Just ended 

OutsIde, even through the shut Window-pane, the world looked cold Down 
In the street lIttle eddIes of Wind were whuhng dust and torn paper Into spirals, 
and though the sun was shining and the sky a harsh blue, there seemed to be no 
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colour 10 anythmg, except the posters that were plastered everywhere The 
black-rnoustachlO'd face gazed down from every commandIng corner There 
was one on the house-front ImmedIately OPPOSIte BIG BROTHER IS WATCHING 

YOU, the captlOn saId, whlle the dark eyes looked deep Into WInston's own 
Down at street level another poster, torn at one corner, flapped fitfully In the 
w1Od, alternately covenng and uncovenng the SIngle word INSOC In the far 
dIstance a hehcopter skImmed down between the roofs, hovered for an Instant 
hke a bluebottle, and darted away agaIn WIth a curVIng fl.lght It was the polIce 
patrol, snoop1Og Into people's WIndows The patrols dId not matter, however 
Only the Thought Pollce mattered 

BehInd WInston's back the VOlce from the telescreen was stll1 babbhng away 
about pIg-Iron and the overfulfilment of the NInth Three-Year Plan The 
telescreen receIved and transmItted SImultaneously Any sound that WInston 
made, above the level of a very low whIsper, would be pIcked up by It, 
moreover, so long as he remaIned WIthIn the field of VISIon whIch the metal 
plaque commanded, he could be seen as well as heard There was of course no 
way of knOWIng whether you were beIng watched at any gtven moment How 
often, or on what system, the Thought PolIce plugged In on any IndIVIdual 
WIre was guesswork It was even conceIvable that they watched everybody all 
the tIme But at any rate they could plug In your wIre whenever they wanted to 
You had to lIve - dId hve, from habIt that became Instinct -In the assumptlOn 
that every sound you made was overheard, and, except In darkness, every 
movement scrutInIzed 

Wmston kept hIS back turned to the telescreen It was safer, though, as he 
well knew, even a back can be revealIng A kIlometre away the MInIstry of 
Truth, hIS place of work, towered vast and whIte above the gnmy landscape 
Tlus, he thought with a sort of vague dIstaste - thiS was London, chief city of 
AuSttlP One, Itself the thIrd most populous of the provmces of OceanIa He 
tned to squeeze out some chIldhood memory that should tell hIm whether 
London had always been qwte lIke thIS Were there always these vistas of 
rottlng mneteenth-century houses, theIr SIdes shored up WIth baulks of 
tImber, theIr WIndows patched WIth cardboard and theIr roofs WIth corrugated 
Iron, theIr crazy garden walls saggIng In all directlOns? And the bombed SItes 
where the plaster dust sWIrled 10 the air and the wIllow--herb straggled over the 
heaps of rubble, and the places where the bombs had cleared a larger patch and 
there had sprung up sordId colonIes of wooden dwellIngs hke chIcken-houses';> 
But It was no use, he could not remember nothIng remaIned of hIS chIldhood 
except a series of bright-ht tableaux, occurnng agamst no background and 
mostly uruntelhglble. 

The MInIstry of Truth-Mmltl'ue, In Newspeak*-was starthngly dIfferent 
from any other object in SIght It Was an enormous pyramIdal structure of 
ghtt~rmg wrote concrete, soarmg up, terrace after terrace, 300 metres ltlto the 
air. From where Winston stood It was Just pOSSIble to read) picked out on its 
white face in elegant lettering, the three slogans of the Party 
* Newspeak was the official language of Oceama For an account of Its structure and etymology 

aee APPmldix. 
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WAR IS PEACE 

FREEDOM IS SLAVERY 

IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH 

745 

The Mimstry of Truth contaIned, It was sald, three thousand rooms above 
ground level, and correspondIng ramIficatIOns below Scattered about London 
there were Just three other buIldIngs of sundar appearance and SIze So 
completely dId they dwarf the surroundxng archItecture that from the roof of 
Victory ManSions you could see all four of them SImultaneously They were 
the homes of the four MInistrIes between which the entIre apparatus of 
government was dIVided The Mimstry of Truth, whIch concerned Itself WIth 
news, entertaInment, educatIon, and the fine arts The MImstry of Peace, 
whIch concerned Itself WIth war The Mlmstry of Love, whlch malntalned law 
and order And the Mlmstry of Plenty, whIch was responSible for economIC 
affaIrs TheIr names, In Newspeak MInItrue, MInipax, Mlnlluv, and 
MImplenty 

The MInistry of Love was the really frIghtenIng one There were no 
WIndows In It at all WInston had never been InSide the MInistry of Love, nor 
Within half a ktlometre of It It was a place tmposslble to enter except on offiCIal 
bUSIness, and then only by penetratIng through a maze of barbed-WIre 
entanglements, steel doors, and hIdden machme-gun nests Even the streets 
leadIng up to Its outer barrIers were roamed by gonlla-faced guards In black 
unIforms, armed WIth JOInted truncheons 

WInston turned round abruptly He had set hIS features mto the expreSSIOn 
of qUIet optImism whIch It was adVisable to wear when facmg the telescreen 
He crossed the room mto the tiny kitchen By leavmg the MImstry at thiS tIme 
of day he had saCrIficed hIs lunch In the canteen, and he was aware that there 
was no food In the kitchen except a hunk of dark-coloured bread whIch had got 
to be saved for tomorrow's breakfast. He took down from the shelf a bottle of 
colourless bquld With a plaIn whIte label marked VICTORY GIN It gave off a 
SIckly, OIly smell, as of Chinese nce-spint Winston poured out nearly a 
teacupful, nerved hxmself for a shock, and gulped It down hke a dose of 
,mediCine 

Instantly rus face turned scarlet and the water ran out of hIS eyes The stuff 
was lIke nItrIC aCid, and moreover, In swallOWing It one had the sensatIon of 
being rut on the back of the head With a rubber club The next moment, 
however, the burmng In hIS belly dIed down and tIle world began to look more 
cheerful He took a cigarette from a crumpled packet marked VICTORY 

CIGARETTES and IncautIOusly held It upright, whereupon the tobacco fell out on 
to the floor With the next he was more successful He went back to the hVIOg
room and sat down at a small table that stood to the left of the telescreen From 
the table drawer he took out a penholder, a bottle of mk, and a thIck, quarto
SIZed blank book Wlth a red back and a marbled cover 

For some reason the telescreen In the hVlng ... room was In an unusual 
posrtlon. Instead ofbetng placed, as was normal, In the end wall, where it could 
command the whole room, It wfs In the longer wall, Opposite the window To 
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one sIde of It there was a shallow alcove In whIch WInston was now sIttIng, and 
whIch, when the flats were bUIlt, had probably been Intended to hold 
bookshelves By sIttIng In the alcove, and keepIng well back, WInston was able 
to remaIn outsIde the range of the telescreen, so far as sIght went He could be 
heard, of course, but so long as he stayed In hIS present positlOn he could not be 
seen It was partly the unusual geography of the room that had suggested to 
hIm the thIng that he was now about to do 

But It had also been suggested by the book that he had Just taken out of the 
drawer I t was a pecuharly beautIful book Its smooth creamy paper, a lIttle 
yellowed by age, was of a kInd that had not been manufactured for at least forty 
years past He could guess, however, that the book was much older than that 
He had seen It lYing In the WIndow of a frowsy lIttle Junk-shop In a slummy 
quarter of the town (Just what quarter he dId not now remember) and had been 
strIcken unmedlately by an overwhelmIng deSIre to possess It Party members 
were supposed not to go Into ordInary shops ('deabng on the free market', It 
was called), but the rule was not strIctly kept, because there were varlOus 
thIngs, such as shoelaces and razor blades, whIch It was ImpossIble to get hold 
of In any other way He had gIven a qUlck glance up and down the street and 
then had slIpped InSIde and bought the book for two dollars fifty At the tIme 
he was not conscIOUS of wantIng It for any partIcular purpose He had carrIed It 
guIltIly home In hIS brIef-case Even WIth nothIng WrItten In It, It was a 
compromIsIng possesslOn 

The thtng that he was about to do was to open a dIary Thts was not Illegal 
(nothIng was Illegal, SInce there were no longer any laws}'l but If detected It was 
reasonably certaIn that It would be pumshed by death, or at least by twenty
five years In a forced-labour camp WInston fitted a rub Into the penholder and 
sucked It to get the grease off The pen was an archaIC Instrument, seldom used 
even for SIgnatures, and he had procured one, furtIvely and WIth some 
dJ.fficulty, SImply because of a feehng that the beautIful creamy paper deserved 
to be W!1tten on WIth a real nIb mstead of beIng scratched WIth an Ink-pencIl 
Actually he was not used to wrItIng by hand Apart from very short notes, It 
was usual to chctate everytmng Into the speakwrlte, WhIch was of course 
unposslble for hIS present purpose He dIpped the pen Into the Ink and then 
faltered for Just a second A tremor had gone through hIS bowels To mark the 
paper was the deCISIve act. In small clumsy letters he wrote 

Apn14th,1984 

He sat back. A sense of com.plete helplessness had descended upon hIm To 
begm with, he dId not know WIth any certaInty that thIS was 1984 It must be 
round about that date, since he was fall'ly sure that hIS age was thIrty-nIne, and 
he belIeved that he had been born 10 1944 or 1945, but It was never pOSSIble 
nowadays to pIn down any date WIthIn a year or two 

For whom, It suddenly occurred to him to wonder, was he wrItIng thIS 
mary? For the future) for the unborn HIS mInd hovered for a moment round 
the doubtful date on the page, and then fetched up WIth a bump agamst the 
Newspeak word doublethznk. For the first tun; the magmtude of what he had 
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undertaken came home to hun How could you commurucate wIth the future';) 
It was of Its nature ImpOSSIble EIther the future would resemble the present, 
In whIch case It would not hsten to hIm or It would be dIfferent from It, and hIS 
predIcament would be meanIngless 

For some tIme he sat gaZIng stupIdly at the paper The telescreen had 
changed over to strIdent mIlItary mUSIC It was CUrIOUS that he seemed not 
merely to have lost the power of expressIng hImself, but even to have forgotten 
what It was that he had OrIgInally Intended to say For weeks past he had been 
makIng ready for thIS moment, and It had never crossed hIS nund that anythIng 
would be needed except courage The actual wrItIng would be easy All he had 
to do was to transfer to paper the mterIIllnable restless monologue that had 
been runmng InSIde hIS head, lIterally for years At thIs moment, however, 
even the monologue had drIed Up Moreover hIS varIcose ulcer had begun 
ItchIng unbearably He dared not scratch It, because If he dId so It always 
became Inflamed The seconds were tIckmg by He was conSCIOUS of nothIng 
except the blankness of the page In front of hun, the Itchmg of the skIn above 
hIS ankle, the blanng of the mUSIC, and a slIght boozmess caused by the gIn 

Suddenly he began WrItIng In sheer PanIC, only Imperfectly aware of what he 
was settIng down HIS small but chIldIsh handwrItIng straggled up and down 
the page, sheddIng first ItS capItal letters and finally even Its full stops. 

AprIl 4th, 1984 Last mght to the flIcks All war films One very good one of a ShIP full of 
refugees being bombed somewhere In the Mediterranean Audience much amused by shots of a 
great huge fat man trymg to SWIm away With a helIcopter after hIm, first you saw hllll wallowmg 
along In the water lIke a porpOlse, then you saw hlm through the heltcopters gunslghts, then he was 
full of holes and the sea round hIm turned pmk and he sank as suddenly as though the holes had let 
In the water audIence shoutIng WIth laughter when he sank then you saw a hfeboat full of chIldren 
WIth a hehcopter hovermg over It there was a mIddle-aged woman mIght have been a Jewess 
Sitong up In the bow With a lIttle boy about three years old In her arms httle boy screamIng With 
fnght and hIdIng lus head between her breasts as If he was tryIng to burrow nght Into her and the 
woman PUttIng her arms round rum and comfOrtIng hIm although she was blue WIth fnght herself, 
all the tIme covermg hIm up as much as pOSSIble as If she thought her arms could keep the bullets 
off hIm dlen the hehcopter planted a 20 kIlo bomb m among them terrdic flash and the boat went 
all to matchwood then there was a wonderful shot of a cruld's arm gomg up up up rIght up mto the 
aIr a helIcopter With a camera In Its nose must have followed It up and there was a lot of applause 
from the party seats but a woman down In the prole part of the house suddenly started kickIng up a 
fuss and shoutmg they dIdnt oughter of showed It not In front ofktds they dtdnt It amt nght not m 
front of kids It amt untIl the pollce turned her tumed her out 1 dont suppose anythmg happened to 
her nobody cares what the proles say typical prole reactIon they never-

WInston stopped wrItmg, pardy because he was suffenng from cramp He 
dId not know what had made htm pour out this stream of rubbIsh. But the 
curlous tlung was that wlule he was domg so a totally dIfferent memory had 
clarIfied Itself In lus mind, to the point where he almost felt equal to wrIting It 
down It was, he now realIzed, because of dus other InCIdent that he had 
suddenly deCIded to come home and begm the dIary today. 

It had happened that mornIng at the MIrustry, If anything so nebulous could 
be sald to happen 

It was nearly eleven hundred, and In the Records Department, where 
WIDston worked, they were draggmg the chalrs out of the cubIcles and 

it 
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group1Og them In the centre of the hall OppOSIte the bIg telescreen, In 
, preparatIon for the Two MInutes Hate WInston was Just takIng hIS place In 

one of the mIddle rows when two people whom he knew by SIght, but had 
never spoken to, came unexpectedly mto the room One of them was a gIrl 
whom he often passed In the corrIdors He dId not know her name, 
but he knew that she worked m the FIctIOn Department PresumablY -
SInce he had sometImes seen her WIth OIly hands and carrYIng a spanner - she 
had some mechamcal Job on one of the novel-WrItIng machmes She was a 
bold-Iookmg gIrl, of about twenty-seven, WIth thIck dark haIr, a freckled face, 
and SWIft, athletIc movements A narrow scarlet sash, emblem of the J umor 
AntI-Sex League, was wound several tImes round the waIst of her overalls, Just 
tIghtly enough to brIng out the shapelIness of her hIPS WInston had dIslIked 
her from the very first moment of seemg her He knew the reason It was 
because of the atmosphere of hockey-fields and cold baths and communIty 
hIkes and general c1ean-mIndedness whIch she managed to carry about WIth 
her He dIslIked nearly all women, and espeCIally the young and pretty ones It 
was always the women, and above all the young ones, who were the most 
bIgoted adherents of the Party, the swallowers of slogans, the amateur sp1es 
and nosers-out of unorthodoxy But thIS partIcular gtrl gave hun the 
ImpreSSIOn of beIng more dangerous than most Once when they passed 1n the 
corrIdor she had gIven hIm a qU1ck SIdelong glance whIch seemed to pIerce 
rIght 1Oto hIm and for a moment had filled hIm WIth black terror The Idea had 
even crossed hIS mInd that she mIght be an agent of the Thought Pohce That, 
It was true, was very unhkely StIll, he contInued to feel a pecubar uneaSIness, 
whIch had fear mIxed up In It as well as hostthty, whenever she was anywhere 
near hIm 

The other person was a man named O'BrIen, a member of the Inner Party 
and holder of some post so Important and remote that WInston had only a dIm 
Idea of ItS nature A momentary hush passed over the group of people round 
the chatrs as they saw the black overalls of an Inner Party member 
approacrung O'BrIen was a large, burly man WIth a thIck neck and a coarse, 
humorous, brutal face In spIte of hIS formldable appearance he had a certaIn 
charm of manner He had a trIck of resettlJng hIS spectacles on hIS nose whIch 
was curIously dIsarmIng -In some Indefinable way, curIously civIhzed It was a 
gesture whIch, If anyone had stul thought In such terms, mIght have recalled 
an eIghteenth-century nobleman offerIng hIS snuffbox WInston had seen 
O'Bnen perhaps a dozen tlmes In almost as many years He felt deeply drawn 
to hIm, and not solely because he was IntrIgued by the contrast between 
O'Bnen's urbane manner and hIS prIze-fighter's phYSIque Much more It was 
because of a secretly held behef - or perhaps not even a beltef, merely a hope -
that 01Bneo's pohtlcal orthodoxy Was oot perfect SomethIng In hIS face 
suggested it lrreslsnbly And again, perhaps It was not even unorthodoxy that 
was wrttten m hiS face, but snnply Iotelhgence But at any rate he had the 
appearance of being a person that you could talk to If somehow you could cheat 
the telescreen and get hun alone Wmston had never made the smallest effort to 
verify this guess: Indeed, there was no way of dOIng so At thiS moment 
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O'BrIen glanced at hIS WrIst-watch, saw that It was nearly eleven hundred, and 
eVidently decIded to stay In the Records Department untIl the Two MInutes 
Hate was over He took a chaIr In the same row as WInston, a couple of places 
away A small, sandy-haIred woman who worked m the next cubIcle to 
WInston was between them The gIrl WIth dark haIr was SIttIng ImmedIately 
behInd 

The next moment a hIdeous, grIndIng speech, as of some monstrous 
machIne runmng Without 011, burst from the bIg telescreen at the end of the 
room It was a nOIse that set one's teeth on edge and brIstled the haIr at the 
back of one's neck The Hate had started 

As usual, the face of Emmanuel GoldsteIn, the Enemy of the People, had 
flashed on to the screen There were hIsses here and there among the audIence 
The httIe sandy-haIred woman gave a squeak of mIngled fear and dISgust 
GoldsteIn was the renegade and backslIder who once, long ago (how long ago, 
nobody qUIte remembered), had been one of the leadIng figures of the Party, 
almost on a level WIth BIg Brother himself, and then had engaged In counter
revolutIonary actIVItIes, had been condemned to death, and had mystenously 
escaped and dIsappeared The programmes of the Two MInutes Hate varIed 
from day to day, but there was none In whIch Goldstem was not the prInCIpal 
figure He was the pnmal traItor, the earlIest defiler of the Party's purIty All 
subsequent crImes agru.nst the Party, all treacherIes, acts of sabotage, hereSIes, 
deVIatIOns, sprang dIrectly out of hIS teachmg Somewhere or other he was stIll 
alIve and hatching hIS conspIracIes perhaps somewhere beyond the sea, under 
the protectIon of hIS foreIgn paymasters, perhaps even-so It was occaslOnally 
rumoured - In some hIdIng-place In OceanIa Itself 

WInston's dIaphragm was constrIcted He could never see the face of 
GoldsteIn Without a painful mIxture of emotions It was a lean Jewish face, 
With a great fuzzy aureole of whIte hatr and a small goatee beard - a clever face, 
and yet somehow Inherently despIcable, With a kmd of semle SIllIness In the 
long thin nose, near the end of WhICh a patr of spectacles was perched It 
resembled the face of a sheep, and the VOIce, too, had a sheep-lIke quahty 
Goldstein was dehvermg rus usual venomous attack upon the doctrInes of the 
Party - an attack so exaggerated and perverse that a chIld should have been 
able to see through It, and yet Just plaUSIble enough to fill one WIth an alarmed 
feehng that other people, less level-headed than oneself, mIght be taken In by 
It He was abusmg BIg Brother, he was denounCIng the dIctatorship of the 
Party, he was demandIng the Immediate conclUSIon of peace With EuraSIa, he 
was advocatmg freedom of speech, freedom of the Press, freedom of assembly, 
freedom of thought, he was cryIng hysteIlcally that the revolutIOn had been 
betrayed - and all thIS In rapId polysyllabIC speech WhICh was a sort of parody 
of the habItual style of the orators of the Party, and even contaIned Newspeak 
words more Newspeak words, Indeed, than Rn¥ Party member would 
normally use In real hfe And all the whIle, lest one should be In any doubt as to 
the reality wluch GoldsteIn's specious claptrap covered, behInd hIs bead on 
the telescreen there marched the endless columns of the EuraSIan army - row 
after row of sohd-Iooktng men WIth expressionless ASiatiC faces, who swam up 
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to the surface of the screen and vanIshed, to be replaced by others exactly 
SImIlar The dull rhythmIC tramp of the soldIers' boots formed the background 
to GoldsteIn's bleatIng VOIce 

Before the Hate had proceeded for thIrty seconds, uncontrollable 
exclamatIOns of rage were breakIng out from half the people In the room The 
self-satIsfied sheep-lIke face on the screen, and the terrIfYIng power of the 
EuraSIan army behInd It, were too much to be borne beSIdes, the SIght or even 
the thought of GoldsteIn produced fear and anger automatIcally He was an 
object of hatred more constant than eIther EuraSIa or EastasIa, SInce when 
Ocearua was at war WIth one of these Powers It was generally at peace WIth the 
other But what was strange was that although GoldsteIn was hated and 
despIsed by everybody, although every day and a thousand tImes a day, on 
platforms, on the telescreen, In newspapers, In books, hIS theOrIes were 
refuted, smashed, rIdIculed, held up to the general gaze for the pItIful rubbIsh 
that they were - m spIte of all thIS, hIS Influence never seemed to grow less 
Always there were fresh dupes waItIng to be seduced by hIm A day never 
passed when spIes and saboteurs actIng under his dIrectIOns were not 
unmasked by the Thought PolIce He was the commander of a vast shadowy 
army, an underground network of conspIrators dedIcated to the overthrow of 
the State The Brotherhood, ItS name was supposed to be There were also 
whispered stories of a terrIble book, a compendIum of all the hereSIes, of WhICh 
Goldstem was the author and WhICh CIrculated clandestInely here and there It 
was a book WIthout a tItle People referred to It, If at all, SImply as the book But 
one knew of such thIngs only through vague rumours NeIther the 
Brotherhood nor the book was a subject that any ordInary Party member would 
mentIOn If there was a way of aVOIdIng It 

In Its second mInute the Hate rose to a frenzy People were leapIng up and 
down In their places and shoutIng at the tops of theIr VOIces In an effort to 
drown the maddemng bleatIng vOice that came from the screen The httle 
sandy-haIred woman had turned brIght pInk, and her mouth was openIng and 
shuttIng lIke that of a landed fish Even O'BrIen's heavy face was flushed He 
was SItting very straIght m hIS chaIr, hIS powerful chest swellIng and qUIverIng 
as though he were standtng up to the assault of a wave The dark-haIred glIl 
behInd WInston had begun crYIng out 'SWIne' SWIne' SWIne" and suddenly 
she pIcked up a heavy Newspeak dIctIonary and flung It at the screen It struck 
GoldsteIn's nose and bounced off; the VOIce contInued Inexorably In a lUCId 
moment WInston found that he was shoutIng WIth the others and kIckIng hIS 
heel VIOlently agatnst the rung of hIS charr The hornble thIng about the Two 
Minutes Hate was not that one was obbged to act a part, but, on the contrary, 
that It was unposslble to aVOId J01l11D.g in. Within thIrty seconds any pretence 
was always unnecessary. A hIdeous ecstasy offe-ar and VIndictIVeneSs, a deSIre 
to loll, to torture, to sIQ,Qs-h faces In With a sledge-hammer, seemed to flow 
through the whole group of people hl%e an oleetriQ current, turnIng one even 
again.st one's WJ.lI into a grimaC1ng, scr~g lunatIC. And yet the rage that 
one felt 'WaS aD abstract'). uudbee1l'ed emou~ whIch could be SWItched from one 
bbj.e« t~ aqQ'~* tAEStlame ofabloWiamp Thus~ at Onelll()ment Wmston's 
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hatred was not turned agamst GoldsteIn at all, but, on the contrary, agaInst BIg 
Brother, the Party, and the Thought PolIce, and at such moments hIS heart 
went out to the lonely, derIded heretIC on the screen, sole guardIan of truth and 
samty In a world of lIes And yet the very next mstant he was at one wIth the 
people about h11I1., and all that was saId of Goldstem seemed to hIm to be true 
At those moments hIS secret loathIng of BIg Brother changed Into adoratIon, 
and BIg Brother seemed to tower up, an InvInCIble, fearless protector, standIng 
lIke a rock agaInst the hordes of ASIa, and GoldsteIn, In spIte of hIS IsolatIOn, 
hIS helplessness, and the doubt that hung about rus very eXIstence, seemed lIke 
some SInIster enchanter, capable by the mere power of hIS VOIce of wrecking 
the structure of CIVIlIzatIOn 

It was even pOSSIble, at moments, to SWItch one's hatred thIS way 01 that by a 
voluntary act Suddenly, by the sort of vlOlent effort WIth whIch one wrenches 
one's head away from the pIllow In a mghtmare, WInston succeeded In 
transferrIng hIS hatred from the face on the screen to the dark-haIred girl 
behInd hnn VIVId, beautIful hallucmatIons flashed through hIS mInd He 
would flog her to death WIth a rubber truncheon He would tle her naked to a 
stake and shoot her full of arrows lIke SaInt SebastIan He would raVIsh her 
and cut her throat at the moment of clImax Better than before, moreover, he 
realIzed why It was that he hated her He hated her because she was young and 
pretty and sexless, because he wanted to go to bed WIth her and would never do 
so, because round her sweet supple waIst, whIch seemed to ask you to enCIrcle 
It WIth your arm~ there was only the OdIOUS scarlet sash, aggressIve symbol of 
chastIty 

The Hate rose to ItS clImax The VOIce of Goldstem had become an actual 
sheep's bleat, and for an Instant the face changed mto that of a sheep Then the 
sheep-face melted Into the figure of a EuraSIan soldIer who seemed to be 
advanCIng, huge and ternble, hIS sub-maclune gun roanng, and seemmg to 
spnng out of the surface of the screen, so that some of the people In the front 
row actually flInched backwards In theIr seats But In the same moment, 
drawing a deep SIgh of rellef from everybody, the hostIle figure melted Into the 
face of BIg Brother, black-haIred, black-moustachlo'd, full of power and 
mysterIous calm, and so vast that It almost filled up the screen Nobody heard 
what BIg Brother was sayIng It was merely a few words of encouragement, the 
sort of words that are uttered In the dIn of battle, not dIStInguIshable 
IndIVIdually but restorIng confidence by the fact of beIng spoken Then the 
face of BIg Brother faded away agaIn, and Instead the three slogans of the Party 
stood out In bold capItals 

WAR IS PEACE 
FREEDOM IS SLAVERY 

IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH 

But the face of BIg Brother seemed to persist for several seconds on the 
screen, as though the unpact that It had mad.e on everyone's eyeballs was too 
VIVld to wear off ImmedIately The little sandy .. halred woman had flung herself 
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forward over the back of the chaIr In front of her WIth a tremulous murmur 
that sounded lIke 'My SaVIOur" she extended her arms towards the screen 
Then she burled her face In her hands It was apparent that she was utterIng a 
prayer 

At thIS moment the entIre group of people broke Into a deep, slow, 
rhythmIcal chantof'B-B' B-BI B-B" -over and over agaIn, very slowly, 
WIth a long pause between the first 'B' and the second - a heavy, murmurous 
sound, somehow cUrIously savage, In the background of whIch one seemed to 
hear the stamp of naked feet and the throbbIng of tom-toms For perhaps as 
much as thIrty seconds they kept It up It was a refraIn that was often heard In 
moments of overwhelmIng emotIOn Partly It was a sort of hymn to the WIsdom 
and maJesty of BIg Brother, but stIll more It was an act of self-hypnosIs, a 
dehberate drownIng of conSCIousness by means of rhythmIC nOIse WInston's 
entraIls seemed to grow cold In the Two MInutes Hate he could not help 
sharmg In the general dehrlum, but thIS sub-human chantIng of 'B-B' 
B-BI' always filled hIm WIth horror Of course he chanted WIth the rest It was 
ImpOSSIble to do otherWIse To dIssemble your feehngs, to control your face, to 
do what everyone else was dOIng, was an InstInctIVe reactIOn But there was a 
space of a couple of seconds dUrIng whIch the expreSSIon In hIS eyes mIght 
conceIvably have betrayed hIm And It was exactly at thIS moment that the 
sIgmficant thIng happened - If, Indeed, It dId happen 

MomentarIly he caught O'BrIen's eye O'BrIen had stood up He had taken 
off hIS spectacles and was In the act of resettlIng them on hIS nose WIth hIS 
characterIstIC gesture But there was a fractIOn of a second when theIr eyes met, 
and for as long as It took to happen WInston knew-yes, he knew'-that O'BrIen 
was thInkIng the same thIng as himself An unmIstakable message had passed 
It was as though theIr two mInds had opened and the thoughts were flOWIng 
from one Into the other through theIr eyes '1 am WIth you,' O'BrIen seemed to 
be saYIng to him '1 know preCisely what you are feelIng I know all about your 
contempt, your hatred, your dISgust But don't worry, I am on your sIde" And 
then the flash of IntellIgence was gone, and O'BrIen's face was as Inscrutable as 
everybody else's 

That was all, and he was already uncertaIn whether It had happened Such 
InCIdents never had any sequel All that they dId was to keep alIve In hIm the 
bebef, or hope, that others beSIdes hImself were the enemIes of the Party 
Perhaps the rumours of vast underground consplIacies were true after 
all-perhaps the Brotherhood really eXIsted) It was ImpOSSIble, In spIte of the 
endless arrests and confeSSIOns and executIons, to be sure that the Brotherhood 
was not Simply a myth Some days he beheved In It, some days not There was 
~no evidence, only fleettng glimpses that mIght mean anything or nothIng 
snatches of overheard conversatlOnj faInt SCrIbbles on lavatory walls-once, 
even, when two strangers met, a small movement of the hand whIch had looked 
as though It rmght be a SIgnal of recogmtIon It was all guesswork very bkely 
he had :imaglned everything He had gone back to his cubicle WIthout lookmg 
at O?Brien agam. The Idea of folloWIng up their momentary contact hardly 
crossed Ius mind. It WQuld have been inconceIvably dangerous even If he had 
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known how to set about dOIng It For a second, two seconds, they had 
exchanged an equIvocal glance, and that was the end of the story But even that 
was a memorable event, In the locked lonelIness In WhIch one had to lIve 

WInston roused hImself and sat up straIghter He let out a belch The gIn 
was rISIng from hIS stomach 

HIS eyes re-focused on the page He discovered that wlule he sat helplessly 
musIng he had also been WrItIng, as though by automatIC actIon And It was no 
longer the same cramped, awkward handwrItIng as before HIS pen had slId 
voluptuously over the smooth paper, prIntIng In large neat capItals-

DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER 

DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER 

DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER 

DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER 

DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER 

over and over agaIn, fillmg half a page 
He could not help feelIng a tWInge of paruc It was absurd, SInce the wrItmg 

of those partIcular words was not more dangerous than the InItIal act of 
operung the dIary, but for a moment he was tempted to tear out the spOIled 
pages and abandon the enterprIse altogether 

He dId not do so, however, because he knew that It was useless Whether he 
wrote DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER, or whether he refraIned from wrItIng It, made 
no dIfference Whether he went on WIth the dIary, or whether he dId not go on 
WIth It, made no dIfference The Thought PolIce would get hun Just the same 
He had commItted-would stIll have commItted, even If he had never set pen to 
paper-the essentIal crIme that contaIned all others In Itself Thoughtcnme, 
they called It Thoughtcrime was not a thmg that could be concealed for ever 
You mIght dodge successfully for a will.1e, even for years, but sooner or later 
they were bound to get you 

It was always at rught-the arrests InvarIably happened at rught The sudden 
Jerk out of sleep, the rough hand shaking your shoulder, the hghts glarmg In 

your eyes, the nng of hard faces round the bed In the vast majorIty of cases 
there was no trIal, no report of the arrest People sunply dIsappeared, always 
durIng the mght Your name was removed from the reglsters, every record of 
everythmg you had ever done was WIped out, your one-tune eXIstence was 
demed and then forgotten You were abolIshed, annIhIlated vaponzed was the 
usual word 

For a moment he was seIzed by a kmd of hysterIa He began wrItIng In a 
hurrIed untIdy scrawl \ 

theyll shoot me 1 dont care theyll shoot me In the back of the neck 1 dont care down Wlth blg 
brother they always shoot you In the back of the neck 1 dont care down WIth bIg brother-

-
He sat back m lus chatr, slIghtly ashamed ofhunself, and laId down the pen 

The next moment he started violently. There was a knockIng at the door 
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Already' He sat as stIll as a mouse, In the futtle hope that whoever It was 
mIght go away after a sIngle attempt But no, the knockIng was repeated The 
worst thIng of all would be to delay HIS heart was thumpIng lIke a drum, but 
hIS face, from long habIt, was probably expressIOnless He got up and moved 
heavIly towards the door 

2 

As he put hIS hand to the door-knob WInston saw that he had left the dIary 
open on the table DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER was wrItten over It, In letters almost 
bIg enough to be legIble across the room It was an InconceIvably stupId thIng 
to have done But, he realIzed, even In hIs panIC he had not wanted to smudge 
the creamy paper by shuttIng the book whtle the Ink was wet 

He drew In hIs breath and opened the door Instantly a warm wave of relIef 
flowed through hIm A colourless, crushed-Iookmg woman, WIth WISPY haIr 
and a lIned face, was standIng outsIde 

'Oh, comrade,' she began In a dreary, whInIng sort of VOlce, 'I thought I 
heard you come In Do you thInk you could come across and have a look at our 
kItchen smk? It's got blocked up and-' 

It was Mrs Parsons, the WIfe ofa neIghbour on the same floor ('Mrs' was a 
word somewhat dIscountenanced by the Party-you were supposed to call 
everyone 'comrade'-but WIth some women one used It Insnnctively) She was 
a woman of about thtrty, but lookIng much older One had the ImpreSSIon that 
there was dust In the creases of her face WInston followed her down the 
passage These amateur repaIr Jobs were an almost dally IrrItatIOn VIctory 
ManSIons were old fiats, buIlt In 1930 or thereabouts, and were fallIng to 
pIeces The plaster flaked constantly from ceIhngs and walls, the pIpes burst In 
every hard frost, the roof leaked whenever there was snow, the heatIng system 
was usually runnIng at half steam when It was not closed down altogether from 
motIves of economy Repmrs, except what you could do for yourself, had to be 
sanctIoned by remote committees whIch were lIable to hold up even the 
mendIng of a Window-pane for two years 

'Of course It's only because Tom Isn't home,' saId Mrs Parsons vaguely 
The Parsons' flat was bIgger than Winston's, and dingy In a chfferent way. 

Everyttung had a battered, trampled .. on look, as though the place had Just been 
VIsited by some large VIolent arumal Games Impedimenta-hockey-sticks, 
bOlOng-gloves, a burst football, a paIr of sweaty shorts turned InSIde out-lay 
all over the floor, and on the table there was a htter of dirty dishes and dogeared 
exerCIse-books On the walls were scarlet banners of the Youth League and the 
Sple$, and a full-Sized poster of BIg Brother There was the usual bolled
cabbage smell, common to the whole buddIng, but It was shot through by a 
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sharper reek of sweat, whIch-one knew thIS at the first smff, though It was hard 
to say how-was the sweat of some person not present at the moment In 
another room someone WIth a comb and a piece of toIlet paper was trymg to 
keep tune WIth the mIlItary mUSIc WhIch was St111ISsUlng from the telescreen 

'It's the chIldren,' saId Mrs Parsons, castIng a half-apprehensIve glance at 
the door 'They haven't been out today And of course-' 

She had a habIt ofbreaktng off her sentences In the mIddle The kitchen sInk 
was full nearly to the brIm WIth filthy greemsh water WhICh smelt worse than 
ever of cabbage WInston knelt down and examIned the angle-Jomt of the pIpe 
He hated USIng hIS hands, and he hated bendmg down, wmch was always lIable 
to start rum coughIng Mrs Parsons looked on helplessly 

'Of course If Tom was home he'd put It rIght m a moment,' she saId 'He 
loves anythIng hke that He's ever so good WIth rus hands, Tom IS ' 

Parsons was WInston's fellow employee at the MInIstry of Truth He was a 
fattIsh but actIve man of paralysIng stupIdIty, a mass of ImbecIle 
enthusIasms-one of those completely unquestlOmng, devoted drudges on 
whom, more even than on the Thought PolIce, the stabIlIty of the Party 
depended At trurty-five he had Just been unwIllIngly eVIcted from the Youth 
League, and before graduatIng Into the Youth League he had managed to stay 
on In the SpIes for a year beyond the statutory age At the MIDlstry he was 
employed In some subordInate post for which IntellIgence was not requIred, 
but on the other hand he was a leadIng figure on the Sports CommIttee and all 
the other commIttees engaged In organIzIng commumty hIkes, spontaneous 
demonstratIons, saVIngs campaIgns, and voluntary actiVItIes generally He 
would Inform you WIth qUIet prIde, between whIffs of hIS pIpe, that he had put 
In an appearance at the Commumty Centre every evenmg for the past four 
years An overpowerIng smell of sweat, a sort of unconSCIOUS testImony to the 
strenuousness of hIS hfe, followed hIm about wherever he went, and even 
remaIned behInd hIm after he had gone 

'Have you got a spanner" saId Wmston, fiddlIng WIth the nut on the angle
JOInt 

'A spanner,' saId Mrs Parsons, ImmedIately becomIng Invertebrate 'I don't 
know, I'm sure Perhaps the children-' 

There was a tramplIng of boots and another blast on the comb as the 
chIldren charged mto the hVlng-room Mrs Parsons brought the spanner 
WInston let out the water and dIsgustedly removed the clot of human haIr that 
had blocked up the pIpe He cleaned hIS fingers as best he could In the cold 
water from the tap and went back Into the other room 

'Up WIth your hands" yelled a savage VOIce 
A handsome, tough-lookIng boy of nIne had popped up from behInd the 

table and was menaCIng hIm WIth a toy automatIc pIstol, whIle hIS small sIster, 
about two years younger, made the same gesture with a fragment of wood 
Both of them were dressed In the blue shorts, grey shIrts, and red neckerchIefs 
whIch were the uniform of the SpIes Wmston raIsed lus hands above his head, 
but WIth an uneasy feelmg, so ViCIOUS was the boy's demeanour, that It was not 
altogether a game 
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'You're a traitorP yelled the boy 'You're a thought-Crlmlnall You're a 
EuraSIan spyl I'll shoot you, I'll vap0rlze you, I'll send you to the salt mInes" 

Suddenly they were both leapIng round hIm, shoutIng 'TraItor I , and 
'Thought-CrImInal" the httle gIrilIDitating her brother In every movement It 
was somehow shghtly frIghtenIng, hke the gambolhng of tIger cubs whIch WIll 
soon grow up Into man-eaters There was a sort of calculatIng ferOCIty In the 
boy's eye, a qUIte eVIdent desne to hIt or kICk WInston and a conSCIOusness of 
beIng very nearly bIg enough to do so It was a good Job It was not a real pIstol 
he was holdlng, WInston thought 

Mrs Parsons' eyes flItted nervously from WInston to the cruldren, and back 
agaln In the better 11ght of the hVIng-room he notIced WIth Interest that there 
actually was dust In the creases of her face 

'They do get so nOISY,' she sald 'They're dIsappOInted because they 
couldn't go to see the hanging, that's what It IS I'm too busy to take them, and 
Tom won't be back from work In tIme' 

'Why can't we go and see the hangmg';>' roared the boy In hIS huge VOIce 
'Want to see the hanglngl Want to see the hangIng" chanted the lIttle gIrl, 

stIll capermg round 
Some EuraSIan pnsoners, gullty of war CrImes, were to be hanged In the 

Park that evenIng, WInston remembered ThIS happened about once a month, 
and was a popular spectacle ChIldren always clamoured to be taken to see It 
He took rus leave of Mrs Parsons and made for the door But he had not gone 
SIX steps down the passage when somethmg hIt the back of hIS neck an 
agoruzmgly painful blow It was as though a red-hot WIre had been Jabbed Into 
hIm He spun round Just In ome to see Mrs Parsons draggIng her son back Into 
the doorway whIle the boy pocketed a catapult 

'GoldsteInI' bellowed the boy as the door closed on hIm But what most 
struck Wmston was the look of helpless frIght on the woman's greYIsh face 

Back In the fiat he stepped qUIckly past the telescreen and sat down at the 
table agaUl, stIll rubbIng hIS neck. The mUSIC from the telescreen had stopped 
Instead, a clIpped mIlItary VOIce was readIng out, WIth a sort of brutal rehsh, a 
descrIptIon of the armaments of the new Floatmg Fortress wlnch had Just been 
anchored between Iceland and the Faroe Islands 

WIth those chIldren, he thought, that wretched woman must lead a life of 
terror Another year, two years, and they would be watchIng her nIght and day 
for symptoms of unorthodoxy. Neady all chIldren nowadays were horrIble 
What was worst of all was that by means of such organIzatIons as the SpIes they 
were systemaocally turned Into ungovernable lIttle savages, and yet thIS 
produced In them no tendency whatever to rebel agaInst the dISCIplIne of the 
Party. On the contrary, they adored the Party and everythtng connected WIth 
It. The songs" the proceSSIons, the banners, the hIking, the drIllIng WIth 
dummy rUles, the yellmg of slogans, the worshIp of BIg Brother-It was all a 
sort of_glo!ious game to them. All thelr ferOCIty was turned outwards, agaInst 
the enemles of the State, agaInst forelgners, traItors, saboteurs, thought
cdmlllals. It was almost normal for people over tlnrty to be frIghtened of theIr 
own cluldten And wlth good reason, for hardly a week passed In wlnch The 



NzneteenEzghty-Four 757 

Tzmes dId not carry a paragraph descrIbIng how some eavesdroppIng lIttle 
sneak-'chlld hero' was the phrase generally used-had overheard some 
compromISIng remark and denounced Its parents to the Thought Pollce 

The stIng of the catapult bullet had worn off He pIcked up hIS pen half
heartedly, wonderIng whether he could find somethmg more to WrIte In the 
dIary Suddenly he began thInkIng of O'BrIen agam 

Years ago-how long was It? Seven years It must be-he had dreamed that he 
was walkIng through a pItch-dark room And someone sIttmg to one SIde of 
hIm had saId as he passed 'We shall meet m the place where there IS no 
darkness' It was saId very qUIetly, almost casually-a statement, not a 
command He had walked on WIthout pausIng What was CUrIOUS was that at 
the tIme, In the dream, the words had not made much ImpreSSIOn on hIm It 
was only later and by degrees that they had seemed to take on sIgmficance He 
could not now remember whether It was before or after havmg the dl earn that 
he had seen O'BrIen for the first tIme, nor could he remember when he had 
first IdentIfied the VOIce as O'BrIen's But at any rate the IdentIficatIOn eXIsted 
It was O'BrIen who had spoken to hIm out of the dark 

WInston had never been able to feel sure-even after thIS mornmg's flash of 
the eyes It was stIll ImpOSSIble to be sure-whether O'BrIen was a frIend or an 
enemy Nor dId It even seem to matter greatly There was a lmk of 
understandIng between them, more Important than affectIon or partIsanshIp 
'We shall meet In the place where there IS no darkness,' he had saId WInston 
dId not know what It meant, only that In some way or another It would come 
true 

The VOIce from the telescreen paused A trumpet call, clear and beautIful, 
floated Into the stagnant aIr The VOIce contInued raspIngly 

'AttentIOn' Your attentIOn, please! A newsflash has thIS moment arrIved 
from the Malabar front Our forces In South IndIa have won a glOrIOUS VIctory 
I am authOrIzed to say that the actIon we are now reportIng may well brIng the 
war WithIn measurable dIstance of ItS end Here IS the newsflash-' 

Bad news comIng, thought WInston And sure enough, follOWIng on a gory 
desc!1pUon of the anOlhllation of a EuraSIan army, WIth stupendous figures of 
kIlled and prIsoners, came the announcement that, as from next week, the 
chocolate ratIOn would be reduced from thIrty grammes to twenty 

WInston belched agaIn The gIn was wearmg off, leaVIng a deflated feehng 
The telescreen-perhaps to celebrate the vIctory, perhaps to drown the 
memory of the lost chocolate-crashed Into 'OceanIa, 'tIS for thee' You were 
supposed to stand to attentIon However, m hIS present pOSItIOn he was 
InVISIble 

'Oceama, 'tIS for thee' gave way to lIghter mUSIC WInston walked over to the 
Window, keepIng rus back to the telescreen The day was stIll cold and clear. 
Somewhere far away a rocket bomb exploded With a dull, reverberatIng roar 
About twenty or thirty of them a week were falbng on London at present 

Down In the street the WInd flapped the torn poster to and fro, and the word 
INGSOC fitfully appeared and vanlshed lngsoc The sacred prlnclples of 
Ingsoc Newspeak, doublethlnk, the mutabIlIty of the past He felt as though 
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he were wanderIng In the forests of the sea bottom, lost In a monstrous world 
where he hlffiselfwas the monster He was alone The past was dead, the future 
was unllnaglnable What certaInty had he that a sIngle human creature now 
hVIng was on hIS sIde";) And what way of knowIng that the domInIon of the 
Party would not endure for ever? LIke an answer, the three slogans on the 
whIte face of the MImstry of Truth came back to hIm 

WAR IS PEACE 

FREEDOM IS SLAVERY 

IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH 

He took a twenty-five cent pIece out of hIS pocket There, too, In tIny clear 
lettel'lng, the same slogans were InscrIbed, and on the other face of the COIn the 
head of BIg Brother Even from the COIn the eyes pursued you On COIns, on 
stamps, on the covers of books, on banners, on posters, and on the wrappIngs 
of a CIgarette packet-everywhere Always the eyes watchIng you and the VOIce 
envelopIng you Asleep or awake, workIng or eatIng, Indoors or out of doors, In 
the bath or In bed-no escape NothIng was your own except the few CUbIC 
centlmetres InSide your skull 

The sun had shIfted round, and the mynad WIndows of the MmIstry of 
Truth, WIth the 11ght no longer shImng on them, looked grIm as the loopholes 
of a fortress HIS heart quaIled before the enormous pyramIdal shape It was 
too strong, It could not be stormed A thousand rocket bombs would not batter 
It down He wondered agaIn for whom he was wrItIng the dIary For the future, 
for the past-for an age that mIght be Imagtnary And In front of hIm there lay 
not death but anmhIlation The dIary would be reduced to ashes and htmselfto 
vapour Only the Thought PolIce would read what he had wntten, before they 
Wiped It out of eXIstence and out of memory How could you make appeal to 
the future when not a trace of you, not even an anonymous word SCrIbbled on a 
pIece of paper, could phYSIcally survIve? 

The telescreen struck fourteen He must leave m ten minutes He had to be 
back at work by fourteen-thirty 

Cunously, the chuning of the hour seemed to have put new heart Into htm 
He was a lonely ghost utterIng a truth that nobody would ever hear But so 
long as he uttered it, in some obscure way the contmU1ty was not broken It 
was not by making yourself heard but by staYIng sane that you carrIed on the 
human herItage He went back to the table, dipped lus pen, and wrote 

To the future or to the past, to a ttme when thought IS free, when men are different from one 
another ~d do not hve alone-to a tune when truth exIstS and what IS done cannot be undone 

From the age ofUlllfomuty, from the age of sohtude, from the age of BIg Brother, from the age 
of doublerhlnk-greetmgsl 

He was already dead, he reflected. It seemed to hun that It was only now, 
when he had begun to be able to formulate hIS thoughts, that he had taken the 
~ step. The consequences of every act are Included m the act itself. He 
~te: 
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Thoughtcnme does not entad death thoughtcT1.me IS death 

759 

Now he had recogruzed hImself as a dead man It became Important to stay 
alIve as long as possIble Two fingers of hIS rIght hand were mkstamed It was 
exactly the kInd of detaIl that mIght betray you Some nosmg zealot In the 
MInIstry (a woman, probably someone hke the httle sandy-haIred woman or 
the dark-hatred gIrl from the FIctIOn Department) mIght start wonderIng why 
he had been wntmg dunng the lunch mterval, why he had used an old
fashIOned pen, what he had been wrItmg-and then drop a hInt In the 
approprIate quarter He went to the bathroom and carefully scrubbed the Ink 
away WIth the grItty dark-brown soap WhICh rasped your skm hke sandpaper 
and was therefore well adapted for thIS purpose 

He put the dIary away In the drawer It was qUIte useless to thInk of hIdIng 
It, but he could at least make sure whether or not ItS eXIstence had been 
dIscovered A haIr laId across the page-ends was too ObVIOUS WIth the tIP of 
hIS finger he pIcked up an IdentIfiable graIn ofwhltlsh dust and deposIted It on 
the (.orner of the cover, where It was bound to be shaken off If the book was 
moved 

3 
WInston was dreamIng of hIS mother 

He must, he thought, have been ten or eleven years old when ros mother had 
dIsappeared She was a tall, statuesque, rather sIlent woman WIth slow 
movements and magmficent faIr haIr HIS father he remembered more vague!y 
as dark and thIn, dressed always In neat dark clothes (WInston remembered 
especIally the very tron soles of his father's shoes) and wearIng spectacles The 
two of them must eVIdently have been swallowed up In one of the first great 
purges of the 'fiftles 

At thIS moment hIS mother was SItting ill some place deep down beneath 
hIm, WIth hIS young SIster In her arms He dId not remember hIS SIster at all, 
except as a tIny, feeble baby, always sllent, With large, watchful eyes Both of 
them were looking up at hIm They were down In some subterranean 
place-the bottom of a well, for Instance, or a very deep grave-but It was a 
place whIch, already far below hIm, was ItSelf movlng downwards They were 
In the saloon of a sInktng ShIP, lookIng up at hun through the darkenIng water 
There was stll1 au In the saloon, they could stIll see hun and he them, but all 
the whIle they were smklng down, down Into the green waters whlch In 
another moment must hIde them from Sight for ever He was out In the 11gbt 
and aIr whlle they were beIng sucked down to death, and they were down there 
because he was up here He knew It and they knew It, and he could see the 



760 Nzneteen Ezghty-Four 

knowledge In their faces There was no repoach either In their faces or In their 
hearts, only the knowledge that they must die In order that he mIght remaIn 
alIve, and this was part of the unavOIdable order of things 

He could not remember what had happened, but he knew In hIS dream that 
m some way the lIves of hIS mother and hIS SIster had been sacrrficed to hIS 
own It was one of those dreams which, whIle retainIng the characterIstIc 
dream scenery, are a continuatIon of one's Intellectual hfe, and In whIch one 
becomes aware of facts and Ideas which st111 seem new and valuable after one IS 
awake The thIng that now suddenly struck WInston was that hIS mother's 
death, nearly thIrty years ago, had been tragic and sorrowful In a way that was 
no longer possIble Tragedy, he perceIved, belonged to the ancient time, to a 
tIme when there was st111 prIvacy, love, and frIendship, and when the members 
of a fam11y stood by one another wnhout needing to know the reason HIS 
mother's memory tore at hiS heart because she had dIed lOVing hIm, when he 
was too young and selfish to love her In return, and because somehow, he dId 
not remember how, she had saCrIficed herself to a conceptIOn of loyalty that 
was prIvate and unalterable Such thIngs, he saw, could not happen today 
Today there were fear, hatred, and pam, but no dIgnIty of emotIOn!) no deep or 
complex sorrows All thIS he seemed to see In the large eyes of hIS mother and 
hIS SIster, lookIng up at him through the green water, hundreds of fathoms 
down and stIll SInkIng 

Suddenly he was standIng on short sprmgy turf, on a summer evenmg when 
the slant10g rays of the sun g11ded the ground The landscape that he was 
looking at recurred so often In hIS dreams that he was never fully certain 
whether or not he had seen It In the real world In hiS wakIng thoughts he 
called It the Golden Country It was an old, rabbIt-bItten pasture, WIth a foot
track wanderIng across It and a molehlll here and there In the ragged hedge on 
the OppOSIte Side of the field the boughs of the elm trees were swayIng very 
faIntly In the breeze, their leaves Just stIrrIng In dense masses lIke women's 
haIr Somewhere near at hand, though out of SIght, there was a clear, slow
mov1Og stream where dace were swnnmlng In the pools under the WIllow trees 

The girl with dark halr was coming towards them across the field WIth what 
seemed a Single movement she tore off her clothes and flung them disdaInfully 
aSIde Her body was whIte and smooth, but It aroused no deSIre 10 hIm, Indeed 
he barely looked at It What overwhelmed hIm In that Instant was admiratIOn 
for the gesture WIth WhICh she had thrown her clothes aSIde WIth Its grace and 
carelessness it seemed to annlhllate a whole culture, a whole system of thought, 
as though Blg Brother and the Party and the Thought PolIce could all be swept 
Into nothmgness by a SIngle splendId movement of the arm That too was a 
gesture belonging to the anCIent time Winston woke up With the world 
'Shakespeare' on lus hps 

The telescreen was gIVIng forth an ear-splIttIng whistle whIch connnued on 
the same note for thirty seconds It was nought seven fifteen, gettlng-up tune 
for offi-ce workers Winston wrenched hiS body out of bed-naked., for a 
m$ber of the Outer Party receIved only 3,000 clothing coupons annually, and 
a surt of PYJamas was 60o-and seIzed a dIngy SInglet and a paIr of shorts that 
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were lYIng across a chaIr The PhysIcal Jerks would begIn m three mInutes 
The next moment he was doubled up by a vIOlent coughIng fit whIch nearly 
always attacked hIm soon after wakmg up It emptIed hIS lungs so completely 
that he could only begIn breathIng agaIn by lYIng on hIS back and takmg a 
senes of deep gasps HIs veIns had swelled wIth the effort of the cough, and the 
vancose ulcer had started Itchmg 

'ThIrty to forty group!' yapped a pIercIng female VOIce 'Thtrty to forty 
group' Take1your places, please ThIrtIes to fortIes" 

WInston sprang to attentIOn In front of the telescreen, upon whIch the Image 
of a youngIsh woman, scrawny but muscular, dressed In tumc and gym-shoes, 
had already appeared 

'Arms bendIng and stretchIngI' she rapped out 'Take your ttme by me One, 
two, three, four' One, two, three, four' Come on, comrades, put a bIt of lIfe Into 
It' One, two, three, four' One, two, three, four' ' 

The paIn of the coughIng fit had not qUIte dnven out ofWmston's mInd the 
nnpressIOn made by hIS dream, and the rhythmIC movements of the exerCIse 
restored It somewhat As he mechamcally shot hIS arms back and forth, 
wearing on hIS face the look of grIm enJoyment WhIch was consIdered proper 
dunng the PhYSIcal Jerks, he was strugglmg to thInk hIS way backward Into the 
dIm penod ofms early chIldhood It was extraordlnanly dIfficult Beyond the 
late 'fiftIes everymg faded When there were no external records that you could 
refer to, even the outlIne of your own lIfe lost ItS sharpness You remembered 
huge events WhICh had qUite probably not happened, you remembered the 
detatl of InCidents WIthout beIng able to recapture theIr atmosphere, and there 
were long blank penods to whtch you could aSSIgn nothIng Everythmg had 
been dIfferent then Even the names of countnes, and theIr shapes on the map, 
had been dIfferent Alrstnp One, for mstance, had not been so called In those 
days It had been called England or BntaIn, though London, he felt faIrly 
certaIn, had always been called London 

WInston could not defimtely remember a tIme when hIS country had not 
been at war, but It was eVIdent that there had been a faIrly long mterval of 
peace dUring ms chtldhood, because one of hIS early memones was of an aIr 
raId whIch appeared to take everyone by surprIse Perhaps It was the time 
when the atomIC bomb had fallen on Colchester He dId not remember the raId 
Itself, but he dId remember hIS father's hand clutchIng lus own as they hurned 
down, down, down Into some place deep In the earth, round and round a spIral 
staIrcase whIch rang under hIS feet and WhICh finally so weaned hIS legs that he 
began whunpering and they had to stop and rest HIS mother, In her slow, 
dreamy way, was folloWlng a long way behInd them She was carrYing lus baby 
sister-or perhaps It was only a bundle of blankets that she was carrYIng he was 
not certaIn whether rus Sister had been born then. FInally they had emerged 
mto a nOISY, crowded place which he had reahzed to be a Tube statton 

There were people Slttmg all over the stone-flagged fioor, and other people; 
packed tightly together, were sitting on metal bunks, Qne above the other. 
Wmston and lus mother and father found themselves a place on the fioor, and 
near them an old man and an old woman were Sltnng SIde by SIde on a bunk 
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The old man had on a decent dark SUIt and a black cloth cap pushed back from 
very whIte haIr hIS face was scarlet and hIS eyes were blue and full of tears He 
reeked of gIn I t seemed to breathe out of hIS skIn In place of sweat, and one 
could have fanCIed that the tears welhng from hIS eyes were pure gIn But 
though slIghtly drunk he was also sufferIng under some grIef that was genuIne 
and unbearable In hIS chlldlsh way WInston grasped that some terrIble thIng, 
somethIng that was beyond forgIveness and could never be remedIed, had Just 
happened It also seemed to hIm that he knew what It was Someone whom the 
old man loved-a lIttle granddaughter, perhaps-had been kIlled Every few 
mInutes the old man kept repeatIng 

'We dIdn't ought to 'ave trusted 'em I saId so, Ma, dIdn't P That's what 
comes of trustIng 'em I SaId so all along We dIdn't ought to 'ave trusted the 
buggers' 

But whIch buggers they dIdn't ought to have trusted WInston could not now 
remember 

SInce about that tIme, war had been lIterally contInuous, though strIctly 
speakIng It had not always been the same war For several months dUrIng hIS 
chIldhood there had been confused street fightIng In London Itself, some of 
WhICh he remembered VIVIdly But to trace out the hIstory of the whole penod, 
to say who was fightIng whom at any gIven moment, would have been utterly 
ImpOSSIble, SInce no wntten record, and no spoken word, ever made mentIOn 
of any other alIgnment than the eXIstIng one At thIS moment, for example, In 
1984 (If It was 1984), OceanIa was at war WIth EuraSIa and In alhance WIth 
Eastasia In no pubhc or prIvate utterance was It ever admItted that the three 
powers had at any tIme been grouped along dIfferent hnes Actually, as 
WInston well knew, It was only four years SInce OceanIa had been at war WIth 
Eastasla and In allIance WIth EuraSIa But that was merely a pIece of furtIve 
knowledge whIch he happened to possess because hIS memory was not 
satIsfactonly under control OffiCIally the change of partners had never 
happened OceanIa was at war WIth EuraSIa therefore OceanIa had always 
been at war WIth EuraSIa The- enemy of the moment always represented 
absolute evIl, and It followed that any past or future agreement WIth hIm was 
impOSSIQle 

The frIghterung thIng; he reflected for the ten thousandth time as he forced 
hIS shoulders paInfully backward (WIth hands on hIPS, they were gyra~Ing theIr 
bodIes from the waIst, an exerCIse that was supposed to be good for the back 
musc1es)-the frIghtenIng tiung was that It mIght all be true If the Party could 
thrust Its hand Into the past and say of thIS or that event, zt never 
happened-that, surely, was tnore terrIfYIng than mere torture 'Uld death? 

The Party sald that Oceama had never been In allIance WIth EuraSIa He, 
Winston Snuth, knew-that OceanIa had been In allIance WIth Eurasia as short a 
tune as four years ago But where dld that knowledge eXIst? Only In hIS own 
COllSClou-sness, wtuch in any case must soon be annlhllated And If all others 
accepted the he whIch the Party Imposed-if all records told the same tale-then 
the he passed. Into hIstory and became truth 'Who controls the past,' ran the 
Party slogan, 'controls the future' who controls the present controls the past ~ 
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And yet the past, though of Its nature alterable, never had been altered 
Whatever was true now was true from everlastmg to everlastIng It was qUIte 
sImple All that was needed was an unendIng serIes of VIctOrIeS over your own 
memory 'RealIty control', they called It In Newspeak, 'doublethmk' 

'Stand easy" barked the Instructress, a lIttle more gemally 
WInston sank hIS arms to hIS SIdes and slowly refilled hIS lungs WIth aIr HIS 

mInd slId away Into the labYrInthIne world of double-thInk To know and not 
to know, to be conscIOUS of complete truthfulness whIle tellIng carefully 
constructed lIes, to hold sImultaneously two opmIons whIch cancelled out, 
knOWIng them to be contradIctory and belIevmg In both of them, to use lOgIC 
agaInst 10glC, to repudIate moralIty whIle laYIng clatm to It, to belIeve that 
democracy was ImpOSSIble and that the Party was the guardian of democracy, 
to forget whatever It was necessary to forget, then to draw It back mto memory 
agaIn at the moment when It was needed, and then promptly to forget It agaIn 
and above all, to apply the same process to the process Itself That was the 
ultImate subtlety conSCIOusly to Induce unconSCIousness, and then, once 
agatn, to become unconscIOUS of the act of hypnOSIS you had Just performed 
Even to understand the world 'doublethtnk' mvolved the use of doublethInk 

The Instructress had called them to attentIon agaIn 'And now let's see 
whIch of us can touch OUI toes" she satd enthUSIastIcally 'RIght over from the 
hIps, please, comrades One-two' One-two' ' 

WInston loathed thIS exerCIse, wruch sent shootmg paIns all the way from hIS 
heels to rus buttocks and often ended by brmgIng on another coughIng fit The 
half-pleasant qualIty went out of hIS medItatIons The past, he reflected, had 
not merely been altered, It had been actually destroyed For how could you 
establIsh even the most ObVIOUS fact when there eXlsted no record outSIde your 
own memory? He trIed to remember In what year he had first heard mennon of 
BIg Brother He thought It must have been at some tIme In the 'SIxtIes, but It 
was ImpOSSIble to be certam In the Party hIstorIes, of course, BIg Brother 
figured as the leader and guardIan of the Revolunon smce ItS very earlIest days 
HIS explOItS had been gradually pushed backwards m tIme untll already they 
extended Into the fabulous world of the 'fomes and the 'thimes, when the 
capltahsts m theIr strange cybndncal hats stll1 rode through the streets of 
London In great gleamIng motor-cars or horse carnages WIth glass SIdes. 
There was no knowmg how much of thIS legend was true and how much 
Invented WInston could not even remember at what date the Party Itself had 
come Into exIstence He dId not belIeve he had ever heard the word Ingsoc 
before 1960, but It was pOSSIble that In ItS Oldspeak form- 'EnglIsh SocIalIsm', 
that IS to saY-It had been current earlIer, EverythIng melted Into mIst 
SometImes, Indeed, you could put your finger on a defirute he It was not true, 
for example, as was claImed In the Party hIstory books, that the Party had 
Invented aeroplanes He remembered aeroplanes SInce lus earliest cruldhood 
But you could prove nothlllg There was never any eVIdence Just once In his 
whole hfe he had held In hIS hands ummstakable documentary proof of the 
falsIfication of an histOrIcal fact And on that occasion-

'SInlthl' screamed the shreWIsh VOlce from the telescreen '6079 Smlth W , 
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Yes, you' Bend lower, please' You can do better than that You're not trYIng 
Lower, please I That's better, comrade Now stand at ease, the whole squad, 
and watch me ' 

A sudden hot sweat had broken out all over Winston's body HIS face 
remamed completely lnscrutable Never show dismay' Never show 
resentment' A Single flicker of the eyes could gIVe you away He stood 
watchIng whIle the Instructress raIsed her arms above her head and -one could 
not say gracefully, but wlth remarkable neatness and efficiency-bent over and 
tucked the first ,OInt of her fingers under her toes 

'There, comrades' That's how I want to see you dOIng It Watch me agaln 
I'm thIrty-rune and I've had four chIldren Now look' She bent over agam 
'You see my knees aren't bent You can all do It If you want to,' she added as she 
straIghtened herself up 'Anyone under forty-five IS perfectly capable of 
touching hIS toes We don't all have the prIv1lege of fightIng In the front hne, 
but at least we can all keep fit Remember our boys on the Malabar front' And 
the sailors ill the Floating Fortresses' Just think what they have to put up WIth 
Now try again That's better, comrade, that's much better,' she added 
encouragmgly as WInston, With a VIolent lunge, succeeded In touchIng hIS toes 
WIth knees unbent, for the first tIme In several years 

4 
With the deep, unconsCIOUS SIgh whIch not even the nearness of the telescreen 
could prevent hun from utterIng when hIS day's work started, WInston pulled 
the speakwrlte towards hlID, blew the dust from ItS mouthpIece, and put on hIS 

spectacles Then he unrolled and clIpped together four small cylInders of 
paper which had already flopped out of the pnewnatlc tube on the rIght-hand 
SIde of rus desk 

In the walls of the cubIcle there were three orIfices To the rIght of the 
speakwrlte, a small pneumatIc tube for wrItten messages, to the left, a larger 
one of newspapers, and In the SIde wall, WIthtn easy reach of WInston's arm, a 
large oblong sItt protected by a WIre gratlng ThIS last was for the disposal of 
waste paper. SunIlar shts eXlsted In thousands or tens of thousands throughout 
the bUll dIng, not only In every room but at short Intervals In every corndor 
For some reason they were mcknamed memory holes When one knew that any 
document was due for destructIon, or even when one saw a scrap of waste 
paper lymg about, It was an automatIc actIon to hft the flap of the nearest 
metn()ty hole and drop it ID, whereupon It would be whIrled away on a current 
of warm au: to the enormous furnaces whIch were hIdden somewhere In the 
reoesses of ,the buIldIng 
W~tQn exarruned the four slIps of paper WhICh he had unrolled Each 
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contaIned a message of only one or two lmes, m the abbrevIated Jargon-not 
actually Newspeak, but conSIstIng largely of Newspeak words-whIch was 
used In the MInIstry for mternal purposes They ran 

t1ll1es 173 84 bb speech malreported afrIca rectlfy 

times 19 12 83 forecasts 3 yp 4th quarter 83 mlsprmts venfy current Issue 

times 14 2 84 mmlplenty malquoted chocolate rectify 

tlmes 3 1283 reportmg bb dayorder doubleplusungood refs unpersons reWrIte fullwlse upsub 
antefilmg 

WIth a faInt feelIng of satIsfactIon WInston laId the fourth message aSIde It 
was an IntrIcate and responsIble Job and had better be dealt WIth last The 
other three were routme matters, though the second one one would probably 
mean some tedIous wadIng through lIsts of figures 

WInston dIalled 'back numbers' on the telescreen and called for the 
approprIate Issues of The Tzmes, whIch slId out of the pneumatIC tube after 
only a few mInutes' delay The message he had receIved referred to artIcles or 
neWS-Items WhIch for one reason or another It was thought necessary to alter, 
or, as the offiCIal phrase had It, to rectIfy For example, It appeared from The 
Tzmes of the seventeenth of March that BIg Brother, In hIS speech of the 
preVIOUS day, had predIcted that the South IndIan front would remaIn qUIet 
but that a EuraSIan offenSIve would shortly be launched m North AfrIca As It 
happened, the EuraSIan HIgher Command had launched ItS offenSIve In South 
IndIa and left North AfrIca alone It was therefore necessary to rewrIte a 
paragraph of BIg Brother's speech, In such a way as to make hIm predIct the 
thIng that had actually happened Or agaIn, The Tzmes of the runeteenth of 
December had publIshed the offiCIal forecasts of the output of varIOUS classes 
of consumptIOn goods In the fourth quarter of 1983, whIch was also the SIxth 
quarter of the NInth Three-Year Plan Today's Issue contaIned a statement of 
the actual output, from which It appeared that the forecasts were In every 
Instance grossly wrong WInston's Job was to reCtlfy the orIgInal figures by 
makIng them agree WIth the later ones As for the thIrd message) It referred to a 
very SImple error whIch could be set rIght In a couple of mInutes ASJlshort a 
time ago as February, the MInIstry of Plenty had Issued a prOIDlse (a 
'categorIcal pledge' were the offiCIal words) that there would be no reductIon of 
the chocolate ratIOn during 1984 Actually, as Winston was aware, the 
chocolate ratIon was to be reduced from thn1:Y grammes to twenty at the end of 
the present week All that was needed was to substltUte for the ongmal promIse 
a warnmg that It would probably be necessary to reduce the ratIon at some tIme 
In AprIl 

As soon as Wmston had dealt WIth each of the messages, he clIpped lus 
speakwntten correctIOns to the approprIate copy of The Tzmes and pushed 
them Into the pneumatic tube Then, Wlth a movement whtch was as nearly as 
pOSSIble unconSCIOUS, he crumpled up the onginal message and any notes that 
he hImself had made, and dropped them Into the memory hole to be devoured 
by the flames 
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What happened In the unseen labyrinth to which the pneumatIc tubes led, 
he dId not know In detrul, but he dId know In general terms As soon as aU the 
correctIons whIch happened to be necessary In any partIcular number of The 
Tzmes had been assembled and collated, that number would be reprInted, the 
orIgmal copy destroyed, and the corrected copy placed on the files In Its stead 
ThIS process of contInuous alteratIOn was applted not only to newspapers, but 
to books, perIodicals, pamphlets, posters, leaflets, films, sound-tracks, 
cartoons, photographs-to every kInd of lIterature or documentatIOn whIch 
mIght conceIvably hold any polItIcal or IdeologIcal sIgmficance Day by day 
and almost mInute by mInute the past was brought up to date In thIS way 
every predICtIOn made by the Party could be shown by documentary eVIdence 
to have been correct, nor was any Item of news, or any expreSSIOn of OpID10n, 
whIch confitcted WIth the needs of the moment, ever allowed to remaIn on 
record All hIstory was a palImpsest, scraped clean and relnscrlbed exactly as 
often as was necessary In no case would It have been pOSSIble, once the deed 
was done, to prove that any falSIficatIon had taken place The largest sectIon of 
the Records Department, tar larger than the one on whIch WInston worked, 
consIsted SImply of persons whose duty It was to track down and collect all 
copIes of books, newspapers, and other documents whIch had been superseded 
and were due for destructIon A number of The T'tmes whIch mIght, because of 
changes In polItIcal altgnment, or mIstaken propheCIes uttered by BIg Brother, 
have been rewrItten a dozen tImes stIll stood on the files bearmg Its orIgInal 
date, and no other copy eXIsted to contradIct It Books, also, were recalled and 
rewltten agaIn and agaIn, and were InvarIably reIssued WIthout any admISSIon 
that any alteratIon had been made Even the wrItten mstructions whIch 
WInston receIved, and whIch he InvarIably got rId of as soon as he had dealt 
WIth them, never stated or ImplIed that an act of forgery was to be commltted 
always the reference was to sltps, errors, mISprInts, or mIsquotatIons whIch It 
was necessary to put rIght In the Interests of accuracy 

But actually, he thought as he readjusted the MInIstry of Plenty's figures, It 
was not even forgery It was merely the SubstItutIon of • one piece of nonsense 
for another Most of the materIal that you were deahng WIth had no conneXIOn 
WIth anythIng In the real world, not even the lond of conneXIOn that 18 

contatned In a dIrect he StatIstICS were Just as much a fantasy In theIr OrIgInal 
verSIOn as In theIr rectIfied verSIon A great deal of the tIme you were expected 
to make them up out of your head For example, the MinIstry of Plenty's 
forecast had estImated the output of boots for the quarter at 145 mIllIon paIrs 
The actual output was gIven as SIxty-twO mIllIons WInston, however, In 
rewl'1tIng the forecast, marked the figure down to fifty-seven mIllIons, so as to 
allow for the usual chum that the quota had been overfulfilled In any case, 
~ .. two 1ll1lhons was no nearer the truth than fifty-seven mIllIons, or than 

5 n;uJ.hOn&A Very likely no boots had been produced at all Llkeher stIll, 
qy knew ROW many bad been produced, much less cared All one knew 
,that e,very quarter astronomIcal numbers of boots were produced on 
~ wb..Ue perhaps half the populatIon of OceanIa went barefoot And so It 
was With every class of recorded fact, great or small EverythIng faded away 
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Into a shadow-world In WhIch, finally, even the date of the year had become 
uncertaIn 

WInston glanced across the hall In the correspondIng cubIcle on the other 
sIde a small, precIse-lookIng, dark-chInned man named TIllotson was WOrkIng 
steadIly away, WIth a folded newspaper-oarus knee and hIs mouth very close to 
the mouthpIece of the speakwrlte He had the aIr of trYIng to keep what he was 
sayIng a secret between hImself and the telescreen He looked up, and hIS 
spectacles darted a hostIle flash In WInston's dIreCtIon 

WInston hardly knew TIllotson, and had no Idea what work he was 
employed on People In the Records Department dId not readIly talk about 
theIr Jobs In the long, WIndowless hall, WIth Its double row of cubIcles and Its 
endless rustle of papers and hum of VOIces murmurIng Into speakwntes, there 
were qUIte a dozen people whom WInston dId not even know by name, though 
he dally saw them hurrYIng to and fro In the corndors or gestlculatlng In the 
Two MInutes Hate He knew that In the cubIcle next to hIm the httle woman 
WIth sandy haIr tOlled day In day out, SImply at trackIng down and deletIng 
from the Press the names of people who had been vaponzed and were therefore 
conSIdered never to have eXIsted There was a certaIn fitness In thIS, SInce her 
own husband had been vaporIzed a couple of years earlIer And a few cubIcles 
away a mIld, Ineffectual, dreamy creature named Ampleforth, WIth very haIry 
ears and a SUrprISIng talent for JugglIng WIth rhymes and metres, was engaged 
In prodUCIng garbled verSIOns-definItIve texts, they were called-of poems 
WhICh had become IdeologIcally offenSIve, but whIch for one reason or another 
were to be retaIned In the anthologIes And thlS hall, WIth Its fifty workers or 
thereabouts, was only one sub-sectIOn, a SIngle cell, as It were, In the huge 
complexIty of the Records Department Beyond, above, below, were other 
swarms of workers engaged In an unImagmable multItude of Jobs There were 
the huge pnnting-shops WIth theIr sub-edItors, theIr typography experts, and 
theIr elaborately equIpped studIos for the fakIng of photographs There was 
the tele-programmes sectIon WIth Its engmeers, Its producers, and ItS teams of 
actors speCIally chosen for theIr skIllIn lIDltatmg VOIces There were the armIes 
of reference clerks whose Job was SImply to draw up lIsts of books and 
penodicals WhICh were due for recall There were the vast repOSItorIes where 
the corrected documents were stored, and the hIdden furnaces where the 
origmal caples were destroyed And somewhere or other, qUIte anonymous, 
there were the dIrectIng braIns who co-ordinated the whole effort and laId 
down the hnes of poltcy whlch made It necessary that thIS fragment of the past 
should be preserved; that one falSIfied, and the other rubbed out of eXlstence. 

And the Records Department, after all, was Itself only a SIngle branch of the 
MInIstry of Truth, whose prImary Job was not to reconstruct the past but to 
supply the CItIzens of OceanIa WIth newspapers, films, textbooks, telescreen 
programmes, plays, novels-WIth every conceIvable land of InformatIon) 
mstructlon, or entertamment, from a statue to a slogan, from. a lync poem t(J a 
bIOlOgical treatIse, and from a chIld's spellIng-book to a Newspeak dlCtlonaty 
And the MInIstry had not only to supply the multIfarIOUS needs of the Party, 
but also to repeat the whole operatIon at a lower level for the benefit of the 
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proletarIat There was a whole chaIn of separate departments dealIng wIth 
proletarIan hterature, mUSIC, drama, and entertaInment generally Here were 
produced rubbIshy newspapers contaInIng almost nothIng except sport, 
crune, and astrology, sensatlOnal five-cent novelettes, films OOZIng WIth sex, 
and sentImental songs WhICh were composed entirely by mechanIcal means on 
a specIal kInd of kaleIdoscope known as a verslficator There was even a whole 
sub-sectlon-Pornosec, It was called In Newspeak-engaged In producIng the 
lowest kInd of pornography, WhICh was sent out In sealed packets and WhICh no 
Party member, other than those who worked on It, was permItted to look at 

Three messages had shd out of the pneumatic tube willIe WInston was 
workIng, but they were SImple matters, and he had dIsposed of them before the 
Two MInutes Hate Interrupted hIm When the Hate was over he returned to 
hIs cubIcle, took the Newspeak dIctIonary from the shelf, pushed the 
speakwrIte to one SIde, cleaned hIS spectacles, and settled down to hIS maIn Job 
of the mornIng 

WInston's greatest pleasure In hfe was In hIS work Most of It was a tedious 
routIne, but Included In It there were also Jobs so dIfficult and mtrIcate that you 
could lose yourself In them as In the depths of a mathematIcal 
problem-delIcate pIeces of forgery In willch you had nothlng to guIde you 
except your knowledge of the prInCIples of Ingsoc and your estImate of what 
the Party wanted you to say WInston was good at tills kInd of thlng On 
occaSlOn he had even been entrusted WIth the rectIficatIOn of The Tzmes leading 
artIcles, WhIch were wrItten entIrely In Newspeak He unrolled the message 
that he had set aSIde earlIer It ran 

tunes 3 12 83 reportIng bb dayorder doubleplusungood refs unpersons reWrIte fullWlse upsub 
antefi.hng 

In Oldspeak (or standard EnglIsh) thIS IIllght be rendered 

The reportIng of Big Brother's Order for the Day In The T'tmes of December 3rd 1983 IS 
extremely unsatIsfactory and makes references to non-exIstent persons Rewrite It In full and 
submIt your draft to hIgher authoIlty before fihng 

WInSton read through the offendIng artIcle BIg Brother's Order for the 
Day, It seemed, had been chlefl.y devoted to praISing the work of an 
orgaruzatlon known as FFCC, WhICh suppbed CIgarettes and other comforts to 
the SaIlors in the Floatlng Fortresses A certaIn Comrade WIthers, a prOIrunent 
member of the Inner Party, had been smgled out for speCIal mentIon and 
awarded a decoratIon, the Order of ConspIcuouS Ment, Second Class 

Three months later FFCC had suddenly been dIssolved with no reasons gIven. 
One could assume that WIthers and lus aSSOCIates were now In dIsgrace, but 
there had beeR:.llo report of the matter In the Press or on the telescreen That 
W9.'S to be expected, since It was unusual for pohtlcal offenders to be put on tnal 
or even publicly denounced The great purges mvolvmg thousands of people, 
with public tnals of trattors and thought-criminals who .tnade abJect 
confession of theIr cnmes and were afterwards executed, were specIal show-
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pIeces not occurrmg oftener than once In a couple of years More commonly, 
people who had Incurred the dIspleasure of the Party SImply dIsappeared and 
were never heard of agaIn One never had the smallest clue as to what had 
happened to them In some cases they mIght not even be dead Perhaps thIrty 
people personally known to WInston, not countmg hIS parents, had 
dIsappeared at one tIme or another 

WInston stroked hIS nose gently WIth a paper-clIp In the cubIcle across the 
way Comrade TIllotson was stIll crouchmg secreuvely over hIS speakwrIte He 
raIsed hIS head for a moment agaIn the hostIle spectacle-flash Wmston 
wondered whether Comrade TIllotson was engaged on the same Job as hImself 
I t was perfectly pOSSIble So trIcky a pIece of work would never be entrusted to 
a SIngle person on the other hand, to turn It over to a commIttee would be to 
admIt openly that an act of fabrIcatIOn was takIng place Very hkely as many as 
a dozen people were now workIng away on rIval verSIOns of what BIg Brother 
had actually saId And presently some master braIn In the Inner Party would 
select thIS verSIOn or that, would re-edlt It and set In motIOn the complex 
processes of cross-referencmg that would be reqUIred, and then the chosen he 
would pass Into the permanent records and become truth 

WInston dId not know why WIthers had been dIsgraced Perhaps It was for 
corruptIon or Incompetence Perhaps BIg Brother was merely gettmg nd of a 
too-popular subordInate Perhaps WIthers or someone close to hIm had been 
suspected of heretIcal tendenCIes Or perhaps-what was hkehest of all-the 
thIng had SImply happened because purges and vapOrIZatIOns were a necessary 
part of the mechanICS of government The only real clue lay m the words 'refs 
unpersons', whIch IndIcated that WIthers was already dead You could not 
InvarIably assume thIS to be the case when people were arrested SometlDles 
they were released and allowed to remaIn at lIberty for as much as a year or two 
years before beIng executed Very occasIonally some person whom you had 
belIeved dead long SInce would make a ghostly reappearance at some publIc 
tnal where he would ImplIcate hundreds of others by hIs testImony before 
vanIshIng, thIS tIme for ever WIthers, however, was already an unperson He 
dId not eXIst he had never eXIsted WInston deCIded that It would not be 
enough SImply to reverse the tendency of BIg Brother's speech It was better to 
make It deal WIth somethIng totally unconnected WIth Its OrIgInal subject 

He mIght turn the speech Into the usual denunCIatIon of traItors and 
thought-cnmmals, but that was a lIttle too ObVlOUS, whIle to Invent a VIctory at 
the front, or some trIumph of over-productIon In the Nmth Three-Year Plan, 
mIght COInphcate the records too much What was needed was a pIece of pure 
fantasy Suddenly there sprang Into hIS mmd, ready made as It were, the Image 
of a certaIn Comrade Ogllvy) who had recently dIed In battIe, In herOIC 
CIrcumstances There were occaSIOns when BIg Brother devoted hIS Order for 
the Day to commemoratIng some humble, rank-and-file Party @ember whose 
hfe and death he held up as an example worthy to be folloWed. Today he 
should commemorate Comrade Ogl1vy It was true that there was no such 
person as Comrade Ogl1vy, but a few lines of pnnt and a couple of faked 
photographs would soon brIng hun Into eXIstence 
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WInston thought for a moment, then pulled the speakwnte towards hIm and 
began dIctatIng In BIg Brother's famIlIar style a style at once mIlItary and 
pedantIc, and, because of a tnck of askIng questIons and then promptly 
answerIng them ('What lessons do we learn from thIS fact, comrades ~ The 
lesson-whIch IS also one of the fundamental pnnclples of Ingsoc-that,' etc, 
etc ), easy to ImItate 

At the age of three Comrade OgIlvy had refused all toys except a drum, a 
sub-machme gun, and a model hehcopter At SIx-a year early, by a specIal 
relaxatIon of the rules-he had JOIned the SpIes, at nIne he had been a troop 
leader At eleven he had denounced hIS uncle to the Thought PolIce after 
overheanng a conversatIon WhIch appeared to hIm to have cnmlnal 
tendenCIes At seventeen he had been a dlstnct organIzer of the JunIOr AntI
Sex League At nIneteen he had desIgned a hand-grenade whIch had been 
adopted by the MInIstry of Peace and WhICh, at Its first tnal, had kIlled thuty
one EurasIan prIsoners In one burst At twenty-three he had penshed In 
actIOn Pursued by enemy Jet planes whIle flYIng over the IndIan Ocean WIth 
Important despatches, he had weIghted hIS body WIth hIS machme-gun and 
leapt out of the helIcopter Into deep water, despatches and all-an end, saId BIg 
Brother, which It was ImpOSSIble to contemplate wIthout feelIngs of envy BIg 
Brother added a few remarks on the PUrIty and sInglemIndedness of Comrade 
OgIlvy's hfe He was a total abstaIner and a non-smoker, had no recreatIOns 
except a dally hour In the gymnasIUm, and had taken a vow of cehbacy, 
belIevIng marnage and the care of a famIly to be IncompatIble wIth a twenty
four-hour-a-day devotIOn to duty He had no subjects of conversatIon except 
the pnnClples of Ingsoc, and no aIm In lIfe except the defeat of the EurasIan 
enemy and the huntIng-down of spIes, saboteurs, thought-cnmlnals, and 
traItors generally 

Wmston debated wIth hImself whether to award Comrade Ogllvy the Order 
of ConspIcuoUS Ment In the end he decIded agaInst It because of the 
unnecessary cross-referencmg that It would entaIl 

Once agam he glanced at hIs rIval In the opposIte cubIcle SomethIng seemed 
to tell hIm wIth certaInty that TIllotson was busy on the same Job as hImself 
There was no way of knOWIng whose Job would finally be adopted, but he felt a 
profound convIctIOn that It would be hIS own Comrade Ogtlvy, unImagmed 
an hour ago, was now a fact It struck hIm. as cunouS that you could create dead 
men but not hVIng ones. Comrade OgIlvy, who had never eXIsted In the 
present, now eXisted In the past, and when once the act of forgery was 
forgotten, he would eXIst Just as authentIcally, and upon the same eVIdence, as 
Charlemagne or JulIus Caesar 



5 
In the low-ceIlInged canteen, deep underground, the lunch queue Jerked 
slowly forward The room was already very full and deafenIngly nOlSY From 
the grIlle at the counter the steam of stew came pourIng forth, WIth a sour 
metallIc smell WhICh dId not qUIte overcome the fumes of VIctory GIn On the 
far SIde of the room there was a small bar, a mere hole In the wall, where gIn 
could be bought at ten cents the large nIp 

'Just the man I was looktng for,' SaId a VOIce at Wmston's back 
He turned round It was hIS f!lend Syme, who worked m the Research 

Department Perhaps 'f!lend' was not exactly the !lght word You dId not have 
f!lends nowadays, you had comrades but there were some comrades whose 
SOCIety was pleasanter than that of others Syme was a phIlologIst, a specIalIst 
In Newspeak Indeed, he was one of the enormous team of experts now 
engaged In compIlIng the Eleventh EdItIOn of the Newspeak DIctIOnary He 
was a tIny creature, smaller than WInston, WIth dark haIr and large, 
protuberant eyes, at once mournful and de!lSIVe, whIch seemed to search your 
face closely whIle he was speakIng to you 

'I wanted to ask you whether you'd got any razor blades,' he saId 
'Not one l ' SaId WInston WIth a sort of guIlty haste 'I've trIed all over the 

place They don't eXIst any longer ' 
Everyone kept askmg you for razor blades Actually he had two unused ones 

whIch he was hoardIng up There had been a famIne of them for months past 
At any gIven moment there was some necessary artIcle WhICh the Party shops 
were unable to supply SometImes It was buttons, sometImes It was darnIng 
wool, sometImes It was shoelaces, at present It was razor blades You could 
only get hold of them, If at all, by scrounging more or less furtIvely on the 'free' 
market 

'I've been USIng the same blade for SIX weeks,' he added untruthfully 
The queue gave another Jerk forward As they halted he turned and faced 

Syme again Each of 'them took a greasy metal tray from a pIle at the edge of the 
counter 

'DId you go and see the prIsoners hanged yesterday?' saId Syme 
'I was workIng,' saId WInston IndIfferently 'I shall see It on the flIcks, I 

suppose' 
'A very madequate substItute,' SaId Syme 
HIS mockmg eyes roved over WInston's face 'I mO"\1\- you,' the eyes seemed 

to say, 'I see through you I know very well why you chdn't go to see those 



772 Nmeteen Ezghty-Four 

prIsoners hanged ' In an Intellectual way, Syme was venomously orthodox He 
would talk with a dIsagreeable gloatIng satisfactlon of helIcopter raIds on 
enemy VIllages, the trIals and confessIOns of thought-CrImInals, the executIOns 
In the cellars of the MInIstry of Love Talking to hIm was largely a matter of 
gett10g hIm away from such subJects and entanglIng hIm, If pOSSIble, In the 
techmcalItles of Newspeak, on which he was authOrItatIve and IntereStIng 
W 1Oston turned hiS head a lIttle aSIde to avoId the scrutIny of the large dark 
eyes 

'It was a good hanging,' said Syme reminiscently 'I think It spOIls It when 
they tie their feet together 1 lIke to see them kIckIng And above all, at the end, 
the tongue stIckIng right out, and blue-a qUite brIght blue That's the detaIl 
that appeals to me ' 

'Nex', pleaseI' yelled the whIte-aproned prole WIth the ladle 
Winston and Syme pushed theIr trays beneath the grille On to each was 

dumped SWIftly the regulatIOn lunch-a metal panmkIn of PInkIsh-grey stew, a 
hunk of bread, a cube of cheese, a mug of mIlkless VIctory Coffee, and one 
saccharIne tablet 

'There's a table over there, under that telescreen,' SaId Syme 'Let's pIck up 
a gIn on the way' 

The gIn was served out to them In handleless chIna mugs They threaded 
theIr way across the crowded room and unpacked theIr trays on to the metal
topped table, on one corner of whIch someone had left a pool of stew, a filthy 
lIqUId mess that had the appearance of vomit WInston took up lus mug of gIn, 
paused for an Instant to collect hIS nerve, and gulped the OIly-tasting stuff 
down When he had WInked the tears out of hIS eyes he suddenly dIscovered 
that he was hungry He began swallOWIng spoonfuls of the stew, wluch, In 
among Its general sloppIness, had cubes of spongy PInkISh stuff WhICh was 
probably a preparanon of meat Neither of them spoke agaIn till they had 
emptied their pannikIns. From the table at WInston's left, a lIttle behInd hIS 
back, someone was talkIng rapIdly and connnuously, a harsh gabble almost 
lIke the quackIng of a duck, which pIerced the general uproar of the room 

'How IS the DictIOnary getting on';)' said WInston, raISing his vOice to 
overcome the nOIse 

'Slowly,' said Syme 'I'm on the adJectIves It's fascInating' 
He had brIghtened up Immediately at the mentIon of Newspeak He pushed 

hiS pannlkIn aSIde, took up hiS hunk of bread In one delIcate hand and hIS 
cheese In the other, and leaned across the table so as to be able to speak Without 
ShoutlOg 

'The Eleventh EditIOn IS the defirutlve edItIOn,' he saId 'We're gettIng the 
language lOtO ItS final shape-the shape It's gomg to have when nobody speaks 
anything else When we've finished WIth It, people hke you WIll have to learn It 
all over again You thInk, I dare say, that our chief Job IS InventIng new words 
But not a bit of It! We're destrOYIng words-scores of them, hundreds of them, 
every day We're cutnngthe language down to the bone The Eleventh EditIOn 
won't contain a single word that wIll become obsolete before the year 2050 ' 

He bit hungrlly mto hIS bread and swallowed a couple of mouthfuls, then 
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contmued speakIng, wIth a sort of pedant's passlOn HIS thm dark face had 
become anImated, hIS eyes had lost theIr mockmg expressIon and grown 
almost dreamy 

'It's a beautIful thmg, the destructIOn of words Of course the great wastage 
IS In the verbs and adJectIves, but there are hundreds of nouns that can be got 
rId of as well It Isn't only the synonyms, there are also the antonyms After all, 
what JustrficatlOn IS there for a word which IS sImply the opposite of some other 
word';! A word contaIns ItS OpposIte In Itself Take "good", for mstance If you 
have a word hke "good", what need IS there for a word hke "bad"';! "Ungood" 
w1l1 do Just as well-better, because It's an exact OpposIte, WhIch the other IS 
not Or agaIn, If you want a stronger verSIon of "good", what sense IS there In 
havIng a whole strIng of vague useless words lIke "excellent" and "splendId" 
and all the rest of them';! "Plusgood" covers the meanIng, or "doubleplus
good" If you want somethIng stronger stIll Of course we use those forms 
already, but In the final verSIOn of Newspeak there'll be nothIng else In the 
end the whole notIOn of goodness and badness wIll be covered by only SIX 
words-In realIty, only one word Don't you see the beauty of that, WInston';! It 
was B B 's Idea orIgmally') of course,' he added as an afterthought 

A sort of vapId eagerness flItted across Wmston's face at the mentIon of BIg 
Brother Nevertheless Syme ImmedIately detected a certain lack of 
enthusIasm. 

'You haven't a real appreclatlOn of Newspeak, WInston,' he saId almost 
sadly 'Even when you WrIte It you're stIll thmkmg m Oldspeak I've read some 
of those pIeces that you WrIte In The T1,mes occaSIOnally They're good enough, 
but they're translatIOns In your heart you'd prefer to stIck to Oldspeak, wIth 
all ItS vagueness and ItS useless shades of meamng You don't grasp the beauty 
of the destructIOn of words Do you know that Newspeak IS the only language 
In the world whose vocabulary gets smaller every year?' 

WInston dId know that, of course He smIled, sympathetIcally he hoped, not 
trustIng hImself to speak Syme bIt off another fragment of the dark-coloured 
bread, chewed It brIefly, and went on 

'Don't you see that the whole aim of Newspeak IS to narrow the range of 
thought';! In the end we shall make thoughtcnme lIterally ImpOSSIble, because 
there WIll be no words In whIch to express It Every concept that can ever be 
needed, WIll be expressed by exactly one word, WIth ItS meanmg rIgIdly defined 
and all ItS subSidIary meanIngs rubbed out and forgotten Already, In the 
Eleventh EdItIOn, we're not far from that pomt But the process wIll stIll be 
contInUIng long after you and I are dead Every year fewer and fewer words, 
and the range of conSCIousness always a httle smaller Even now, of course, 
there's no reason or excuse for commIttIng thoughtcrime It's merely a 
questIon of self-chsciplIne, realIty-control But In the end there won)t be any 
need even for that The RevolutIon WIll be complete when the language IS 
perfect Newspeak IS Ingsoc and Ingsoc IS Newspeak,' he added With a sort of 
mystIcal satIsfactIon 'Has It ever occurred to you, Winston, that by the year 
2050, at the very latest, not a smgle human bemg Will be alIve who could 
understand such a conversatl.on as we are haVIng now?' 
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'Except-' began WInston doubtfully, and then stopped 
It had been on the tIP of hIS tongue to say 'Except the proles', but he checked 

hImself, not feelmg fully certaIn that thls remark was not In some way 
unorthodox Syme, however, had dIVIned what he was about to say 

'The proles are not human belngs,' he saId carelessly 'By 2050-earher, 
probably-all real knowledge of Oldspeak wlll have dIsappeared The whole 
hterature of the past wlll have been destroyed Chaucer, Shakespeare, MIlton, 
Byron-they'll eXIst only In Newspeak verSIOns, not merely changed Into 
sometrung dIfferent, but actually changed Into somethIng contradIctory of 
what they used to be Even the hterature of the Party wlll change Even the 
slogans WIll change How could you have a slogan lIke "freedom IS slavery" 
when the concept of freedom has been abohshed-:> The whole chmate of 
thought wlll be dIfferent In fact there WIll be no thought, as we understand It 
now Orthodoxy means not thInkIng-not needIng to thInk Orthodoxy IS 
unconSCIOusness' 

One of these days, thought WInston WIth sudden deep conVIctIOn, Syme wlll 
be vapOrIzed He IS too Intelhgent He sees too clearly and speaks too plalnly 
The Party does not lIke such people One day he WIll dIsappear It IS wrItten In 
hIS face 

WInston had finIshed hIS bread and cheese He turned a lIttle SIdeways m hIS 
chaIr to drInk hIS mug of coffee At the table on hIS left the man With the 
strIdent VOIce was stIll talkIng remorselessly away A young woman who was 
perhaps hIS secretary, and who was sIttmg WIth her back to WInston, was 
hstemng to him and seemed to be eagerly agreeIng WIth everythIng that he 
SaId From. ome to tIme WInston caught some such remarks as 'I thlnk you're 
so rIght: I do so agree WIth you' , uttered In a youthful and rather SIlly femlmne 
VOIce But the other VOIce never stopped for an Instant, even when the gIrl was 
speakIng Wmston knew the man by SIght, though he knew no more about hIm 
than that he held some Important post In the Flcoon Department He was a 
man of about thirty, With a muscular throat and a large, moblle mouth HIS 
head was thrown back a httle, and because of the angle at which he was SittIng, 
rus spectacles caught the hght and presented to WInston two blank dISCS 
mstead of eyes What was shghtly horrIble, was that from the stream of sound 
that poured out of hiS mouth It was almost Imposslble to distInguIsh a Single 
word Just once Winston caught a phrase-'complete and final elImInatIon of 
Goldstelmsm' -Jerked out very rapidly and, as It seemed, all In one piece, lIke a 
hne of type cast solId For the rest It was Just a nOIse, a quack-quack-quacklng 
And yet, though you could not actually hear what the man was sayIng, you 
could not be In any doubt about ItS general nature He might be denouncing 
GoldsteIn and demanding sterner measures agaInst thought-crImInals and 
saboteurs, he mIght be fumllnatlng agaInst the atrocItIes of the EuraSian army, 
he might be pralSing Big Brother or the heroes on the Malabar front-It made 
n-o drfference Whatever It was, you could be certrun that every word of It was 
pute orthodoxy, pure Ingsoc As he watched the eyeless face With the Jaw 
mov:i:Q.g rapIdly up and down, Winston had a curIOUS feelIng that thIS was not a 
real human beIng but some kInd of dummy It was not the man's brarn that was 
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speakIng, It was hIS larynx The stuff that was commg out of hIm consIsted of 
words, but It was not speech m the true sense It was a nOIse uttered In 
unconSCIousness, lIke the quackmg of a duck 

Syme had fallen SIlent for a moment, and wIth the handle of hIS spoon was 
traCIng patterns In the puddle of stew The VOIce from the other table quacked 
rapIdly on, easdy audIble In spIte of the surroundmg dIn 

'There IS a word In Newspeak,' saId Syme, 'I don't know whether you know 
It duckspeak, to quack hke a duck It IS one of those mterestIng words that have 
two contradIctory meamngs ApplIed to an opponent, It IS abuse, applIed to 
someone you agree WIth, It IS praIse ' 

UnquestIOnably Syme WIll be vaponzed, Wmston thought agaIn He 
thought It WIth a kInd of sadness, although well knOWIng that Syme despIsed 
hIm and shghtly dIslIked hnn, and was fully capable of denounCIng hIm as a 
thought-cnminallf he saw any reason for domg so There was somethmg 
subtly wrong WIth Syme There was somethmg that he lacked dIscretIOn, 
aloofness, a sort of saVIng stupIdIty You could not say that he was unorthodox 
He belteved In the prInCIples of Ingsoc, he venerated BIg Brother, he rejOIced 
over vIctones, he hated heretICS, not merely WIth smcenty but With a sort of 
restless zeal, an up-to-dateness of InformatIOn, wluch the ordmary Party 
member dId not approach Yet a faInt aIr of dIsreputabIlIty always clung to 
hIm He saId thIngs that would have been better unsaId, he had read too many 
books, he frequented the Chestnut Tree Cafe, haunt of paInters and 
mUSICIans There was no law, not even an unWrItten law, agaInst frequentmg 
the Chestnut Tree Cafe, yet the place was somehow Ill-omened The old, 
dIscredIted leaders of the Party had been used to gather there before they were 
finally purged GoldsteIn hImself, It was saId, had sometImes been seen there, 
years and decades ago Syme's fate was not dIfficult to foresee And yet It was a 
fact that If Syme grasped, even for three seconds, the nature of hIS, WInston's, 
secret opInIOns, he would betray hIm Instantly to the Thought PolIce So 
would anybody else, for that matter but Syme more than most Zeal was not 
enough Orthodoxy was unconscIOusness 

Syme looked up 'Here comes Parsons,' he saId. 
SomethIng In the tone of hIS VOIce seemed to add, 'that bloody fool' 

Parsons, WInston's fellow tenant at VIctory ManSIOns, was In fact threadmg 
hIS way across the room-a tubby, mIddle-SIzed man with faIr haIr and a 
froglIke face At tlurty-five he was already puttmg on rolls of fat at neck and 
waIstlIne, but hIS movements were brIsk and bOYIsh HIS whole appearance 
was that of a lIttle boy grown large, so much so that although he was wearIng 
the regulatIOn overalls, It was almost ImpOSSIble not to think of hIm as beIng 
dressed In the blue shorts, grey shut, and red neckerchIef of the SpIes In 
VIsualIZIng hun one saw always a pIcture of dlffipled knees and sleeves rolled 
back from pudgy forearms Parsons dId, lndeed, InvarIably revert to shorts 
when a community hlke or any other phYSIcal aCtIVIty gave hun an excuse for 
dOIng SO He greeted them both WIth a cheery 'Hullo, hullo l ' and sat down at 
the table, gIVing. Qff an Intense smell of sweat Beads of mOIsture stood out all 
over lus PInk face. H~5 powers of sweatlng were extraordinary. At the 



Ntneteen Etghty-Four 

Commumty Centre you could always tell when he had been plaYIng table
tennIS by the dampness of the bat handle Syme had produced a strIP of paper 
on whIch there was a long column of words, and was studymg It WIth an Ink
penCIl between hIS fingers 

'Look at hIm workmg away In the lunch hour,' saId Parsons, nudgIng 
WInston 'Keenness, eh';) What's that you've got there, old boy';) SomethIng a 
bIt too braIny for me, I expect SmIth, old boy, I'll tell you why I'm chaSIng 
you It's that sub you forgot to gIve me' 

'WhIch sub IS that';)' saId WInston, automatIcally feelmg for money About a 
quarter of one's salary had to be earmarked for voluntary subscrIptlons, whIch 
were so numerous that It was dIfficult to keep track of them 

'Por Hate Week You know-the house-by-house fund I'm treasurer for our 
block We're makmg an all-out effort-gOIng to put on a tremendous show I 
tell you, It won't be my fault If old VIctory ManslOns doesn't have the bIggest 
outfit of flags In the whole street Two dollars you promIsed me ' 

WInston found and handed over two creased and filthy notes, whIch Parsons 
entered In a small notebook, In the neat handwrItIng of the Ilhterate 

'By the way, old boy,' he saId 'I hear that lIttle beggar of mIne let fly at you 
WIth hIS catapult yesterday I gave hIm a good dreSSIng-down for It In fact I 
told hIm I'd take the catapult away If he does It agaIn ' 

'I thInk he was a httle upset at not gOIng to the executlOn,' saId WInston 
'Ah, well-What I mean to say, shows the rIght SpIrIt, doesn't It';) MIschIevous 

httle beggars they are, both of them, but talk about keenness' All they thInk 
about IS the SpIes, and the war, of course D'you know what that lIttle gIrl of 
mme dtd last Saturday, when her troop was on a htke out Berkhamsted way';) 
She got two other girls to go WIth her, shpped off from the hIke, and spent the 
whole afternoon follOWIng a strange man They kept on rus taIl for two hours, 
rtght through the woods, and then, when they got into Amersham, handed hIm 
over to the patrols ' 

'What dId they do that for?' saId WInston, somewhat taken aback Parson 
went on trIumphantly 

'My kId made sure he was some kInd of enemy agent-mIght have been 
dropped by parachute, for Instance But here's the pOInt, old boy What do you 
thmk put her on to hIm In the first place';) She spotted he was wearIng a funny 
kmd of shoes-saId she'd never seen anyone weartng shoes lIke that before So 
the chances were he was a foreIgner Pretty smart for a mpper of seven, eh';)' 

'What happened to the man';)' saId WInston 
'Ah, that I couldn't say, of course But I wouldn't be altogether surprIsed 

If-' Parsons made the motion of alIlllng a rIfle, and chcked hIS tongue for the 
explosion 

'Good,' sald Syme abstractedly, WIthout lookIng up from hIS strIp of paper 
'Of -course We can't afford to take chances,' agreed WInston dutIfully 
'What I mean to say, there IS a war on,' SaId Parsons 
As though In confirmanon of thIS, a trumpet call floated from the telescreen 

·'~st above their heads However.) It was not the proclamatlOn of a mlhtary 
"'cto.ty thls tune, but merely an announcement from the MInIstry of Plenty. 
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'Comrades" crIed an eager youthful VOIce 'AttentIOn, comrades' We have 

glorIOUS news for you We have won the battle for productIon' Returns now 
completed of the output of all classes of consumptlOn goods show that the 
standard of hVIng has rIsen by no less than 20 per cent over the past year All 
over OceanIa thIS mornIng there were IrrepreSSIble spontaneous de
monstrations when workers marched out of factorIes and offices and paraded 
through the streets WIth banners VOICIng theIr gratItude to BIg Brother for the 
new, happy hfe whIch lu~ wIse leadershIp has bestowed upon us Here are 
some of the completed figures Foodstuffs-' 

The phrase 'our new, happy lIfe' recurred several tunes It had been a 
faVOUrIte of late WIth the MInIstry of Plenty Parsons, hIS attentIon caught by 
the trumpet call, sat hsterung WIth a sort of gapIng solemruty, a sort of edIfied 
boredom He could not follow the figures, but he was aware that they were In 
some way a cause for satlsfaCDon He had lugged out a huge and filthy pIpe 
whIch was already half full of charred tobacco WIth the tobacco ratIOn at 100 • 

grammes a week It was seldom pOSSIble to fill a pIpe up to the top Wmston was 
smokIng a VIctory CIgarette whIch he held carefully hOrIzontal The new 
ration dId not start tll1 tomorrow and he had only four CIgarettes left For the 
moment he had shut hIS ears to the remoter nOIses and was hsterung to the stuff 
that streamed out of the telescreen It appeared that there had even been 
demonstratIons to thank: BIg Brother for raIsIng the chocolate ratIOn to twenty 
grammes a week And only yesterday, he reflected, It had been announced that 
the ratIon was to be reduced to twenty grammes a week Was It pOSSIble that 
they could swallow that, after only twenty-four hours:> Yes, they swallowed It 
Parsons swallowed It easlly, With the stupIdIty of an anunal The eyeless 
creature at the other table swallowed It fanatIcally, pasSIOnately, WIth a fUrIOUS 
deSIre to track down, denounce, and vapOrIze anyone who should suggest that 
last week the ratIon had been thIrty grammes Syrne, tOO-In some more 
complex way, InvolVIng doublethInk, Syrne swallowed It Was he, then, alone 
In the possessIOn of a memory';) 

The fabulous statIstIcs contInued to pour out of the telescreen As compared 
WIth last year there was more food, more clothes, more houses, more furruture, 
more cookmg-pots, more fuel, more ships, more helIcopters, more books, 
more babIes-more of everythIng except disease, CrIme, and InsanIty Yearby 
year and mInute by mmute; everybody and everythIng was whIZZIng rapIdly 
upwards As Syrne had done earlIer WInston had taken up hIS spoon and was 
dabblIng In the pale-coloured gravy that drIbbled across the table, draWIng a 
long streak of It out Into a pattern He medItated resentfully on the phYSIcal 
texture of hfe Had It always been hke thIS? Had food always tasted like thIS? 
He looked round the canteen. A low-celbnged, crowded room, Its walls gruny 
from the contact of innumerable homes, battered metal tables and chaIrs, 
placed so close together that you sat Wlth elbows touchIng, bent spoons, 
dented trays, coarse wblte mugs,. all surfaces greasy, grIme In every crack, and 
a sourIsh, composite smell of bad gIn and bad coffee and metallIC stew and 
dIrty clothes Always In your stomach and In your skin there was a sort of 
protest, a feeb;ng. taat you had heetl cheated of somethlng that you had a TIght • 
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to It was true that he had no memones of anythIng greatly dIfferent In any 
time that he could accurately remember, there had never been qUIte enough to 
eat, one had never had socks or underclothes that were not full of holes, 
furmture had always been battered and rIckety, rooms underheated, tube 
trams crowded, houses fallIng to pIeces, bread dark-coloured, tea a ranty, 
coffee filthy-tastIng, CIgarettes InsufficIent-nothIng cheap and plentiful except 
synthetIC gIn And though, of course, It grew worse as one's body aged, was It 
not a SIgn that thiS was not the natural order of thIngs, If one's heart sickened at 
the dIscomfort and dIrt and scarCIty, the IntermInable WInters, the stIckIness of 
one's socks, the hfts that never worked, the cold water, the gntty soap, the 
CIgarettes that came to pIeces, the food wIth ItS strange evIl taste';) Why should 
one feel It to be Intolerable unless one had some kInd of ancestral memory that 
things had once been dIfferent';) 

He looked round the canteen agam Nearly everyone was ugly, and would 
stIll have been ugly even If dressed otherWIse than In the uniform blue overalls 
On the far SIde of the room, SIttIng at a table alone, a small, CUrIously beetle
lIke man was dnnkIng a cup of coffee, hIS lIttle eyes dartIng SUSpICIOUS glances 
from SIde to SIde How easy It was, thought WInston, If you dId not look about 
you, to belIeve that the phYSIcal type set up by the Party as an Ideal-tall 
muscular youths and deep-bosomed maIdens, blond-hatred, Vital, sunburnt, 
carefree-exIsted and even predomInated Actually, so far as he could Judge, 
the maJonty of people In AIrstrIp One were small, dark, and Ill-favoured It 
was cunous how that beetle-lIke type prolIferated In the MInistrIes lIttle 
dumpy men, grOWIng stout very early In hfe, WIth short legs, sWIft scuttlIng 
movements, and fat mscrutable faces wIth very small eyes It was the type that 
seemed to flOUrIsh best under the domInIon of the Party 

The announcement from the MInIstry of Plenty ended on another trumpet 
call and gave way to tlnny mUSIC Parsons, stIrred to vague enthUSIasm by the 
bombardment of figures, took hIS pIpe out of hIS mouth 

'The MInIstry of Plenty's certaInly done a good Job thIS year,' he saId WIth a 
knOWing shake of hIS head 'By the way, SmIth old boy, I suppose you haven't 
got any razor blades you can let me have';)' 

'Not one,' sald Wlnston 'I've been USIng the same blade for SIX weeks 
myself' 

cAh, well-Just thought I'd ask you, old boy' 
'Sorry,' sood WInston 
The quackIng VOIce from the next table, temporanly sIlenced dunng the 

MlruStry'S announcement, had started up agaIn, as loud as ever For some 
reason Wmston suddenly found hunself thlnkmg of Mrs Parsons, WIth her 
WISpy halr and the dust In the creases of her face. WIthIn two years those 
chIldren would be denounCIng her to the Thought Pohce Mrs Parsons would 
be vaporized. Syme would be vapOrIzed WInston would be vapOrIzed 
O'BrIen would be vapOflzed Parsons, on the other hand, would never be 
vapo1'lZed. The eyeless creature WIth the quackmg VOIce would never be 
vaporized. The httle beetle-lIke men who scuttled so rumbly through the 
labyrinthme corrIdors of MInistrIes-they, too, would never be vaporIzed And 
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the gIrl WIth dark haIr, the gIrl from the FIctIOn Department-she would never 
be vaporIzed eIther It seemed to hIm that he knew InstInctIvely who would 
surVIve and who would perIsh though Just what It was that made for survIval, 
It was not easy to say 

At thIS moment he was dragged out of hIS reverIe WIth a VIolent Jerk The gIrl 
at the next table had turned partly round and was lookIng at hIm It was the gIrl 
WIth dark haIr She was lookIng at hIm In a SIdelong way, but WIth CUrIOUS 
IntensIty The Instant that she caught hIS eye she looked away agam 

The sweat started out on WInston's backbone A horrIble pang of terror 
went through hIm I t was gone almost at once, but It left a sort of naggmg 
uneaSIness behInd Why was she watchIng hIm'> Why dId she keep followmg 
hIm about'> Unfortunately he could not remember whether she had already 
been at that table when he arrIved, or had come there afterwards But 
yesterday, at any rate, durIng the Two MInutes Hate, she had sat ImmedIately 
behInd hIm when there was no apparent need to do so QUIte lIkely her real 
object had been to lIsten to hIm and make sure whether he was shoutIng loudly 
enough 

HIS earlIer thought returned to hlID' probably she was not actually a member 
of the Thought PolIce, but then It was precIsely the amateur spy who was the 
greatest danger of all He dId not know how long she had been lookmg at hIm, 
but perhaps for as much as five mInutes, and It was pOSSIble that hIS features 
had not been perfectly under control It was ternbly dangerous to let your 
thoughts wander when you were In any publIc place or WIthIn range of a 
telescreen The smallest thIng could gIve you away A nervous tIC, an 
unconSCIOUS look of amnety, a habIt of mutterIng to yourself-anythIng that 
carned WIth It the suggestlOn of abnormalIty, of havmg somethIng to rude In 
any case, to wear an Improper expreSSIon on your face (to look Incredulous 
when a VIctory was announced, for example) was Itself a punIshable offence 
There was even a word for It in Newspeak.!aceCTl,me, It was called 

The gIrl had turned her back on hIm agaIn Perhaps after all she was not 
really follOWIng hIm about, perhaps It was COInCIdence that she had sat so close 
to hIm two days runnIng HlS CIgarette had gone out, and he laId It carefully on 
the edge of the table He would finIsh smokIng It after work, If he could keep 
the tobacco In It QUIte hkely the person at the next table was a spy of the 
Thought PolIce, and qUlte lIkely he would be m the cellars of the MInlStry of 
Love WIthIn three days, but a Clgarette end must not be wasted Syme had 
folded up hIs strIP of paper and stowed It away In hIS pocket Parsons had 
begun taJ.lo.ng agaIn 

'DId I ever tell you, old boy,' he wd, chuckhng round the stem of hIS pIpe, 
'about the tIme when those two mppers of mme set fire to the old market
woman's skirt because they saw her wrappIng up sausages In a poster of B.B ? 
Sneaked up behtnd her and set fire to It WIth a box of matches Burned her 
qUIte badly, I believe LIttle beggars, eh'> But keen as mustardf That's a first
rate tralIDng they give them tn the SPIes nowadays-better than m my day, 
even What d~you think's the latest thIng they've served them out Wlth"> Ear 
trumpets for lIstening through keyholes I My lIttle girl brought one home the 
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other mght-trIed It out on our SIttIng-room door, and reckoned she could hear 
tWIce as much as wIth her ear to the hole Of course It's only a toy, mInd you 
StIll, gIves 'em the rIght Idea, eh';)' 

At thIS moment the telescreen let out a pIercIng whIstle It was the sIgnal to 
return to work All three men sprang to theIr feet to JOIn In the struggle round 
the hfts, and the remalmng tobacco fell out of WInston's CIgarette 

6 
WInston was WrItmg In hIS dIary 

It was three years ago It was on a dark evemng, m a narrow SIde-street near one of the bIg 
rallway statIons She was standmg near a doorway m the 'V\<all, under a street lamp that hardly gave 
any lIght She had a young face, paInted very thIck It was really the pamt that appealed to me, the 
whIteness of It, lIke a mask, and the brIght red hps Party women never pamt theIr faces There was 
nobody else m the street, and no telescreens She saId two dollars 1-

For the moment It was too dIfficult to go on He shut hIS eyes and pressed hIS 
fingers agamst them, trying to squeeze out the VISIon that kept recurrIng He 
had an almost overwhelmIng temptatIOn to shout a strIng of filthy words at the 
top of hIS VOIce Or to bang hIS head agaInst the wall, to kICk over the table, and 
hurl the mkpot through the WIndow-to do any VIOlent or nOISY or paInful thmg 
that mIght black out the memory that was tormentIng hIm 

Your worst enemy, he reflected, was your own nervous system At any 
moment the tenSIOn InSIde you was hable to translate Itself Into some VISIble 
symptom He thought of a man whom he had passed In the street a few weeks 
back a qUlte ordInary-lookIng man, a Party member, aged thIrty-five to forty, 
talllsh and thIn, carryIng a brIef-case They were a few metres apart when the 
left SIde of the man's face was suddenly contorted by a sort of spasm It 
happened agaIn Just as they were passing one another It was only a tWItch, a 
qUIver, rapId as the chcking of a camera shutter, but ObVIOusly habItual He 
remembered thInkIng at the tIme. That poor deVIl IS done for And what was 
frightemng was that the actIOn was qUIte pOSSIbly unconscIOUS The most 
deadly danger of all was talkIng In your sleep. There was no way of guardIng 
agaInst that, so far as he could see 

He drew hIS breath and went on WrItIng. 

I went with her through the doorway and across a backyard mto a basement kItchen There was 
a bed agamst the wall~ and a lamp on the table, turned down very low She-

IUs teeth were set on edge He would have hked to SPIt SlffiuItaneousIy with 
the woman In the basement kitchen he thought of KatharIne, hIS WIfe WInston 
was married-had been marned, at any rate probably he stIll was married, so 
far as he knew hIS WIfe was not dead He seemed to breathe agaxn the warm 
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stuffy odour of the basement kItchen, an odour compounded of bugs and dIrty 
clothes and vIllaInous cheap scent, but nevertheless allunng, because no 
woman of the Party ever used scent, or could be Imagmed as dOIng so Only the 
proles used scent In hIS mInd the smell of It was mextncably mIxed up wIth 
fornIcatIOn 

When he had gone wIth that woman It had been hIS first lapse m two years or 
thereabouts ConsortIng wIth prostItutes was forbIdden, of course. but It was 
one of those rules that you could occasIOnally nerve yourself to break It was 
dangerous, but It was not a hfe-and-death matter To be caught WIth a 
prostItute mIght mean five years m a forced-labour camp not more, If you had 
commItted no other offence And It was easy enough, prOVIded that you could 
aVOId beIng caught In the act The poorer quarters swarmed WIth women who 
were ready to sell themselves Some could even be purchased for a bottle of 
gIn, whIch the proles were not supposed to dnnk TaCItly the Party was even 
InclIned to encourage prostItutIOn, as an outlet for InstIncts whIch could not be 
altogether suppressed Mere debauchery dId not matter very much, so long as 
It was furtIve and Joyless and only Involved the Women of a submerged and 
despIsed class The unforgIvable CrIme was promIScUIty between Party 
members But-though thIS was one of the cnmes that the accused 10 the great 
purges Invanably confessed to-It was dIfficult to Imagme any such thmg 
actually happenIng 

The aIm of the Party was not merely to prevent men and women from 
formIng loyaltIes WhICh It mIght not be able to control Its real, undeclared 
purpose was to remove all pleasure from the sexual act Not love so much as 
erotICIsm was the enemy, InSIde marnage as well as outSIde It All marrIages 
between Party members had to be approved by a commIttee appomted for the 
purpose, and-though the prInCIple was never clearly stated-permIssIon was 
always refused If the couple concerned gave the ImpreSSIOn of beIng phYSIcally 
attracted to one another The only recogmzed purpose of marrIage was to 
beget chIldren for the serVI(..e of the Party Sexual Intercourse was to be looked 
on as a slIghtly dIsgustIng mInor operatIOn, ltke havmg an enema ThIS agam 
was never put Into plam words, but In an IndIrect way It was rubbed Into every 
Party member from chIldhood onwards There were even orgamzatlons such 
as the JunIOr AntI-Sex League, whIch advocated complete cebbacy for both 
sexes. All chIldren were to be begotten by artIficIal InsemInatIon (artsem, It was 
called In Newspeak) and brought up In publIc InstItutIons ThlS, WInston was 
aware, was not meant altogether serIously, but somehow It fitted In WIth the 
general Ideology of the Party The Party was trymg to kIll the sex InstInct, or) If 
It could not be kIlled, then to dIstort It and duty It He dId not know why thIS 
was so, but It seemed natural that It should be so And as far as the women were 
concerned, the Party's efforts were largely successful 

He thought agam of KatharIne It must be rune, ten-nearly eleven years 
SInce they had parted It was CUrIOUS how seldom he thought of her. For days 
at a tIme he was capable of forgettIng that he had ever been marrIed They had 
only been together for about fifteen months The Party dId not permIt dIvorce, 
but It rather encouraged separatIOn In cases where there were no chIldren 
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KatharIne was a tall, faIr-haIred gIrl, very straIght, wIth splendId 
movements She had a bold, aquIlIne face, a face that one mIght have called 
noble untIl one dIscovered that there was as nearly as possIble nothIng behInd 
It Very early In her marrIed hfe he had decIded-though perhaps It was only 
that he knew her more IntImately than he knew most people-that she had 
WIthout exceptIOn the most stupId, vulgar, empty mInd that he had ever 
encountered She had not a thought In her head that was not a slogan, and 
there was no Imbeclhty, absolutely none that she was not capable of 
swallowmg If the Party handed It out to her 'The human sound-track' he 
mcknamed her In hIS own mInd Yet he could have endured lIVIng WIth her If It 
had not been for Just one thIng-sex 

As soon as he touched her she seemed to WInce and stIffen To embrace her 
was lIke embraCIng a JOInted wooden Image And what was strange was that 
even when she was claspIng hIm agaInst her he had the feehng that she was 
sImultaneously pushIng hIm away WIth all her strength The rIgIdIty of her 
muscles managed to convey that ImpreSSIOn She would lIe there WIth shut 
eyes, neIther reSIstIng nor co-operatIng but submzttzng It was extraordInarIly 
embarraSSIng, and, after a whIle, horrIble But even then he could have borne 
hvmg WIth her If It had been agreed that they should remaIn celIbate But 
CUrIously enough It was KatharIne who refused thIS They must, she saId, 
produce a chIld If they could So the performance contInued to happen, once a 
week qUIte regularly, whenever It was not ImpOSSIble She even used to remInd 
hIm of It In the mornIng, as somethIng WhICh had to be done that evenIng and 
WhICh must not be forgotten She had two names for It One was 'makIng a 
baby'" and the other was 'our duty to the Party' (yes, she had actually used that 
phrase) QUIte soon he grew to have a feelmg of pOSltlve dread when the 
appOInted day came round But luckIly no chIld appeared, and In the end she 
agreed to gIve Up trYIng, and soon afterwards they parted 

WInston SIghed InaudIbly He pIcked up hIS pen agaIn and wrote 

She threw herself down on the bed, and at once, WIthout any kmd ofprebmmary, In the most 
coarse, horrIble way you can ImagIne, pulled up her skIrt 1-

He saw hImself standIng there In the dIm lamplight, WIth the smell of bugs 
and cheap scent In hIS nostrIls, and In hIS heart a feelIng of defeat and 
resentment whIch even at that moment was mIxed up WIth the thought of 
KatharIne's whIte body, frozen for ever by the hypnotIC power of the Party 
Why dId It always have to be lIke thIs~ Why could he not have a woman of hIS 
own instead of these filthy scuffles at mtervals of years? But a real love affaIr 
was an almost unthinkable event The women of the Party were all alIke 
ChastIty was as deep ingramed In them as Party loyalty By careful early 
conditlorung, by games and cold water, by the rubbIsh that was dInned into 
them at school and In the SpIes and the Youth League, by lectures, parades, 
songs, slogans., and martIal mUSIC, the natural feelIng had been dllven out of 
them., His reason told him that there must be exceptions, but hIS heart dId not 
be!leve it. Th~ were all Impregnable, as the Party Intended that they should 
be~ ~~\Vhat lIe wanted, more even than to be loved, was to bre$ down that 
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wall of VIrtue, even If It were only once In hiS whole lIfe The sexual act, 
successfully performed, was rebelhon DeSIre was thoughtcrIme Even to have 
awakened KatharIne, If he could have achieved It, would have been bke a 
seductlOn, although she was hiS Wife 

But the rest of the story had got to be WrItten down He wrote 

I turned up the lamp When I saw her 1n the hght-

After the darkness the feeble hght of the paraffin lamp had seemed very 
brIght For the first tlIDe he could see the woman properly He had taken a step 
towards her and then halted, full of lust and terror He was pamfully conscIous 
of the rIsk he had taken In comIng here It was perfectly pOSSible that the 
patrols would catch hIm on the way out for that matter they might be waitIng 
outSide the door at thIS moment If he went away WithOUt even domg what he 
had come here to do-' 

I t had got to be WrItten down, It had got to be confessed What he had 
suddenly seen In the lampbght was that the woman was old The pamt was 
plastered so thIck on her face that It looked as though It mIght crack bke a 
cardboard mask There were streaks of whIte m her haIr, but the truly dreadful 
detaIl was that her mouth had fallen a httle open, revealIng nothIng except a 
cavernous blackness She had no teeth at all 

He wrote hurrIedly, In scrabbbng handwrltmg 

When I saw her 1n the lIght she was qulte an old woman, fifty years old at least But I went ahead 
and did It Just the same 

He pressed hIS fingers agaInst hIS eyebds again He had WrItten It down at 
last, but It made no dIfference The therapy had not worked The urge to shout 
filthy words at the top of hIS VOIce was as strong as ever 

7 
If there IS hope, wrote Wtnston, It lIes 1n the proles 

If there was hope, It must be In the proles, because only there, In those 
swarmIng dIsregarded masses, 85 per cent of the populatlOn of OceanIa, could 
the force to destroy the Party ever be generated The Party could not be 
overthrown from WIthIn Its enemIes, If It had any enemIes, had no way of 
coming together or even of IdentIfYIng one another Even If the legendary 
Brotherhood eXIsted, as Just pOSSIbly It xmght, It was InconceIvable that Its 
members could ever assemble In larger numbers than twos and threes 
Rebelhon meant a look In the eyes, an InfleXIOn of the voice, at the most, an 
occasIonal whIspered word But the proles, If only they could somehow 
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become conSCIOUS of theIr own strength, would have no need to conspIre They 
needed only to rIse Up and shake themselves lIke a horse shakIng off flIes If 
they chose they could blow the Party to pIeces tomorrow morrung Surely 
sooner or later It must occur to them to do It';) And yet-' 

He remembered how once he had been walkIng down a crowded street when 
a tremendous shout of hundreds ofvOlces-women's vOIces-had burst from a 
SIde-street a lIttle way ahead It was a great formIdable cry of anger and 
despair, a deep, loud 'Oh-o-o-o-ohl' that went hummIng on lIke the 
reverberatIOn of a bell HIS heart had leapt It's started' he had thought A rIot' 
The proles are breakIng loose at last' When he had reached the spot It was to 
see a mob of two or three hundred women crowdIng round the stalls of a street 
market, WIth faces as tragic as though they had been the doomed passengers on 
a SInkIng shIP But at thIS moment the general despaIr broke down Into a 
multItude of IndIVIdual quarrels It appeared that one of the stalls had been 
sellIng tm saucepans They were wretched, flImsy thIngs, but cookIng-pots of 
any kmd were always dIfficult to get Now the supply had unexpectedly given 
out The successful women, bumped and Jostled by the rest, were trYIng to 
make off WIth theIr saucepans wh11e dozens of others clamoured round the 
stall, aCCUSIng the stall-keeper of faVOUrItIsm and of haVIng more saucepans 
somewhere In reserve There was a fresh outburst of yells Two bloated 
women, one of them WIth her hrur comIng down, had got hold of the same 
saucepan and were trYIng to tear It out of one another's hands For a moment 
they were both tuggIng, and then the handle came off WInston watched them 
dIsgustedly And yet, Just for a moment, what almost frIghtenIng power had 
sounded In that cry from only a few hundred throats' Why was It that they 
could never shout like that about anythIng that mattered';) 

He wrote 

U ntll they become consclOUS they WIll never rebel, and untIl.after they have rebelled they cannot 
become conSCIOUS 

That, he reflected, mIght almost have been a transcrIptIon from one of the 
Party textbooks The Party claImed, of course, to have lIberated the proles 
from bondage Before the Revolutton they had been ludeously oppressed by 
the capItalIsts, they had been starved and flogged, women had been forced to 
work In the coal mInes (women st111 dId work in the coal mmes, as a matter of 
fact), chIldren had been sold Into the factorIes at the age of SIX But 
sImultaneously, true to the prmciples of doublethInk, the Party taught that the 
proles were naturalmferlOrs who must be kept In subJectIon, lIke arumals, by 
the apphcaoon of a few sunple rules. In realIty very httle was known about the 
proles. It was not necessary to know much So long as they contInued to work 
and breed, their other acttVltIes were WIthout Importance. Left to themselves, 
hke cattle turned loose upon the plaIns of Argentlna7 they had reverted to a 
style of hfe that appeared to be natural to them, a sort of ancestral pattern. 
They; were born, they grew up m the gutters, they went to work at twelve, they 
passed through a brIef blossomIng-perIod of beauty and se)tual deSIre, they 
nULt'l'l,eQ at twenty, they were mIddle-aged at thirty, they dted~ for the most 
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part, at SIxty Heavy phYSIcal work, the care of home and chIldren, petty 
quarrels wIth neIghbours, films, football, beer, and, above all, gamblIng, filled 
up the hOrIzon of mInds To keep them In control was not dIfficult A few 
agents of the Thought PolIce moved always among them, spreadIng false 
rumours and markIng down and elImInatIng the few IndIVIduals who were 
Judged capable of becomIng dangerous, but no attempt was made to 
IndoctrInate them Wlth the Ideology of the Party It was not deSIrable that the 
proles should have strong polItIcal feelIngs All that was reqUIred of them was a 
prImItIve patrIotIsm WhIch could be appealed to whenever It was necessary to 
make them accept longer workIng-hours or shorter ratlOns And even when 
they became dIscontented, as they sometImes dld, theIr dIscontent led 
nowhere, because beIng WIthout general Ideas, they could only focus It on 
petty speCIfic grIevances The larger evIls InvarIably escaped theIr nonce The 
great majorIty of proles dId not even have telescreens In theIr homes Even the 
CIVIl polIce Interfered WIth them very lIttle There was a vast amount of 
CrImInalIty In London, a whole world-within-a-world of thieves, bandIts, 
prostItutes, drug-peddlers, and racketeers of every deSCrIptIOn, but SInce It all 
happened among the proles themselves, It was of no Importance In all 
questlOns of morals they were allowed to follow theIr ancestral code The 
sexual pUrItanIsm of the Party was not Imposed upon them PromISCUIty went 
unpunIshed, dIvorce was permItted For that matter, even relIglOus worshIp 
would have been permItted If the proles had shown any SIgn of needlOg or 
wantIng It They were beneath SuspiClOn As the Party slogan put It 'Proles 
and ammals are free' 

WInston reached down and cautIOusly scratched hIS varIcose ulcer It had 
begun ItchIng agaIn The thIng you InvarIably came back to was the 
ImpOSSIbIlIty of knOWIng what lIfe before the RevolutIOn had really been lIke 
He took out of the drawer a copy of a chIldren's hIstory textbook WhICh he had 
borrowed from Mrs Parsons, and began copYIng a passage Into the dIary 

In the old days (It ran), before the glorIOUS Revolution, London was not the beautIful CIty that 
we know today It was a dark, dIrty, mIserable place where hardly anybody had enough to eat and 
where hundreds and thousands of poor people had no boots on thelI feet and not even a roof to 
sleep under ChIldren no older than you are had to work twelve hours a day for cruel masters, who 
Bogged them WIth whIps If they worked too slowly and fed them on nothIng but stale breadcrusts 
and water But m among all thIS ternble poverty there were Just a few great bIg beautIful houses 
that were hved m by nch men who had as many as thIrty servants to look after them These nch 
men were called capItalIsts They were fat, ugly men WIth WIcked faces, hke the one In the picture 
on the opposite page You see that he IS dressed In a long black coat whIch was called a frock coat" 
and a queer, shmy hat shaped lIke a stovepIpe, whIch was called a top hat Thls was the uruform of 
the capltal!sts, and no one else was allowed to wear It The capItalIsts owned everythmg m the 
world, and everyone else was their slave They owned all the land, all the houses, all the factOrIes, 
and all the money If anyone dIsobeyed them they could throw them Into prIson, or they could take 
hiS Job away and starve hun to death When any ordmary person spoke to a caPltaltSt he had to 
cIlnge and bow to hun, and take off hIs cap and address hun as 'Slr' The cruef of all the capltahsts 
was called the Kmg, and-

But he knew the rest of the catalogue There would be mentIon of the 
blshops m theIr lawn sleeves, the Judges In theIr ernune robes, the pIllory, the 
stocks, the tre.admtlI, the cat-o' -rune taJls, the Lord Mayor's Banquet, and the 
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practIce of klsslng the Pope's toe There was also somethIng called the JUS 

przmae noctzs, whIch would probably not be mentlOned In a textbook for 
chIldren It was the law by whIch every capItalIst had the rIght to sleep WIth 
any woman workIng In one of hIS factones 

How could you tell how much of It was lIes' It mzght be true that the average 
human beIng was better off now than he had been before the RevolutIOn The 
only eVIdence to the contrary was the mute protest In your own bones, the 
InstInctIve feelIng that the condItIons you lIved In were Intolerable and that at 
some other tIme they must have been dIfferent It struck hIm that the truly 
charactenstIc thIng about modern hfe was not Its cruelty and Insecunty, but 
SImply Its bareness, Its dIngIness, Its lIstlessness LIfe, If you looked about you, 
bore no resemblance not only to the bes that streamed out of the telescreens, 
but even to the Ideals that the Party was trYIng to achIeve Great areas of It, 
even for a Party member, were neutral and non-polItIcal, a matter of sloggIng 
through dreary Jobs, fightIng for a place on the Tube, darnIng a worn-out sock, 
cadgIng a sacchanne tablet, saVIng a CIgarette end The Ideal set up by the 
Party was somethIng huge, terrIble, and glIttering-a world of steel and 
concrete, of monstrous machInes and ternfying weapons-a natIon of warrIOrs 
and fanatIcs, marchIng forward In perfect unIty, all thInkIng the same thoughts 
and shoutIng the same slogans, perpetually workIng, fightIng, trIumphIng, 
persecutIng-three hundred mIllIon people all WIth the same face The realIty 
was decaYIng, dingy CItIes where under-fed people shuffled to and fro In leaky 
shoes, In patched-up mneteenth-century houses that smelt always of cabbage 
and bad lavatorIes He seemed to see a VISIon of London, vast and rUInous, CIty 
of a mIllIon dustbms, and mIxed up WIth It was a pIcture of Mrs Parsons, a 
woman WIth hned face and WISPY haIr, fiddlIng helplessly WIth a blocked 
waste-pIpe 

He reached down and scratched hIS ankle agaIn Day and nIght the 
telescreens brUIsed your ears WIth statIstICS prOVIng that people today had 
more food, more clothes, better houses, better recreatlOns-that they lIved 
longer, worked shorter hours, were bIgger, healthIer, stronger, hapPIer, more 
IntellIgent, better educated, than the people of fifty years ago Not a word of It 
could ever be proved or dIsproved The Party claimed, for example, that to
day 40 per cent of adult proles were lIterate before the Revolution, It was saId, 
the number had only been 15 per cent The Party claimed that the Infant 
mortalIty rate was now only 160 per thousand, whereas before the RevolutIon 
It had been 300-and so It went on It was lIke a SIngle equatIon WIth two 
unknowns It mIght very well be that lIterally every word In the history books, 
even the thIngs that one accepted without questIon, was pure fantasy For all 
he knew there ttnght never have been any such law as the JUS przmae noctzs, or 
any such creature as a capitahst, or any such garment as a top hat 

Everytlung faded Into mIst The past was erased, the erasure was forgotten, 
the he became truth Just once in hIS hfe he had possessed .... after the event that 
was what counted:~concrete, unmistakable eVIdence of an act of falSIfication 
He had held it between lus fingers for as long as thIrty seconds In 1973, It must 
h~~ beent..-.at any rate, If was at about the tIme when he and KatharIne had 
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parted But the really relevant date was seven or eight years earher 
The story really began In the mIddle 'sixties, the perIod of the great purges 

In wluch the onglnalleaders of the RevolutlOn were wiped out once and for all 
By 1970 none of them was left, except BIg Brother hImself All the rest had by 
that tIme been exposed as traItors and counter-revolutlOnanes Goidstem had 
fled and was hIdIng no one knew where, and of the others, a few had sImply 
dIsappeared, whIle the maJonty had been executed after spectacular pubhc 
trIals at whIch they made confessIOn of their CrImes Among the last surVIvors 
were three men named Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford It must have been In 
1965 that these three had been arrested As often happened, they had vanIshed 
for a year or more, so that one did not know whether they were ahve or dead, 
and then had suddenly been brought forth to IncnmlOate themselves 10 the 
usual way They had confessed to Intelhgence wIth the enemy (at that date, 
too, the enemy was Eurasia), embezzlement of pubhc funds, the murder of 
various trusted Party members, lOtngues agamst the leadershIp of BIg Brother 
whIch had started long before the Revolution happened, and acts of s-abotage 
causIng the death of hundreds of thousands of people After confeSSIng to these 
thIngs they had been pardoned, reinstated In the Party, and gIven posts which 
were In fact SInecures but whIch sounded Important All three had WrItten 
long, abject artIcles m The Tzmes, analyslOg the reasons for theIr defectlOn and 
promising to make amends 

Some tune after their release WInston had actually seen all three of them m 
the Chestnut Tree Cafe He remembered the sort of terrIfied fascInation With 
whIch he had watched them out of the corner of hiS eye They were men far 
older than himself, rehcs of the anCIent world, almost the last great figures left 
over from the herOIC early days of the Party The glamour of the underground 
struggle and the cIvil war stIll famtly clung to them He had the feehng, though 
already at that tIme facts and dates were grOWIng blurry, that he had known 
theIr names years earher than he had known that of Big Brother But also they 
were outlaws, enemies, untouchables, doomed With absolute certamty to 
extInction WIthIn a year or two No one who had once fallen Into the hands of 
the Thought Pohce ever escaped In the end They were corpses waItIng to be 
sent back to the grave 

There was no one at any of the tables nearest to them. It was not Wise even to 
be seen In the neighbourhood of such people They were slttlOg In SIlence 
before glasses of the gIn flavoured WIth cloves whIch was the spectahty of the 
cafe Of the three, It was Rutherford whose appearance had most unpressed 
Winston Rutherford had once been a famous carIcatUrIst, whose brutal 
cartoons had helped to Inflame popular oplmon before and dunng the 
Revolution Even now, at long Intervals, hiS cartoons were appearIng In The 
Tzmes They were simply an Imttation of hiS earber manner, and curIously 
hfeless and unconVIncing. Always they were a rehashIng of the anCient 
themes-slum tenements, starvIng chIldren, street battles, capItalIsts In top 
hats-even on the barrIcades the capltahsts st111 seemed to chng to thelr top 
hats-an endless, hopeless effort to get back lOto the past He was a monstrous 
man, with a mane of greasy grey haIr, Ius face pouched and seamed, With thIck 
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negrOld lIps At one tIme he must have been Immensely strong, now hIS great 
body was saggIng, slopIng, bulgIng, fallIng away In every dIrectIOn He seemed 
to be breakmg up before one's eyes, lIke a mountaIn crumblIng 

It was the lonely hour of fifteen WInston could not now remember how he 
had come to be In the cafe at such a tlme The place was almost empty A tInny 
mUSIC was tnckhng from the telescreens The three men sat In theIr corner 
almost motIOnless, never speakIng U ncommanded, the walter brought fresh 
glasses of gm There was a chessboard on the table beSIde them, With the pIeces 
set out but no game started And then, for perhaps half a mInute In all, 
somethIng happened to the telescreens The tune that they were plaYIng 
changed, and the tone of the mUSIC changed too There came Into It-but It was 
somethIng hard to deSCrIbe It was a pecuhar, cracked, braYIng, Jeermg note In 
hIS mInd Wmston called It a yellow note And then a VOIce from the telescreen 
was smglng 

Under the spreadmg chestnut tree 
I sold you and you sold me 
There he they, and here he we 
Under the spreadmg chestnut tree 

The three men never stIrred But when WInston glanced agaIn at 
Rutherford's ruInous face, he saw that hIS eyes were full of tears And for the 
first tIme he notIced, WIth a kInd of Inward shudder, and yet not knOWIng at 
what he shuddered, that both Aaronson and Rutherford had broken noses 

A httle later all three were re-arrested It appeared that they had engaged m 
fresh conspIraCIes from the very moment of theIr release At theIr second trIal 
they confessed to all theIr old CrImes over agaIn, WIth a whole stnng of new 
ones They were executed, and theIr fate was recorded In the Party histones, a 
warmng to postenty About five years after thIS, In 1973, WInston was 
unrollmg a wad of documents WhICh had Just flopped out of the pneumatIC 
tube on to hIS desk when he came on a fragment of paper whIch had eVIdently 
been shpped In among the others and then forgotten The Instant he had 
flattened It out he saw Its SIgnIficance It was a half-page torn out of The Tzmes 
of about ten years earher-the top half of the page, so that It Included the 
date-and It contaIned a photograph of the delegates at some Party functIon In 
New York. Prominent In the mIddle of the group were Jones, Aaronson, and 
Rutherford. There was no mIstakIng them, In any case theIr names were In the 
captIOn at the bottom. 

The pOInt was that at both tnals all three men had confessed that on that 
date they had been on EuraSIan soIl They had flown from a secret aIrfield In 
Canada to a rendezvous somewhere In Sibena, and had conferred WIth 
members of the EuraSIan General Staff, to whom they had betrayed Important 
military secrets. The date had stuck In WInston's memory because It chanced 
to be nudsununer day;. but the whole story must be on record In countless 
other places as well There was only one pOSSIble conclUSIon the confeSSions 
wete lies. 

Of oourse" tlus was not In Itself a dIscovery Even at that tune Winston had 
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not ImagIned that the people who were WIped out m the purges had actually 
commItted the crImes that they were accused of But thIS was concrete 
eVIdence, It was a fragment of the abolIshed past, hke a fOSSIl bone WhICh turns 
up m the wrong stratum and destroys a geologIcal theory It was enough to 
blow the Party to atoms, If In some way It could have been pubhshed to the 
world and ItS SIgnIficance made known 

He had gone straIght on workIng As soon as he saw what the photograph 
was, and what It meant, he had covered It up WIth another sheet of paper, 
LuckIly, when he unrolled It, It had been upSIde-down from the pOInt of VIew 
of the telescreen 

He took hIS scnbblmg pad on hIS knee and pushed back hIS chaIr, so as to get 
as far away from the telescreen as pOSSIble To keep your face expressIOnless 
was not dIfficult, and even your breathIng could be controlled, WIth an effort 
but you could not control the beatIng of your heart, and the telescreen was 
qUIte dehcate enough to pIck It up He let what he Judged to be ten mmutes go 
by, tormented all the whIle by the fear that some accident-a sudden draught 
blOWIng across hIS desk, for Instance-would betray rum Then, WIthout 
uncovenng It agaIn, he dropped the photograph mto the memory hole, along 
WIth some other waste papers WIthIn another mlnute, perhaps, It would have 
crumbled Into ashes 

That was ten-eleven years ago Today, probably, he would have kept that 
photograph It was cunous that the tact of havmg held It In hIS fingers seemed 
to hIm to make a dIfference even now, when the photograph Itself, as well as the 
event It recorded, was only memory Was the Party's hold upon the past less 
strong, he wondered, because a pIece of eVIdence whIch eXIsted no longer had 
once eXIsted ';l 

But today, supposmg that It could be somehow resurrected from Its ashes, 
the photograph mIght not even be eVIdence Already, at the tIme when he 
made hIS dIscovery, Oceama was no longer at war WIth EuraSIa, and It must 
have been to the agents of Eastasla that the three dead men had betrayed theIr 
country SInce then there had been other charges-two, three, he could not 
remember how many Very hkely the confeSSIOns had been rewntten and 
rewntten untIl the onglnal facts and dates no longer had the smallest 
SIgnIficance The past not only changed, but changed contInuously What 
most afflIcted hIm WIth the sense of nIghtmare was that he had never clearly 
understood why the huge Imposture was undertaken The ImmedIate 
advantages of falSIfYIng the past were ObVIOUS, but the ultImate mouve was 
mystenous He took Up hIS pen agaIn and wrote 

I understand HOW I do not understand WHY 

He wondered, as he had many tImes wondered before, whether he hImself 
was a lunatIC Perhaps a lunatIc was SImply a mInorIty of one At one tIme It 
had been a SIgn of madness to beheve that the earth goes round the sun. today> 
to belIeve that the past IS unalterable. He mIght be alone In holding that behef, 
and If alone, then a lunatIC But the thought of beIng a lunatIC dId not greatly 
trouble hIm the horror was that he mlght also be wrong 
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He pIcked up the chIldren's hIstory book and looked at the portraIt of BIg 
Brother WhICh formed Its frontISpIeCe The hypnotIC eyes gazed Into hIS own 
It was as though some huge force were pressIng down upon you-somethIng 
that penetrated InsIde your skull, batterIng agaInst your braIn, frIghtenIng you 
out of your belIefs, persuadIng you, almost, to deny the eVIdence of your 
senses In the end the Party would announce that two and two made five, and 
you would have to belIeve It It was IneVItable that they should make that claIm 
sooner or later the lOgIC of theIr pOSItIOn demanded It Not merely the valIdIty 
of experIence, but the very eXIstence of external realIty, was taCItly denIed by 
theIr phIlosophy The heresy of hereSIes was common sense And what was 
terrIfymg was not that they would kIll you for thInkIng otherWIse, but that they 
mIght be rIght For, after all, how do we know that two and two make four';! Or 
that the force of graVIty works? Or that the past IS unchangeable';! If both the 
past and the external world eXIst only In the mInd, and If the mInd Itself IS 
controllable-what then';! 

But no' HIS courage seemed suddenly to stIffen of ItS own accord The face 
of O'BrIen, not called up by any ObVIOUS aSSOCIatIOn, had floated Into hIS mInd 
He knew3 WIth more certaInty than before, that O'BrIen was on hIS SIde He 
was wrItmg the dIary for O'BrIen -to O'BrIen It was lIke an IntermInable letter 
whIch no one would ever read, but WhICh was addressed to a particular person 
and took ItS colour from that fact 

The Party told you to reject the eVIdence of your eyes and ears It was theIr 
final, most essentIal command HIS heart sank as he thought of the enormous 
power arrayed agaInst hIm, the ease WIth whIch any Party Intellectual would 
overthrow him m debate, the subtle arguments whIch he would not be able to 
understand, much less answer And yet he was In the rIght' They were wrong 
and he was rIght The ObVIOUS, the SIlly, and the true had got to be defended 
TrUIsms are true, hold on to that' The solId world eXIsts" Its laws do not 
change Stones are hard, water IS wet, objects unsupported fall towards the 
earth's centre WIth the feelIng that he was speakIng to O'BrIen, and also that 
he was settmg forth an Important aXIOm, he wrote 

Freedom IS the freedom to say that two plus two make four If that IS granted, all else follows 

8 
From so..tnewhere at the bottom of a passage the smell of roastIng coffee-real 
co:ifee, not Vlct.ory Coffee-came floatIng out Into the street Wmston paused 
~un1!arily For perhaps two seconds he was back In the half .. forgotten 
wt>dd of hls chudhood. Then a door banged, seemmg to cut off the smell as 
abwptly as though It had been a sound 
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He had walked several kIlometres over pavements, and hIS varIcose ulcer 
was throbbIng ThIS was the second tIme m three weeks that he had mIssed an 
evemng at the CommunIty Centre a rash act, SInce you could be certaIn that 
the number of your attendances at the Centre was carefully checked In 
prIncIple a Party member had no spare tIme, and was never alone except In 
bed It was assumed that when he was not workmg, eatmg, or sleepIng he 
would be takIng part In some kmd of communal recreatIon to do anythIng that 
suggested a taste for solItude, even to go for a walk by yourself, was always 
slIghtly dangerous There was a word for It In Newspeak o'lJJnlz/eJ It was called, 
meamng IndIvIdualIsm and eccentrICIty But thIS even10g as he came out of the 
MInIstry the balmIness of the AprIl aIr had tempted hIm The sky was a 
warmer blue than he had seen It that year, and suddenly the long, nOISY 
evenIng at the Centre, the bOTIng, exhaustmg games, the lectures, the creaking 
camaraderIe oIled by gIn, had seemed Intolerable On Impulse he had turned 
away from the bus-stop and wandered off Into the labyrInth of London, first 
south, then east, then north agaIn, lOSIng hImself among unknown streets and 
hardly botherIng In whIch dIrectIOn he was go1Og 

'If there IS hope;' he had WrItten In the dIary, 'It lIes In the proles ' The 
words kept comIng back to hIm, statement of a mystIcal truth and a palpable 
absurdIty He was somewhere In the vague, brown-coloured slums to the north 
and east of what had once been SaInt Pancras StatIon. He was walkIng up a 
cobbled street of lIttle two-storey houses WIth battered doorways whIch gave 
straIght on the pavement and whIch were somehow CUrIously suggestIve of 
ratholes There were puddles offilthy water here and there among the cobbles 
In and out of the dark doorways, and down narrow alley-ways that branched 
off on eIther SIde, people swarmed In astoDlshmg numbers-gIrls 10 full bloom, 
WIth crudely lIps tIcked mouths, and youths who chased the gIrls, and swollen 
waddlIng women who showed you what the girls would be hke In ten years' 
tIme, and old bent creatures shufflIng along on splayed feet, and ragged 
barefooted chIldren who played In the puddles and then scattered at angry 
yells from theIr mothers Perhaps a quarter of the WIndows In the street were 
broken and boarded up Most of the people paId no attentIOn to WInston; a few 
eyed hIm WIth a sort of guarded CUrIOSIty Two monstrous women WIth brIck
red forearms folded across theIr aprons were talkIng outSIde a doorway 
WInston caught scraps of conversatIon as he approached 

, "Yes," I says to 'er, "that's all very well," I says "But If you'd of been In 
my place you'd of done the same as what I done It's easy to CrIttclze," I says, 
"but you run't got the same problems as what I got '" cAh,' saId the other, 
'that's Jest It That's Jest where It IS ' 

The strIdent VOIces stopped abruptly The women studIed hun In hostIle 
stlence as he went past But It was not hOStIlIty, exactly, merely a kInd of 
warIness, a momentary stlffemng, as at the paSSIng of some unfamIhar ammal 
The blue overalls of the Party could not be a common SIght In a street hke tlus 
Indeed, It was unWlse to be seen In such places, unless you had defimte 
busmess there The patrols mIght stop you If you happened to run Ulto them 
~ May I se~ your papers, comrade? What are you dOIng here? What tlme did you 
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leave work';) Is thIS your usual way home';)' -and so on and so forth Not that 
there was any rule agaInst walkIng home by an unusual route but It was 
enough to draw attentIOn to you If the Thought PolIce heard about It 

Suddenly the whole street was In commotIon There were yells of warnIng 
from all SIdes People were shootIng Into the doorways lIke rabbIts A young 
woman leapt out of a doorway a lIttle ahead of WInston, grabbed up a tIny chIld 
playmg m a puddle, whIpped her apron round It, and leapt back agaIn, all In 
one movement At the same Instant a man In a concertIna-lIke black SUIt, who 
had emerged from a SIde alley, ran towards WInston, pOIntIng eXCItedly to the 
sky 

'Steamer" he yelled 'Look out, guv'nor' Bang over'ead' Lay down qUIck" 
'Steamer' was a nIckname whIch, for some reason, the proles applIed to 

rocket bombs Wmston promptly flung hImself on hIS face The proles were 
nearly always rIght when they gave you a warnIng of thIS kInd They seemed to 
possess some kInd of InstInct whIch told them several seconds In advance when 
a rocket was comIng, although the rockets supposedly travelled faster than 
sound WInston clasped hIS forearms above rus head There was a roar that 
seemed to make the pavement heave, a shower of lIght obJects pattered on to 
hIS back When he stood Up he found that he was covered With fragments of 
glass from the nearest Window 

He walked on The bomb had demolIshed a group of houses 200 metres up 
the street A black plume of smoke hung In the sky, and below It a cloud of 
plaster dust In which a crowd was already formIng round the rUIns There was 
a lIttle pIle of plaster lYIng on the pavement ahead of hIm, and In the mIddle of 
It he could see a brIght red streak When he got Up to It he saw that It was a 
human hand severed at the WrIst Apart from the bloody stump, the hand was 
so completely whItened as to resemble a plaster cast 

He kicked the thing Into the gutter, and then, to aVOId the crowd, turned 
down a SIde-street to the right Within three or four minutes he was out of the 
area whIch the bomb had affected, and the sordId swarmIng hfe of the streets 
was gomg on as though nothing had happened It was nearly twenty hours, and 
the drInkIng-shops WhICh the proles frequented ('pubs', they called them) 
were choked With customers From theIr grImy SWing doors, endlessly 
operung and shuttIng, there came forth a smell of urIne, sawdust, and sour 
beer In an angle formed by a prOjectIng housefront three men were standIng 
very close together!t the middle one of them holdIng a folded-up newspaper 
winch the other two were studYing over hIS shoulder Even before he was near 
enough to make out the expreSSIOn on their faces, Winston could see 
absorptIon In every hne of theIr bodIes. It was obVIOusly some serIOUS pIece of 
news that they were reading He was a few paces away from them when 
suddenly the group broke up and two of the men were In VIOlent altereation 
For a moment they seemed almost on the pOInt of blows 1" I) 

~ ~9.l\Jt yeu 'bteOObIg well listen to what I say? I teU you n(1) number ending In 

~1l-alJ1't won for'-Over fourteen months!' 
c~f!$J-itf.., ~enl' 
~~.fittas BGtt Back 'orne I got the 'ole lot of'em for over two years wrote 
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down on a pIece of paper I takes 'em down reg'lar as the clock An' I tell you, 
no number endIng In seven-' 

'Yes, a seven' as won' I could pretty near tell you the bleedIng number Four 
oh seven, It ended In It were In February-second week 10 February' 

'February your grandmother' I got It all down 10 black and whIte An' I tell 
you, no number-' 

'Oh, pack It Inl' saId the thIrd man 
They were talking about the Lottery Wmston looked back when he had 

gone thIrty metres They were stIll argumg, WIth VIVId, paSSIOnate faces The 
Lottery, wIth ItS weekly pay-out of enormous prIzes, was the one pubhc event 
to whIch the proles paId serIOUS attentIOn It was probable that there were 
some mIllIons of proles for whom the Lottery was the prIncIpal If not the only 
reason for remaInIng alIve It was theIr dehght, theIr folly, theIr anodyne, theIr 
Intellectual stimulant Where the Lottery was concerned, even people who 
could barely read and wrIte seemed capable of 10trIcate calculatIons and 
staggering feats of memory There was a whole trIbe of men who made a hvmg 
SImply by sellIng systems, forecasts, and lucky amulets Wmston had nothmg 
to do WIth the runnIng of the Lottery, WhICh was managed by the MInIstry of 
Plenty, but he was aware (Indeed everyone 10 the Party was aware) that the 
prizes were largely ImagInary Only small sums were actually paId out, the 
WInners of the bIg prIZes beIng non-exIstent persons In the absence of any real 
Inter-communIcatIOn between one part of OceanIa and another, thIS was not 
dIfficult to arrange 

But If there was hope, It lay In the proles You had to clIng on to that When 
you put It In words It sounded reasonable It was when you looked at the human 
beIngs paSSIng you on the pavement that It became an act of faIth The street 
Into whIch he had turned ran downhIll He had a feelIng that he had been In 
thIS neIghbourhood before, and that there was a maIn thoroughfare not far 
away From somewhere ahead there came a dIn of shoutmg VOIces The street 
took a sharp turn and then ended In a flIght of steps WhICh led down Into a 
sunken alley where a few stall-keepers were sellIng tIred-Iook1Og vegetables At 
thIS moment W1Oston remembered where he was The alley led out mto the maIn 
street, and down the next turnIng, not five mInutes away, was the Junk shop 
where he had bought the blank book WhICh was now hIS dIary And In a small 
statIOner's shop not far away he had bought hIS penholder and hIS bottle of 10k 

He paused for a moment at the top of the steps On the OppOSIte SIde of the 
alley there was a dIngy lIttle pub whose WIndows appeared to be frosted over 
but In reahty were merely coated WIth dust A very old man, bent but actIve, 
With whIte moustaches that bristled forward hke those of a prawn, pushed 
open the SWIng door and went In As WInston stood watchIng, It occurred to 
hlffi that the old man, who must be eIghty at the least, had already been 
mlddle..,aged when the RevolutIon happened He and a few others hke hIm 
were the last lInks that now eXIsted WIth the varushed world of capItalIsm. In 
the Party itself there were not many people left whose Ideas had been fonned 
before the RevolutIon The older generaTIon had mostly been WIped out In the 
great purges Qf the 'fifues and 'Slxtles~ and the few who SUrvIved had long ago 
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been ternfied Into complete Intellectual surrender If there was anyone stIll 
alIve who could gIve you a truthful account of condItIOns In the early part of 
the century, It could only be a prole Suddenly the passage from the hIstory 
book that he had copIed Into hIS dIary came back Into WInston's mInd, and a 
lunatIC Impulse took hold of hIm He would go Into the pub, he would scrape 
acquaIntance WIth that old man and questIOn hllD He would say to hIm 'Tell 
me about your lIfe when you were a boy What was It lIke In those days? Were 
thmgs better than they are now, or were they worse?' 

HurrIedly, lest he should have tllDe to become frIghtened, he descended the 
steps and crossed the narrow street It was madness of course As usual, there 
was no defirute rule agaInst talkIng to proles and frequentIng theIr pubs, but It 
was far too unusual an actIOn to pass unnotIced If the patrols appeared he 
mIght plead an attack offamtness, but It was not lIkely that they would belIeve 
hIm He pushed open the door, and a hIdeous cheesy smell of sour beer hIt hIm 
In the face As he entered the dIn of VOIces dropped to about half Its volume 
BehInd hIS back he could feel everyone eyeIng hIs blue overalls A game of 
darts whIch was gOIng on at the other end of the room Interrupted Itself for 
perhaps as much as thIrty seconds The old man whom he had followed was 
standIng at the bar, haVIng some kInd of altercatIOn WIth the barman, a large, 
stout, hook-nosed young man WIth enormous forearms A knot of others, 
standIng round WIth glasses In theIr hands, were watchmg the scene 

'1 arst you CIvIl enough, dIdn't I?' saId the old man, straIghtenIng hIS 
shoulders pugnaCIOusly 'You tellIng me you aIn't got a pInt mug In the 'ole 
bleedIng boozer';)' 

'And what In hell's name 7.S a pInt?' saId the barman, leamng forward WIth 
the tIpS of lus fingers on the counter 

"Ark at 'lID' Calls 'isself a barman and don't know what a pInt IS' Why, a 
Plot's the 'aIf of a quart, and there's four quarts to the gallon 'Ave to teach you 
the A, B, C next' 

'Never heard of 'em,' said the barman shortly 'LItre and halfhtre-that's all 
we serve There's the glasses on the shelf In front of you ' 

'I lIkes a pmt,' persIsted the old man 'You could' a drawed-me off a pInt easy 
enough We dIdn't 'ave these bleedIng IItres when I was a young man' 

'When you were a young man we were all hvmg In the treetops,' saId the 
barman, WIth a glance at th~ other customers 

There was a shout of laughter, and the uneaSIness caused by WInston's entry 
seemed to dIsappear The old man's whlte-stubbled face had flushed pink He 
turned away, muttering to hunself, and bumped Into Wmston WInston 
caught hIm gently by the arm 

'May 1 offer you a dxUlk?' he said 
'You're agent,' SaId the other, straIghtenIng hIs shoulders agaIn He 

appeared not to have notIced WInston's blue overalls. 'PInt" he added 
aggr~s&lvely to $e barman. ~Plnt of wallop , 

The bar.r.nan '$WIShed two half-htres of dark-brown beer Into thIck glasses 
whiehbe bad rinsed In a bucket under the counter. Beer was the only dIlnk you 
couW gtt In prole pubs The proles were supposed not to drInk gin, though In 



Nzneteen Ezghty-Four 795 

practice they could get hold of It easIly enough The game of darts was m full 
SWIng agaIn, and the knot of men at the bar had begun talkIng about lottery 
tIckets WInston's presence was forgotten for a moment There was a deal table 
under the WIndow where he and the old man could talk WIthout fear of beIng 
overheard It was horrIbly dangerous, but at any rate there was no telescreen In 
the room, a pOInt he had made sure of as soon as he came In 

"E could 'a drawed me off a pInt,' grumbled the old man as he settled down 
behInd hIS glass 'A 'alfhtre aIn't enough It don't satisfy And a 'ole lItre's too 
much It starts my bladder runmng. Let alone the prIce ' 

'You must have seen great changes SInce you were a young man,' SaId 
WInston tentatively 

The old man's pale blue eyes moved from the dart board to the bar, and from 
the bar to the door of the Gents, as though It were In the bar-room that he 
expected the changes to have occurred, 

'The beer was better,' he saId finally 'And cheaper' When I was a young 
man, mIld beer-wallop we used to call It-was fourpence a pint That was 
before the war, of course ' 

'WhIch war was that?' SaId Winston 
'It's all wars,' SaId the old man vaguely He took up hiS glass, and hIS 

shoulders straightened again "Ere's WIshing you the very best of 'ealthl' 
In hIS lean throat the sharp-pOInted Adam's apple made a surprxsmgly rapid 

up-and-down movement, and the beer vanIshed Wmston went to the bar and 
came back With two more half-htres The old man appeared to have forgotten 
hiS preJudice agaInst drInking a full lItre 

'You are very much older than I am,' saId WInston 'You must have been a 
grown man before I was born You can remember what It was lIke In the old 
days, before the RevolutIOn People of my age don't really know anythmg 
about those tImes We can only read about them In books, and what It says In 
the books may not be true I should lIke your OpInIOn on that The history 
books say that hfe before the RevolutlOn was completely dIfferent from what It 
IS now There was the most terrIble oppression, InJustIce, poverty-worse than 
anytlung we can lIDagIne Here In London, the great mass of the people never 
had enough to eat from brrth to death, Half of them hadn't even boots on their 
feet They worked twelve hours a day, they left school at rune, they slept ten In 
a room And at the same tlIDe there were a very few people, only a few 
thousands-the capItalIsts, they were called-who were rIch and powerful 
They owned everythmg that there was to own They lIved m great gorgeous 
houses WIth thIrty servants, they rode about In motor-cars and four-horse 
carrIages, they drank champagne, they wore top hats-' 

The old man brxghtened suddenly 
'Top 'ats!' he SaId. 'Funny you should mentIon 'em. The same thing cottle 

Into my 'ead only yesterday) I dono why. I was Jest thlnking, I ain't seen a top 
'at In years Gorn nght out> they 'ave. The last tune I wore one was at my 
sister-in .. law's funeral And that was-well, I couldn't gIve you the date, but 1t 
must'a been fifty years ago Of course It was only 'll'ed for the occaSIOn" you 
understand ' 
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'It Isn't very Important about the top hats,' saId WInston patIently 'The 
pomt IS, these capItalIsts-they and a few lawyers and prIests and so forth who 
lIved on them-were the lords of the earth EverythIng eXIsted for theIr benefit 
You-the ordInary people, the workers-were theIr slaves They could do what 
they lIked WIth you They could ShIP you off to Canada lIke cattle They could 
sleep WIth your daughters If they chose They could order you to be flogged 
WIth somethIng called a cat-o'-nme taIls You had to take your cap off when 
you passed them Every capItalIst went about WIth a gang of lackeys who-' 

The old man brIghtened agaIn 
'LackeysI' he saId 'Now there's a word I aIn't 'eard SInce ever so long 

Lackeysl That reg'lar takes me back, that does I recollect-oh, donkey's years 
ago-I used to sometImes go to 'Y de Park of a Sunday afternoon to 'ear the 
blokes maklng speeches SalvatIon Army, Roman CatholIcs, Jews, IndIans-all 
sorts there was And there was one bloke-well, I couldn't gIve you 'IS name, 
but a real powerful speaker, 'e was 'E dIdn't 'alf gIve It 'em' "Lackeys'" 'e 
says, "lackeys of the bourgeOISIe' FlunkIes of the rulIng class l" ParasItes-that 
was another of them And 'yenas-'e definItely called 'em 'yenas Of course 'e 
was refernng to the Labour Party, you understand ' 

WInston had the feelIng that they were talkIng at cross-purposes 
'What I really wanted to know was thIS,' he saId 'Do you feel that you have 

more freedom now than you had In those days';) Are you treated more lIke a 
human beIng';) In the old days, the nch people, the people at the top-' 

'The 'Quse of Lords,' put In the old man remInIscently 
'The House of Lords, If you lIke What I am askIng IS, were these people able 

to treat you as an mfenor, SImply because they were rIch and you were poor';) Is 
It a fact, for Instance, that you had to call them "SIr" and take off your cap 
when you passed them?' 

The old man appeared to thInk deeply He drank off about a quarter of hIS 
beer before answerlng 

'Yes,' he saId 'They lIked you to touch your cap to 'ern It showed respect, 
lIke I dIdn't agree WIth It, myself, but I done It often enough Had to, as you 
mIght say' 

'And was It usual-I'm only quotIng what I've read In hIstory books-was It 
usual for these people and theIr servants to push you off the pavement Into the 
gutter';)' 

'One of 'em pushed me once,' sald the old man cI recollect It as If It was 
yesterday It was Boat Race nlght-ternbly rowdy they used to get on Boat 
Race mght-and I bumps Into a young bloke on Shaftesbury Avenue QUIte the 
gent, 'e was-dress shlrt, top 'at, black overcoat 'E was kInd of ZIgzaggIng 
across the pavement, and I bumps into '1m aCCIdental-lIke 'E says, "Why can't 
you look where you're gOlng';)" 'e says I say, "Ju thInk you've bought the 
bleedIng pavement";)" 'E says, "I'll tWIst your bloody' ead off If you get fresh 
with me n I says, '~You're drunk I'll gIve you In charge m 'alf a mInute," I 
says. An2 if you'll believe me, 'e puts 'IS 'and on my chest and gIves me a shove 
as pretty near sent me under the wheels of a bus Well, I was young In them 
days,~ and I was gOIng to 'ave fetched 'un one, only-' 
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A sense of helplessness took hold of Wmston The old man's memory was 

nothIng but a rubbIsh-heap of detaIls One could questIOn hlffi all day wIthout 
getting any real mformatIOn The Party hIstOrIeS mIght snll be true, after a 
fashIOn they mIght even be completely true He made a last attempt 

'Perhaps I have not made myself clear,' he saId 'What I'm trYIng to say IS 
thIS You have been ahve a very long tIme, you lIved half your hfe before the 
Revolution In 1925, for Instance, you were already grown up Would you say, 
from what you can remember, that lIfe In 1925 was better than It IS now, or 
worse';) If you could choose, would you prefer to lIve then or now';)' 

The old man looked medItatIvely at the dart board He finIshed up hIS beer, 
more slowly than before When he spoke It was WIth a tolerant, phIlosophIC aIr, 
as though the beer had mellowed hIm 

'I know what you expect me to say,' he saId 'You expect me to say as I'd 
sooner be young agam Most people'd say they'd sooner be young, If you arst 
'em You got your 'ealth and strength when you're young When you get to my 
tIme of hfe you aIn't never well I suffer somethIng WIcked from my feet, and 
my bladder's Jest terrIble SIX and seven tImes a nIght It 'as me out of bed On 
the other 'and, there's great advantages m bemg a old man You aIn't got the 
same wornes No truck WIth women, and that's a great thIng I aIn't 'ad a 
woman for near on thIrty year, If you'd credIt It Nor wanted to, what's more' 

WInston sat back agaInst the WIndOW-SIll It was no use gOIng on He was 
about to buy some more beer when the old man suddenly got up and shuffled 
rapIdly Into the stInkIng unnal at the SIde of the room The extra half-lItre was 
already working on hlffi Winston sat for a mmute or two gazIng at hIS empty 
glass, and hardly notIced when hIS feet carned hlffi out Into the street agaIn 
WIthIn twenty years at the most, he reflected, the huge and SImple questIOn, 
'Was hfe better before the RevolutIon than It IS now';)' would have ceased once 
and for all to be answerable But In effect It was unanswerable even now, SInce 
the few scattered surVIvors from the anCIent world were Incapable of 
companng one age WIth another They remembered a mllhon useless thIngs, a 
quarrel WIth a workmate, a hunt for a lost bIcycle pump, the expreSSIOn on a 
long-dead SIster's face, the SWIrlS of dust on a WIndy mormng seventy years 
ago but all the relevant facts were outSIde the range of theIr VISIon They were 
hke the ant, whIch can see small objects but not large ones And when memory 
faIled and wntten records were falSIfied-when that happened, the claIm of the 
Party to have Improved the condItIons of human hfe had got to be accepted, 
because there dId not eXIst, and never agam could eXIst, any standard agaInst 
wruch It could be tested 

At thIS moment rus tram of thought stopped abruptly He halted and looked 
I up He was In a narrow street, WIth a few dark httle shops Interspersed among 

dwellIng-houses Immediately above hIs head there hung three dIscoloured 
metal balls WhICh looked as If they had once been gIlded He seemed to know 
the place Of course' He was standIng outSIde the Junk-shop where he had 
bought the dtary 

A twlnge of fear went through hIm It had been a sufficiently rash act to buy 
the book In the begmmng, and he had sworn never to come near the place 
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agaIn And yet the Instant that he allowed hIS thoughts to wander, hIS feet had 
brought hlID back here of theIr own accord It was precIsely agaInst sUIcIdal 
Impulses of thIS kInd that he had hoped to guard hImself by openIng the dIary 
At the same tune he notIced that although It was nearly twenty-one hours the 
shop was stIll open WIth the feelIng that he would be less conspICUOUS InSIde 
than hangIng about on the pavement, he stepped through the doorway If 
questIoned, he could plausIbly say that he was tryIng to buy razor blades 

The proprIetor had Just lIghted a hangIng 011 lamp whIch gave off an unclean 
but fnendly smell He was a man of perhaps SIxty, fraIl and bowed, WIth a long, 
benevolent nose, and mIld eyes dtstorted by thIck spectacles HIS haIr was 
almost whIte, but hIS eyebrows were bushy and stIll black HIS spectacles, hIS 
gentle, fussy movements, and the fact that he was wearIng an aged Jacket of 
black velvet, gave hun a vague aIr of IntellectualIty, as though he had been 
some kInd ofbterary man, or perhaps a mUSICIan HIS VOIce was soft, as though 
faded, and hIS accent less debased than that of the majorIty of proles 

'1 recognIzed you on the pavement,' he saId unmedlately 'You're the 
gentleman that bought the young lady's keepsake album That was a beautIful 
bIt of paper, that was Cream-laId, It used to be called There's been no paper 
lIke that made for-oh, I dare say fifty years' He peered at WInston over the 
top of hIS spectacles 'Is there anythIng specIal I can do for you'> Or dId you Just 
want to look round'>' 

'1 was paSSIng,' saId WInston vaguely '1 Just looked In I don't want 
anytlung In partlcular ' 

'It's Just as well,' SaId the other, 'because I don't suppose I could have 
satIsfied you' He made an apologetIc gesture WIth rus soft-palmed hand 'You 
see how It IS, an empty shop, you mIght say Between you and me, the antIque 
trade's Just about finIshed No demand any longer, and no stock eIther 
Furmture, chIna, glass-It's all been broken up by degrees And of course the 
metal stuff's mostly been melted down I haven't seen a brass candlestIck In 
years' 

The tIny Intenor of the shop was In fact uncomfortably full, but there was 
almost nothmg In It of the slIghtest value The floorspac¥.dV'aa very: restrIcted, 
because all round the walls were stacked Innumerable dusty pIcture-frames In 
the Window there were trays of nuts and bolts, worn-out chIsels, penknIves 
WIth broken blades, tarnIshed watches that dId not even pretend to be In gOIng 
order, and other mIscellaneous rubbIsh Only on a small table In the corner was 
there a htter of odds 3lld ends-lacquered snufiboxes, agate brooches, and the 
lIke-which looked as though they might Include sometrung Interestmg As 
WInston wandered towards the table lus eye was caught by a round, smooth 
trung that gleamed softly In the lamphght, '3D.d he pIcked It up 

It was a heavy lump of glass, curved on olte SIde, flat on the other, makIng 
ahnost a hemisphere There was a peculIar softness, as of ramwater, m both the 
colour, and the texture of the glass At the heart of It, magmfied by the curved 
~urface;!) there was a strange> pink, convoluted obJect that recalled a rose or a sea 
Ulemone. 

~What 18 it?' Sald WInston, faSCInated 
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'That's coral, that IS,' saId the old man 'It must have come from the IndIan 

Ocean They used to kInd of embed It m the glass That wasn't made less than a 
hundred years ago More, by the look of It ' 

'It's a beautIful thmg,' saId WInston 
'It IS a beautIful thIng,' saId the other apprecIatIvely 'But there's not many 

that'd say so nowadays ' He coughed 'Now, If It so happened that you wanted 
to buy It, that'd cost you four dollars I can remember when a trung lIke that 
would have fetched eIght pounds, and eIght pounds was-well, I can't work It 
out, but It was a lot of money But who cares about genUIne antIques 
nowadays-even the few that's left";}' 

WInston unmedlately paId over the four dollars and sltd the coveted thIng 
Into hIS pocket What appealed to hIm about It was not so much Its beauty as 
the aIr It seemed to possess of belongmg to an age qUIte dIfferent from the 
present one The soft, ralnwatery glass was not hke any glass that he had ever 
seen The thIng was doubly attraCtIve because of Its apparent uselessness, 
though he could guess that It must once have been Intended as a paperweIght 
It was very heavy m hIS pocket, but fortunately It dId not make much of a 
bulge It was a queer thIng, even a compromislOg thIng, for a Party member to 
have In rus possessIOn AnythIng old, and for that matter anythlOg beautIful, 
was always vaguely suspect The old man had grown notIceably more cheerful 
after receIvIng the four dollars Wmston realIzed that he would have accepted 
three or even two 

'There's another room upstaIrs that you mIght care to take a look at,' he saId 
'There's not much In It Just a few pIeces We'll do With a lIght If we're gOIng 
upstaIrs' 

He ht another lamp, and, WIth bowed back, led the way slowly up the steep 
and worn staIrs and along a tIny passage, Into a room which did not give on the 
street but looked out on a cobbled yard and a forest of chImney-pots WInston 
noticed that the furnIture was stIll arranged as though the room were meant to 
be hved m There was a strIP of carpet on the floor, a pIcture or two on the 
walls, and a deep, slatternly armchair drawn up to the fireplace An old
fasruoned glass clock WIth a twelve-hour face was tlcklOg away on the 
mantelpiece Under the WIndow, and occupyIng nearly a quarter of the room, 
was an enormous bed With the mattress snIl on It 

'We lIved here tIll my WIfe died,' sald the old man half apologetically 'I'm 
selhng the furnIture off by little and httle. Now that's a beautIful mahogany 
bed, or at least It would be If you could get the bugs out of It But I dare say 
you'd find It a lIttle bIt cumbersome ' 

He was holdIng the lamp rugh up, so as to 11lullune the whole room, and in 
the warm dun 11ght the place looked curIOusly InVItIng The thought flItted 
through Wmston's mmd that It would probably be qwte easy to rent the room 
for a few dollars a week, If he dared to take the nsk It was a Wlld, 1Illposslble 
notIon, to be abandoned as soon as thought of, but the room had awakened In 
hun a sort ofnostaigla, a sort of ancestral memory, It seemed to hun that he 
knew exactly what it felt bke to SIt In a room hke thIs, In an armchaIr beSIde an 
open fire With your feet In the fender and a kettle on the hob, utterly alone) 
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utterly secure, wIth nobody watchIng you, no VOIce pursuIng you, no sound 
except the sIngIng of the kettle and the fnendly tIckIng of the clock 

'There's no telescreenl' he could not help murmUrIng 
'Ah,' saId the old man, 'I never had one of those thIngs Too expenSIve And 

I never seemed to feel the need of It, somehow Now that's a mce gateleg table 
In the corner there Though of course you'd have to put new hInges on It If you 
wanted to use the flaps ) 

There was a small bookcase 10 the other comer, and WInston had already 
gravItated towards It It contaIned nothIng but rubbIsh The huntIng-down 
and destructIon of books had been done WIth the same thoroughness In the 
prole quarters as everywhere else It was very unhkely that there eXIsted 
anywhere In OceanIa a copy of a book prInted earlIer than 1960 The old man, 
stIll carrYIng the lamp, was standIng In front of a pIcture In a rosewood frame 
whIch hung on the other sIde of the fireplace, OpposIte the bed 

'Now, If you happen to be Interested In old prInts at all-' he began 
delIcately 

WInston came across to examIne the pIcture I t was a steel engravIng of an 
oval bUIldIng WIth rectangular WIndows, and a small tower In front There was 
a raIlIng runnIng round the buIldIng, and at the rear end there was what 
appeared to be a statue WInston gazed at It for some moments It seemed 
vaguely famIlIar, though he dId not remember the statue 

'The frame's fixed to the wall,' saId the old man, 'but I could unscrew It for 
you, I dare say' 

'I know that buIldIng,' saId WInston finally 'It's a ruIn now It's In the 
mIddle of the street outsIde the Palace of J ustlce ' 

'That's rIght OutsIde the Law Courts It was bombed In-oh, many years 
ago It was a church at one tIme St Clement Danes, ItS name was' He smIled 
apologetICally, as though conSCIOUS of saYIng somethIng slIghtly rIdICulous, 
and added 'Oranges and lemons, say the bells of 5t Clement's" 

'What's that')' saId WInston 
'Oh-"Oranges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement's" That was a 

rhyme we had when I was a lIttle boy. How it goes on I don't remember, but I 
do know It ended up, "Here comes a candle to light you to bed, Here comes a 
chopper to chop off your head " It was a klnd of a dance They held out theIr 
arms for you to pass under, and when they came to "Here comes a chopper to 
chop off your head" they brought theIr arms down and caught you It was Just 
names of churches All the London churches were In It-all the prIncIpal ones., 
that IS' 

Winston wondered vaguely to what century the church belonged I twas 
always dtfiicult to deterIll1ne the age of a London buIldIng Anythlng large and 
ImpreSSIve, xf it was reasonably new 1n appearance, was automatIcally claImed 
as haVlng been bullt SUlce the RevolutlOn, whIle anythIng that was obvIously of 
earlier date was asenbed to some dun perIod called the MIddle Ages The 
centurtes--0f capitalism were held to have produced notlung of any value One 
could nQ't learn btstory from archItecture any more than one could learn It from 
books Statues, InSCriptions, memOrIal stones, the names of streets-anythmg 
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that mIght throw hght upon the past had been systematIcally altered 
'I never knew It had been a church,' he saId 

801 

'There's a lot of them left, really,' saId the old man, 'though they've been put 
to other uses Now, how dId that rhyme go';) Ah' I've got It' 

"Oranges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement's, 
You owe me three farthmgs, say the bells of St Martm's-" 

there, now, that's as far as I can get A farthIng, that was a small copper COIn, 
looked somethIng hke a cent ' 

'Where was St MartIn's')' saId WInston 
CSt Martin's? That's stIll standIng It's m VIctory Square, alongside the 

picture gallery A butldlng WIth a kind of a trtangular porch and pIllars In 
front, and a big flIght of steps ' 

Wmston knew the place well It was a museum used for propaganda dIsplays 
of varIous kinds-scale models of rocket bombs and Floatmg Fortresses, wax
work tableaux Illustranng enemy atrocIties, and the lIke 

CSt Martln's-in-the-FIe1ds It used to be called,' supplemented the old man, 
'though I don't recollect any fields anywhere In those parts' 

Winston did not buy the picture It would have been an even more 
mcongruous posseSSIOn than the glass paperweIght, and ImpOSSIble to carry 
home, unless It were taken out of Its frame But he lIngered for some mmutes 
more, talktng to the old man, whose name, he dIscovered, was not Weeks-as 
one mIght have gathered from the InscriptIon over the shop-front-but 
Charnngton Mr Charnngton, It seemed, was a WIdower aged sIxty-three and 
had Inhabited thiS shop for thIrty years Throughout that time he had been 
Intendmg to alter the name over the WIndow, but had never qUIte got to the 
pOInt of dOIng It All the while that they were talkmg the half-remembered 
rhyme kept runrung through WInston's head Oranges and lemons say the 
bells of St Clement's, You owe me three farthIngs, say the bells of St Marnn's' 
It was cunous, but when you saId It to yourself you had the tllusIon of actually 
hearIng bells, the bells of a lost London that stIll eXIsted somewhere or other, 
dIsguIsed and forgotten From one ghostly steeple after another he seemed to 
hear them peahng forth Yet so far as he could remember he had never ill real 
lIfe heard church bells rmgIng 

He got away from Mr Charrlngton and went down the staIrs alone, so as not 
to let the old man see him reconnoltnng the street before steppmg out of the 
door He had already made up hIS mInd that after a sUItable Interval-a month, 
say-he would take the nsk of VIsItIng the shop agaIn It was perhaps not more 
dangerous than shlrkmg an evemng at the Centre The serlOUS pIece of folly 
had been to come back here In the first place, after bUYing the diary and 
Without knowmg whether the proprietor of the shop could be trusted. 
However-! 

YeS;t he thought again, he would come back He would buy further scrap.s of 
beautiful rubbIsh He would buy the engraVIng of St Clement Danes, take It 
out of its frame, and carry It home concealed under the Jacket of lus overalls 
He would drag the rest of that poem out of Mr Charnngton's memory Even 
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the lunatIc project of rentIng the room upstairs flashed momentarIly through 
hIS mmd agaIn For perhaps five seconds exaltatIon made hIm careless, and he 
stepped out on to the pavement WIthout so much as a prehmlnary glance 
through the WIndow He had even started hummIng to an ImprovIsed tune-

Oranges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement's, 
You owe me three farthmgs, say the-

Suddenly hIS heart seemed to turn to Ice and hIS bowels to water A figure In 
blue overalls was comIng down the pavement, not ten metres away It was the 
girl from the FIctIon Department, the gIrl WIth dark haIr The 11ght was faIlmg, 
but there was no dIfficulty In recognIZIng her She looked hIm straIght In the 
face, then walked qUIckly on as though she had not seen hIm 

For a few seconds WInston was too paralysed to move Then he turned to 
the rIght and walked heavIly away, not notICIng for the moment that he was 
gOIng In the wrong dIrectIOn At any rate, one questIOn was settled There was 
no doubtmg any longer that the gIrl was spYIng on hIm She must have 
followed hIm here, because It was not credIble that by pure chance she should 
have happened to be walkIng on the same evenIng up the same obscure back
street, kilometres dIstant from any quarter where Party members hved It was 
too great a COInCIdence Whether she was really an agent of the Thought 
PolIce, or sunply an amateur spy actuated by offiCIOusness, hardly mattered It 
was enough that she was watchIng hIm Probably she had seen hIm go Into the 
pub as well 

It was an effort to walk The lump of glass In hIS pocket banged agaInst hIS 
thIgh at each step, and he was half mInded to take It out and throw It away The 
worst thIng was the patn In hIS belly For a couple of mInutes he had the feelIng 
that he would dIe If he dId not reach a lavatory soon But there would be no 
pubhc lavatOrIes In a quarter lIke thIS Then the spasm passed, leaVIng a dull 
ache behInd 

The street was a blInd alley W mston halted, stood for several seconds 
wondermg vaguely what to do, then turned round and began to retrace hIS 
steps As he turned It occurred to rum that the gIrl had only passed hIm three 
mInutes ago and that by running he could probably catch up WIth her He 
could keep on her track tIll they were In some qwet place, and then smash her 
skull m WIth a cobblestone The pIece of glass 10 hIS pocket would be heavy 
enough for the Job But he abandoned the Idea lIDffiediately, because even the 
thought of makIng any phYSIcal effort was unbearable He could not run, he 
could not strIke a blow. BeSIdes, she was young and lusty and would defend 
herself. He thought also of hurrYIng to the CommUnIty Centre and staYIng 
there tIll the place closed, so as to establIsh a partial alIbI for the evenIng But 
that too was imposslble A deadly lassItude had taken hold of hIm All he 
wanted was to get home qUIckly and then SIt down and be qUIet 

It was after twenty-two hours when he got back to the flat The lIghts would 
be switched off at the main at twenty-three thIrty He went Into the kItchen and 
swallowed nearly a teacupful of VIctory GIn Then he went to the table In the 
alcove, sat down, and took the dIary out of the drawer But he dId not open It at 
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once From the telescreen a brassy female VOIce was squalhng a patrIotic song 
He sat stanng at the marbled cover of the book, trYing without success to shut 
the VOIce out of hIS conSCIOusness 

I t was at mght that they came for you, always at night The proper thmg was 
to kill yourself before they got you Undoubtedly some people did so Many of 
the disappearances were actually SUICides But It needed desperate courage to 
kIll yourself In a world where firearms, or any qUIck and certam pOlson, were 
completely unprocurable He thought wIth a kind of astomshment of the 
biological uselessness of pain and fear, the treachery of the human body which 
always freezes Into Inertia at exactly the moment when a special effort IS 

Ineeded He might have sIlenced the dark-haired grrl If only he had acted 
,qulckly enough but precisely because of the extremity of rus danger he had 
lost the power to act Q.t struck hIm that In moments of crISIS one IS never 
fighting agmnst an external enemy, but always agaInst one's own body Even 
now, In spite of the gIn, the dull ache In hiS belly made consecutive thought 
ImpOSSible And It IS the same, he perceived, m all seemmgly herOIc or tragIC 
SituatIOns On the battlefield, In the torture chamber, on a SInkIng ship, the 
Issues that you are fighting for are always forgotten, because the body swells up 
untIl It fills the universe, and even when you are not paralysed by frIght or 
screamIng With paIn, hfe IS a moment-to-moment struggle agaInst hunger or 
cold or sleeplessness, against a sour stomach or an achIng tooth) 

He opened the diary It was lIDportant to WrIte somethIng down The 
woman on the telescreen had started a new song Her VOIce seemed to StIck Into 
hiS brain hke Jagged splInters of glass He trIed to trunk of O'BrIen, for whom, 
or to whom, the wary was wrItten, but Instead he began thmklng of the thIngs 
that would happen to htm after the Thought PolIce took him away It would 
not matter If they kIlled you at once To be killed was what you expected But 
before death (nobody spoke of such thIngs, yet everybody knew of them) there 
was the routIne of confessIOn that had to he gone through the grovellmg on the 
floor and screaming for mercy, the crack of broken bones, the smashed teeth, 
and bloody clots of harr Why dId you have to endure It, SInce the end was 
always the same? Why was It not pOSSIble to cut a few days or weeks out of your 
lIfe? Nobody ever escaped detection, and nobody ever faIled to confess When 
once you had succumbed to thoughtcnme It was certaIn that by a given date 
you would be dead Why then dId that horror, whIch altered nothIng, have to 
he embedded In future tIme'> 

He trIed Wlth a httle more success than before to summon up the image of 
O'Bnen. 'We shall meet In the place where there IS no darkness,,' O'BrIen had 
said to hun He knew what it meant, or thought he knew The place where 
there IS no darkness was the unaglned future, whIch one would never see, but 
whIch, by foreknowledge, one could mystically share In. But Wlth the vOice 
from the telescreen naggmg at lus ears he could not follow the traIn of thought 
further He put a CIgarette In Ius mouth Half the tobacco promptly fell out on 
to his tongue, a bItter dust whIch was dlfficult to SpIt out agaIn The face of Big 
Brother swam Into hiS xmnd, dIsplaCIng that of O'BrIen Just as he had done a 
few days ear her, he slId a com out of hIs pocket and looked at It The face gazed 
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up at hIm, heavy, calm, protectIng but what kInd of smIle was hIdden beneath 
the dark moustache? LIke a leaden knell the words came back at hIm 

WAR IS PEACE 
FREEDOM IS SLAVERY 

IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH 



PART II 

I 

I t was the mIddle of the mornIng, and W mston had left the cubIcle to go to the 
lavatory 

A solItary figure was comIng towards hIm from the other end of the long, 
brIghtly lIt corrIdor It was the gIrl WIth dark haIr Four days had gone past 
SInce the evenIng when he had run Into her outsIde the Junk-shop As she came 
nearer he saw that her rIght arm was In a slIng, not notIceable at a dIstance 
because It was of the same colour as her overalls Probably she had crushed her 
hand whIle SWIngIng round one of the bIg kaleIdoscopes on whIch the plots of 
novels were 'roughed In' I t was a common aCCIdent In the FIctIOn 
Department 

They were perhaps four metres apart when the gIrl stumbled and fell almost 
flat on her face A sharp cry of paIn was wrung out of her She must have fallen 
rIght on the Injured arm WInston stopped short The gIrl had rIsen to her 
knees Her face had turned a mllky yellow colour agaInst whIch her mouth 
stood out redder than ever Her eyes were fixed on hIS, WIth an appealIng 
expreSSIOn that looked more lIke fear than pam 

A CUrIOUS emotIOn stIrred In WInston's heart In front of hun was an enemy 
who was trYIng to kIll hIm' In front of hun, also, was a human creature, In paIn 
and perhaps WIth a broken bone Already he had mstmctively started forward 
to help her In the moment when he had seen her fall on the bandaged arm, It 
had been as though he felt the paIn In hIS own body 

'You're hurt'?' he saId 
'It's nothIng Myarm It'll be all rIght In a second' 
She spoke as though her heart were fluttering She had certrunly turned very 

pale 
'You haven't broken anythIng'?' 
'No, I'm all rIght It hurt for a moment" that's all ' 
She held out her free hand to hun, and he helped her up She had regamed 

some of her colour> and appeared very much better. 
'It's nothmg,' she repeated shortly 'I only gave roy WrIst a bIt of a bang 

Thanks, comradeI' 
And WIth that she wal~ed on In the dIrectIon In which she had been gOIng, as 
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brIskly as though It had really been nothIng The whole InCIdent could not 
have taken as much as half a mInute Not to let one's feelIngs appear In one's 
face was a habIt that had acquIred the status of an InstInct, and In any case they 
had been standmg straIght In front of a telescreen when the thIng happened 
Nevertheless It had been very dIfficult not to betray a momentary surprIse, for 
m the two or three seconds whIle he was helpIng her up the gIrl had slIpped 
somethIng Into hIS hand There was no questIOn that she had done It 
IntentIOnally It was somethIng small and fiat As he passed through the 
lavatory door he transferred It to hIS pocket and felt It WIth the tIPS of hIS 
fingers It was a scrap of paper folded Into a square 

WhIle he stood at the UrInal he managed, WIth a htde more fingerIng, to get It 
unfolded ObVIOusly there must be a message of some kInd WrItten on It For a 
moment he was tempted to take It Into one of the water-closets and read It at 
once But that would be shockIng folly, as he well knew There was no place 
where you could be more certaIn that the telescreens were watched 
contInuously 

He went back to hIS cubIcle, sat down, threw the fragment of paper casually 
among the other papers on the desk, put on hIS spectacles and hItched the 
speakwrIte towards hIm 'FIve mInutes,' he told hunself, 'five mInutes at the 
very least" HIS heart bumped In hIS breast WIth frIghtenIng loudness 
Fortunately the pIece of work he was engaged on was mere routIne, the 
rectIficatIOn of a long lIst of figures, not needIng close attentIOn 

Whatever was wrItten on the paper, It must have some kInd of polItICal 
meanmg So far as he could see there were two pOSSIbIlItIes One, much the 
more lIkely, was that the gIrl was an agent of the Thought PolIce, Just as he had 
feared He dId not know why the Thought PolIce should choose to dehver theIr 
messages In such a fashIon, but perhaps they had theIr reasons The thIng that 
was wrItten on the paper mIght be a threat, a summons, an order to COmmIt 
SUlClde, a trap of some deSCrIptIon But there was another, wIlder pOSSIbIlIty 
that kept raiSIng ItS head, though he trIed vaInly to suppress It ThIS was, that 
the message did not come from the Thought PolIce at all, but from some kInd 
of underground organIzatIOn Perhaps the Brotherhood exIsted after all' 
Perhaps the gIrl was part of It I No doubt the Idea was absurd, but It had sprung 
Into hIS mInd In the very Instant of feelmg the scrap of paper In hIS hand It was 
not tll1 a couple of mInutes later that the other, more probable explanatIon had 
occurred to hIm And even now) though hIS 10tellect told hIm that the message 
probably meant death-sttll, that was not what he belIeved, and the 
unreasonable hope perSIsted, and hIs heart banged, and It was WIth drfficulty 
that he kept hIS VOIce from tremblIng as he murmured hIs figures Into the 
speakwrite 

He rolled up the completed bundle of work and slId It Into the pneumatIc 
tube. EIght mmutes had gone by He readJusted hIS spectacles on his nose, 
SIghed, ap.d drew the next batch of work towards hlID, WIth the scrap of paper 
Qn top of lt~ He fiattened It out On It was wntten, 10 a large unformed 
handwnong 

r love you 



Nzneteen Ezghty-Four 

For several seconds he was too stunned even to throw the IncrlmmatIng 
thIng Into the memory hole When he dId so, although he knew very well the 
danger of showIng too much Interest, he could not reSIst readIng It once agrun, 
Just to make sure that the words were really there 

For the rest of the mormng It was very dIfficult to work What was even 
worse than haVIng to focus hIS mInd on a senes of mgghng Jobs was the need to 
conceal hIS agItatIOn from the telescreen He felt as though a fire were burmng 
In hIS belly Lunch In the hot, crowded, nOIse-filled canteen was torment He 
had hoped to be alone for a httle wIn Ie dunng the lunch hour, but as bad luck 
would have It the ImbecIle Parsons flopped down beSIde hIm, the tang of hIS 
sweat almost defeatmg the tInny smell of stew, and kept up a stream of talk 
about the preparatIons for Hate Week He was partIcularly enthUSIastIc about 
a papier m~che model of BIg Brother's head, two metres WIde, wInch was beIng 
made for the occaSIOn by hIS daughter's troop of SpIes The Irntatmg thIng 
was that In the racket of VOIces WInston could hardly hear what Parsons was 
sayIng, and was constantly haVIng to ask for some fatuous remark to be 
repeated Just once he caught a ghmpse of the gul, at a table WIth two other 
grrls at the far end of the room She appeared not to have seen hIm, and he dId 
not look In that dIrectIOn agaIn 

The afternoon was more bearable ImmedIately after lunch there arnved a 
dehcate, dIfficult pIece of work whIch would take several hours and 
necessItated puttIng everythIng else aSIde It consIsted In falSIfYIng a serIes of 
productIon reports of two years ago, In such a way as to cast dIscredIt on a 
promInent member of the Inner Party, who was now under a cloud TIns was 
the kInd of thIng that WInston was good at, and for more than two hours. he 
succeeded In shuttIng the gIrl out of hIS mInd altogether Then the memory of 
her face came back, and WIth It a ragIng, Intolerable deSIre to be alone UntIl he 
could be alone It was ImpOSSIble to thmk thIS new development out Tomght 
was one of Ins nIghts at the Commumty Centre He wolfed another tasteless 
meal In the canteen, hurned off to the Centre, took part In the solemn foolery 
of a 'dIscussIOn group', played two games of table tennIS, swallowed several 
glasses of gIn, and sat for half an hour through a lecture entItled 'Ingsoc In 
relatIOn to chess' HIS soul wnthed WIth boredom, but for once he had had no 
Impulse to shIrk hIS everung at the Centre At the SIght of the words I love you 
the deSIre to stay alIve had welled up m hIm, and the takIng of mInor nsks 
suddenly seemed stupId. It was not tIll twenty-three hours, when he was home 
and In bed-In the darkness, where you were safe even from the telescreen so 
long as you kept sIlent-that he was able to thmk contInuously 

It was a phYSIcal problem that had to be solved: how to get m touch WIth the 
gIrl and arrange a meetIng He dId not conSIder any longer the pOSSIbIlIty that 
she mIght be laYIng some kInd of trap for rum He knew that It was not so, 
because of her unmIstakable agitation when she handed Inm the note 
ObvlOusly she had been frIghtened out of her WItS, as well she mIght be. Nor 
dId the Idea of refUSIng her advances even cross rus mInd Only five Olghts ago 
he had contemplated smasmng her skull In WIth a cobblestone, but that was of 
no Importance He thought of her naked, youthful body, as he had seen It 10 hl.s 
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dream He had Imaglned her a fool hke all the rest of them, her head stuffed 
WIth hes and hatred, her belly full of Ice A kInd of fever seIzed hIm at the 
thought that he mIght lose her, the whIte youthful body mIght slIp away from 
hIm' What he feared more than anythIng else was that she would SImply 
change her mInd If he dId not get In touch WIth her qUIckly But the phYSIcal 
dIfficulty of meetIng was enormous It was lIke trYIng to make a move at chess 
when you were already mated WhIchever way you turned, the telescreen faced 
you Actually, all the possIble ways of communIcatIng WIth her had occurred to 
hun WIthIn five mInutes of readIng the note, but now, With tIme to thInk, he 
went over them one by one, as though laYIng out a row of Instruments on a 
table 

ObVIously the kInd of encounter that had happened thIS mornIng could not 
be repeated If she had worked In the Records Department It mIght have been 
comparatIvely SImple, but he had only a very dIm Idea whereabouts In the 
bUIldIng the FIctIOn Department lay, and he had no pretext for gOIng there If 
he had known where she lIved, ,and at what tIme she left work, he could have 
contrIved to meet her somewhere on her way home, but to try to follow her 
home was not safe, because It would mean lOItenng about outsIde the 
MmIstry, whIch was bound to be notIced As for sendIng a letter through the 
mmls, It was out of the questIOn By a routIne that was not even secret, all 
letters were opened In tranSIt Actually, few people ever wrote letters For the 
messages that It was occasIOnally necessary to send, there were pnnted 
postcards WIth long lIsts of phrases, and you struck out the ones that were 
InapplIcable. In any case he dId not know the gIrPS name, let alone her address 
Fmally he deCIded that the safest place was the canteen If he could get her at a 
table by herself, somewhere In the mIddle of the room, not too near the 
telescreens, and WIth a suffiCIent buzz of conversatIon all round-If these 
condItIOns endured for, say, thIrty seconds, It mIght be pOSSIble to exchange a 
few words 

For a week after thIS, hfe was lIke a restless dream On the next day she dId 
not appear In the canteen untIl he was leaVIng It, the whIstle haVIng already 
blown Presumably she had been changed on to a later shut They passed each 
other WIthout a glance On the day after that she was In the canteen at the usual 
tIme, but WIth three other gIrlS and ImmedIately under a telescreen Then for 
three dreadful days she did not appear at all HIS whole mInd and body seemed 
to be afflicted WIth an unbearable senSItIVIty, a sort of transparency, whIch 
made every movement, every sound, every contact, every word that he had to 
speak or hsten to) an agony Even In sleep he could not altogether escape from 
her unage. He dId not touch the dIary durmg those days If there was any 
rehef, It was In rus work, 10 WhICh he could sometImes forget hImself for ten 
mInutes at a stretch He had absolutely no clue as to what had happened to her 
There was no enqUIry he could make She mIght have been vaporIzed, she 
tnight havc> comnlltted SUICIde, she mIght have been transferred to the other 
end 'ill Oceania. worst and likeltest of all) she might snnply have changed her 
itUnd arld decided to aVOId hun 
~I<. ~ next day she reappeared Her arm was out of the shng and she had a 
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band of stIckIng-plaster round her WrIst The relIef of seeIng her was so great 
that he could not resIst starIng dIrectly at her for several seconds On the 
follOWIng day he very nearly succeeded In speakIng to her When he carne Into 
the canteen she was SIttIng at a table well out from the wall, and was qUIte 
alone It was early, and the place was not very full The queue edged forward 
tIll WInston was almost at the counter, then was held up for two mInutes 
because someone In front was cOmplaInIng that he had not receIved hIS tablet 
of saccharIne But the gIrl was stIll alone when WInston secured hIS tray and 
began to make for her table He walked casually towards her, hIS eyes searchIng 
for a place at some table beyond her She was perhaps three metres away from 
hIm Another two seconds would do It Then a VOIce behInd hIm called, 
'SmIth P He pretended not to hear 'SmIth I' repeated the VOIce, more loudly It 
was no use He turned round A blond-headed, sIlly-faced young man named 
WIlsher, whom he barely knew, was InVItIng hIm WIth a smIle to a vacant place 
at hIS table It was not safe to refuse After haVIng been recognIzed, he could 
not go and SIt at a table WIth an unattended gIrl It was too notIceable He sat 
down WIth a fnendly smIle The SIlly blond face beamed Into lus WInston had 
a hallUCInatIOn of hImself smashIng a pIck-axe rIght Into the mIddle of It The 
gIrl's table filled up a few mInutes later 

But she must have seen hIm cornIng towards her, and perhaps she would 
take the hInt Next day he took care to arrIve early Sure enough, she was at a 
table In about the same place, and again alone. The person ImmedIately ahead 
of hIm In the queue was a small, SWIftly mOVIng, beetle-lIke man WIth a flat face 
and tIny, SUSpICIOUS eyes As Wmston turned away from the counter WIth hIS 
tray, he saw that the lIttle man was maktng straIght for the gIrl'S table HIS 
hopes sank agaIn There was a vacant place at a table farther away, but 
somethmg In the lIttle man's appearance suggested that he would be 
suffiCIently attentIve to hIS own comfort to choose the emptlest table WIth Ice 
at hIs heart WInston followed It was no use unless he could get the gIrl alone 
At thIS moment there was a tremendous crash The httle man was sprawlIng on 
all fours, hIS tray had gone flYIng, two streams of soup and coffee were flOWIng 
across the floor He started to rus feet WIth a malIgnant glance at WInston, 
whom he eVIdently suspected of haVIng trIpped hIm up But It was all rIght 
FIve seconds later, WIth a thunderIng heart, WInston was sIttmg at the gIrl'S 
table 

He dId not look at her He unpacked hIS tray and promptly began eatIng It 
was all-tmportant to speak at once, before anyone else came, but now a terrIble 
fear had taken possession of hIm. A week had gone by SInce she had first 
approached hun She would have changed her mInd, she must have changed 
her nund f It was ImpOSSIble that thIs affatr should end successfully, such 
thIngs dId ,pot happen In real lIfe He mIght have flmched altogether from 
speaking If at this moment he had not seen Ampleforth, the hatty-eared poet, 
wandering limply round the room WIth a tray, lookIng for a place to sit down 
In hIs vagUe way Ampieforth was attached to WInston, and would certaInly SIt 

down at his Lable if he caught SIght of hun. There was perhaps a IlNnute in 
wInch to act. B6nh ,Win'Ston.and the girl were eatIng steaduy. The stuff they 
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were eatIng was a thIn stew, actually a soup, of harIcot beans In a low murmur 
Wmston began speakIng NeIther of them looked up, steadIly they spooned the 
watery stuff Into theIr mouths, and between spoonfuls exchanged the few 
necessary words In low expressIonless VOIces 

'What tune do you leave work';)' 
'EIghteen thIrty , 
'Where can we meet';)' 
'VIctory Square, near the monument' 
'It's full of telescreens ' 
'It doesn't matter If there's a crowd' 
'Any signaP' 
'No Don't come up to me until you see me among a lot of people And don't 

look at me Just keep somewhere near me ' 
'What tlIDe';)' 
'NIneteen hours' 
'All rIght' 
Ampleforth faIled to see Wmston and sat down at another table They dId 

not speak agaIn, and, so far as It was pOSSIble for two people SIttIng on OppOSIte 
SIdes of the same table, they dId not look at one another The gIrl fimshed her 
lunch qUIckly and made off, whIle WInston stayed to smoke a CIgarette 

WInston was m VIctory Square before the aPPOInted tune He wandered 
round the base of the enormous fluted column, at the top of whIch Blg 
Brother's statue gazed southward towards the skIes where he had vanquIshed 
the EuraSIan aeroplanes (the Eastaslan aeroplanes, It had been, a few years ago) 
In the Battle of AIrstrip One In the street In front of It there was a statue of a 
man on horseback WhICh was supposed to represent OlIver Cromwell At five 
mmutes past the hour the gIrl had stIll not appeared AgaIn the terrible fear 
seIzed upon WInston She was not comIng, she had changed her mmd' He 
walked slowly up to the north SIde of the square and got a sort of pale-coloured 
pleasure from IdentIfYIng 8t MartIn's Church, whose bells, when It had bells, 
had chImed 'You owe me three farthIngs' Then he saw the gIrl standIng at the 
base of the monument, readmg or pretending to read a poster whIch ran 
spIrally up the column It was not safe to go near her untIl some more people 
had accumulated There were telescreens all round the pewment But at thIS 
moment there was a dIn of shoutIng and a zoom of heavy vehIcles from 
somewhere to the left Suddenly everyone seemed to be runnmg across the 
square The gIrl rupped nunbly round the hons at the base of the monument 
and JOIned In the rush Winston followed As he ran., he gathered from some 
shouted remarks that a convoy of EuraSIan prIsoners was paSSIng 

Already a dense mass of people was blockIng the south SIde of the square 
Wmston, at no;rmal times the kInd of person who graVItates to the outer edge of 
any kmd of scrllIUllage, shoved, butted, sqUIrmed hiS way forward Into the 
heartDfthe crowd Soon he was WithIn arm's length of the gIrl, but the way 
was bl0cked by an enormous prole and an almost equally enormous woman, 
p»l'esUtnably hiS Wlfe, who seemed to form an unpenetrable wall of flesh 
W~JiWl1ggled hunself SIdeways, and With a VIolent lunge managed to drtve 
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hIS shoulder between them For a moment It felt as though hIs entraIls were 
beIng ground to pulp between the two muscular hIPS, then he had broken 
through, sweanng a lIttle He was next to the gIrl They were shoulder to 
shoulder, both starIng fixedly In front of them. 

A long hne of trucks, WIth wooden-faced guards armed wIth sub-machIne 
guns standmg uprIght In each corner, was passmg slowly down the street In 
the trucks lIttle yellow men In shabby greerush umforms were squattIng, 
Jammed close together TheIr sad, MongolIan faces gazed out over the SIdes of 
the trucks utterly mcuriOUS OccasIOnally when a truck Jolted there was a 
clank-clank of metal all the prisoners were wearmg leg-Irons Truck-load 
after truck-load of the sad faces passed WInston knew they were there but he 
saw them only IntermIttently The gIrl's shoulder, and her arm rIght down to 
the elbow, were pressed agaInst hIS Her cheek was almost near enough for hIm 
to feel ItS warmth She had unmewate1y taken charge of the SItuatIOn, Just as 
she had done In the canteen She began speakmg m the same expressIOnless 
VOIce as before, WIth lIps barely mOVing, a mere murmur eaSIly drowned by the 
dIn of VOIces and the rumblIng of the trucks 

'Can you hear me?' 
'Yes' 
'Can you get Sunday afternoon oW' 
'Yes' 
'Then lIsten carefully You'll have to remember thIS Go to Paddlngton 

Stanon-' 
WIth a sort of mIlItary preCISIon that astonIshed hIm, she outlIned the route 

that he was to follow A half-hour raIlway Journey, turn left outSIde the statIon, 
two kIlometres along the road a gate WIth the top bar mlssmg, a path across a 
field, a grass-grown lane, a track between bushes, a dead tree WIth moss on It 
It was as though she had a map InSIde her head 'Can you remember all that?' 
she murmured finally 

'Yes' 
'You turn left, then right, then left agam And the gate's got no top bar ' 
~Yes What time~' 
'About fifteen You may have to Walt I'll get there by another way Are you 

sure you remember everythIng)' 
'Yes' 
'Then get away from me as qwck as you can.' 
She need not have told hun that But for the moment they could not 

extricate themselves from the crowd The trucks were stIll filIng past, the 
people StIlllnsanably gapmg. At the start there had been a few boos and hIsses, 
but It came only from the Party members among the crowd, and had soon 
stopped The prevathng emotIon was SImply curIOSIty ForeIgners, whether 
from EuraSIa or from E~tasIa, were a kmd of strange arumal One hterally 
never saw them except 10 the gwse of prisoners, and even as prIsoners one 
never got more than a momentary glImpse of them Nor chd one know what 
became of thet::Q., Ji\Pal't from the few who were hanged as war-cruninals the 
others sunply v~eci, ptesumably roto forced-labour camps The round 
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Mongol faces had gIven way to faces of a more European type, dIrty, bearded, 
and exhausted From over scrubby cheekbones eyes looked Into WInston's, 
sometImes WIth strange IntenSIty, and flashed away agaIn The convoy was 
drawIng to an end In the last truck he could see an aged man, hIS face a mass of 
grIzzled haIr, standIng uprIght wIth WrIsts crossed In front of hIm, as though 
he were used to havmg them bound together It was almost tIme for WInston 
and the gIrl to part But at the last moment, whIle the crowd stIll hemmed them 
In, her hand felt for hIS and gave It a fleetIng squeeze 

It could not have been ten seconds, and yet It seemed a long tIme that theIr 
hands were clasped together He had tIme to learn every detaIl of her hand He 
explored the long fingers, the shapely nalls, the work-hardened palm WIth ItS 
row of callouses, the smooth flesh under the wnst Merely from feelIng It he 
would have known It by SIght In the same Instant It occurred to hIm that he 
dId not know what colour the glrl'S eyes were They were probably brown, but 
people WIth dark haIr sometImes had blue eyes To turn hIS head and look at 
her would have been InconceIvable folly WIth hands locked together, Invlslble 
among the press of bodIes, they stared steadIly In front of them, and Instead of 
the eyes of the glrl, the eyes of the aged pnsoner gazed mournfully at Wlnston 
out of nests of haIr 

2 

WInston pIcked hIS way up the lane through dappled lIght and shade, steppIng 
out into pools of gold wherever the boughs parted Under the trees to the left of 
hun the ground was mIsty WIth bluebells The air seemed to kISS one's skIn It 
was the second of May From somewhere deeper In the heart of the wood came 
the dronmg of rIng-doves 

He was a bit early. There had been no dIfficultIes about the Journey, and the 
gIrl was so eVIdently experIenced that he was less fnghtened than he woukI i. 
normally have been Presumably she could be trusted to find a safe place In 
general you could not assume that you were much safer In the country than In 
London There were no telescreens, of course, but there was always the danger 
of concealed mIcrophones by whtch your VOIce mIght be pIcked up and 
retogruzed; beSIdes:) It was not easy to make a Journey by yourself WIthout 
attracting attention. For dIstances of less than 100 kIlometres It was not 
necessary to get your passport endorsed, but sometunes there were patrols 
hanging about the railway stations) who examIned the papers of any Party 
metJlber they fO'Wld there and asked awkward questions However) no patrols 
had appeared, and on the walk from the statIon he had made sure by cautIOUS 
backward glances that he was not beIng followed The traIn was full of proles, 
in" holiday mood because of the summery weather. The wooden-seated 
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carnage In whIch he travelled was filled to overflOWIng by a sIngle enormous 
famlly, rangIng from a toothless great-grandmother to a month-old baby, 
gOIng out to spend an afternoon wIth 'In-laws' In the country, and, as they 
freely explaIned to Wmston, to get hold of a lIttle black-market butter 

The lane WIdened, and In a mInute he came to the footpath she had told hIm 
of, a mere cattle-track WhICh plunged between the bushes He had no watch, 
but It could not be fifteen yet The bluebells were so thIck underfoot that It was 
ImpOSSIble not to tread on them He knelt down and began pIckIng some, 
partly to pass the tIme away, but also from a vague Idea that he would hke to 
have a bunch of flowers to offer to the gIrl when they .qJ.et He had got together 
a bIg bunch and was smellIng theIr faInt SIckly scent when a sound at hIS back 
froze hIm, the unmIstakable crackle of a foot on twIgS He went on pIckIng 
bluebells It was the best tmng to do It mIght be the gIrl, or he mIght have 
been followed after all A hand fell lIghtly on hIS shoulder 

He looked up It was the gIrl She shook her head, eVIdently as a warnmg 
that he must keep sllent, then parted the bushes and qUIckly led the way along 
the narrow track Into the wood ObvlOusly she had been that way before, for 
she dodged the boggy bits as though by habIt WInston followed, stIll claspmg 
hIS bunch of flowers HIS first feelmg was relIef, but as he watched the strong 
slender body mOVIng In front of hIm, With the scarlet sash that was Just tIght 
enough to brIng out the curve of her hIPS, the sense of hiS own InferlOnty was 
heavy upon hIm Even now Jt seemed qUIte lIkely that when she turned round 
and looked at hIm she would draw back after all The sweetness of the aIr and 
the greenness of the leaves daunted hun Already on the walk from the statlOn 
the May sunshIne had made hIm feel duty and etiolated, a creature of Indoors, 
WIth the sooty dust of London In the pores of hls skm It occurred to hIm that 
till now she had probably never seen hun In broad daylIght In the open They 
came to the fallen tree that she had spoken of The girl hopped over and forced 
apart the bushes, In which there did not seem to be an opemng When Winston 
followed her, he found that they were In a natural clearIng, a tmy grassy knoll 
surrounded by tall saphngs that shut It In completely The gtr I stopped and 
turned 

'Here we are,' she saId 
He was facmg her at several paces' dIstance As yet he did not dare move 

nearer to her 
'I didn't want to say anything In the lane,' she went on, 'In case there's a 

mike hIdden there I don't suppose there IS, but there could be There's always 
the chance of one of those swme recognIZing your VOIce We're all rIght here.' 

He stIll had not the courage to approach her 'We're all rIght here?' he 
repeated stupidly 

'Yes. Look at the trees 'They were small ashes, which at some tIme had been 
cut down QIld had sprouted up agaIn Into a forest of poles, none of them thIcker 
than one's wrist. 'There's nothing bJ:g enough to hide a nuke In BeSIdes, I've 
been here before) 

They were only maktng1conversatIon He had managed to move closer to her 
now She stood before hun very uprIght, With a smde on her face that looked 
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faIntly Iromcal, as though she were wondermg why he was so slow to act The 
bluebells had cascaded on to the ground They seemed to have fallen of theIr 
own accord He took her hand 

'Would you belIeve,' he saId, 'that tIll thIS moment I dIdn't know what 
colour your eyes were?' They were brown, he noted, a rather lIght shade of 
brown, WIth dark lashes 'Now that you've seen what I'm really lIke, can you 
stIll bear to look at me?' 

'Yes, easIly' 
'I'm thIrty-nIne years old I've got a WIfe that 1 can't get rId of I've got 

vancose vems I've got five false teeth ' 
'1 couldn't care less,' saId the gIrl 
The next moment, It was hard to say by whose act, she was In rus arms At 

the begmrung he had no feelIng except sheer IncredulIty The youthful body 
was straIned agamst hIS own, the mass of dark haIr was agaInst hIS face, and 
yes' actually she had turned her face up and he was kIssIng the WIde red mouth 
She had clasped her arms about rus neck, she was calling hun darhng, precIOUS 
one, loved one He had pulled her down on to the ground, she was utterly 
unreslstmg, he could do what he hked WIth her But the truth was that he had 
no phYSIcal sensatIon, except that of mere contact All he felt was IncredulIty 
and prIde He was glad that thIS was happenIng, but he had no phYSICal deSIre 
It was too soon, her youth and prettIness had frightened hun, he was too much 
used to lIVIng WIthOut women-he dId not know the reason The grrl pIcked 
herself up and pulled a bluebell out of her haIr She sat agaInst mm, putttng her 
arm round hIS waIst 

'Never mmd, dear There's no hurry We've got the whole afternoon. Isn't 
thIs a splendtd hldeouf~ I found It when I got lost once on a commuruty bIke If 
anyone was comIng you could hear them a hundred metres away' 

'What IS your name?' saId WInston 
'JulIa I know yours It's Wlnston-Wmston SIDlth ' 
'How dId you find that out?' 
'I expect I'm better at findtng thIngs out than you are, dear Tell me, what 

dId you thInk of me before that day I gave you the note?' 
He dtd not feel any temptatIon to tell lIes to her It was even a sort of love

offermg to start off by tellIng the worst. 
'I hated the slgbt of you, ' he SaId '1 wanted to rape you and then murder you 

afterwards Two weeks ago 1 thought senously of smashmg your head 10 WIth a 
cobblestone If you really want to know, I Imagined that you had somethmg to 
do Wlth the Thought Pohce ' 

The gttl laughed delightedly, eVIdently takIng tlus as a tnbute to the 
excellence of her dIsgwse 

'Not the Thought Police' You dtdn't honestly tlunk that?' 
'Well, perhaps not exactly that. But from your general appearance-merely 

because Y:Qu)re young and fresh and healthy, you understand-I thought that 
probably-' 
~" ~y'OU thought I was a good Party member Pure In word and deed Banners, 
pr~l()ns, slogans, games, commumty lukes-all that stuff And you thought 
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that If I had a quarter of a chance I'd denounce you as a thought -crunlnal and 
get you kllled off?' 

'Yes, somethIng of that kInd A great many young girls are hke that, you 
know' 

'I t' s thIS bloody thIng that does It,' she saId, nppmg off the scarlet sash of the 
JunIOr AntI-Sex League and fhngIng It on to a bough Then, as though 
touchIng her waIst had remInded her of somethmg, she felt In the pocket of her 
overalls and produced a small slab of chocolate She broke It In half and gave 
one of the pIeces to WInston Even before he had taken It he knew by the smell 
that It was very unusual chocolate It was dark and shmy, and was wrapped In 
SlIver paper Chocolate normally was dull-brown crumbly stuff that tasted, as 
nearly as one could descnbe It, hke the smoke of a rubbIsh fire But at some 
tIme or another he had tasted chocolate lIke the pIece she had gIven hun The 
first WhIff of ItS scent had stIrred up some memory whIch he could not pIn 
down, but whIch was powerful and troublIng -

'Where dId you get thIS stuff?' he saId 
'Black market,' she Said IndIfferently C Actually I am that sort of girl, to look 

at I'm good at games I was a troop-leader In the SpIes I do voluntary work 
three evenIngs a week for the JunIOr AntI-Sex League Hours and hours I've 
spent pastIng theIr bloody rot all over London I always carry one end of a 
banner In the proceSSIOns I always look cheerful and I never shIrk anytrung 
Always yell WIth the crowd, that's what I say It's the only way to be safe' 

The first fragment of chocolate had melted on Wmston's tongue The taste 
was delIghtful But there was stIll that memory mOVIng round the edges of hIS 
conSCIousness, somethIng strongly felt but not redUCIble to defirute shape, lIke 
an object seen out of the corner of one's eye He pushed It away from hIm, 
aware only that It was the memory of some actIon whIch he would have lIked to 
undo but could not 

cy ou are very young,' he said 'You are ten or fifteen years younger than I 
am What could you see to attract you In a man lIke me';)' 

'It was somethIng In your face I thought I'd take a chance I'm good at 
spottIng people who don't belong As soon as I saw you I knew you were 
agaInst them ' 

Them, It appeared, meant the Party, and above all the Inner Party, about 
whom she talked With an open Jeenng hatred WhICh made WInston feel uneasy, 
although he knew that they were safe here If they could be safe anywhere A 
thIng that astonIshed hIm about her was the coarseness of her language Party 
members were supposed not to swear, and Wmston hunself very seldom did 
swear, aloud, at any rate Julia, however, seemed unable to mentIon the Party, 
and espeCIally the Inner Party, Without USIng the kInd of words that you saw 
chalked up In drIppIng alley-ways He dId not dIslIke It It was merely one 
symptom of her revolt agamst the Party and all ItS ways, and somehow It 
seemed natural and healthy, lIke the sneeze of a horse that smells bad hay 
They had left the clearIng and were wandermg agaIn through the chequered 
shade, WIth theIr arms round each other's Waists whenever It was WIde enough 
to walk two abreast. He noticed how much softer her Waist seemed to feel now 
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that the sash was gone They dId not speak above a whIsper OutsIde the 
cleanng, Juha srud, It was better to go qUietly Presently they had reached the 
edge of the lIttle wood She stopped hun 

'Don't go out Into the open There mIght be someone watchmg We're all 
right If we keep behInd the boughs' 

They were standmg In the shade of hazel bushes The sunhght, filtenng 
through Innumerable leaves, was stIll hot on their faces WInston looked out 
Into the field beyond, and underwent a curIOUS, slow shock of recognItIon He 
knew It by sight An old, close-bItten pasture, With a footpath wandenng 
across It and a molehIll here and there In the ragged hedge on the OppOSIte SIde 
the boughs of the elm trees swayed Just percepnbly In the breeze, and thel! 
leaves stIrred fruntly In dense masses lIke women's hrur Surely somewhere 
near by, but out of sIght, there must be a stream With green pools where dace 
were swumnlng) 

'Isn't there a stream somewhere near here?' he whIspered 
'That's nght, there IS a stream It's at the edge of the next field, actually 

There are fish In It, great bIg ones You can watch them lYIng In the pools 
under the Willow trees, waVIng theIr truls ' 

'It's the Golden Country-almost,' he murmured 
'The Golden Country')' 
'It's nothIng, really A landscape I've seen sometunes tn a dream ' 
'Lookl' whIspered Juha 
A thrush had alIghted on a bough not five metres away, almost at the level of 

theIr faces Perhaps It had not seen them It was In the sun, they m the shade It 
spread out Its WIngs, fitted them carefully mto place agatO, ducked ItS head for 
a moment, as though makIng a sort of obeIsance to the sun, and then began to 
pour forth a torrent of song In the afternoon hush the volume of sound was 
starthng WInston and JulIa clung together, faSCInated. The mUSIC went on 
and on, minute after minute, WIth astonIshIng variatlons, never once repeanng 
Itself, almost as though the bIrd were dehberately shOWIng off ItS VIrtuOSIty 
SometImes It stopped for a few seconds, spread out and resettled Its wings, 
then swelled Its speckled breast and agam burst mto song. Wmston watched It 
With a sort of vague reverence For whom, for what, was that bIrd SInging? No 
mate, no nval was watchIng It What made 11 SIt at the edge of the lonely wood 
and pour Its mUSIC mto notlungness? He wondered whether after all there was 
a nucrophone hIdden somewhere near He and Juha had only spoken In low 
whIspers, and It would not pIck up what they had satd, but It would pIck up the 
thrush. Perhaps at the other end of the Instrument some small, beetle-lIke man 
was hsteru.ng intentIy-hstening to that. But by degrees the flood of mUSIC 
drove all speculattons out ofhts mmd. It was as though It were a lond of hqwd 
stuff that poured all over hun and got nuxed up With the.. sunhght that filtered 
through the leaves. He stopped thmkmg and merely felt. The gIrl's waIst in the 
bend of hIS arm was soft and warm~ He pulled her round so that they were 
breast to breast, her body seemed to melt mto hIS Wherever his hands moved 
It was all as yteldmg as w-ater Their mouths clung together) It was qwte 
<hfferent from the hard losses they had exchanged earher When they moved 
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theIr faces apart agaIn both of them SIghed deeply The bIrd took frIght and 
fled Wlth a clatter of wIngs 

WInston put hIS lIps agaInst her ear 'Now/ he whIspered 
'Not here,' she whIspered back 'Come back to the hIdeout It's safer' 
QUIckly, WIth an occaSIOnal crackle of tWIgS, they threaded theIr way back to 

the clearIng When they were once InSIde the rmg of saplIngs she turned and 
faced hIm They were both breathIng fast, but the SmIle had reappeared round 
the corners of her mouth She stood lookIng at hIm for an Instant, then felt at 
the ZIpper of her overalls And, yes! It was almost as In hIS dream Almost as 
SWIftly as he had ImagIned It, she had torn her clothes off, and when she flung 
them aSIde It was WIth that same magmficent gesture by whIch a whole 
CIVIlIzatIon seemed to be anmhIlated Her body gleamed whIte In the sun But 
for a moment he dId not look at her body, hIs eyes were anchored by the 
freckled face WIth Its faInt, bold smIle He knelt down before her and took her 
hands In hIS 

'Have you done thIS before';)' 
'Of course Hundreds of tImes-well, scores of tImes anyway' 
'WIth Party members';)' 
'Yes, always WIth Party members' 
'WIth members of the Inner Party";)' 
'Not WIth those SWIne, no But there's plenty that would If they got half a 

chance They're not so holy as they make out' 
HIS heart leapt Scores of tImes she had done It he WIshed It had been 

hundreds-thousands AnythIng that hInted at corruptIon always filled hIm 
WIth a wIld hope Who knew, perhaps the Party was rotten under the surface, 
ItS cult of strenuousness and self-denIal SImply a sham concealIng InIqUIty If 
he could have Infected the whole lot of them WIth leprosy or syplulIs, how 
gladly he would have done so' AnythIng to rot, to weaken, to undermIne' He 
pulled her down so that they were kneeling face to face 

'LIsten The more men you've had, the more I love you Do you understand 
that";)' 

'Yes, perfectly' 
'1 hate pUrIty~ I hate goodness' I don't want any VIrtue to eXIst anywhere I 

want everyone to be corrupt to the bones' 
'Well then, I ought to sult you, dear I'm corrupt to the bones ' 
'You lIke domg thIS';) I don't mean SImply me I mean the thmg In Itself.>' 
'1 adore It' 
That was above all what he wanted to hear Not merely the love of one 

person but the arumal lOstInct, the SImple undIfferentIated deSIre that was the 
force that would tear the Party to pleces He pressed her down upon the grass, 
among the fallen bluebells. Tlns tune there was no chfficulty. Presently the 
rISIng and fallIng of theIr breasts slowed to normal speed, and In a sort of 
pleasant helplessness they fell apart The sun seemed to have grown hotter 
They were both sleepy He reached out for the discarded overalls and pulled 
them partly over her Almost unmemate!y they fell asleep and slept for about 
half an hour. 
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WInston woke first He sat up and watched the freckled face, st111 peacefully 
asleep, plllowed on the palm of her hand Except for her mouth, you could not 
call her beautIful There was a hne or two round the eyes, If you looked closely 
The short dark halt was extraordinanly thIck and soft It occurred to hIm that 
he s11ll dId not know her surname or where she lIved 

The young, strong body, now helpless In sleep, awoke In hIm a pItYIng, 
protectmg feelIng But the mIndless tenderness that he had felt under the hazel 
tree, whIle the thrush was sIngmg, had not qUIte come back He pulled the 
overalls aSIde and studIed her smooth white flank In the old days, he thought, 
a man looked at a gIrl'S body and saw that It was deSIrable, and that was the end 
of the story But you could not have pure love or pure lust nowadays No 
emotIOn was pure, because everythIng was mIxed up WIth fear and hatred 
Their embrace had been a battle, the clImax a victory I t was a blow struck 
agaInst the Party It was a polItIcal act 

3 
'We can come here once agrun,' saId J uha ' It's generally safe to use any hlde
out tWIce But not for another month or two, of course ' 

As soon as she woke up her demeanour had changed She became alert and 
buslness-hke, put her clothes on, knotted the scarlet sash about her waIst, and 
began arranging the detaIls of the Journey home It seemed natural to leave thIS 
to her She ObVIOusly had a practIcal cunrung whIch WInston lacked, and she 
seemed also to have an exhaustIve knowledge of the countrysIde round 
London, stored away from mnumerable commumty hIkes. The route she gave 
hIm was qUite dIfferent from the one by whIch he had come, and brought hIm 
out at a different raIlway station 'Never go home the same way as you went 
out,' she said, as though enunCIating an Important general prtnciple She 
would leave first, and WInston was to walt half an hour before followIng her 

She had named a place where they could meet after work, four evenIngs 
hence It was a street In one of the poorer quarters, where there was an open 
market whIch was generally crowded and nOISY. She would be hangIng about 
among the stalls, pretendIng to be In search of shoelaces or sewIng-thread If 
she Judged that the coast was clear she would blow her nose when he 
approached- otherwise he was to walk past her WIthout recogmtlOn But With 
luck, In the middle of the crowd, It would be safe to talk for a quarter of an hour 
and arrange another meetmg 

'And now I lllust go,' she SaId as soon as he had mastered rus mstructlons. 
'rm due back at nineteen-thtrty. I've got to put In two hours for the Jumor 
Anu~League, handIng out leaflets, or sometlung Isn't It bloody') GIve me 
a brush-down, would you? Have I got any tWlgs in my haIr? Are you sure? 
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Then good-bye, my love, good-bye" 

She flung herself Into hIS arms, kissed hun almost vIolently, and a moment 
later pushed her way through the sapbngs and dIsappeared Into the wood WIth 
very lIttle nOIse Even now he had not found out her surname or her address 
However, It made no dIfference, for It was InconceIvable that they could ever 
meet Indoors or exchange any kInd of WrItten communIcatIon 

As It happened, they never went back to the clearIng In the wood DUrIng the 
month of May there was only one further occaSIOn on wInch they actually 
succeeded In makIng love That was In another hldmg-place known to JulIa, 
the belfry of a rrunous church In an almost-deserted stretch of country where 
an atomIC bomb had fallen thIrty years earber It was a good Indmg-place when 
once you got there, but the gettIng there was very dangerous For the rest they 
could meet only In the streets, In a dIfferent place every evemng and never for 
more than half an hour at a tune In the street It was usually pOSSIble to talk, 
after a fashIon As they drIfted down the crowded pavements, not qUIte abreast 
and never looking at one another, they carrIed on a CUrIOUS, IntermIttent 
conversatIon WhIch flIcked on and off lIke the beams of a lIghthouse, suddenly 
nIpped Into sIlence by the approach of a Party umform or the prOXImIty of a 
telescreen, then taken up agaIn mInutes later 10 the mIddle of a sentence, then 
abruptlY cut short as they parted at the agreed spot, then contInued almost 
WIthOut IntrodUCTIon on the follOWIng day JulIa appeared to be qUIte used to 
tlus kInd of conversatIOn, whIch she called 'talklng by Instalments' She was 
also surprISIngly adept at speakIng WIthout mOVIng her lIps Just once In 
almost a month of mghtly meetIngs they managed to exchange a kISS They 
were paSSIng In sllence down a SIde-street (JulIa would never speak when they 
were away from the maIn streets) when there was a deafemng roar, the earth 
heaved, and the aIr darkened, and WInston found Inmself lYIng on hIs SIde, 
brwsed and terrIfied A rocket bomb must have dropped qUIte near at hand 
Suddenly he became aware of Juba's face a few centlrnetres from hIS own, 
deathly wrote, as whIte as chalk Even her lIps were whIte She was dead' He 
clasped her agaInst hIm and found that he was kiSSIng a bve warm face But 
there was some powdery stuff that got 10 the way of hIS lIps Both of theIr faces 
were thIckly coated WIth plaster 

There were everungs when they reached theIr rendezvous and then had to 
walk past one another WIthOut a SIgn, because a patrol had Just come round the 
comer or a helIcopter was hovermg overhead Even If It had been less 
dangerous, It would snll have been difficult to find tune to meet WInston's 
working week was SIXty hours, Juha's was even longer, and their free days 
varIed accordIng to the pressure of work and dId not often COInCIde JulIa, 10 

any case, seldom had an everung completely free. She spent an astonIshmg 
amount of tune In attendIng lectures and demonstrattons, dIstrIbutIng 
lIterature for the J unlor Anu-Sex League, preparmg banners for Hate Week, 
making collections for the savmgs campaIgn) and such-hke activitIes. It paxd) 
she SaId, It was camouflage If you kept the small rules, you could break the bIg 
ones She even lllduced Winston to, mortgage yet another of hIS evenmgs by 
enrollmg hunS'elffor tbe,part-tune munition work whIch was done voluntartly 
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by zealous Party members So, one evenmg every week, WInston spent four 
hours of paralysIng boredom, screwIng together small bIts of metal WhICh were 
probably parts of bomb fuses, In a draughty, Ill-lIt workshop where the 
knockmg of hammers mIngled drearIly WIth the mUSIC of the te1escreens 

When they met In the church tower the gaps In theIr fragmentary 
conversatlOn were filled up It was a blazmg afternoon The aIr In the lIttle 
square chamber above the bells was hot and stagnant, and smelt 
overpowerIngly of pIgeon-dung They sat talkIng for hours on the dusty, tWlg
httered floor, one or other of them gettIng up from tIme to tIme to cast a glance 
through the arrowshts and make sure that no one was comIng 

JulIa was twentY-SIX years old She lIved In a hostel WIth thIrty other gIrlS 
('Always In the stInk of women' How I hate womenI' she saId parenthetIcally), 
and she worked, as he had guessed, on the novel-WrItIng machInes In the 
FIctIOn Department She enjoyed her work, WhICh conSIsted chIefly In runnIng 
and servlcmg a powerful but trIcky electrIC motor She was Cnot clever', but 
was fond of USIng her hands and felt at home WIth machInery She could 
descrIbe the whole process of compOSIng a novel, from the general dIreCtIve 
Issued by the PlannIng CommIttee down to the final touchIng-up by the 
RewrIte Squad But she was not Interested In the firushed product She 'dIdn't 
much care for readIng,' she saId Books were Just a commodIty that had to be 
produced, hke J am or bootlaces 

She had no memorIes of anythIng before the early 'SIxtIes, and the only 
person she had ever known who talked frequently of the days before the 
RevolutIOn was a grandfather who had dIsappeared when she was eIght At 
school she had been captaIn of the hockey team and had won the gymnastIcs 
trophy two years runnIng She had been a troop-leader In the SpIes and a 
branch secretary In the Youth League before JOlwng the JunIor AntI-Sex 
League She had always borne an excellent character She had even (an 
InfallIble mark of good reputatIon) been pIcked out to work In Pornosec, the 
sub-sectIon of the FIctIon Department WhICh turned out cheap pornography 
for dIstrIbutIon among the proles It was nIcknamed Muck House by the 
people who worked In It, she remarked There she had remaIned for a year, 
helpIng to produce booklets In sealed packets WIth tItles lIke Spankzng Stones 
or One Nzght zn a Chrls' School, to be bought furttvely by proletarIan youths 
who were under the lnlpreSSlOn that they were bUYIng somethIng Illegal 

'What are these books lIke?' saId Wmston CUrIously 
'Oh, ghastly rubbIsh They're borIng, really They only have SIX plots, but 

they swap them round a bIt Of course I was only on the kaleIdoscopes I was 
never 10 the RewrIte Squad rm not lIterary, dear-not even enough for that' 

He learned with astonIshment that all the workers In Porno sec, except the 
heads of the departments, were gIrlS The theory was that men, whose sex 
Instincts were less controllable then those of women, were In greater danger of 
bemg corrupted by the filth they handled 
t.T~ don't even lIke haVIng marrIed women there,' she added 'GIrlS are 

always supposed to be so pure Here's one who Isn't, anyway' 
She had had her first love-affaIr when she was SIxteen, WIth a Party member 
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of SIxty who later commItted SUICIde to aVOId arrest 'And a good Job too,' saId 
JulIa, 'otherWIse they'd have had my name out of hIm when he confessed' 
SInce then there had been varIOUS others LIfe as she saw It was qUIte SImple 
You wanted a good tune, 'they', meamng the Party, wanted to stop you haVIng 
It, you broke the rules as best you could She seemed to thmk It Just as natural 
that 'they' should want to rob you of your pleasures as that you should want to 
aVOId beIng caught She hated the Party, and saId so In the crudest words, but 
she made no general CrItICIsm of It Except where It touched upon her own lIfe 
she had no Interest In Party doctrIne He notlced that she never used Newspeak 
words except the ones that had passed Into everyday use She had never heard 
of the Brotherhood, and refused to belIeve In Its eXIstence Any kInd of 
organIzed revolt agaInst the Party, whIch was bound to be a faIlure, struck her 
as stupId The clever thIng was to break the rules and stay alIve all the same 
He wondered vaguely how many others lIke her there mIght be In the younger 
generatIOn-people who had grown up In the world of the RevolutIOn, knOWIng 
nothIng else, acceptIng the Party as somethmg unalterable, hke the sky, not 
rebellIng agaInst ItS authOrIty but SImply evadmg It, as a rabbIt dodges a dog 

They dId not dISCUSS the pOSSIbIlIty of gettIng marrIed It was too remote to 
be worth thInkIng about No ImagInable commIttee would ever sanctIon such a 
marrIage even If KatharIne, WInston's WIfe, could somehow have been got rId 
of It was hopeless even as a daydream 

'What was she lIke, your WIfe" Said JulIa 
'She was-do you know the Newspeak wordgoodthznkJuP Meamng naturally 

orthodox, Incapable of thInkIng a bad thought" 
'No, I dIdn't know the word, but I know the kmd of person, rIght enough' 
He began tellIng her the story of hIS marrIed lIfe, but CUrIously enough she 

appeared to know the essentIal parts of It already She deSCrIbed to hIm, almost 
as though she had seen or felt It, the stiffemng of KatharIne's body as soon as 
he touched her, the way In whIch she stIll seemed to be pushIng hIm from her 
WIth all her strength, even when her arms were clasped tIghtly round hIm 
WIth JulIa he felt no dIfficulty In talkIng about such thIngs KatharIne, 10 any 
case, had long ceased to be a paInful memory and became merely a dIstasteful 
one 

'I could have stood It If It hadn't been for one thIng,' he saId He told her 
about the frIgId httle ceremony that KatharIne had forced hun to go through 
on the same nIght every week C She hated It, but noth1Og would make her stop 
dOIng It She used to call It-but you'll never guess' 

'Our duty to the Party,' saId Juha promptly 
'How dId you know that?' 
'I've been at school too, dear Sex talks once a month for the over-SIxteens 

And In the Youth Movement They rub It 1Oto you for years I dare say It 
works 10 a lot of cases. But of course you can never tell, people are such 
hypOCrItes ' 

She began to enlarge upon the subject With Juha, everythIng came back to 
her own sexuahty As soon as thIS was touched upon In any way she was 
capable of great acuteness Unbke Wlnston, she had grasped the mner 
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meanIng of the Party's sexual pUfltamsm It was not merely that the sex 
InstInct created a world of Its own whIch was outsIde the Party's control and 
WhICh therefore had to be destroyed U possIble What was more Important was 
that sexual priVatlOn Induced hysteria, whIch was deSIrable because It could be 
transformed Into war-fever and leader-worshIp The way she put It was 

'When you make love you're USIng up energy, and afterwards you feel happy 
and don't gIve a damn for anythIng They can't bear you to feel hke that They 
want you to be bursting wIth energy all the tlme All thIS marchIng up and 
down and cheerIng and waVIng flags IS SImply sex gone sour If you're happy 
mSIde yourself, why should you get eXCIted about BIg Brother and the Three
Year Plans and the Two MInutes Hate and all the rest of theIr bloody rot~' 

That was very true, he thought There was a dIrect IntImate conneXlOn 
between chastlty and pohtical orthodoxy For how could the fear, the hatred, 
and the lunatIC creduhty whIch the Party needed In ItS members be kept at the 
right pItch, except by bottlIng down some powerful InstInct and USIng It as a 
drIvmg force~ The sex Impulse was dangerous to the Party, and the Party had 
turned It to account They had played a sImtlar trick WIth the InstInct of 
parenthood The famIly could not actually be abohshed, and, Indeed, people 
were encouraged to be fond of theIr chIldren In almost the old-fashlOned way 
The chIldren, on the other hand, were systematIcally turned agaInst theIr 
parents and taught to spy on them and report theIr deVIatIOns The famIly had 
become In effect an extenslOn of the Thought Pohce It was a deVIce by means 
of wlnch everyone could be surrounded nIght and day by Informers who knew 
hIm Intlmately 

Abruptly hIS mInd went back to KatharIne KatharIne would un
quesnonably have denounced hIm to the Thought PolIce If she had not 
happened to be too stupId to detect the unorthodoxy of hIS opInIOns But what 
really recalled her to hIm at thIs moment was the stIflIng heat of the afternoon, 
whIch had brought the sweat out on hIS forehead He began telbng JulIa of 
somethIng that had happened, or rather had faIled to happen, on another 
sweltermg summer afternoon, eleven years ago 

It was three or four months after they were marrIed They had lost theIr way 
on a communIty hike somewhere m Kent They had only lagged behInd the 
others for a couple of mInutes, but they took a wrong turmng, and presently 
found themselves pulled up short by the edge of an old chalk quarry, It was a 
sheer drop of ten or twenty metres, With boulders at the bottom There was 
nobody of whom they could ask the way As soon as she realIzed that they were 
lost KatharIne became very uneasy To be away from the nOISY mob of hIkers 
even for a moment gave her a feehng of wrong-dOIng She wanted to hurry 
back by the way they had come and start searchIng In the other directIOn But 
at tIns moment WInston notIced some tufts of loosestnfe growing In the cracks 
of the chffbeneath them. One tuft was of two colours, magenta and brIck-red, 
apparently groWlng on the same root He had never seen anythIng of the lund 
before, and he called to Kathanne to come and look at It 

cLook, Katharine' Look at those flowers That clump down near the bottom 
Do you, see they're two dIfferent colours-;>' 
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She had already turned to go, but she dId rather fretfully come back for a 
moment She even leaned out over the clIff face to see where he was pOIntmg 
He was standIng a lIttle behInd her, and he put hIS hand on her Watst to steady 
her At thIS moment It suddenly occurred to hlffi how completely alone they 
were There was not a human creature anywhere, not a leaf stIrrIng, not even a 
bIrd awake In a place lIke thIS the danger that there would be a hIdden 
mIcrophone was very small, and even If there was a mIcrophone It would only 
pIck up sounds I t was the hottest sleepIest hour of the afternoon The sun 
blazed down upon them, the sweat tIckled hIS face And the thought struck 
hIm 

'Why dIdn't you gIve her a good shove?' saId JulIa 'I would have' 
'Yes, dear, you would have I would, If 1'd been the same person then as I am 

now Or perhaps I would-I'm not certatn ' 
'Are you sorry you dIdn't?' 
'Yes On the whole I'm sorry I dIdn't ' 
They were sItung SIde by SIde on the dusty floor He pulled her closer 

agatnst hIm Her head rested on hIS shoulder, the pleasant smell of her haIr 
conquerIng the pIgeon dung She was very young, he thought, she stIll 
expected somethIng from lIfe, she dId not understand that to push an 
InconvenIent person over a clIff solves nothIng 

'Actually It would have made no dlfference/ he saId 
'Then why are you sorry you dIdn't do It?' 
'Only because I prefer a POSItIve to a negatIve In thIS game that we're 

plaYIng, we can't WIn Some kInds of failure are better than other kInds, that's 
all ' 

He felt her shoulders gIve a WrIggle of dIssent She always contradIcted hIm 
when he saId anythIng of thIS kInd She would not accept It as a law of nature 
that the IndIVIdual IS always defeated In a way she realIzed that she herself was 
doomed, that sooner or later the Thought Pohce would catch her and kIll her, 
but WIth another part of her mInd she belIeved that It was somehow pOSSIble to 
construct a secret world In WhIch you could lIve as you chose All you needed 
was luck and cunmng and boldness She dId not understand that there was no 
such thIng as happIness, that the only VIctory lay In the far future, long after 
you were dead, that from the moment of declarIng war on the Party It was 
better to thInk of yourself as a corpse 

'We are the dead,' he saId 
'We're not dead yet,' saId JulIa prosaIcally 
'Not phYSIcally SIX months, a year-five years, conceIvably I am afraId of 

death You are young, so presumably you're more afraId of It than I am 
ObVIously we shall put It off as long as we can But It makes very httle 
dIfference So long as human beIngs stay human, death and lIfe are the same 
thlng' 

'Oh) rubbISh' WhIch would you sooner sleep WIth, me or a skeleton? Don't 
you enJoy beIng alIve? Don't you hke feelIng ThIS IS me, thIS IS my hand, tlus 
IS my leg, I'm real, I'm. solId, I'm alIve' Don't you hke th'tS"P 

She tWIsted herself round and pressed her bosom agaInst hun~ He could feel 
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her breasts, npe yet firm, through her overalls Her body seemed to be pourIng 
some of Its youth and vIgour Into hIS 

'Yes, I hke that,' he saId 
'Then stop talkIng about dYIng And now hsten, dear, we've got to fix up 

about the next tIme we meet We may as well go back to the place In the wood 
We've gIven It a good long rest But you must get there by a dIfferent way thIS 
tlme I've got It all planned out You take the traIn-but look, I'll draw It out for 
you' 

And In her pracTIcal way she scraped together a small square of dust, and 
WIth a tWIg from a pIgeon's nest began drawIng a map on the floor 

4 
WInston looked round the shabby lIttle room above Mr Charrlngton's shop 
BesIde the WIndow the enormous bed was made up, With ragged blankets and a 
coverless bolster The old-fasruoned clock WIth the twelve-hour face was 
tIckIng away on the mantelpIece In the corner, on the gateleg table, the glass 
paperweIght WhICh he had bought on hIS last VISIt gleamed softly out of the 
half-darkness 

In the fender was a battered nn O1lstove, a saucepan, and two cups, provIded 
by Mr Charrtngton WInston Itt the burner and set a pan of water to boIl He 
had brought an envelope full of VICtOry Coffee and some saccharme tablets 
The clock's hands saId seven-twenty It was nIneteen-twenty really She was 
commg at ntneteen-thlrty 

Folly, folly) hIS heart kept saYIng> consciOUS, gratUItous, SUICIdal folly Of all 
the crunes that a Party member could commIt, thIS one was the least pOSSIble to 
conceal Actually the idea had first floated Into rus head In the form of a VISIOn, 
of the glass paperweIght mIrrored by the surface of the gateleg table As he had 
foreseen, Mr Chamngton had made no dIfficulty about lettIng the room He 
was obVIously glad of the few dollars that it would brIng lum Nor dId he seem 
shocked or become offenSIvely knOWIng when It was made clear that WInston 
wanted the room for the purpose of a love .. affalr Instead he looked Into the 
middle dIstance and spoke In generalIties, WIth so delIcate an aIr as to gIve 
the 1lllpreSSIon that he had become partly mVIsible Pnvacy, he said, was a very 
valuable thIng. Everyone wanted a place where they could be alone 
occasionally And when they had such a place, It was only common courtesy In 
anyone ~lse who knew of It to keep hIS knowledge to htmself. He even, seenllng 
altnost to fade out of existence as he dtd so, added that there were two entries to 
the bo~ one of them through the back yard, which gave on an alley 

Und« the WIndow somebody was SlngIng WInston peeped out, secure In 
the pr~ctlon of the tnushn curtaIn The June sun was sttll hIgh in the sky, and 
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In the sun-filled court below, a monstrous woman, sohd as a Norman pdlar, 
WIth brawny red forearms and a sackmg apron strapped about her rmddle, was 
stumpIng to and fro between a washtub and a clothes hne, pegging out a senes 
of square whIte things WhICh WInston recogmzed as babIes' dIapers 
Whenever her mouth was not corked WIth clothes pegs she was slnglng In a 
powerful contralto 

It was only an 'opeless fancy, 
It passed lIke an IprIl dye, 
But a look an' a word an' the dreams they stirred! 
They 'ave stolen my 'eart awye! 

The tune had been hauntIng London for weeks past It was one of countless 
SImIlar songs pubhshed for the benefit of the proles by a sub-sectIon of the 
MUSIC Department The words of these songs were composed WIthout any 
human mterventlon whatever on an InStrument known as a versificator But 
the woman sang so tunefully as to turn the dreadful rubbIsh mto an almost 
pleasant sound He could hear the woman sIngmg and the scrape of her shoes 
on the flagstones, and the cnes of the chIldren m the street, and somewhere In 
the far dIstance a farot roar of traffic, and yet the room seemed curIOusly sIlent, 
thanks to the absence of a telescreen 

Folly, folly, folly' he thought agam It was InconceIvable that they could 
frequent thIS place for more than a few weeks WIthout bemg caught But the 
temptatIOn of haVIng a hIdIng-place that was truly theIr own, Indoors and near 
at hand, had been too much for both of them For some tIme after theIr VISIt to 
the church belfry It had been ImpossIble to arrange meetIngs Workmg hours 
had been drastIcally Increased m antICIpatIOn of Hate Week It was more than a 
month distant, but the enormous, complex preparatIons that It entaIled were 
thrOWIng extra work on to everybody FInally both of them managed to secure 
a free afternoon on the same day They had agreed to go back to the c1earmg In 
the wood On the evemng beforehand they met bnefly In the street As usual, 
WInston hardly looked at Juha as they drIfted towards one another In the 
crowd, but from the short glance he gave her It seemed to hIm that she was 
paler than usual. 

'It's all off,' she murmured as soon as she Judged It safe to speak 'To_ 
morrow, I mean' 

'What?' 
'Tomorrow afternoon I can't come' 
'Whyna!'')' 
cOh, the usual reason It's started early thIS tIme' 
For a moment he was vIolently angry DurIng the month that he had known 

her the nature of hIS deSIre for her had changed. At the begmrung there had 
been httle true sensualIty In It. Thell' first love-makIng had been sunply an act 
of the will But after the second tIme It was dtfferent The smell of her halr, the 
taste of her mouth,) the feelIng of her shn seemed to have got inSIde hun, Of 

mto the all' all round hun. She had become a phYSIcal necessIty, somet'Wng that 
he not only wanted butfel~a:t he had a nght to When she said tha.t she could 
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not come, he had the feehng that she was cheating hun But Just at thIS moment 
the crowd pressed them together and their hands accidentally met She gave 
the tipS of his fingers a qUIck squeeze that seemed to Invite not deSIre but 
affectIOn It struck him that when one hved with a woman this partIcular 
disapPOIntment must be a normal, recurnng event, and a deep tenderness, 
such as he had not felt for her before, suddenly took hold of him He wIshed 
that they were a married couple of ten years' standing He wished that he were 
walkmg through the streets with her Just as they were dOIng now but openly 
and without fear, talkmg of tnvlahtles and bUYing odds and ends for the 
household He wIshed above all that they had some place where they could be 
alone together wIthout feehng the obhgatlOn to make love every tIme they met 
It was not actually at that moment, but at some time on the follOWing day, that 
the Idea of rentIng Mr Charnngton's room had occurred to him When he 
suggested It to Juha she had agreed wIth unexpected readIness Both of them 
knew that It was lunacy It was as though they were IntentIOnally steppIng 
nearer to theIr graves As he sat waitIng on the edge of the bed he thought agaIn 
of the cellars of the Ministry of Love It was cunous how that predestIned 
horror moved In and out of one's conscIOusness There It lay, fixed In future 
times, precedIng death as surely as 99 precedes 100 One could not aVOId It, but 
one could perhaps postpone It and yet Instead, every now and agaIn, by a 
conSCIOUS, WIlful act, one chose to shorten the Interval before It happened 

At thiS moment there was a qwck step on the strurs JulIa burst Into the 
room She was carryIng a tool-bag of coarse brown canvas, such as he had 
sometlmes seen her carryIng to and fro at the MInistry He started forward to 
take her m rus arms, but she disengaged herself rather hurnedly, partly 
because she was stIll holding the tool-bag 

'Half a second,' she saId 'Just let me show you what I've brought DId you 
brIng some of that filthy VIctory Coffee~ I thought you would You can chuck 
It away agaIn, because we shan't be needIng It Look here,' 

She fell on her knees, threw open the bag, and tumbled out some spanners 
and a screwdriver that filled the top part of It Underneath were a number of 
neat paper packets The first packet that she passed to WInston had a strange 
and yet vaguely famlhar feelIng. It was filled WIth some kInd of heavy, sand
lIke stuff WhICh Yielded wherever you touched It 

'It Isn't sugar~' he SaId. 
~Rea1 sugar Not sacchanne, sugar And here's a loaf of bread-proper white 

bread, not our bloody stuff-and ahttle pot of Jam And here's a tinofnulk-but 
look' This IS the one I'm really proud of. I had to wrap a bIt of sackIng round It, 
because-' 

But she dId not need to tell hlffi why she had wrapped It up The smell was 
already fillIng the room, a rich hot smell WhICh seemed lIke an emanatIon from 
hi$ early childhood, but whIch one dId occaslomuly meet WIth even now, 
blowing down a passage-way before a door slammed, or dIffuSIng Itself 
mysteriously In a crowded street, snIffed for an Instant and then lost agaIn 

fIt's coffee/ he murmured, 'real coffee ' 
~It's Inner Party coffee There's a whole kIlo here/ she Sald 
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'How dId you manage to get hold of all these thmgs)' 
'It's all Inner Party stuff There's nothing those swme don't have, nothIng 

But of course walters and servants and people pInch thmgs, and-look, I got a 
httle packet of tea as well ' 

WInston had squatted down beSIde her He tore open a corner of the packet 
'It's real tea Not blackberry leaves' 
'There's been a lot of tea about lately They've captured IndIa, or 

somethIng,' she saId vaguely 'But hsten, dear I want you to turn your back on 
me for three mInutes Go and SIt on the other sIde of the bed Don't go too near 
the wmdow And don't turn round tlll I tell you ' 

WInston gazed abstractedly through the mushn curtain Down In the yard 
the red-armed woman was stIll marching to and fro between the washtub and 
the hne She took two more pegs out of her mouth and sang wIth deep feehng 

They sye that hme 'eals all thmgs, 
They sye you can always forget, 
But the smIles an' the tears acrorss the years 
They tWist my 'eart-stnngs yet' 

She knew the whole drlvellmg song by heart, It seemed Her VOIce floated 
upward With the sweet summer aIr, very tuneful, charged wIth a sort of happy 
melancholy One had the feeling that she would have been perfectly content, If 
the June evemng had been endless and the supply of clothes mexhaustible, to 
remain there for a thousand years, peggIng out dIapers and SIngIng rubbIsh It 
struck him as a cunous fact that he had never heard a member of the Party 
SIngIng alone and spontaneously It would even have seemed shghtly 
unorthodox, a dangerous eccentrIcIty, hke talkmg to oneself Perhaps It was 
only when people were somewhere near the starvatIon level that they had 
anythIng to smg about 

'You can turn round now,' Said JulIa 
He turned round, and for a second almost failed to recOgnIze her What he 

had actually expected was to see her naked But she was not naked The 
transformatiOn that had happened was much more surpnsmg than that She 
had paInted her face 

She must have shpped Into some shop 10 the proletanan quarters and 
bought herself a complete set of make-up materIals Her hps were deeply 
reddened, her cheeks rouged, her nose powdered, there was even a touch of 
something under the eyes to make them brIghter It was not very skllfully 
done, but Winston's standards In such matters were not hIgh He had never 
before seen or Imagmed a woman of the Party With cosmencs on her face The 
Improvement ill her appearance was startllng WIth Just a few dabs of colour In 
the rIght places she had become not only very much prettler, but~ above all, far 
more feIDlmne Her short haJ.r and bOYIsh overalls merely added to the effect 
As he took her In lus arms a wave of synthetic VIolets flooded hIS nostrlls He 
remembered the half-darkness of a basement kItchen, and a woman's 
cavernous mouth It was the very same scent that she had used; but at the 
moment it dtd not seem t{) matter 
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'Scent too" he saId 
'Yes, dear, scent too And do you know what I'm gOIng to do next) I'm gOIng 

to get hold of a real woman's frock from somewhere and wear It Instead of these 
bloody trousers I'll wear sIlk stockmgs and hIgh-heeled shoes' In thIS room 
I'm gOIng to be a woman, not a Party comrade' 

They flung theIr clothes off and clImbed Into the huge mahogany bed It was 
the first tlme that he had stripped hImself naked In her presence Until now he 
had been too much ashamed of hIS pale and meagre body, wIth the varicose 
veIns standIng out on hIS calves and the dIscoloured patch over hIS ankle 
There were no sheets, but the blanket they lay on was threadbare and smooth, 
and the SIze and sprmglness of the bed astonIshed both of them 'It's sure to be 
full of bugs, but who cares)' saId JulIa One never saw a double bed nowadays, 
except In the homes of the proles WInston had occaSIOnally slept In one In hIS 
boyhood Juha had never been In one before, so far as she could remember 

Presently they fell asleep for a httle whIle When WInston woke up the hands 
of the clock had crept round to nearly mne He dId not stIr, because JulIa was 
sleepmg WIth her head In the crook of hIS arm Most of her make-up had 
transferred Itself to hIS own face or the bolster, but a lIght staIn of rouge stIll 
brought out the beauty of her cheekbone A yellow ray from the SInkIng sun 
fell across the foot of the bed and hghteq up the fireplace, where the water In 
the pan was bOIlIng fast Down In the yard the woman had stopped SIngIng, but 
the faInt shouts of children floated In from the street He wondered vaguely 
whether In the abohshed past It had been a normal expenence to lIe In bed hke 
thIS, m the cool of a summer evenIng, a man and a woman WIth no clothes on, 
making love when they chose, talkIng of what they chose, not feehng any 
compulsIOn to get up, SImply lYIng there and hstenlng to peaceful sounds 
outside Surely there could never have been a tIme when that seemed orrunary) 
JulIa woke up, rubbed her eyes, and raised herself on her elbow to look at the 
OIlstove 

'Half that water's balled away,' she said 'I'll get up and make some coffee In 
another moment We've got an hour What time do they cut the lIghts off at 
your fiats)' 

'Twenty-three thIrty' 
'Ies twenty-three at the hostel But you have to get In earlIer than that, 

because-HI' Get out, you filthy brute!' 
She suddenly tWisted herself over In the bed, seIZed a shoe from the floor, 

and sent It hurtlIng mto the corner With a bOYish Jerk of her arm, exactly as he 
had seen her flIng the dictionary at GoldsteIn, that morrung dunng the Two 
MInutes Hate 

'What was It?' he SaId In surprIse 
'A rat I saw lum. stIck lus beastly nose out of the waInscotIng There's a hole 

down: there, I gave hun a good frIght, anyway' 
'RatS!' -rourmured Winston 'In thIS room

" ~They)re allover the place,' saId Juha IndIfferently as she lay down agaIn 
'W.e~ye even got them In the kItchen at the hostel Some parts of London are 
swar.mmg WIth them DId you know they attack chIldren';. Yes, they do In 
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some of these streets a woman daren't leave a baby alone for two mmutes It's 
the great huge brown ones that do It And the nasty thIng IS that the brutes 
always-' 

'Don't go on" saId WInston, WIth hIS eyes tIghtly shut. 
'Dearest' You've gone qUIte pale What's the matter';) Do they make you 

feel sIck';)' 
'Of all horrors In the world-a ratl' 
She pressed herself agaInst hIm and wound her hmbs round hIm, as though 

to reassure hIm wIth the warmth of her body He dId not reopen hIS eyes 
ImmedIately For several moments he had had the feelIng of beIng back In a 
mghtmare whIch had rec~rred from tIme to tIme throughout hIS lIfe It was 
always very much the same He was standIng In front of a wall of darkness, and 
on the other sIde of It there was somethIng unendurable, somethIng too 
dreadful to be faced In the dream hIS deepest feehng was always one of self
deceptIOn, because he dId In fact know what was behInd the wall of darkness 
WIth a deadly effort, lIke wrenchIng a pIece out of hIS own braID, he could even 
have dragged the thIng Into the open He always woke up WIthout dlscovenng 
what It was but somehow It was connected WIth what JulIa had been saymg 
when he cut her short 

'I'm sorry,' he saId; 'It's nothIng, I don't lIke rats, that's all ' 
'Don't worry, dear, we're not gOIng to have the filthy brutes In here I'll stuff 

the hole WIth a bIt of sackIng before we go And next tIme we come here I'll 
bnng some plaster and bung It up properly' 

Already the black Instant of panIc was half-forgotten FeelIng slIghtly 
ashamed of hImself, he sat up agamst the bedhead JulIa got out of bed, pulled 
on her overalls, and made the coffee The smell that rose from the saucepan 
was so powerful and excltmg that they shut the WIndow lest anybody outSIde 
should notIce It and become InquIsItIve What was even better than the taste of 
the coffee was the SIlky texture gIven to It by the sugar, a thmg Wmston had 
almost forgotten after years of saccharIne WIth one hand In her pocket and a 
pIece of bread and Jam In the other, JulIa wandered about the room, glanCIng 
IndIfferently at the bookcase, pOIntIng out the best way of repaIrmg the gateleg 
table, plumpIng herself down In the ragged armchaIr to see If It was 
comfortable, and examInIng the absurd twelve-hour J:lock WIth a sort of 
tolerant amusement She brought the glass paperweIght over to the bed to have 
a look at It In a better lIght He took It out of her hand, fasCInated, as always, by 
the soft, rainwatery appearance of the glass 

'What IS It, do you thmk?' saId JulIa 
'I don't dunk It'S anydnng-I mean, I don't thmk It was ever put to any use 

That's what I lIke about It It'~ a httle chunk of hIstory that they've forgotten 
to alter It's a message from a hundred years ago, If one knew how to read It ' 

'And that pIcture over there' -she nodded at the engraVIng on the oppOSIte 
waU- 'would that be a hundred years old?' 

'More Two hundred, I dare say One can't tell It's ImpOSSIble to dIscover 
the age of anythIng nowadays ' 

She went over to look at It 'Here's where that brute stuck hIs nose out/ she 
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saId, kIckIng the waInscotIng ImmedIately below the pIcture 'What IS thIS 
place';> I've seen It before somewhere' 

'It's a church, or at least It used to be St Clement Danes Its name was' The 
fragment of rhyme that Mr Charrlngton had taught hlID came back Into hIS 
head, and he added half-nostalgIcally '''Oranges and lemons, say the bells of 
St Clement's'" , 

To hIS astonIshment she capped the hne 

'You Owe me three farthmgs, say the bells of St Martm's, 
When wIll you pay me';) say the bells of Old Badey-' 

'1 can't remember how It goes on after that But anyway 1 remember It ends 
up, "Here comes a candle to lIght you to bed, here comes a chopper to chop off 
your head I" , 

It was hke the two halves of a counterSIgn But there must be another hne 
after 'the bells of Old BaIley' Perhaps It could be dug out of Mr Charnngton's 
memory, If he were sUItably prompted 

'Who taught you that-;>' he saId 
'My grandfather He used to say It to me when I was a httle grrl He was 

vaponzed when I was eIght-at any rate, he dIsappeared I wonder what a 
lemon was,' she added Inconsequently 'I've seen oranges They're a kInd of 
round yellow frwt WIth a thIck skIn' 

'I can remember lemons,' SaId WInston 'They were qUIte common m the 
'fiftIes They were so sour that It set your teeth on edge even to smell them ' 

'1 bet that pIcture's got bugs behInd It,' saId Juha 'I'll take It down and gIve 
It a good clean some day 1 suppose It's almost tune we were leavIng 1 must 
start washIng thIS paInt off What a bore

' 
I'll get the hpstIck off your face 

afterwards ' 
Wmston dtd not get up for a few mInutes more The room was darkemng 

He turned over towards the llght and lay gaZIng mto the glass paperweIght 
The InexhaustIbly Interestmg dung was not the fragment of coral but the 
InterIor of the glass Itself There was such a depth of It, and yet It was almost as 
transparent as aIr It was as though the surface of the glass had been the arch of 
the sky, enclosIng a tIny world WIth ItS atmosphere complete He had the 
feehng that he could get inSIde It, and that In fact he was InSIde It, along WIth 
the mahogany bed and the gateleg table) and the clock and the steel engravIng 
and the paperweIght Itself The paperweIght was the room he was In, and the 
coral was Juha's hfe and his own, fixed In a sort of etermty at the heart of the 
crystal 
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Syme had vanIshed A mornIng came, and he was IDlssing from work a few 
thoughtless people commented on hIS absence On the next day nobody 
mentlOned hlffi On the thlrd day Wlnston went lnto the vestIbule of the 
Records Department to look at the nonce-board One of the notlces carned a 
pnnted hst of the members of the Chess Comnuttee, of whom Syme had been 
one It looked almost exactly as It had looked before-nothmg had'been crossed 
out-but It was one name shorter It was enough Syme had ceased to eXlst he 
had never eXIsted 

The weather was bakIng hot In the labyrInthIne MID1Stry the wlndowless, 
air-conditlOned rooms kept theIr normal temperature, but outslde the 
pavements scorched one's feet and the stench of the Tubes at the rush hours 
was a horror The preparatIons for Hate Week were In full SWIng, and the staffs 
of all the Mmlstnes were workIng overtIme ProceSSIons, meetmgs, mlhtary 
parades, lectures, waxwork dIsplays, film shows, telescreen programmes all 
had to be organIzed, stands had to be erected, effigIes buIlt, slogans COIned, 
songs wntten, rumours CIrculated, photographs faked J uha's urut In the 
FICtIOn Department had been taken off the productIOn of novels and was 
rushIng out a senes of atroclty pamphlets WInston, In addlnon to hIS regular 
work, spent long penods every day In gomg through back files of The Tzmes 
and altenng and embelhshlng news Items whIch were to be quoted In speeches 
Late at nIght, when crowds of rowdy proles roamed the streets, the town had a 
cunously febnle aIr The rocket bombs crashed oftener than ever, and 
sometImes In the far dlstance there were enormous explOSIons whIch no one 
could explatn and about whIch there were wIld rumours 

The new tune which was to be the theme-song of Hate Week (the Hate 
Song, It was called) had already been composed and was beIng endlessly 
plugged on the telescreens It had a savage, barkIng rhythm WhICh could not 
exactly be called mUSIC, but resembled the beatIng of a drum Roared out by 
hundreds of VOIces to the tramp of marchIng feet, It was terrIfYIng The proles 
had taken a fancy to It, and In the IDldmght streets It competed WIth the st111-
popular 'It was only a hopeless fancy'. The Parsons chtldren played it at all 
hours of the rught and day, unbearably, on a comb and a pIece oftollet paper 
Winston's evenings were fuller than ever Squads of volunteers, organized by 
Parsons, were preparIng the street for Hate Week, stItchIng banners, paInting 
posters, erectIng flag-staffs on the roofs, and penlously shnglng WIres across the 
street for the receptIon of streamers Parsons boasted that VIctory ManSIons 
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alone would dIsplay four hundred metres of buntIng He was In hIS natIve 
element and as happy as a lark The heat and the manual work had even gIven 
hIm a pretext for revertIng to shorts and an open shIrt In the evenIngs He was 
everywhere at once, pushIng, pullIng, saWIng, hammenng, ImprOVISIng, 
Jollymg everyone along WIth comradely exhortatIons and gIVIng out from 
every fold of hIS body what seemed an InexhaustIble supply of acnd-smellIng 
sweat 

A new poster had suddenly appeared all over London It had no captIOn, and 
represented SImply the monstrous figure of a EuraSIan soldIer, three or four 
metres hIgh, stndlng forward WIth expreSSIOnless MongolIan face and 
enormous boots, a sub-machIne gun pOInted from hIS hlP From whatever 
angle you looked at the poster, the muzzle of the gun, magnrfied by the 
foreshortenIng, seemed to be pOInted straIght at you The thIng had been 
plastered on every blank space on every wall, even outnumbermg the portraIts 
of BIg Brother The proles, normally apathetIc about the war, were beIng 
lashed Into one of theIr penodical frenzIes of patrIOtISm As though to 
harmOnIze WIth the general mood, the rocket bombs had been kIlhng larger 
numbers of people than usual One fell on a crowded film theatre In Stepney, 
burYIng several hundred VIctIms among the rUIns The whole populatIon of 
the neIghbourhood turned out for a long, traIlIng funeral whIch went on for 
hours and was In effect an IndIgnatIOn meetIng Another bomb fell on a pIece of 

~ 

waste ground whIch was used as a playground, and several dozen chtldren 
were blown to pIeces There were further angry demonstratIons, Goldstem 
was burned In effigy, hundreds of copIes of the poster of the EuraSIan soldIer 
were torn down and added to the flames, and a number of shops were looted In 
the turmOIl, then a rumour flew round that spIes were dIreCtIng the rocket 
bombs by means of WIreless waves, and an old couple who were suspected of 
beIng of foreign extractIOn had theIr house set on fire and perIshed of 
suffocatIOn 

In the room over Mr Charnngton's shop, when they could get there, Juha 
and WInston lay SIde by SIde on a strIpped bed under the open WIndow, naked 
for the sake of coolness The rat had never come back, but the bugs had 
multIplIed ludeously In the heat It dtd not seem to matter DIrty or clean, the 
room was paradIse As soon as they arnved they would spnnkle everythtng 
WIth pepper bought on the black market, tear off theIr clothes, and make love 
WIth sweatIng bodies, then fall asleep and wake to find that the bugs had rallied 
and were maSSIng for the counter-attack 

Four, five, SIx-seven tImes they met durIng the month of June WInston had 
dropped hIS habIt of dnnkIng gIn at all hours He seemed to have lost the need 
for It He had grown fatter, his vancose ulcer had subSIded, leavmg only a 
brown statll on the sktn above rus ankle, hIS fits of coughIng In the early 
ntormng had stopped The process of hfe had ceased to be Intolerable, he had 
nQ longer-any impulse to make faces at the telescreen or shout curses at the top 
ofhfs voice. Now that they had a secure htdIng-place, almost a home, It dId not 
eved. seem a hardshIp that they could only meet mfrequently and for a couple 
ofheu:rs-at a time. What mattered was that the room over the Junk ... shop should 
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eXIst To know that It was there, InVIOlate, was almost the same as beIng In It 
The room was a world, a pocket of the past where extInct ammals could walk 
Mr Charrlngton, thought WInston, was another extInct ammal He usually 
stopped to talk WIth Mr Charnngton for a few mInutes on hIS way upstaIrs 
The old man seemed seldom or never to go out of doors, and on the other hand 
to have almost no customers He led a ghostlIke eXIstence between the tIny, 
dark shop, and an even tImer back kItchen where he prepared hIS meals and 
whIch contaIned, among other thIngs, an unbelIevably anCIent gramophone 
WIth an enormous horn He seemed glad of the opportumty to talk Wandenng 
about among hIS worthless stock, WIth hIS long nose and thICk spectacles and 
hIS bowed shoulders In the velvet Jacket, he had always vaguely the aIr of beIng 
a collector rather than a tradesman WIth a sort of faded enthUSIasm he would 
finger thIS scrap of rubbIsh or that-a chIna bottle-stopper, the paInted lId of a 
broken snuffbox, a pInchbeck locket contalmng a strand of some long-dead 
baby's haIr-never askIng that WInston should buy It, merely that he should 
admIre It To talk to rum was lIke lIstenmg to the tInklIng of a worn-out 
mUSIcal-box He had dragged out from the corners of hIS memory some more 
fragments of forgotten rhymes There was one about four and twenty 
blackbIrds, and another about a cow WIth a crumpled horn, and another about 
the death of poor Cock RobIn 'It Just occurred to me you mIght be Interested,' 
he would say WIth a deprecatIng httle laugh whenever he produced a new 
fragment But he could never recall more than a few lInes of anyone rhyme 

Both of them kneW-In a way, It was never out ofthetr mInds-that what was 
now happenIng could not last long There were tImes when the fact of 
ImpendIng death seemed as palpable as the bed they lay on, and they would 
clIng together WIth a sort of despaInng sensualIty, lIke a damned soul graspIng 
at hIS last morsel of pleasure when the clock IS WIthIn five mInutes of stnklng 
But there were also tImes when they had the IllUSIOn not only of safety but of 
permanence So long as they were actually In thIS room, they both felt, no harm 
could come to them GettIng there was dIfficult and dangerous, but the room 
Itself was sanctuary It was as when WInston had gazed Into the heart of the 
paperweIght, WIth the feelIng that It would be posslble to get InSIde that glassy 
world, and that once InSIde It tIme could be arrested Often they gave 
themselves up to daydreams of escape. TheIr luck would hold Indefirutely, and 
they would carryon theIr IntrIgue, Just lIke thIS, for the remaInder of theIr 
natural bves Or Katharine would me, and by subtle manreuvnngs WInston 
and JulIa would succeed In gettIng marrIed Or they would commIt SiliCIde 
together Or they would dIsappear, alter themselves out of recogrutIOn, learn 
to speak WIth proletarIan accents, get Jobs In a factory and hve out theIr lIves 
undetected In a back-street It was all nonsense, as they both knew In reahty 
there was no escape Even the one plan that was practIcable, sUIclde, they had 
no IntentIon of carrymg out To hang on from day to day and from week to 
week, spinnmg out a present that had no future) seemed an unconquerable 
Instinct, JUst as one~s lungs WIll always draw the next breath so long as there IS 

arr avaIlable 
Sometlmes, too, they talked of engaging 10 active rebelhon agalnst the Party, 
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but wIth no notIOn of how to take the first step Even If the fabulous 
Brotherhood was a realIty, there stIll remaIned the dIfficulty of findIng one's 
way mto It He told her of the strange IntImacy that eXIsted, or seemed to eXIst, 
between hImself and O'BrIen, and of the Impulse he sometImes felt, SImply to 
walk Into O'Bnen's presence, announce that he was the enemy of the Party, 
and demand hIS help CUriously enough, thIS dId not strIke her as an 
ImpossIbly rash thIng to do She was used to JudgIng people by theIr faces, and 
It seemed natural to her that WInston should belIeve O'BrIen to be trustworthy 
on the strength of a SIngle flash of the eyes Moreover she took It for granted 
that everyone, or nearly everyone, secretly hated the Party and would break 
the rules If he thought It safe to do so But she refused to belIeve that 
WIdespread, orgamzed OpposItIOn eXIsted or could eXIst The tales about 
GoldsteIn and hIS underground army, she SaId, were SImply a lot of rubbIsh 
WhICh the Party had Invented for ItS own purposes and whIch you had to 
pretend to belIeve In TImes beyond number, at Party rallIes and spontaneous 
demonstratIOns, she had shouted at the top of her VOIce for the executIon of 
people whose names she had never heard and In whose supposed CrImes she 
had not the faIntest belIef When publIc tnals were happenIng she had taken 
her place In the detachments from the Youth League who surrounded the 
courts from mornIng to nIght, chantIng at Intervals 'Death to the traItors I' 
DU!1ng the Two MInutes Hate she always excelled all others In shoutIng 
Insults at GoldsteIn Yet she had only the dlInmest Idea of who Goldstem was 
and what doctrInes he was supposed to represent She had grown up SInce the 
RevolutIon and was too young to remember the IdeologIcal battles of the 
'fiftIes and 'SIXtIes Such a thIng as an Independent polItIcal movement was 
outSIde her ImagInatIOn and In any case the Party was InVInCIble It would 
always eXIst, and It would always be the same You could only rebel agatnst It 
by secret dIsobedIence or, at most., by Isolated acts of VIOlence such as kII1mg 
somebody or blOWIng somethIng up 

In some ways she was far more acute than Winston, and far less susceptIble 
to Party propaganda Once when he happened In some conneXlOn to mentlOn 
the war agaInst Eurasla, she startled hIm by sayIng casually that In her opInIon 
the war was not happerung The rocket bombs whtch fell dal1y on London 
were probably fired by the Government of Oceama Itself, 'Just to keep people 
frIghtened' ThIS was an Idea that had hterally never occurred to hIm She also 
stIrred a sort of envy In hun by telhng hIm that dUrIng the Two MInutes Hate 
her great dlfficulty was to aVOId burstIng out laughIng But she only questIoned 
the teachIngs of the Party when they In some way touched upon her own hfe. 
Often she was ready to accept the offiCIal mythology, sunply because the 
d.tfference between truth and falsehood dId not seem Important to her She 
believed, for Ulstance, haVIng learnt It at school, that the Party had Invented 
aeroplanes. (In rus own schooldays, WInston remembered, In the late 'fiftIes, It 
was only the hehcopter that the Party claimed to have Invented, a dozen years 
later,. when Jub.a was at school, It was already clallllIng the aeroplane; one 
generatIon more, and It would be claImIng the steam engine) And when he 
told her that aeroplanes had been in eXIstence before he was born, and long 
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before the RevolutIOn, the fact struck her as totally unIntereStIng After all, 
what dId It matter who had Invented aeroplanes) It was rather more of a shock 
to hIm when he dIscovered from some chance remarks that she dId not 
remember that Oceama, four years ago, had been at war WIth Eastasla and at 
peace WIth EuraSIa It was true that she regarded the whole war as a sham but 
apparently she had not even notIced that the name of the enemy had changed 
'I thought we'd always been at war WIth EuraSIa,' she saId vaguely It 
frIghtened hIm a httle The InventIOn of aeroplanes dated from long before her 
bIrth, but the sWltchover In the war had happened only four years ago, well 
after she was grown up He argued WIth her about It for perhaps a quarter of an 
hour In the end he succeeded In forCIng her memory back untIl she lid dImly 
recall that at one tIme Eastasla and not EuraSIa had been the enemy But the 
Issue stIll struck her as urumportant 'Who cares)' she saId Impatiently 'It's 
always one bloody war after another, and one knows the news IS all hes 
anyway' 

SometImes he talked to her of the Records Department and the Impudent 
forgerIes that he commItted there Such thmgs dId not appear to horrIfy her 
She lid not feel the abyss operung beneath her feet at the thought of hes 
becommg truths He told her the story of Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford 
and the momentous shp of paper whIch he had once held between hiS fingers 
It dId not make much ImpreSSIon on her At first, mdeed, she faIled to grasp 
the pOInt of the story 

'Were they frIends of yours?' she sald 
'No, I never knew them They were Inner Party members BeSides, they 

were far older men than I was They belonged to the old days, before the 
RevolutIon I barely knew them by SIght ' 

'Then what was there to worry about) People are beIng kIlled off all the tIme, 
aren't they?' 

He trIed to make her understand 'Tlus was an exceptIOnal case It wasn't 
Just a questIon of somebody beIng kIlled Do you realIze that the past, startIng 
from yesterday, has been actually abohshed? Iflt surVIves anywhere, It's In a 
few solId objects WIth no words attached to them, hke that lump of glass there 
Already we know almost lIterally nothIng about the RevolutIOn and the years 
before the RevolutIon Every record has been destroyed or falSIfied, every 
book has been rewrItten, every picture has been repaInted, every statue and 
street and bwldlng has been ;renamed, every date has been altered And that 
process IS contInUIng day by day and mInute by mInute HIStory has stopped 
NothIng eXIsts except an endless present In whIch the Party IS always rIght I 
know, of course, that the past 18 falsIfied, but It would never be pOSSIble for me 
to prove It, even when I dId the falsificatIon myself After the thIng IS done, no 
eVIdence ever rem81ns The only eVIdence is Inside my own mInd, and I don't 
know WIth any certainty that any other human belOg shares my memorIes Just 
In that one Instance, In my whole hfe, I did possess actual concrete eVIdence 
after the event-years after It.; 

'And what good was that?' 
<It was no good, because I threw It away a few minutes later. But If the same 
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thIng happened today, I should keep It ' 
'Well, I wouldn't" saId Juha 'I'm qUIte ready to take nsks, but only for 

somethIng worth whIle, not for bIts of old newspaper What could you have 
done WIth It even If you had kept It';l' 

'N ot much, perhaps But It was eVIdence It mIght have planted a few doubts 
here and there, SupposIng that I'd dared to show It to anybody I don't ImagIne 
that we can alter anythIng In our own lIfetIme But one can ImagIne lIttle knots 
of reSIstance SprIngIng up here and there-small groups of people bandIng 
themselves together, and gradually grOWIng, and even leaVIng a few records 
behInd, so that the next generatIon can carryon where we leave off ' 

'I'm not Interested In the next generatIOn, dear I'm Interested In us ' 
'You're only a rebel from the waIst downwards,' he told her 
She thought thIS brIllIantly WItty and flung her arms round hIm In dehght 
In the ramIficatIons of Party doctrIne she had not the faIntest Interest 

Whenever he began to talk of the pnncipies of Ingsoc, doublethInk, the 
mutabIlIty of the past, and the demal of ObjectIve reahty, and to use Newspeak 
words, she became bored and confused and saId that she never paId any 
attentIon to that kInd of trung One knew that It was all rubbIsh, so why let 
oneself be warned by It"> She knew when to cheer and when to boo, and that 
was all one needed If he perSIsted In talkIng of such subjects, she had a 
dlsconcertlng habIt of falhng asleep She was one of those people who can go to 
sleep at any hour and In any pOSItIOn Talking to her, he reahzed how easy It 
was to present an appearance of orthodoxy whIle haVIng no grasp whatever of 
what orthodoxy meant In a way, the world-VIew of the Party Imposed Itself 
most successfully on people lncapable of understandlng It They could be 
made to accept the most flagrant VIOlatIOns of realIty, because they never fully 
grasped the enormlty of what was demanded of them, and were not suffiCIently 
Interested In pubhc events to notlce what was happemng. By lack of 
understandIng they remained sane They SImply swallowed everythIng, and 
what they swallowed dId them no harm, because It left no reSIdue bemnd, Just 
as a grrun of corn WIll pass undIgested through the body of a bird 

6 
It had happened at last The expected message had come All hls lIfe, It seemed 
to lum, he had been waitlng for thIS to happen 

He was wabg down the long corrIdor at the MInIstry and he was almost at 
the spot-where J uha had slipped the note Into rus hand when he became aware 
that someone larger than hunself was walkmg Just behInd hIm The person, 
whoever It was) gave a small cough, eVIdently as a prelude to speakIng 
Wmston stopped abruptly and turned It was O'BrIen 
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At last they were face to face, and It seemed that hIS only Impulse was to run 
away HIS heart bounded VIOlently He would have been Incapable of speakIng 
O'BrIen, however, had contInued forward In the same movement, laYIng a 
frIendly hand for a moment on WInston's arm, so that the two of them were 
walkIng SIde by SIde He began speakIng WIth the pecuhar grave courtesy that 
dIfferentIated hIm from the majorIty of Inner Party members 

'1 had been hopIng for an opportunIty of talkIng to you,' he saId '1 was 
readIng one of your Newspeak artIcles In The Tzmes the other day You take a 
scholarly Interest In Newspeak, I beheve";>' 

WInston had recovered part of hIS self-possessIOn 'Hardly scholarly,' he 
saId 'I'm only an amateur It's not my subject I have never had anythIng to do 
WIth the actual constructIon of the language ' . 

'But you wrIte It very elegantly,' saId O'BrIen 'That IS not only my own 
OpInIOn I was talkIng recently to a frIend of yours who IS certaInly an expert 
HIS name has shpped my memory for the moment' 

AgaIn WInston's heart stIrred paInfully It was InconceIvable that thIS was 
anythIng other than a reference to Syme But Syme was not only dead, he was 
abohshed, an unperson Any IdentIfiable reference to hIm would have been 
mortally dangerous O'BrIen's remark must ObVIOusly have been Intended as a 
sIgnal, a codeword By sharIng a small act of thoughtcrIme he had turned the 
two of them Into accomphces They had contInued to stroll slowly down the 
corrIdor, but now O'BrIen halted WIth the CUrIOUS, dlsarmmg frIendlIness 
that he always managed to put Into the gesture he resettled hIS spectacles on hIS 
nose Then he went on 

'What I had really Intended to say was that In your artIcle I notIced you had 
used two words whIch have become obsolete But they have only become so 
very recently Have you seen the tenth edItIOn of the Newspeak DICtIOnary";>' 

'No,' saId WInston 'I dIdn't thmk It had been Issued yet We are still usmg 
the nInth In the Records Department' 

'The tenth edItIOn IS not due to appear for some months, I belIeve But a few 
advance caples have been CIrculated I have one myself It mIght mterest you 
to look at It, perhaps";>' 

'Very much so,' saId WInston, ImmedIately seeIng where thIS tended 
'Some of the new developments are most IngenIOUS The reductIon In the 

number of verbs-that IS the pOInt that WIll appeal to you, I think Let me see, 
shall I send a messenger to you WIth the dIctIonary';) But I am afraId I 
InvarIably forget anythIng of that kInd Perhaps you could pICk It up at my flat 
at some tIme that SUIted you";> Walt Let me gIve you my address' 

They were standIng In front of a telescreen Somewhat absentnllndedly 
O'BrIen felt two of hIS pockets and then produced a small leather-covered 
notebook and a gold Ulk-pencIl ImmedIately beneath the telescreen, In such a 
pOSItlon that anyone who was watchIng at the other end of the Instrument 
could read what he was wrItIng, he scrIbbled an address, tore out the page and 
handed It to WInston. 

'I am usually at home In the evemng,' he said 'If not, my servant WIll gIve 
you the ructJ.onary' 
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He was gone, leaVIng WInston holdIng the scrap of paper, WhICh thIS tIme 
there was no need to conceal Nevertheless he carefully memorIzed what was 
wrItten on It, and some hours later dropped It Into the memory hole along wIth 
a mass of other papers 

They had been talkIng to one another for a couple of mInutes at the most 
There was only one meanIng that the epIsode could possIbly have It had been 
contrIved as a way of lettIng WInston know O'BrIen's address ThIS was 
necessary, because except by dIrect enqUIry It was never possIble to dIscover 
where anyone hved There were no duectones of any la.nd 'If you ever want to 
see me, thIs IS where I can be found,' was what O'BrIen had been sayIng to hIm 
Perhaps there would even be a message concealed somewhere In the 
dIctIOnary But at any rate, one thIng was certaIn The conspIracy that he had 
dreamed of dId eXIst, and he had reached the outer edges of It 

He knew that sooner or later he would obey O'BrIen's summons Perhaps 
tomorrow, perhaps after a long delay-he was not certaIn What was happenIng 
was only the working-out of a process that had started years ago The first step 
had been a secret, Involuntary thought, the second had been the opening of the 
dIary He had moved from thoughts to words, and now from words to actIOns 
The last step was somethIng that would happen In the MInIstry of Love He 
had accepted It The end was contaIned In the beginning But It was 
frlghtenmg or, more exactly, It was lIke a foretaste of death, lIke being a lIttle 
less ahve Even whIle he was speakIng to O'BrIen, when the meamng of the 
words had sunk In, a chIlly shudderIng feelIng had taken posseSSIOn of hiS 
body He had the sensatIon of steppIng Into the dampness of a grave, and It was 
not much better because he had always known that the grave was there and 
WRItIng for hIm 

7 
WInston had woken up WIth hIs eyes full of tears, JulIa rolled sleeptly agaInst 
hlll')., murmurmg somethIng that might have been 'What's the matter;>' 

'1 dreamt-' he began, and stopped short. It was too complex to be put Into 
words There was the dream Itself, and there was a memory connected With it 
that had swum Into his mind In the few seconds after wakIng 

He lay back With hIS eyes shut, stIll sodden In the atmosphere of the dream 
It was a vast, lummous dream In whIch hiS whole hfe seemed to stretch out 
before him like a landscape on a summer evening after rRIn It had all occurred 
lllSid:e the glass paperweIght, but the surface of the glass was the dome of the 
sky) and mside the dome everythIng was flooded WIth clear soft lIght m wluch 
one GOUld >see Into Intennlnable distances The dream had also been 
comprehended bY-Indeed, In some sense It had consIsted in-a gesture of the 
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arm made by hIS mother, and made agaIn thIrty years later by the JewIsh 
woman he had seen on the news film, trymg to shelter the small boy from the 
bullets, before the helIcopters blew them both to pIeces 

'Do you know,' he saId, 'that untIl thIS moment I belIeved I had murdered 
my mother';>' 

'Why dId you murder her';>' saId JulIa, almost asleep 
'I dIdn't murder her Not phYSIcally' 
In the dream he had remembered hIS last ghmpse of hIS mother, and WIthIn a 

few moments of wakIng the cluster of small events surroundIng It had all come 
back It was a memory that he must have delIberately pushed out of hIS 
conSCIOusness over many years He was not certam of the date, but he could 
not have been less than ten years old, pOSSIbly twelve, when It had happened 

HIS father had dIsappeared some tIme earlIer, how much earher he could not 
remember He remembered better the rackety, uneasy CIrcumstances of the 
tIme the penodlcal panICS about aIr-raIds and the sheltermg In Tube statIOns, 
the plIes of rubble everywhere, the uruntellIgIble proclamatIOns posted at 
street corners, the gangs of youths In shIrts all the same colour, the enormous 
queues outSIde the bakenes, the IntermIttent machme-gun fire In the 
dIstance-above all, the fact that there was never enough to eat He 
remembered long afternoons spent WIth other boys In scroungmg round 
dustblns and rubbIsh heaps, pIckIng out the nbs of cabbage leaves, potato 
peelIngs, sometImes even scraps of stale breadcrust from whIch they carefully 
scraped away the CInders, and also In WaItIng for the paSSIng of trucks WhICh 
travelled over a certaIn route and were known to carry cattle feed, and WhICh, 
when they ,olted over the bad patches In the road, sometImes SPIlt a few 
fragments of oIl-cake 

When hIS father dIsappeared, hiS mother dId not show any surprIse or any 
VIOlent grIef, but a sudden change came over her She seemed to have become 
completely splntless It was eVIdent even to WInston that she was waItIng for 
somethIng that she knew must happen She dId everytlung that was 
needed-cooked, washed, mended, made the bed, swept the fioor, dusted the 
mantelpIece-always very slowly and WIth a CUrIOUS lack of superfluous 
motIon, hke an artIst's lay-figure mOVIng of ItS own accord Her large shapely 
body seemed to relapse naturally Into stIllness For hours at a tIme she would 
SIt almost unmoblle on the bed, nursmg hIS young SIster, a tIny, allIng, very 
SIlent chIld of two or three, wlth a face made SImIan by thInness Very 
occasIonally she would take WInston In her arms and press hIm agaInst her for 
a long tIme WIthout saYing anythIng He was aware, In spIte of hIS youthfulness 
and selfishness, that this was somehow connected WIth the never-mentIoned 
thIng that was about to happen 

He remembered the room where they lIved, a dark, close-smellIng room that 
seemed half filled by a bed WIth a wlute counterpane There was a gas nng In 
the fender, and a shelf where food was kept, and on the landIng outSIde there 
was a brown earthenware SInk, common to several rooms He remembered hls 
mother''S statuesque body bendmg over the gas rlOg to stIr at somethIng In a 
saucepan Above all he remembered hIS ContInuous hunger, and the fierce 
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sordId battles at meal-tImes He would ask hIS mother naggingly, over and 
over agam, why there was not more food, he would shout and storm at her (he 
even remembered the tones of hIS VOIce, WhIch was begInnIng to break 
prematurely and sometImes boomed In a pecuhar way), or he would attempt a 
snivellmg note of pathos In hIS efforts to get more than hIS share HIS mother 
was qUlte ready to gIve hIm more than hIS share She took It for granted that he, 
'the boy' , should have the biggest portIOn, but however much she gave him he 
InvarIably demanded more At every meal she would beseech hIm not to be 
selfish and to remember that hIS lIttle SIster was SIck and also needed food, but 
It was no use He would cry out WIth rage when she stopped ladlIng, he would 
try to wrench the saucepan and spoon out of her hands, he would grab bItS 
from hIS SIster's plate He knew that he was starVIng the other two, but he 
could not help It, he even felt that he had a rIght to do It The clamorous 
hunger In hIS belly seemed to JustIfy hun Between meals, If rus mother dId not 
stand guard, he was constantly pIlferIng at the wretched store of food on the 
shelf 

One day a chocolate-ratIOn was Issued There had been no such Issue for 
weeks or months past He remembered qUIte clearly that precIOus lIttle morsel 
of chocolate I t was a two-ounce slab (they snIl talked about ounces In those 
days) between the three of them It was ObVIOUS that It ought to be dIVIded Into 
three equal parts Suddenly, as though he were lIstenIng to somebody else, 
WInston heard hImself demandIng In a loud boomIng VOIce that he should be 
given the whole pIece HIS mother told rum not to be greedy There was a long, 
naggIng argument that went round and round, WIth shouts, whInes, tears, 
remonstrances, bargalnlngs HIS tIny SIster, chngIng to her mother WIth both 
hands, exactly hke a baby monkey, sat lookIng over her shoulder at hun WIth 
large, mournful eyes In the end hIS mother broke off three-quarters of the 
chocolate and gave It to WInston, gIVIng the other quarter to hIS SIster The 
lIttle gIrl took hold of It and looked at It duly) perhaps not knOWIng what It was 
WInston stood watchIng her for a moment Then WIth a sudden SWIft sprIng he 
had snatched the pIece of chocolate out of hIS SIster's hand and was fleeIng for 
the door 

'WInston, WInston" hIS mother called after hIm 'Come back' GIve your 
SIster back her chocolate!' 

He stopp-ed, but he dId not come back HIS mother's anXIOUS eyes were fixed 
on hIS face Even now he was thmkl.ng about the thIng, he did not kn9w what It 
was that was on the pOInt of happemng HIS SIster, conscIOUS of h'aVIng been 
robbed of sometlung, had set up a feeble wall HIS mother drew her arm round 
the child and pressed Its face agaInst her breast Somethmg In the gesture told 
him that hIS SIster was dYIng He turned and fled ~down the staIrs, With the 
~ho¢o.late groWUlg stIcky In rus hand 

He never saw hIS mother agaIn After he had.. devoured the chocolate he felt 
,,~ewMt ashamed of h!mself and hung about In the stteets for several hours, 
1intil hunger drove -mm home When he came back hIS mother had 
&eappearect TIns was already becomIng normal at that tlDle Notlung was 
~from the room except hIS mother and his SIster They had not taken any 
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clothes, not even Ins mother's overcoat To thiS day he did not know with any 
certainty that his mother was dead It was perfectly possible that she had 
merely been sent to a forced-labour camp As for his sister, she might have 
been removed, lIke Winston himself, to one of the colorues for homeless 
chIldren (ReclamatIOn Centres, they were called) which had grown up as a 
result of the civIl war, or she mIght have been sent to the labour camp along 
With hIS mother, or SImply left somewhere or other to dIe 

The dream was still VIVid In rus mInd, espeCIally the enveloping protectmg 
gesture of the arm In WhIch ItS whole meamng seemed to be contained HIS 
mInd went back to another dream of two months ago Exactly as hIs mother 
had sat on the dIngy white-quIlted bed, WIth the chIld clIngmg to her, so she 
had sat In the sunken shIp, far underneath lnm, and drowrung deeper every 
mInute, but stIll looking up at hIm through the darkemng water 

He told Julla the story of hIS mother's dIsappearance WIthout openIng her 
eyes she rolled over and settled herself Into a more comfortable pOSItIon 

'I expect you were a beastly lIttle SWIne In those days,' she SaId IndIstInctly 
'All cInldren are SWIne ' 

'Yes But the real pOInt of the story-' 
From her breathIng It was eVident that she was gOIng off to sleep agrun He 

would have lIked to contInue talking about hIS mother He dId not suppose, 
from what he could remember of her, that she had been an unusual woman, 
stIll less an IntellIgent one; and yet she had possessed a kmd ofnoblhty, a kInd 
of PUrIty, SImply because the standards that she obeyed were prIvate ones Her 
feelIngs were her own, and could not be altered from outSide I t would not 
have occurred to qer that an actIOn whIch IS meffectual thereby becomes 
meanIngless If you loved someone, you loved rum, and when you had nothmg 
else to gIve, you stIll gave hIm love When the last of the chocolate was gone, 
Ins mother had clasped the chIld In her arms It was no use, It changed nothmg, 
It did not produce more chocolate, It dId not avert the chIld's death or her own, 
but It seemed natural to her to do It The refugee woman m the boat had also 
covered the lIttle boy With her arm, which was no more use against the bullets 
than a sheet of paper The terrIble thIng that the Party had done was to 
persuade you that mere Impulses, mere feelIngs, were of no account, whIle at 
the same tIme robbing you of all power over the matenal world When once 
you were In the gnp of the Party, what you felt or dId not feel, what you did or 
refratned from dOIng, made hterally no dlfference. Whatever happened you 
VanIshed, and neIther you nor your actIons were ever heard of agaIn You were 
lIfted clean out of the stream of hIstory And yet to the people of only two 
generations ago thIS would not have seemed all-Important, because they were 
not attempting to alter hIstory They were governed by prIvate loyaltIes which 
they did not question What mattered were IndIVIdual relationshIps, and a 
completely helpless gesture, an emb~e, a tear, a word spoken to a dYing man, 
could have value' ID Itself The proles., It suddenly occurred to him, had 
remaIned In tlus conditIon. They were not loyal to a party or a country or an 
ldea, they were loyal to one another. For the first tune m Ius hie he dld not 
desPIse the prcles or thInk of them. merely as an mert force wru-ch would one 
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day sprmg to hfe and regenerate the world The proles had stayed human 
They had not become hardened InsIde They had held on to the prImItIve 
emotIOns whIch he hImself had to relearn by conSCIOUS effort And In thInkIng 
thIS he remembered, WIthout apparent relevance, how a few weeks ago he had 
seen a severed hand lYIng on the pavement and had kicked It Into the gutter as 
though It had been a cabbage-stalk 

'The proles are human beIngs,' he saId aloud 'We are not human ' 
'Why not'~' saId JulIa, who had woken up agaIn 
He thought for a lIttle whlle 'Has It ever occurred to you,' he saId, 'that the 

best thmg for us to do would be sunply to walk out of here before It's too late, 
and never see each other agaIn?' 

'Yes, dear, It has occurred to me, several times But I'm not gOIng to do It, all 
the same' 

'We've been lucky,' he saId, 'but It can't last much longer You're young 
You look normal and Innocent If you keep clear of people hke me, you mIght 
stay alIve for another fifty years ' 

'No I've thought It all out What you do, I'm gOIng to do And don't be too 
downhearted I'm rather good at staYIng ahve ' 

'We may be together for another SIX months-a year-there's no knOWIng At 
the end we're certaIn to be apart. Do you reahze how utterly alone we shall be? 
When once they get hold of us there WIll be nothIng, lIterally nothIng, that 
eIther of us can do for the other If I confess, they'll shoot you, and If I refuse to 
confess, they'll shoot you Just the same NothIng that I can do or say, or stop 
myself from saYIng, WIll put off your death for as much as five mInutes NeIther 
of us WIll even know whether the other IS alIve or dead We shall be utterly 
WIthout power of any kInd The one thIng that matters IS that we shouldn't 
betray one another, although even that can't make the slIghtest dtfference ' 

'If you mean confessmg,' she saId, ~we shall do that, rIght enough 
Everybody always confesses You can't help It They torture you' 

'I don't mean confeSSIng ConfessIOn IS not betrayal What you sayar do 
doesn't matter only feelIngs matter If they could make me stop lovmg 
you-that would be the real betrayal' 
~he thought It over 'They can't do that,' she saId finally. 'It's the one thIng 

'they can't do. They can make you say anythIng-anythzng-but they can't make 
you belIeve Jt They can't get InSIde you' 

'No,' he Sald a bttle more hopefully, 'no, that's qUIte true They can't get 
InSIde you If you can feel that staymg human IS warth whlle, even when It 
can't have any result whatever,. you've beaten them ' 

He thought of the telescreen WIth Its never-sleepIng ear They could spy 
upon you mght and day, but If ){OU kept your head you could sull outWIt them 
Wlth. all1hett cleverness they had never mastered the secret of findIng out what 
another human being-was thmkIng Perhaps that was less true when you were 
aetUt\lly in then- hands. One dId not know what happened InSlde the MInistry 
of Love,.but it was pOSSIble to guess tortures, drugs, debcate Instruments that 
'rCSJ,$tered your nervous reactIOns, gradual wearIng-down by sleeplessness and 
solitude and perslstent questIonIng Facts, at any rate, could not be kept 
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hIdden They could be tracked down by enqUIry, they could be squeezed out of 
you by torture But If the object was not to stay alIve but to stay human, what 
drfference dId It ultImately make? They could not alter your feelIngs for that 
matter you could not alter them yourself, even If you wanted to They could lay 
bare In the utmost detaIl everythIng that you had done or saId or thought, but 
the Inner heart, whose workmgs were mysterIOus even to yourself, remaIned 
Impregnable 

8 
They had done It, they had done It at last' 

The room they were standmg In was long-shaped and softly Itt The 
telescreen was dtmmed to a low murmur, the rIchness of the dark-blue carpet 
gave one the ImpreSSIOn of treadIng on velvet At the far end of the room 
O'Bnen was SIttIng at a table under a green-shaded lamp, WIth a mass of papers 
on eIther SIde of hIm He had not bothered to look up when the servant showed 
J uha and WInston In 

WInston's heart was thumpIng so hard that he doubted whether he would be 
able to speak They had done It, they had done It at last, was all he could thInk 
I t had been a rash act to come here at all, and sheer folly to arnve together, 
though It was true that they had come by dIfferent routes and only met on 
O'Bnen) s doorstep But merely to walk Into such a place needed an effort of the 
nerve It was only on very rare occaSIOns that one saw InSIde the dwellmg
places of the Inner Party, or even penetrated Into the quarter of the town 
where they lIved The whole atmosphere of the huge block offlats, the nchness 
and spaCIousness of everythIng, the unfamihar smells of good food and 
tobacco, the sIlent and IncredIbly rapId hfts slidmg up and down, the whlte-

I Jacketed servants hurrYIng to and fro-everytlnng was IntImIdatIng Although 
he had a good pretext for comIng here, he was haunted at every step by the fear 
that a black-umformed guard would suddenly appear from round the cotner, 
demand hIS papers, and order hIm to get out O'Bnen's servant, however, had 
admItted the two of them WIthOut demur He was a small, dark-haIred man In a 
whIte Jacket, WIth a dIamond-shaped, completely expreSSIOnless face WhICh 
mIght have been that of a Chmese The passage down whIch he led them was 
softly carpeted, WIth cream-papered walls and whIte waInscotIng, all 
exqUISItely clean That too was mttmldating Wmston could not remember 
ever to have seen a passageway whose walls were not gnmy from the contact of 
human bodIes 

O'Bnen had a shp of paper between hIs fingers and seemed to be studymg It 
Intently HIS heavy face, bent down so that one could see the hne of the nose;! 
looked both fOrIIlldable and inte11tgent. For perhaps twenty seconds he sat 
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WIthOut stIrnng Then he pulled the speakwnte towards hIm and rapped out a 
message 1n the hybrId Jargon of the MInIstrIeS 

'Items one comma five comma seven approved fullwlse stop suggestIon 
contaIned Item SIX doubleplus rIdICulous verging cnmethink cancel stop 
unproceed constructionWIse ante gettIng plusfull estImates machInery 
overheads stop end message' 

He rose delIberately from hIS chaIr and came towards them across the 
soundless carpet A lIttle of the offiCIal atmosphere seemed to have fallen away 
from hIm WIth the Newspeak words, but hIS expressIon was grImmer than 
usual, as though he were not pleased at beIng dIsturbed The terror that 
WInston already felt was suddenly shot through by a streak of ordInary 
embarrassment It seemed to hlm qUIte pOSSIble that he had SImply made a 
stupId mIstake For what eVIdence had he In realIty that O'BrIen was any kInd 
of polItIcal conspIrator';) NothIng but a flash of the eyes and a SIngle equivocal 
remark beyond that, only his own secret ImaginIngs, founded on a dream He 
could not even fall back on the pretence that he had come to borrow the 
dictIOnary, because In that case JulIa's presence was ImpOSSIble to explain As 
O'BrIen passed the telescreen a thought seemed to strIke hIm He stopped, 
turned aSide and pressed a SWItch on the wall There was a sharp snap The 
vOIce had stopped 

J uha uttered a tiny sound, a sort of squeak of surprIse Even In the mIdst of 
his pamc, WInston was too much taken aback to be able to hold hIS tongue 

'You can turn It off" he saId 
'Yes,' saId O'BrIen, 'we can turn It off We have that prIvIlege' 
He was OpPOSIte them now HIS solId form towered over the paIr of them, 

and the expreSSIon on h1s face was st11l Indec1pherable He was waiting, 
somewhat sternly, for WInston to speak, but about what';) Even now It was 
qUIte conceivable that he was SImply a busy man wondenng IrrItably why he 
had been Interrupted Nobody spoke After the stoppIng of the telescreen the 
room seemed deadly sIlent The seconds marched past, enormous WIth 
difficulty WInston contInued to keep his eyes fixed on O'Bnen's Then 
suddenly the grIm face broke down Into what might have been the begmnlngs 
of a smIle With hIS characterIstIc gesture O'BrIen resettled hIS spectacles on 
lus nose 

'Shall I say It, or wIll you~' he said 
'1 Will say It,' saId WInston promptly 'That thIng IS really turned oft?' 
'Yes, everythmg IS turned off~ We are alone ' 
'We have come here because-' 
He paused, realIZIng for the first tIme the vagueness of his own motives 

Smce he dId not In fact know what kInd of help he expected from O'Bnen, It 
was not easy to say why he had come here He went on, conscIOus that what he 
was saymg must sound both feeble and pretentIOus 

'We believe that there IS some kmd of conspIracy, some kmd of secret 
organization workmg agaInst the Party, and that you are Involved In It We 
want to lOIn It and work for It We are enennes of the Party We dlsbeheve In 
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the prInCIples of Ingsoc We are thought-crImInals We are also adulterers I 
tell you this because we want to put ourselves at your mergr If you want us to 
InCrImInate ourselves In any other way, we are ready' 

He stopped and glanced over hIS shoulder, WIth the feelIng that the door had 
opened Sure enough, the lIttle yellow-faced servant had come In Without 
knockIng WInston saw that he was carrYIng a tray WIth a decanter and glasses 

'MartIn IS one of us,' said O'BrIen ImpaSSively 'BrIng the drmks over here, 
Martin Put them on the round table Have we enough chaIrs? Then we may as 
well SIt down and talk In comfort BrIng a chaIr for yourself, MartIn ThIS IS 
bUSIness You can stop beIng a servant for the next ten mInutes ' 

The lIttle man sat down, qUite at hIS ease, and yet stIll WIth a servant-like aIr, 
the aIr of a valet enjoying a prIvIlege WInston regarded hIm out of the corner 
ofms eye It struck hIm that the man's whole lIfe was plaYing a part, and that 
he felt It to be dangerous to drop hIS assumed personalIty even for a moment 
O'BrIen took the decanter by the neck and filled up the glasses WIth a dark-red 
lIqUid It aroused In WInston rum memories of somethmg seen long ago on a 
wall or a hoarding-a vast bottle composed of electrIC lIghts which seemed to 
move up and down and pour ItS contents Into a glass Seen from the top the 
stuff looked almost black, but In the decanter It gleamed lIke a ruby It had a 
sour-sweet smell He saw J uha pick up her glass and smff at It With frank 
CUrIosity 

'It IS called wme,' said O'BrIen With a faint smIle 'You wIll have read about 
It In books, no doubt Not much of It gets to the Outer Party, I am afraId' HIS 
face grew solemn again, and he raIsed hiS glass 'I thmk It IS fittIng that we 
should begIn by drInking a health To our Leader To Emmanuel Goldstein' 

Winston took up hiS glass With a certain eagerness Wine was a thmg he had 
read and dreamed about LIke the glass paperweight or Mr Charnngton's half
remembered rhymes, It belonged to the vanished, romantic past, the olden 
tIme as he hked to call It In hiS secret thoughts For some reason he had always 
thought of Wine as haVing an Intensely sweet taste, lIke that of blackberry Jam 
and an ImmedIate IntOXicatIng effect Actually, when he came to swallow It, the 
stuff was distInctly dIsapPOIntIng The truth was that after years of gm
drInking he could barely taste It He set down the empty glass 

'Then there IS such a person as Goldstein?' he Said 
'Yes, there IS such a person, and he IS ahve. Where, I do not know' 
'And the conspiracy-the orgaruzatlOn? It IS reaP It IS not SImply an 

Invention of the Thought Pollce?' 
'No, It IS real. The Brotherhood, we call It You WIll never learn much more 

about the Brotherhood than that It eXists and that you belong to It I wIll come 
back to that presently' He looked at hIS wrIst-watch 'It IS unWise even for 
members of the Inner Party to turn off the telescreen for more than half an 
hour You ought not t-o have come here together, and you WIll have to leave 
separately You, Comrade'-he bowed his head to Juha-'wtlileave first We 
have about twenty mInutes at our disposal You Will understand that I must 
start by asking you certaIn questions. In general terms, what are you prepared 
to do?' 
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'AnythIng that we are capable of,' saId WInston 
O'BrIen had turned hImself a lIttle In hIS chaIr so that he was facmg 

WInston He almost Ignored JulIa, seemIng to take It for granted that WInston 
could speak for her For a moment the lIds flItted down over hIS eyes He began 
asktng hIS questIons In a low, expressIOnless VOIce, as though thIS were a 
routIne, a sort of catechIsm, most of whose answers were known to hIm 
already 

'You are prepared to give your lIves?' 
'Yes' 
'You are prepared to commIt murder?' 
'Yes' 
'To commIt acts of sabotage whIch may cause the death of hundreds of 

Innocent people?' 
'Yes' 
'To betray your country to foreIgn powers?' 
'Yes' 
'You are prepared to cheat, to forge, to blackmml, to corrupt the mInds of 

chIldren, to dIstrIbute habIt-formIng drugs, to encourage prostltunon, to 
dIssemInate venereal dIseases-to do anythIng whIch IS lIkely to cause 
demoralIzatIon and weaken the power of the Party?' 

'Yes' 
'If, for example, It would somehow serve our Interests to throw sulphUrIC 

aCId In a chIld's face-are you prepared to do that?~ 
'Yes' 
'You are prepared to lose your Identity and lIve out the rest of your hfe as a 

walter or a dock-worker?' 
'Yes' 
'You are prepared to commIt SUICIde, If and when we order you to do so?' 
'Yes' 
'You are prepared, the two of you, to separate and never see one another 

again?' 
'Nol' broke In JulIa 
It appeared to WInston that a long tIme passed before he answered For a 

moment he seemed even to have been deprIved of the power of speech HIS 
tongue worked soundlessly, forrrung the opemng syllables first of one word, 
then of the other, over and over agmn UntIl he had saId It, he dId not know 
wmch word he was gomg to say 'No,' he saId finally 

'You dtd well to tell me,' smd O'BrIen 'It IS necessary for us to know 
everythmg. ' 

He nuned lumself toward J uha and added In a VOIce WIth somewhat more 
expression in It· 

'Do you understand that even if he surVIves, It may be as a dIfferent person? 
We ~y be obhged to glve wm a new IdentIty HIS face, hiS movements, the 
ibap:e 'o{;bi6'haods, the colour of hIs luur-even hiS VOIce would be dIfferent 
And :YOij qQUt'Self mIght have become a dIfferent person Our surgeons can 
~ ~eople beyond recognItIon SometlDles It IS necessary Sometunes we 
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even amputate a 11mb ' 
WInston could not help snatchIng another sIdelong glance at Martm's 

MongolIan face There were no scars that he could see J uha had turned a 
shade paler, so that her freckles were shOWIng, but she faced O'BrIen boldly 
She murmured somethmg that seemed to be assent 

'Good Then that IS settled ' 
There was a SlIver box of CIgarettes on the table WIth a rather absent

mInded aIr O'Brien pushed them towards the others, took one hImself, then 
stood up and began to pace slowly to and fro, as though he could trunk better 
standIng They were very good CIgarettes, very thIck and well packed, With an 
unfamIlIar sIlklness In the paper O'BrIen looked at rus wnst-watch agaIn 

'You had better go back to your pantry, MartIn,' he saId 'I shall sWItch on In 
a quarter of an hour Take a good look at these comrades' faces before you go 
You WIll be seeIng them agaIn I may not ' 

Exactly as they had done at the front door, the httle man's dark eyes flIckered 
over theIr faces There was not a trace of fnendhness In hIS manner He was 
memOrIZIng theIr appearance, but he felt no Interest In them, or appeared to 
feel none It occurred to WInston that a synthetIc face was perhaps mcapable of 
changIng ItS expreSSIon WIthout speak10g or gIVIng any kmd of salutatIOn, 
MartIn went out, clOSIng the door sllently behInd hIm O'BrIen was strollIng 
up and down, one hand In the pocket of rus black overalls, the other holdIng hIS 
CIgarette 

'You understand,' he saId, 'that you wIll be fightIng 10 the dark You WIll 
always be In the dark You WIll receIve orders and you wt11 obey them, WIthout 
knOWIng why Later I shall send you a book from WhICh you WIll learn the true 
nature of the SOCIety we lIve In, and the strategy by WhICh we shall destroy It 
When you have read the book, you wIll be full members of the Brotherhood 
But between the general alms that we are fightIng for, and the ImmedIate tasks 
of the moment, you WIll never know anythmg I tell you that the Brotherhood 
eXIsts, but I cannot tell you whether It numbers a hundred members, or ten 
mIllIon From your personal knowledge you Will never be able to say that It 
numbers even as many as a dozen You wIll have three or four contacts, who 
wIll be renewed from tIme to tIme as they dIsappear As thIS was your first 
contact, It wIll be preserved When you receIve orders, they WIll come from 
me If we find It necessary to commumcate With you, It WIll be through MartIn 
When you are finally caught, you WIll confess That IS unaVOIdable. But you 
WIll have very lIttle to confess, other than your own actIons You wIll not be 
able to betray more than a handful of unlmportant people Probably you wIll 
not even betray me. By that tIme I may be dead, or I shall have become a 
dIfferent person, WIth a dIfferent face ' 

He contInued to move to and fro over the soft carpet In spIte of the 
bulkIness of hts body there was a remarkable grace m lus movements It came 
out even m the gesture WIth wluch he thrust a hand Into hIS pocket, or 
marupulated a CIgarette More even than of strength, he gave an ImpreSSIOn of 
confidence and of an understandIng tm.ged by Irony Howe\Ter much In earnest 
he mIght be, he had nothIng of the single-mmdedness that belongs to a fanattc 
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When he spoke of murder~ sUIcIde, venereal dIsease, amputated hmbs, and 
altered faces, It was wIth a faInt aIr of persIflage 'ThIS IS unavOIdable,' hIS 
VOIce seemed to say, 'thIS IS what we have got to do, unflInchIngly But thIs IS 
not what we shall be dOIng when hfe IS worth hVlng agaIn ' A wave of 
admiratlOn, almost of worshIp, flowed out from WInston towards O'BrIen For 
the moment he had forgotten the shadowy figure of GoldsteIn When you 
looked at O'BrIen's powerful shoulders and hIS blunt-featured face, so ugly 
and yet so cIVIhzed, It was ImpOSSIble to belIeve that he could be defeated 
There was no stratagem that he was not equal to, no danger that he could not 
foresee Even Juha seemed to be Impressed She had let her CIgarette go out 
and was hstening Intently O'Brien went on 

'You wIll have heard rumours of the eXIstence of the Brotherhood No doubt 
you have formed your own pIcture of It You have Imagined, probably, a huge 
underworld of conSpIrators, meetIng secretly In cellars, scnbblmg messages on 
walls, recognIzIng one another by code words or by specIal movements of the 
hand NothIng of the kInd eXists The members of the Brotherhood have no 
way of recognIzIng one another, and It IS ImpossIble for anyone member to be 
aware of the IdentIty of more than a few others GoldsteIn hImself, If he fell 
Into the hands of the Thought PolIce, could not gIve them a complete lIst of 
members, or any InformatIon that would lead them to a complete h8t No such 
Itst eXIsts The Brotherhood cannot be WIped out because It IS not an 
orgamzatIon In the ordInary sense NothIng holds It together except an Idea 
wruch IS IndestructIble You wIll never have anythIng to sU8tam you, except 
the Idea You WIll get no comradeshIp and no encouragement When finally 
you are caught, you wIll get no help We never help our members At most, 
when It IS absolutely necessary that someone should be sIlenced, we are 
occasIonally able to smuggle a razor blade Into a prIsoner's cell You will have 
to get used to lIvIng WIthout results and wIthout hope You wIll work for a 
whIle, you Will be caught, you WIll confess, and then you WIll dIe Those are the 
only results that you WIll ever see There IS no pOSSIbIlIty that any perceptIble 
change Will happen WIthIn our own lIfetIme We are the dead Our only true 
hfe IS In the future. We shall take part In It as handfuls of dust and splmters of 
bone But how far away that future may be, there IS no knowmg. It mIght be a 
thousand years. At present nothIng IS pOSSIble except to extend the area of 
SanIty httle by httle We cannot act collectIvely We can only spread our 
knowledge outwards from indIVIdual to IndIVIdual, generatIon after 
generatIon In the face of the Thought PolIce, there IS no other way , 

He halted and looked for the thIrd tIme at hIS wrIst-watch 
'It IS almost tune for you to leave, comrade," he saId to Juha 'Walt The 

decanter IS sull half full ' 
He filled the glasses and raIsed rus own glass by the stem 
'What shall It be tlus tIme?' he SaId, snll With the same faint suggestion of 

itlOlilY~ (To the confuSIon of the Thought PolIce? To the death of BIg Brother;> 
To humanity? To the future?' 

'~() the past/ SaId WInston 
~ ~ past 1S more important,' agreed O'Brien gravely 
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They emptIed theIr glasses, and a moment later Juha stood up to go O'BrIen 
took a small box from the top of a cabInet and handed her a flat whIte tablet 
whIch he told her to place on her tongue It was Important, he saId, not to go 
out smellIng of WIne the 11ft attendants were very observant As soon as the 
door had shut behInd her he appeared to forget her eXIstence He took another 
pace or two up and down, then stopped 

'There are detaIls to be settled,' he saId 'I assume that you have a hldlng
place of some kInd?' 

WInston explaIned about the room over Mr Charrmgton's shop 
'That WIll do for the moment Later we wIll arrange somethIng else for you 

It IS Important to change one's hIdIng-place frequently MeanwhIle I shall 
send you a copy of the book' -even O'BrIen, WInston notIced, seemed to 
pronounce the words as though they were In Itahc-'Goldstem's book, you 
understand, as soon as possIble It may be some days before I can get hold of 
one There are not many In eXIstence, as you can ImagIne The Thought PolIce 
hunt them down and destroy them almost as fast as we can produce them It 
makes very lIttle dIfference The book IS IndestructIble If the last copy were 
gone, we could reproduce It almost word for word Do you carry a brIef-case to 
work WIth you?' he added 

'As a rule, yes' 
'What IS It hke?' 
'Black, very shabby WIth two straps' 
'Black, two straps, very shabby-good One day In the fairly near future-I 

cannot gIve a date-one of the messages among your mornmg's work WIll 
contaIn a mIsprInted word, and you WIll have to ask for a repeat On the 
follOWIng day you WIll go to work Without your brIef-case At some ttme 
durIng the day, In the street, a man WIll touch you on the arm and say "I thmk 
you have dropped your brIef-case " The one he gIves you wIll contain a copy of 
Goldstem's book You WIll return It WIthIn fourteen days' 

They were SIlent for a moment 
'There are a couple of mInutes before you need go,' saId O'BrIen 'We shall 

meet agaIn-If we do meet agaln-' 
WInston looked up at hun 'In the pla.ce where there IS no darkness?' he Said 

heSItantly 
O'BrIen nodded WIthout appearance of surprIse 'In the place where there IS 

no darkness,' he saId, as though he had recogmzed the allUSIOn 'And In the 
meantIme, IS there anythmg that you Wish to say before you leave? Any 
message'> Any questlOn'>' 

WInston thought There dId not seem to be any further questIon that he 
wanted to ask. stIll less dtd he feel any unpulse to utter hIgh-soundIng 
generalItIes Instead of anything dIrectly connected WIth O~Bnen or the 
Br()therhood, there came Into hIS nund a sort of compOSIte pIcture of the dark 
bedroom where hIS mother had spent her last days, and the httle room over Mr 
Charrlngton's shop, and the glass paperweIght, and the steel engraVIng m Its 
rosewood frame Almost at random he sald; 

'DId you ever happen to hear an old rhyme that begins "Oranges and 
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lemons, say the bells of St Clement's"" 
AgaIn O'BrIen nodded WIth a sort of grave courtesy he completed the 

stanza 

Oranges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement's, 
You owe me three farthmgs, say the bells of St Martm's, 
When wlll you pay me';) say the bells of Old Balley, 
When I grow rIch, say the bells of Shoredltch ' 

'You knew the last hne" saId WInston 
'Yes, I knew the last lIne And now, I am afraId, It IS tIme for you to go But 

walt You had better let me gIve you one of these tablets ' 
As WInston stood up O'BrIen held out a hand HIS powerful grIp crushed 

the bones of WInston's palm At the door WInston looked back, but O'BrIen 
seemed already to be In process of puttIng hIm out of mInd He was waItIng 
WIth hIS hand on the sWItch that controlled the telescreen Beyond hIm 
WInston could see the wrItIng-table WIth Its green-shaded lamp and the 
speakwrIte and the WIre baskets deep-laden WIth papers The InCIdent was 
closed WIthm thIrty seconds, It occurred to hIm, O'BrIen would be back at hIS 
Interrupted and Important work on behalf of the Party 

9 
WInston was gelatInous WIth fatIgue GelatInous was the rIght word It had 
come Into hIS head spontaneously HIS body seemed to have not only the 
weakness of a Jelly, but ItS translucency He felt that If he held up his hand he 
would be able to see the lIght through It All the blood and lymph had been 
draIned out of hIm by an enormous debauch of work, leaVIng only a fraIl 
structure of nerves, bones, and skIn All sensatIons seemed to be magnIfied 
HIS overalls fretted hIS shoulders, the pavement tIckled hIs feet, even the 
openIng and clOSIng of a hand was an effort that made hIS JOInts creak 

He had worked more than runety hours In five days So had everyone else m 
the MInIstry Now It was all over, and he had hterally nothIng to do, no Party 
work of any descrIptIOn, untIl tomorrow mOrnIng He could spend six hours In 
the hIdIng-place and another rune In hIS own bed. Slowly, In mIld afternoon 
sunshIne, he walked up a dIngy street In the dIrectIon of Mr Charrmgton's 
shop" keepmg one eye open for the patrols, but IrratIonally convInced that thIs 
afternoon there was no danger of anyone InterferIng WIth hllIl. The heavy 
bnef-case that he was carrYIng bumped agatnst lus knee at each step, sendIng a 
tingling sensation up and down the skin of hIS leg InSIde It was the book~ wluch 
he had now had In hIS posseSSIon for SIX days and had not yet opened, nor even 
loobd~ 
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On the sIxth day of Hate Week, after the proceSSIons, the speeches, the 
shoutIng, the sIngIng, the banners, the posters, the films, the waxworks, the 
rollIng of drums and squealIng of trumpets, the tramp of marchIng feet, the 
grIndIng of the caterpIllars of tanks, the roar of massed planes, the boomIng of 
guns-after SIX days of thIS, when the great orgasm was qUIverIng to ItS chmax 
and the general hatred of EurasIa had boIled up mto such dehrIum that If the 
crowd could have got theIr hands on the 2,000 EuraSIan war-crImmals who were 
to be publIcly hanged on the last day of the proceedIngs, they would 
unquestIOnably have torn them to pIeces-at Just thIS moment It had been 
announced that OceanIa was not after all at war WIth EurasIa OceanIa was at 
war WIth EastasIa EurasIa was an ally 

There was, of course, no admISSIon that any change had taken place Merely 
It became known, WIth extreme suddenness and everywhere at once, that 
Eastasla and not EurasIa was the enemy Wmston was takmg part 10 a 
demonstratIon In one of the central London squares at the moment when It 
happened It was nIght, and the whIte faces and the scarlet banners were 
lUrIdly floodlIt The square was packed WIth several thousand people, 
IncludIng a block of about a thousand schoolchIldren In the umform of the 
SpIes On a scarlet-draped platform an orator of the Inner Party, a small lean 
man WIth dIsproportIOnately long arms and a large bald skull over WhICh a few 
lank locks straggled, was harangUIng the crowd A little Ruttlpelstlltskln 
figure, contorted WIth hatred, he grIpped the neck of the mIcrophone WIth one 
hand whIle the other, enormous at the end of a bony arm, clawed the aIr 
menacIngly above hIS head HIS VOIce, made metallIc by the amplIfiers, 
boomed forth an endless catalogue of atrocItIes, massacres, deportatIons, 
lootlngs, rapIngs, torture of prIsoners, bombmg of CIVIlIans, lYIng propaganda, 
unJust aggreSSIOns, broken treatIes It was almost ImpOSSIble to hsten to hIm 
WIthout beIng first convInced and then maddened At every few moments the 
fury of the crowd boIled over and the VOIce of the speaker was drowned by a 
wIld beast-lIke roarIng that rose uncontrollably from thousands of throats 
The most savage yells of all came from the schoolchIldren The speech had 
been proceedIng for perhaps twenty mmutes when a messenger hurrIed on to 
the platform and a scrap of paper was slIpped Into the speaker's hand He 
unrolled and read It WIthout paUSing In rus speech Nothmg altered In hIS VOIce 
or manner, or In the content of what he was saYIng, but suddenly the names 
were dIfferent WIthout words saId, a wave of understandmg rIppled through 
the crowd Oceama was at war WIth EastasIa' The next moment there was a 
tremendous commotIon The banners and poste;rs WIth whIch the square was 
decorated were all wrongf QUIte half of them had the wrong faces on them It 
was sabotage! The agents of GoldsteIn had been at work' There was a rIotous 
Interlude whIle posters were rIpped from the walls, banners torn to shreds and 
trampled underfoot. The SpIes performed prOdIgieS of actIVIty In clamberIng 
over the rooftops and cuttmg the streamers that fluttered from the chImneys 
But witlun two or three mmutes It was allover The orator, stIll gripPIng the 
neck of the tnlc;rophone, hIS shoulders hunched forward, Ius free hand clawmg 
at the at!, hac! gcme strru,ght on wlth hlS speech One mlnute more, and the feral 
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roars of rage were agaIn burstIng from the crowd The Hate contInued exactly 
as before, except that the target had been changed 

The thIng that Impressed WInston In lookIng back was that the speaker had 
SWItched from one lIne to the other actually In mId-sentence, not only WIthout 
a pause, but WIthout even breaking the syntax But at the moment he had other 
thIngs to preoccupy hlm I t was dUrIng the moment of dIsorder whIle the 
posters were beIng torn down that a man whose face he dId not see had tapped 
hlffi on the shoulder and sald, 'Excuse me, I thInk you've dropped your brlef
case' He took the brIef-case abstractedly, wlthout speaklng He knew that It 
would be days before he had an opportunlty to look InSIde It The Instant that 
the demonstratIOn was over he went straIght to the Mlnlstry of Truth, though 
the tIme was now nearly twenty-three hours The entlre staff of the Mlnlstry 
had done lIkewlse The orders already Issulng from the telescreens, recallIng 
them to thelr posts, were hardly necessary 

Oceama was at war wlth Eastasla Oceanla had always been at war WIth 
Eastasla A large part of the pohtlcal lIterature offive years was now completely 
obsolete Reports and records of all klnds, newspapers, books, pamphlets, 
films, sound tracks, photographs-all had to be rectlfied at lIghtnIng speed 
Although no dlrectlve was ever Issued, It was known that the chIefs of the 
Department lntended that WIthIn one week no reference to the war WIth 
Eurasla, or the allIance WIth Eastasla, should remaIn In eXIstence anywhere 
The work was overwhelmIng, all the more so because the processes that It 
lnvolved could not be called by theIr true names Everyone In the Records 
Department worked eIghteen hours In the twenty-four, wlth two three-hour 
snatches of sleep Mattresses were brought up from the cellars and pItched all 
over the corndors meals conslsted of sandWIches and Vlctory Coffee wheeled 
round on trolleys by attendants from the canteen Each tlffie that W lnston 
broke off for one of hIS spells of sleep he trIed to leave hIS desk clear of work, 
and each tIme that he crawled back stIcky-eyed and achmg, It was to find that 
another shower of paper cylInders had covered the desk hke a snowdrIft, half
burYIng the speakwrIte and overflowlng on to the fioor, so that the first Job was 
always to stack them Into a neat enough plle to gIve hun room to work What 
was worst of all was that the work was by no means purely mechanlcal Often It 
was enough merely to substItute one name for another, but any detaIled report 
of events demanded care and ImaginatIOn Even the geographIcal knowledge 
that one needed In transferrIng the war from one part of the world to another 
was conSIderable 

By the thIrd day his eyes ached unbearably and hIS spectacles needed WIpIng 
every few mmutes. It was hke strugglIng WIth some crushmg phYSIcal task, 
somethmg WhICh one bad the right to refuse and whIch one was nevertheless 
neurotically anxIOUS to accomphsh In so far as he had tIme to remember It, he 
was not troubled by the fact that every word he murmured Into the speakwflte, 
every stroke ofhlS Ink ... pencll, was a debberate be He was as anxIOUS as anyone 
else ~ the Department that the forgery should be perfect On the mornIng of 
the ~ day the drIbble of cyhnders slowed down For as much as half an hour 
llOdUn,g came out of the tube, then one more cybnder, then nothmg 
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Everywhere at about the same tIme the work was easmg off A deep and as It 
were secret SIgh went through the Department A mIghty deed, whIch could 
never be mentIOned, had been achIeved It was now ImpossIble for any human 
beIng to prove by documentary eVIdence that the war With EurasIa had ever 
happened At twelve hundred It was unexpectedly announced that all workers 
In the MInIstry were free tIll tomorrow mormng WInston, stIll carrymg the 
brIef-case contaInIng the book~ whIch had remamed between hIS feet while he 
worked and under hIS body whIle he slept, went home, shaved hImself, and 
almost fell asleep In hIS bath, although the water was barely more than tepId 

WIth a sort of voluptuous creakIng In hIS JOInts he clImbed the staIr above 
Mr Charnngton's shop He was tIred, but not sleepy any longer He opened 
the WIndow, lIt the dIrty lIttle ollstove and put on a pan of water for coffee 
J uha would arnve presently meanwhIle there was the book He sat down In the 
sluttISh armchaIr and undId the straps of the bnef-case 

A heavy black volume, amateunshly bound, With no name or tItle on the 
cover The pnnt also looked slIghtly Irregular The pages were worn at the 
edges, and fell apart, eaSIly, as though the book had passed through many 
hands The InscnptIOn on the tItle-page ran 

THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF 
OLIGARCHICAL COLLECTIVISM 

BY 
EMMANUEL GOLDSTEIN 

WInston began readIng 

CHAPTER I 
IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH 

Throughout recorded tIme, and probably SlDce the end of the NeolIthIC Age, there have been three 
klnds of people In the world, the High, the MIddle, and the Low They have been subdIVIded In 
many ways, they have borne countless dIfferent names, and theIr relative numbers, as well as their 
attitude towards one another, have varied from age to age but the essential structure of society has 
never altered Even after enormous upheavals and seemmgly lrrevocable changes~ the same 
pattern has always reasserted Itself, Just as a gyroscope WIll always return to equlhbrlum, however 
far It IS pushed one way or the other 

The alms of these groups are entIrely ureconcdable 

WInston stopped readIng, chIefly In order to appreCIate the fact that he 'Was 
readIng, In comfort and safety He was alone no telescreen, no ear at the 
keyhole, no nervous Impulse to glance over hIS shoulder or cover the page WIth 
hIS hand The sweet summer aIr played agaInst hIS cheek From somewhere far 
away there floated the faInt shouts of chIldren 10 the room Itself there was no 
sound except the msect voice of the clock He settled deeper Into the arm -chatr 
and put lus feet up on the fender It was bhss) It was eternIty Suddenly, as one 
sometnnes does WIth a book of which one knows that one WIll ultimately read 
and re .. read every word, he opened It at a dIfferent place and found hunself at 
Chapter III He went on readlng. 
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CHAPTER III 
WAR IS PEACE 

The splittIng up of the world 1Oto three great super-states was an event whIch could be and Indeed 
was foreseen before the mIddle of the twentIeth century WIth the absorptIon of Europe by RUSSIa 
and of the Brltlsh EmpIre by the Umted States, two of the three eXlstIng powers, EurasIa and 
Ocearua, were already effectIvely In beIng The thIrd, EastasIa, only emerged as a distInct urut after 
another decade of confused fightIng The frontIers between the three super-states are m some 
places arbItrary, and m others they fluctuate accordmg to the fortunes of war, but In general they 
follow geographIcal hnes EuraSIa comprIses the whole of the northern part of the European and 
ASIatIC land-mass, from Portugal to the BerIng StraIt Ocearua comprIses the Amencas, the 
AtlantIC 18lands mclud10g the BrItIsh Isles, AustralasIa, and the southern portlOn of Mrica 
EastasIa, smaller than the others and WIth a less defirute western frontIer, comprIses Chma and the 
countrIes to the south of It, the Japanese Islands and a large but fluctuatIng portIon of ManchUrIa, 
Mongoha, and TIbet 

In one combmation or another, these three super-states are permanently at war, and have been 
so for the past twenty-five years War, however, IS no longer the desperate, anruhIlatmg struggle 
that It was 10 the early decades of the twentIeth century It IS a warfare of hmited aIms between 
combatants who are unable to destroy one another, have no materIal cause for fightmg and are not 
dIVIded by any genume IdeologIcal dIfference ThIS IS not to say that eIther the conduct of war, or 
the prevalhng attItude towards It, has become less bloodthIrsty or more chIvalrous On the 
contrary, war hysterIa IS contmuous and uruversal m all countrIes, and such acts as rapIng, lootIng, 
the slaughter of chtldren, the reductIon of whole populations to slavery, and reprIsals agamst 
pnsoners whIch extend even to bOlhng and burYIng alIve, are looked upon as normal, and, when 
they are commItted by one's own SIde and not by the enemy, meritOrlOUS But m a phYSIcal sense 
war Involves very small numbers of people, mostly hIghly-traIned speciahsts, and causes 
comparatIvely few casualtIes The fightmg, when there IS any, takes place on the vague frontIers 
whose whereabouts the average man can only guess at, or around the Floatmg Fortresses whIch 
guard strategIc spots on the sea lanes In the centres of CIVlhzatlon war means no more than a 
contInUOUS shortage of consumptIon goods, and the occasIonal crash of a rocket bomb whIch may 
cause a few scores of deaths War has m fact changed ItS character More exactly, the reasons for 
WhICh war 1S waged have changed 10 theIr order of Importance Motives whIch were already 
present to some small extent m the great wars of the early twentIeth century have now become 
dommant and are conscIously recognIzed and acted upon 

To understand the nature of the present war-for m spIte of the regroupIng wluch occurs every 
few years, It IS always the same war-one must reahze m the first place that It 1S unposslble for It to 
be deCISIve None of the three super-states could be defimtIvely conquered even by the other two 
m combInatIon They are too evenly matched, and theIr natural defences are too formIdable 
EuraSIa IS protected by ItS vast land spaces, Oceama by the Width of the AtlantIC and the PaCIfic, 
Eastasla by the fecundIty and mdustrIousness of ItS InhabItants Secondly, there IS no longer, m a 
matenal sense, anythmg to fight about With the estabhshment of self-contamed economIes, m 
whIch productIon and consumption are geared to one another, the scramble for markets WhICh was 
a maIn cause of prevlOUS wars has come to an end, whIle the competItion for raW matenals IS no 
longer a matter of hfe and death In any case each of the three super-states IS so vast that It can 
obtam almost all the materIals that It needs wlthm ItS own boundarIes In so far as the war has a 
dIrect economic purpose, It IS a war for labour power Between the frontIers of the super-states, 
and not permanently In the posseSSIon of any of them, there bes a rough quadrIlateral WIth ItS 
corners at TangIer, Brazzavllle~ DarwIn, and Hong Kong, contammg wlthm It about a fifth of the 
populauon of the eatth It IS for the possessIon of these thIckly-populated regIOns, and of the 
1J.Qrthern Ice-cap, that the three powers are constantly strugghng In practIce no one power ever 
controls th~ whole of the dIsputed area PortIons of It are constantly changmg hands, and It IS the 
~ of ~g thi$ or that fragment by a sudden stroke of treachery that dIctates the endless 
~ot~t 
, :All pf the dtsputed teJ:ntones contaIn valuable mInerals, and some of them YIeld lmportant 
~Db1e prod.w::ts such as rubber whlch In colder c1l1nates It IS necessary to synthesize by 
~ttve1yexpenslve methods But above all they contaIn a bottomless reserve of cheap labour 
~ver pOwer cont:r()ls equatonal Mnca, or the countnes of the Mlddle East, or Southern I. Qfthe Indonesl1U1 ArchIpelago, dIsposes also of the bodIes of scores or hundreds of llulhons 
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of Ill-paId and hard-workIng coohes The InhabItants of these areas, reduced more or less openly 
to the status of slaves, pass contInually from conqueror to conqueror, and are expended lIke so 
much coal or 011 In the race to turn out more armaments, to capture more terrItory, to control more 
labour power, to turn out more armaments, to capture more terntory, and so on Indefimtely It 
should be noted that the fightIng never really moves beyond the edges of the dIsputed areas The 
frontIers of EurasIa flow back and forth between the baSIn ofthe Congo and the northern shore of 
the MedIterranean, the Islands of the IndIan Ocean and the PacIfic are constantly beIng captured 
and recaptured by Oceama or by Eastasla, In MongolIa the dIVIdIng line between EurasIa and 
Eastasla IS never stable, round the Pole all three powers lay claIm to enormous terrItOrIeS whIch In 
fact are largely unInhabIted and unexplored but the balance of power always remaIns roughly 
even, and the terrItory whIch forms the heartland of each super-state always remaInS InVIolate 
Moreover, the labour of the explOIted peoples round the Equator IS not really necessary to the 
world's economy They add nothIng to the wealth of the world, SInce whatever they produce IS 
used for purposes of war, and the object of wagIng a war IS always to be In a better posItIon In whIch 
to wage another war By theIr labour the slave populatIons allow the tempo of contInUOUS warfare 
to be speeded up But If they dId not eXIst, the structure of world SOCIety, and the process by whIch 
It maIntaIns Itself, would not be essentIally dIfferent 

The prImary aIm of modern warfare (In accordance WIth the pr10CIples of doublethznk, thIS aIm IS 
SImultaneously recognIZed and not recognIzed by the dIrectlDg brams of the Inner Party) IS to use 
up the products of the machIne WIthout raIsIng the general standard of lIVing Even SInce the end 
of the nIneteenth century, the problem of what to do WIth the surplus of consumptIon goods has 
been latent In Industnal SOCIety At present, when few human bemgs even have enough to eat, thIs 
problem IS obVIOusly not urgent, and It mIght not have become so, even If no artIficIal processes of 
destructIon had been at work~ The world of today IS a bare, hungry, dIlapIdated place compared 
WIth the world that eXIsted before 1914, and stIll more so If compared WIth the Imagmary future to 
WhICh the people of that penod looked forward In the early twentIeth century, the VISIon of a 
future SOCIety unbehevably rIch, leIsured, orderly, and efficlent-a ghtterIng antIseptIc world of 
glass and steel and snow-whIte concrete-was part of the conSCIousness of nearly every lIterate 
person SCIence and technology were developIng at a prodIgIOUS speed, and It seemed natural to 
assume that they would go on developing ThIs faIled to happen, partly because of the 
ImpOVerIshment caused by a long senes of wars and revolutIOns, partly because sCIenUfic and 
techmcal progress depended on the empmcal habIt of thought, WhIch could not survIve 10 a 
strICtly regImented SOCIety As a whole the world IS more prmutive today than It was fifty years 
ago Cert£un backward areas have advanced, and varIOUS deVIces, always In some way connected 
WIth warfare and polIce espIonage, have been developed, but experIment and InventIon have 
largely stopped, and the ravages of the atomiC war of the nIneteen-fiftles have never been fully 
repaired Nevertheless the dangers Inherent 10 the maclune are stIlI there From the moment when 
the machme first made Its appearance It was clear to all thlllkmg people that the need for human 
drudgery, and therefore to a great extent for human Inequahty, had dIsappeared If the machIne 
were used dehberately for that end, hunger, overwork, dIrt, IllIteracy, and dIsease could be 
ellImnated WIthIn a few generatlons And 10 fact, WIthout bemg used for any such purpose, but by 
a Sl)rt of automatIc process-by produc1Og wealth whIch It was sometlmes ImpOSSIble not to 
distribute-the machIne dId raIse the hVIOg standards of the average human bemg very greatly over 
a perIod of about fifty years at the end of the mneteenth and the begmmng of the twentleth 
centUrles. 

But It was also clear that an all-round 10crease 10 wealth threatened the destructIon-Indeed, In 
s.ome sense was the destructIon-of a hlerarcrucal SOCIety In a world In WhICh everyone worked 
short hours) had enough to eat, lIved In a house With a bathroom and a refrIgerator, and possessed a 
motor-..car Of even..an aeroplane" the most obvlous and perhaps the most Important form of 
lIlequahty would ~lready have dJ,sappeared If 1t once became general, wealth would confer no 
mstinctlOn It was. pOSSible, ao doubt>-to Imagme a SOClety In which 'Wealth, In the sense of personal 
posseSSIons and luxurles, should be evenly dIstrIbuted, wlule pO'WeT remamed In the hands of a 
small prIVIleged caste But m practlce such a SOCIety could not long remaln $table For Jf leisure 
and securIty were enjoyed by all ahke, the great mass of human bemgs who are normally stupefied 
by po~rty w(l)uld become lIterate and would learn to tlunk for themselves, and when once they had 
done thIs, they would sooner or later reall2:e that the privileged mmorlty had no functlon, and they 
would sweep It away In the long run, a luerarchtca1 socIety was only poSSIble on a baSIS of poverty 
snd Ignorance q'-o return to the agrIcultural past, las some thInkers 11bout the beg1nrung of the 
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twentIeth century dreamed of domg, was not a practIcable solutIon It conflIcted with the tendency 
towards mechamzatIon whlch had become quasl-ms.tmCtIve throughout almost the whole world, 
and moreover, any cotmtry which remained mdustrially backward was helpless In a mlhtary sense 
and was bound to be dommated, dIrectly or indirectly, by Its more advanced rIvals 

Nor was It a satIsfactory solutlOn to keep the masses m poverty by restrIctIng the output of 
goods Tlus happened to a great extent durmg the final phase of capitalIsm, roughly between 192.0 

and 1940 The economy of many countrIes was allowed to stagnate, land went out of cultivation, 
capital eqUIpment was not added to, great blocks of the populatIon were prevented from workmg 
and kept half alIve by State charIty But thIS, too, entaIled mIlItary weakness, and smce the 
prIvatlons It mfhcted were obViously unnecessary, It made opposition meVltable The problem was 
how to keep the wheels of mdustry turmng Without Increasmg the real wealth of the world Goods 
must be produced, but they must not be distributed And 10 practIce the only way of achlevmg thIS 
was by contmuous warfare 

The essential act of war IS destruction, not necessarily of human hves, but of the products of 
human labour War lB a way of shattermg to pieces, or pOUrIng mto the stratosphere, or smkmg 10 

the depths of the sea, matenals wluch might otherWise be used to make the masses too 
comfortable, and hence, 10 the long run, too mtelhgent Even when weapons of war are not 
actually destroyed, theIr manufacture IS stIll a convement way of expendmg labour power WIthout 
producmg anythIng that can be consumed A FloatIng Fortress, for example, has locked up In It 
the labour that would buIld several hundred cargo-ships Ultimately It IS scrapp.ed as obsolete, 
never havmg brought any materlal benefit to anybody, and With further enormous labours another 
FloatIng Fortress IS bUilt In prmclple the war effort IS always so planned as to eat up any surplus 
that mlght exISt after meetIng the bare needs of the population In practice the needs of the 
populatIon are always under-estlffiated, With the result that there IS a chromc shortage of half the 
necessltles of hfe, but thiS IS looked on as an advantage It IS dehberate pohcy to keep even the 
favoured groups somewhere near the brmk of hardslup, because a general state of scarCity 
Increases the lffiportance of small privIleges and thus magmfies the dlstInctlon between one group 
and another By the standards of the early twentieth century, even a member of the Inner Party 
hves an austere, laborIOUS kmd ofhfe Nevertheless, the few luxuries that he does enJoy-hIS large, 
well-appolnted flat, the better texture of lus clothes, the better qualIty of hiS food and drmk and 
tobacco, hiS two or three servants, hiS private motor-car or hehcopter-set him m a different world 
from a member of the Outer Party, and the members of the Outer Party have a SimIlar advantage In 
comparison Wlth the submerged masses whom we call 'the proles' Tne SOCial atmosphere IS that of 
a beSIeged city, where the posseSSlOn of a lump of horseflesh makes the dIfference between wealth 
and poverty And at the same tIme the conSClousness of bemg at war, and therefore In danger, 
makes the handIng-over of all power to a small caste seem the natural, unaVOIdable condltlon of 
SUrvIVal 

War, It Wlll be seen, not only accomphshes the necessary destructIon, but accomphshes It In a 
psycholOgically acceptable way In prmciple It would be qUite slffiple to waste the surplus labour 
of the world by bUIldmg temples and pyramIds, by dtggmg holes and fi111ng them up agaIn, or even 
by producmg vast quantltles of goods and then settlng fire to them But thIS would prOVIde only 
the economic and not the emotional baSIS for a hlerarclucal SOCiety What IS concerned here IS not 
the morale of the masses, whose at1J.tude IS ummportant so long a.s they are kept steadlly at work, 
but the morale of the Party Itself Even the humblest Party member IS expected to be competent, 
mdustrIouS, and even Intelhgent WIthln narrow hmlts, but It IS also necessary that he should be a 
credulous, and Ignorant fanatIc whose prevailmg moods are fear, hatred, adulatIon, and orgIastIC 
tnurnph In other words It IS necessary that he should have the mentahty approprIate to a state of 
war It does not mattet whether the war IS actually happemng, and, SlOce no declSlve VIctory IS 
pOSSible) It does Rot matter whether the war IS go1Og well or badly All that IS needed IS that a state 
of Waf should wat The splrttlng of the Ultell1gence wruch the Party reqUIres of ItS members, and 
whlch 1$ ltlQre easIly achieved In an atmosphere of war, IS now almost uOlversal, but the hIgher up 
tl).¢ tank$' CJmi go~ the more :m.arked It becomes It IS preCIsely 10 the Inner Party that war hysterIa 
and: ~'I:1'edldf t1leenemy are strongest In hiS .capaCIty as an admlnlstrawr, It 1'8 often.necessary for a 
~_~tbb I'Sl\1i1C Pat1?y to know that thls or that Item of war news 18 untruthful, andhe may 

I ~_~.tict t'b.e entu'e war IS spurJOUS and IS eIther not happenmg or IS bemg waged for 
~~ Mtc!i $ther than the declared ones but such knowl¢dge 1S eaSily neutrahzed by the 
~.WItdoublee1u.nk MeanwhIle no Inner Party member wavers for an lnstant m hls mystical 
~~ft,wQ IS real, and that It is bound to end Vlctomusly, Wlth Oceama the undisputed 
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master of the entire world 

All members of the Inner Party beheve In thIS commg conquest as an artIcle of faith It IS to be 
achIeved eIther by gradually acquIrIng more and more terrItory and so buIldmg up an 
overwhelming preponderance of power, or by the dlscovery of some new and unanswerable 
weapon The search for new weapons contmues unceasmgly, and IS one of the very few remaInIng 
actIvltles In WhICh the inVentIve or speculative type of mmd can find any outlet In OceanIa at the 
present day, SCience, In the old sense, has almost ceased to eXist In Newspeak there IS no word for 
'ScIence' The empIrlcal method of thought, on whIch all the sCientific achIevements of the past 
were founded, IS opposed to the most fundamental pnnclples of Ingsoc And even technological 
progress only happens when ItS products can In some way be used for the dIm1OutlOn of human 
lIberty In all the useful arts the world IS eIther standmg still or gOIng backwards The :fields are 
cultIvated WIth horse-ploughs whIle books are WrItten by machmery But In matters of VItal 
Importance-meanIng, In effect, war and polIce esplOoage-the empIrIcal approach IS stIll 
encouraged, or at least tolerated The two alms of the Party are to conquer the whole surface of the 
earth and to extInguIsh once and for all the possIbilIty of 10dependent thought There are therefore 
two great problems whIch the Party IS concerned to solve One IS how to dIscover) ag81nst hIS Will, 
what another human be10g IS thInkmg, and the other IS how to ktll several hundred mIllIon people 
10 a few seconds Without gIVing warmng beforehand In so far as SCIentific research stIll contmues, 
thIS IS Its subJect-matter The SCIentIst of today IS eIther a mIxture of psychologIst and mquIsItor, 
studYIng WIth real ordInary mInuteness the meanmg of faCIal expressIons, gestures, and tones of 
VOIce, and testmg the truth-producing effects of drugs, shock therapy, hypnosIs, and phYSIcal 
torture, or he IS chemIst, phYSICISt, or bIolOgIst concerned only With such branches of hIS special 
subJect as are relevant to the tak10g ofllfe In the vast laboratones of the MInIstry of Peace, and 10 

the experImental stations hIdden 10 the BrazIlIan forests, or 10 the AustralIan desert, or on lost 
Islands of the Antarctlc, the teams of experts are mdefatigably at work Some are concerned SImply 
With plannIng the lOgistICs of future wars, others deVIse larger and larger rocket bombs, more and 
more powerful explOSIves, and more and more Impenetrable armour-platmg, others search for 
new and deadlIer gases, or for soluble pOlsons capable of bemg produced m such quantItIes as to 
destroy the vegetatIon of whole contInents, or for breeds of dtsease germs lffimumzed agamst all 
pOSSIble antIbodies, others stnve to produce a vehicle that shall bore ItS way under the SOlI hke a 
submarIne under the water, or an aeroplane as mdependent of Its base as a sallmg-shlp, others 
explore even remoter pOSSIbIlIties such as fOCUSIng the sun's rays through lenses suspended 
thousands of kIlometres away In space, or prodUCIng artdlclal earthquakes and tIdal waves by 
tapPIng the heat at the earth's centre 

But none of these projects ever comes anywhere near real1zatIon, and none of the three super
states ever gams a slgnIficant lead on the others What IS more remarkable IS that all three powers 
already possess, 10 the atOmIC bomb, a weapon far more powerful than any that theu present 
researches are bkely to dlscover Although the Party, accordIng to- Its habIt, claIms the InventIOn 
for Itself, atomIC bombs first appeared as early as the mneteen-fortles, and were first used on a large 
scale about ten years later At that time some hundreds of bombs were dropped on mdustnal 
centres, chIefly In European RUSSIa, Western Europe, and North Amenca The effect was to 
conVInce the rubng groups of aU countrIes that a few more atomIc bombs would mean the end of 
orgaruzed SOCIety, and hence of theIr own power Thereafter, although no formal agreement was 
ever made or runted at, no m.ore bombs were dropped All three powers merely contInue to 
produce atomIC bombs and store them up agaInst the deCISive opportunIty WhICh they all beheve 
Will come sooner or later And meanwhIle the art of war has rern81ned almost statIOnary for thIrty 
or fortY years HelIcopters are more used than they were formerly, bombIng planes have been 
largely superseded by self~propelled prOJectIles, and the fragile movable battleshIp has gIven way 
to the almost unSInkable Floatmg Fortress, but otherWIse there has been httle development The 
tank, the submarme, the torpedo) the machIne gun, even the nfle and the band grenade are stdlln 
use And 10 spIte of the endless slaughters reported In the Press and on the telescreens, the 
desperate battles of earlIer wars, In whIch hundreds of thousands or even mtlhon' of men were 
often kdled Ul a few weeks) have never b~en :repeated 

None of the three super-states evet attempts any ma:n~uvre whIcl1tnvolves the ruk of serIOUS 

defeat When any large -operatIon 1& undertaken, It 18 usually a surprise attack against an ally The 
str~egy that4l1l thr~ pow,r~.~ follOWIng, or-pretend to themselves that tbey are foUoWl-ng, 18 tbe 
sam~, The plan J,S~ ~y a CQmblna't1on Pi ftghtm~ bargai:luo-g". and vve1I~t1xned strokes of treachery, 
to acqw.re a tmg Q~ases ~tely enctrcling oneQt" qthe.r oftb~ onl $tate~ and then to. 31gn a 
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pact of fnendshIp wIth that nval and remaIn on peaceful terms for so many years as to lull 
SuspIClOn to sleep Dunng thIS tIme rockets loaded wIth atomIC bombs can be assembled at all the 
strategIc spots, finally they wlll all be fired SImultaneously, wIth effects so devastatIng as to make 
retahatlOn ImpossIble It wIll then be tIme to SIgn a pact of frIendshIp wIth the remaInIng world
power, In preparatIon for another attack ThIS scheme, It IS hardly ne(.essary to say, IS a mere 
daydream, ImpossIble of reahzatlOn Moreover, no fightIng ever occurs except In the dIsputed 
areas round the Equator and the Pole, no InVaSIOn of enemy terrItory IS ever undertaken ThIS 
explaIns the fact that In some places the frontIers between the super-states are arbItrary EuraSIa, 
for example, could eaSIly conquer the BrItIsh Isles, whIch are geographIcally part of Europe, or on 
the other hand It would be pOSSIble for Oceama to push ItS frontIers to the RhIne or even to the 
Vistuia But thIS would VIolate the prIncIple, followed on all SIdes though never formulated, of 
cultural Integnty If Oceania were to conquer the areas that used once to be known as France and 
Germany, It would be necessary eIther to extermInate the InhabItants, a task of great phYSIcal 
dIfficulty, or to asstmllate a populatIon of about a hundred mIllIon people, who, so far as technical 
development goes, are roughly on the OceaniC level The problem IS the same for all three super
states It IS absolutely necessary to theIr structure that there should be no contact WIth foreIgners, 
except, to a lImIted extent, WIth war pnsoners and coloured slaves Even the offiCIal ally of the 
moment IS always regarded WIth the darkest SUspICIon War prIsoners apart, the average CItIzen of 
Oceama never sets eyes on a CItIzen of eIther EuraSIa or EastasIa, and he 15 forbIdden the 
knowledge of foreIgn languages If he were allowed contact WIth foreIgners he would dIscover that 
they are creatures SImilar to hImself and that most of what he has been told about them IS hes The 
sealed world In WhlCh he hves would be broken, and the fear, hatred, and self-rIghteousness on 
whIch hIS morale depends mIght evaporate It IS therefore realIzed on all SIdes that however often 
PerSIa, or Egypt, or Java, or Ceylon may change hands, the maIn trontlers must never be crossed 
by anythIng except bombs 

Under thIS bes a fact never mentIoned aloud, but tacItlv understood and acted upon nameh 
that the condmons ofhfe In all three superstates are very much the same In Oceania the prevalhng 
phllosophy IS called Ingsoc, In EuraSIa It IS called Neo-BolshevIsm, and In Eastasla It IS called by a 
Chinese name usually translated as Death-WorshIp, but perhaps better rendered ~s Obhteratlon 
of the Self The CItIzen of Oceania IS not allowed to know anythIng of the tenets of the other two 
phtlosoprues, but he IS taught to execrate them as barbarous outrages upon morahty and common 
sense Actually the three phllosophles are barely dIstInguIshable, and the SOCIal systems WhICh 
they support are. not dIStInguIshable at all Everywhere there IS the same pyramIdal structure, the 
same worshIp of a semI-dIVIne leader, the same economy eXlstmg by and for contInuous warfare It 
follows that the three super-states not only cannot conquer one another, but would gaIn no 
advantage by dOIng so On the contrary, so long as they remaIn In confiIct they prop one another 
up, lIke three sheaves of corn And, as usual, the rulIng groups of all three powers are 
slIDultaneously aware and unaware of what they are domg. TheIr lIves are dedIcated to world 
conquest, but they also know that It IS necessary that the war should contInue everlastIngly and 
WIthout vIctory MeanwhIle the fset that there '&$ no danger of conquest makes pOSSible the denial 
of reahty wlnch IS the speCIal feature of Ingsoc and us rIval systems of thought Here It IS necessary 
to repeat what has been saId earher ~ that by becommg contmuous war has fundamentally changed 
ItS character 

In past ages) a war,. almost by definlt1on~ was somethmg that sooner or later came to an end, 
usually tn.unmistakable VIctory or defeat In the past, also, war was one of the malO mstruments by 
which human SOCIetIes were kept In touch WIth phYSical reahty All rulers In all ages have tned to 
Impose a false VIew of the world upon theIr followers, but they could not afford to encourage any 
IllUSIon that tended to rmpaltlml1tary effiCIency So long as defeat meant the loss of mdependence, 
or some other result generally hdd 'to be undeSIrable, the precautlons agamst defeat had to be 
senous~ Physical facts could not be Ignored In phIlosophy, or reh.glOn, or ethICS, or POlItiCS, two 
and MO ought make five, but when one was deSIgnIng a gun or an aeroplane they had to make four 
Ineffiotent natlons were always conquered sooner or later, and the struggle for effiCIency was 
lIluxllcal to illU$1911S ~Ol'eover, to be efficlImt It was necessary to be able to learn from the past, 
'Which nleant bavmg a.--f8'lrly aocurate Idea of what had happened In the past Newspapers and 
liistortbOQ~'_e, of course, always ..coloured and bIased, but falSIficatIon of the kmd that IS 
~led today Weuld have been ImpOSSIble War was a sure safeguard of sanIty, and so far as the 
nUpflt,oJaSses were concerned It was probably the most Important of all safeguards WhIle wars 
'ClO'\1'~ be--wo-n -or lost, no ruhng olass could be completely IrresponsIble 
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But when war becomes lIterally continuous, It also ceases to be dangerous When war IS 

continUOUS there IS no such thing as milItary necessIty Techmcal progress can cease and the most 
palpable facts can be demed or dIsregarded As we have seen, researches that could be called 
sCIentific are stIll carrIed out for the purposes of war, but they are essentIally a kInd of 
daydreamIng, and their fallure to show results IS not Important EffiCIency, even mIlItary 
effiCiency, IS no longer needed Nothing IS effiCient In Oceama except the Thought PolIce SInce 
each of the three super-states IS unconquerable, each IS In effect a separate umverse WIthIn whIch 
almost any perverSion of thought can be safely practIsed RealIty only exerts Its pressure through 
the needs of everyday hfe-the need to eat and drInk, to get shelter and clothIng, to aVOId 
swallOWIng pOlson or steppIng out of top-storey wlUdows, and the lIke Between hfe and death, 
and between phYSICal pleasure and phYSIcal paIn, there IS stIll a dIstInctIOn, but that IS all Cut off 
from contact WIth the outer world, and With the past, the cldzen of Oceama IS hke a man In 
Interstellar space, who has no way of knOWIng which dIrection IS up and which IS down The rulers 
of such a state are absolute, as the Pharaohs or the Caesars could not be They are oblIged to 
prevent their followers from starving to death In numbers large enough to be Inconvement, and 
they are obbged to remaIn at the same low level of milItary techruque as theIr rIvals, but once that 
IDlmmum IS achieved, they can tWISt realIty Into whatever shape they choose 

The war, therefore, If we Judge It by the standards of preVIOUS wars, IS merely an Imposture It IS 
lIke the battles between certaIn rumInant ammals whose horns are set at such an angle that they are 
Incapable of hurting one another But though It IS unreallt IS not meanIngless It eats up the 
surplus of consumable goods, and It helps to preserve the speCIal mental atmosphere that a 
hIerarchIcal society needs War, It wlll be seen, IS now a purely Internal affaIr In the past, the 
rulIng groups of all countrIes, although they IDlght recogmze theIr common Interest and therefore 
bmIt the destructIveness of war, dId fight agaInst one another, and the Victor always plundered the 
vanqUlshed In our own day they are not fightlng agaInst one another at all The war IS waged by 
each rubng group agaInst Its own subjects, and the object of the war IS not to make or prevent 
conquests of terrItory, but to keep the structure of SOCIety mtact The very word 'war', therefore, 
has become IDlsleadIng It would probably be accurate to say that by becomIng contInUOUS war has 
ceased to eXIst The pecuhar pressure that It exerted on human beIngs between the N eohthIc Age 
and the early twentIeth century has dIsappeared and been replaced by somethIng qUlte dIfferent 
The effect would be much the same If the three super-states, mstead of fighting one another, 
should agree to lIve In perpetual peace, each lnVIolate wlthm ItS own boundarIes For In that case 
each would stIll be a self-contaIned umverse, freed for ever from the soberIng mfluence of external 
danger A peace that was truly permanent would be the same as a permanent war ThIs-although 
the vast maJoIlty of Party members understand It only m a shallower sense-IS the mner meamng of 
the Party slogan War zs Peace 

WInston stopped readIng for a moment Somewhere In remote dIstance a 
rocket bomb thundered The bhssful feelIng of beIng alone wlth the forbIdden 
book, In a room WIth no telescreen, had not worn off SolItude and safety were 
phYSIcal sensations, mlxed up somehow wlth the tIredness of hls body, the 
softness of the chaIr, the touch of the faInt breeze from the wlndow that played 
upon hIS cheek The book faSCInated hIm, or more exactly It reassured hlm In 
a sense It told hIm nothlng that was new, but that was part of the attractIOn It 
SaId what he would have saId, If It had been pOSSIble for rum to set rus scattered 
thoughts In order It was the product of a mInd sunIlar to hIS own, but 
enormously more powerful, more systematIc, less fear-rIdden The best books, 
he percelved, are those that tell you what you know already. He had Just turned 
back to. Chapter I when he heard JulIa'S footstep on the staIr and started out of 
rus chaIr to meet her She dumped her brown tool-bag on the floor and flung 
herself Into hIS arms: It was more than a week SInce they had seen one another 

~I've got thf] book,' he said as they disentangled themselves 
~Oh, you've got It';) Good,' she SaId WIthout much Interest, and altnost 

munedtately knelt down beside the oilstove-to make the coffee 
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They dId not return to the subject untIl they had been In bed for half an 
hour The evenIng was Just cool enough to make It worth whIle to pull up the 
counterpane From below came the famIlIar sound of sIngIng and the scrape of 
boots on the flagstones The brawny red-armed woman whom WInston had 
seen there on hIS first VISIt was almost a fixture In the yard There seemed to be 
no hour of dayhght when she was not marchIng to and fro between the 
washtub and the hne, alternately gaggIng herself WIth clothes pegs and 
breakIng forth Into lusty song J uha had settled down on her SIde and seemed 
to be already on the pOInt of fallIng asleep He reached out for the book, WhICh 
was lymg on the floor, and sat up agaInst the bedhead 

'We must read It,' he saId 'You too All members of the Brotherhood have 
to read It' 

'You read It,' she saId WIth her eyes shut 'Read It aloud That's the best way 
Then you can explaIn It to me as you go' The clock's hands saId SIX, meanIng 
eIghteen They had three or four hours ahead of them He propped the book 
agaInst hIS knees and began readIng 

CHAPTER I 
IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH 

Throughout recorded time, and probably Since the end of the Neohthlc Age, there have been three 
kmds of people In the world, the High, the Middle, and the Low They have been subdiVided In 
many ways, they have borne countless dlfferent names, and their relatIve numbers, as well as their 
attltude towards one another, have varied from age to age but the essentlal structure of SOCIety has 
never altered Even after enormous upheavals and seemmgly Irrevocable changes, the same 
pattern has always reasserted Itself, Just as a gyroscope Will always return to equIlIbrIUm, however 
far It IS pushed one way or the other 

'Juha, are you awake';)' saId WInston 
'Yes, my love, I'm hsterung Go on It's marvellous' 
He contInued readIng 

The alms of these three groups are entirely lrreconcilable The ann of the High IS to remam 
where they are The aIm of the Middle IS to change places With the High The aim of the Low, 
when they have an aim-for It IS an abldmg characteIlstlc of the Low that they are too much 
crushed by drudgery to be more than Intermlttently consCIOus of anything outside their dally 
hVes-lS to abohsh all wstmctlons and create a society In wluch all men shall be equal Thus 
throughout history a struggle winch IS the same In ItS mam outlmes recurs over and over agam For 
long peIlods the HIgh seem to be securely In power, but sooner or later there always comes a 
moment when they lose either their bebef In themselves or their capacity to govern effiCiently, or 
both They are then overthrown by the Middle, who enhst the Low on theIr Side by pretenwng to 
them that they are fighting for hberty and Justice As soon as they have reached their obJective, the 
Middle thrust the Low back mto their old POSition of servitude, and themselves become the High 
Presently a new Middle group splits off' from one of the other groups, or from both of them, and 
the struggle begIns over again Of the three groups, only the Low are never even temporarlly 
~sf'm m aducmng theIr auns It would be an exaggeration to say that throughout hIstory there 
has be~n no pregress of a matenal kmd Even today) In a perIod of dechne, the average human 
'being, 1$ physlcally better off than he was a few centurIes ago But no advance m wealth, no 
softet)ing of manners, no reform or revolutlon has ever brought human equalIty a mllhmetre 
nean!r1 Prom the poxnt ofvlew ofthe Low, no hlstonc change has ever meant much more than a 
~e in the name of theIr masters 

By the late Illneteenth century the recurrence of thIs pattern had become obVIOUS to many 
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observers There then rose schools of thmkers who mterpreted hIstory as a cyclIcal process and 
clalmed to show that 10equahty was the unalterable law of human hfe Thls doctnne, of course, 
had always had ltS adherents, but 10 the manner 10 whlch It was now put forward there was a 
slgmficant change In the past the need for a hlerarchlcal form of sOClety had been the doctrme 
specIfically of the High It had been preached by kmgs and arIStocrats and by the prIests, lawyers, 
and the hke who were parasItIcal upon them, and It had generally been softened by promIses of 
compensatlOn 10 an Imagmary world beyond the grave The Mlddle, so long as It was strugglIng 
for power, had always made use of such terms as freedom, JustIce, and fratermty Now, however, 
the concept of human brotherhood began to be assaIled by people who were not yet 10 posltlons of 
command, but mereh hoped to be so before long In the past the MIddle had made revolutIons 
under the banner of equabty, and then had estabhshed a fresh tyranny as soon as the old one \\ as 
overthrown The new MIddle groups 10 effect proclaImed theIr tyranny beforehand SoclalIsm, a 
theory whIch appeared 10 the early nmeteenth century and was the last lInk 10 a cham of thought 
stretchmg back to the slave rebellIons of antIqUIty, was still deeply mfected by the Utoplamsm of 
past ages But 10 each varIant of SocIahsm that appeared from about 1900 onwards the aIm of 
establIshmg lIberty and equabty was more and more opebly abandoned The new movements 
whlch appeared 10 the mIddle years of the century, Ingsocm OceanIa, Neo-Boishevism 10 EuraSia, 
Death-WorshIp, as It IS commonly called, 10 Eastasla, had the consclOUS aIm of perpetuatmg 
unfreedom and znequahty These new movements, of course, grew out of the old ones and tended 
to keep theIr names and pay hp-servlce to theIr ldeology But the purpose of all of them was to 
arrest progress and freeze hIstory at a chosen moment The famlhar pendulum SWing was to 
happen once more, and then stop As usual, the High were to be turned out by the MIddle, who 
would then become the HIgh, but thIS tIme, by consClOUS strategy, the HIgh would be able to 
maIntain theIr pOSItion permanently 

The new doctrines arose partly because of the accumulatIon of hIstOrIcal knowledge, and the 
growth of the hlstorlcal sense, whIch had hardly eXIsted before the nineteenth century The 
cyclIcal movement of hIstory was now IntellIgible, or appeared to be so, and If It was mtelligIble, 
then It was alterable But the pnnclpal, underlYing cause was that, as early as the begInmng of the 
twentieth century, human equahty had become techmcally pOSSlble It was stIll true that men were 
not equal In theIr natlve talents and that functIons had to be speclallzed 10 ways that favoured some 
IndIVIduals agaInst others, but there was no longer any real need fOr class dlstmct]ons or for large 
differences of wealth In earher ages, class dlstInctIons had been not only ineVItable but deSIrable 
Inequahty was the prIce of civilIzatlon Wah the development of machIne production, however, 
the case was altered Even If It was stlll necessary for human be10gs to do dIfferent kInds of work, It 
was no longer necessary for them to lIve at different SOCIal or economIC levels Therefore, from the 
pomt of VIew of the new groups who were on the POInt of selzmg power, human equahty was no 
longer an Ideal to be stnven after, but a danger to be averted In more pnmItlve ages, when a Just 
and peaceful SOCIety was m fact not pOSSIble, It had been faIrly easy to beheve It The Idea of an 
earthly paradlse 10 whlch men should hve together m a state of brotherhood, WIthout laws and 
WIthout brute labour, bad haunted the human lmagmatlon for thousands of years And thIS VISIon 
had had a certam hold even on the group who actually profited by each hIstorIcal change The heIrs 
of the French, EnglIsh, and AmerIcan revolutlons had partly belteved In theIr own phrases about 
the rIghts of man, freedom of speech, equabty before the law, and the lIke, and have even allowed 
their conduct to be 10fiuenced by them to some extent But by the fourth decade of the twentIeth 
century all the maIn currents of poIltlcal thought were authontarlan The earthly paradIse had 
been discredIted at exactly the moment when It became reabzable Every new pohtlcal theory, by 
whatever name It called Itself, led back to hIerarchy and regImentatlon And 10 the general 
hardenIng of outlook that set In round about 1930, practIces which had been long abandoned, In 
some cases for hundreds of years-Imprtsooment wlthout trIal, the use of war pnsoners as slaves, 
pubbc executlOns, tortUre to extract confeSSIOns, the use of hostages, and the deportatIon of whole 
populations-not only became common agaIn, but were tolerated and even defended by people 
who conSidered themselves enhghtened and progreSSIve 

I t was only after a decade of natIonal wars, cIvd wars, revolutIons, and counter-revoluttons In all 
parts of the world that Ingsoc and Its rIvals emerged as fully worked-out pohttcal theones But 
they had been foreshadowed by the varIOUS systems, generally called totabtanan, which ba(l 
appeared earber In the century, and the mam outhnes of the world WhIch would emerge from the 
prevailIng chaos had long been obvlous What kJ-nd of people would control dus world had been 
equally ObVlOUS. The new anstaeracy was made up for the most part of bureau,.crats, SCJ,entls1;S,. 
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techmcians, trade-unIon orgamzers, pubhcity experts, soclOlogiStS, teachers, Journahsts, and 
professIonal pOlItICIanS These people, whose ongInS lay In the salarIed mIddle class and the upper 
grades of the workIng class, had been shaped and brought together by the barren world of 
monopoly Industry and centrahzed government As compared wIth theIr OppOSIte numbers m past 
ages, they were less avanCIOUS, less tempted by luxury, hungrIer for pure power, and, above all, 
more conSCIOUS of what they were domg and more mtent on crushmg OPPOSItIon ThIS last 
dIfference was cardmal By comparIson WIth that eXIstmg today, all the tyranmes of the past were 
half-hearted and IneffiCIent The rulIng groups were always mfected to some extent by lIberal 
Ideas, and were content to leave loose ends everywhere, to regard only the overt act and to be 
unInterested m what theIr subjects were thmkmg Even the CatholIc Church of the MIddle Ages 
was tolerant by modern standards Part of the reason for thIS was that m the past no government 
had the power to keep Its CItizens under constant surveIllance The mventIon of prmt, however, 
made It eaSIer to mampulate pubhc OpInlOn, and the film and the radIO carned the process further 
WIth the development of televlSlon, and the techmcal advance WhICh made It pOSSible to receIve 
and transmIt SImultaneously on the same Instrument, pnvate hfe came to an end Every cltlzen, or 
at least every CitIzen Important enough to be worth watchmg, could be kept for twenty-four hours 
a day under the eyes of the polIce and In the sound of offiCIal propaganda, WIth all other channels of 
commumcatlon closed The pOSSIbIlity of enforCIng not only complete obedIence to the wIll of the 
State, but complete uruformIty of opmlon on all subjects, now eXisted for the first time 

After the revolutionary period of the 'fiftles and 'SIXties, sOCIety regrouped Itself, as always, Into 
HIgh, MIddle, and Low But the new HIgh group, unhke all ItS forerunners, dId not act upon 
Instmct but knew what was needed to safeguard ItS pOSItion It had long been reahzed that the only 
secure baSIS for olIgarchy IS collectIVIsm Wealth and prIVIlege are most eaSIly defended when they 
are possessed Jomtly The so-called 'abolItion of prIvate property' WhICh took place m the mIddle 
years of the century meant, m effect, the concentration of property 10 far fewer hands than before 
but WIth thiS dIfference, that the new owners were a group mstead of a mass of mdividuals 
IndIVIdually, no member of the Party owns anythmg, except petty personal belongmgs 
Collectively, the Party owns everythmg m OceanIa, because It controls everythmg, and dIsposes of 
the products as It thmks fit In the years followmg the RevolutlOn It was able to step mto thIS 
commandmg POSItIon almost unopposed, because the whole process was represented as an act of 
collectIvlzatIon It had always been assumed that If the capItalIst class were expropriated, 
SOCIalIsm must follow and unquestionably the capItalIsts had been exproprIated FactOries, 
mmes, land, houses, transport-everythmg had been taken away from them and smce these thmgs 
were no longer pnvate property, It followed that they must be publIc property Ingsoc, whIch grew 
out of the earher SOCIalIst movement and Inhel'1ted itS phraseology, has m fact carrIed out the mam 
Item m the Sociahst programme, WIth the result, foreseen and IRtended beforehand, that eConOmI<i 
mequalIty has been made permanent 

But the problems of perpetuatIng a hlerarchlcal SOCIety go deeper than thls There are only four 
ways In which a rulIng group can fall from power EIther It IS conquered from Without, or It 
governs so IneffiCIently that the masses are stirred to revolt, or It allows a strong and dIscontented 
MIddle group to come mto be1Og, or It loses Its own self-confidence and wIllIngness to govern 
These causes do not operate smgly~ and as a rule all four of them are present 10 some degree A 
rulIng class whIch could guard agamst all of them would remaIn 10 power permanently UltImately 
the detenrun10g factor IS the mental attltude of the ruhng class Itself 

After the mlddle of the present century, the first danger had 10 realIty disappeared Each of the 
three powers whlch now dIVIde the world 1S 10 fact unconquerable, and could only become 
conquerable through slow demographIC changes whlch a government WIth WIde powers can eastly 
avert The second danger,. also) IS only a theoreucal one The masses never revolt of thelr own 
accord, and they never revolt merely because they are oppressed Indeed, so long as they are not 
permltted to have standards of CClmpanson, they never even become aware that they are oppressed 
The recurrent ecQnormc CrIses of past times were totally unnecessary and are not now permltted to 
happen,. but other and equally large dlslocatlons can and do happen WIthout haVIng pohtlcal 
te3\lltls~ QeQtlUle th¢r~ is no way In whIch dIscontent can become artIculate As for the problem of 
o~t!Ir"-,€);Q4Ucti~, "*hl.ch has been latent In our society SIDce the development of machIne 
1~jta<sQf,~d by the deVice of contInuous warfare (see Chapter III), whIch IS also useful In 
ktying llP~lie nwrale to the necessary pltch From the pomt of view of our present rulers, 
~ ~ WY genUIne dangers are the sphtnng-off of a new group of able, under-employed, 
~ people) and the growth of lIberalIsm and sceptICISm 10 theIr own ranks The 
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problem, that IS to say, IS educatIonal It IS a problem of contInuously mouldmg the conSCIousness 
both of the dIrectIng group and of the larger executIve group that lIes ImmedIately below It The 
consciousness of the masses needs only to be Influenced m a negatIve way 

GIVen thIS background, one could mfer, If one dId not know It already, the general structure of 
Oceamc SOCIety At the apex of the pyramId comes Big Brother BIg Brother IS mfallIble and all
powerful Every success, every achIevement, every VIctOry, every SCIentIfic dIscovery, all 
knowledge, all Wisdom, all happmess, all vIrtue, are held to Issue dIrectly from hIS leadershIp and 
InSpIratIon Nobody has ever seen BIg Brother He IS a face on the hoardmgs, a vOice on the 
telescreen We may be reasonably sure that he wIll never dIe, and there IS already consIderable 
uncertamty as to when he was born Big Brother IS the guIse m whIch the Party chooses to exhIbit 
Itself to the world HIS functIOn 18 to act as a focusmg pomt for love, fear, and reverence, emotions 
WhICh are more easIly felt towards an mdlvldual than towards an organization Below BIg Brother 
comes the Inner Party, Its numbers hmlted to SIX milhons, or somethmg less than 2 per cent of the 
populatIOn ofOceama Below the Inner Party comes the Outer Party, whIch, If the Inner Party IS 
descrIbed as the bram of the State, may be Justly hkened to the hands Below that come the dumb 
masses whom we habItually refer to as 'the proles', numbermg perhaps 85 per cent of the 
populatIon In the terms of our earber claSSIficatIon, the proles are the Low for the slave 
populatIon of the equatorial lands, who pass constantly from conqueror to conqueror, are- not a 
permanent or necessary part of the structure 

In prmclple, membershIp of these three groups IS not hereditary The chIld of Inner Party 
parents IS m theory not born mto the Inner Party AdmISSion to eIther branch of the Party IS by 
exammatlon, taken at the age of SIxteen Nor IS there any raCial diSCrImmatIOn, or any marked 
domInatIon of one provmce by another Jews, Negroes, South AmerIcans of pure Indian blood are 
to be found m the hIghest ranks of the Party, and the admInIstrators of any area are always drawn 
from the mhabitants of that area In no part of OceanIa do the mhabitants have the feelIng that they 
are a colomal populatIon ruled from a dIstant capItal Ocearua has no caPItal, and ItS tItular head IS 

a person whose whereabouts nobody knows Except that EnglIsh IS Its chIef hngua franca and 
Newspeak ItS officIal language, It IS not centralIzed m any way Its rulers are not held together by 
blood-ties but by adherence to a common doctrme It IS true that our SOCIety IS stratified, and very 
rIgIdly stratified, on what at first Sight appear to be hereditary bnes There IS far less to-and-fro 
movement between the dIfferent groups than happened under capItalism or even In the pre
IndustrIal age Between the two branches of the Party there IS a certam amount of mterchange, but 
only so much as WIll ensure that weaklIngs are excluded from the Inner Party and that ambItIOUS 
members of the Outer Party are made harmless by allowmg them to rise Proletartans, In practIce, 
are not allowed to graduate mto the Party The most gIfted among them, who mIght pOSSIbly 
become nucleI of dtscontent, ale Simply marked down by the Thought Pollee and elImmated But 
thIs state of affatrs IS not necessarIly permanent, nor IS It a matter of prInCIple The Party IS not a 
class m the old sense of the word It does not aun at transmIttIng power to ItS own chIldren, as 
such, and If there were no other way of keepIng the ablest people at the top, It would be perfectly 
prepared to recruIt an entire new generation from the ranks of the proletarIat In the CruCIal years, 
the fact that the Party WaS not a heredItary body dld a great deal to neutrahze OPPOSItIon The 
older kmd of SOCIalIst, who had been tramed to fight agaInst somethIng called 'class pIlvllege', 
assumed that what IS not heredItary cannot be permanent He dId not see that the COntInulty of an 
ohgarchy need not be phYSIcal, nor dId he pause to reflect that hereditary aIlstocraCles have always 
been shorthved, whereas adopnve organIzations such as the Catholic Church have sometunes 
lasted for hundreds of thousands of years The essence of olIgarchIcal rule IS not father-to-son 
Inhentance, but the perSIstence of a certam world-View and a certaIn way of hfe, Imposed by the 
dead upon the IIvmg A rulmg group IS a ruhng group so long as It can nommate Its successors The 
Party IS not concerned WIth perpetuatIng Its blood but WIth perpetuating Itself Who Wields power 
IS not unportant, prOVided that the hlerarcmcal structure remaInS always the same 

All the behefs, habItS, tastes, emotions, mental attItudes that characterIZe our tIme are really 
deSIgned to sustain the mystique of the Party and prevent the true nature of present-day sOClety 
from bemg perceIved, PhYSical rebelbon, or any prelnnmary move towards rebellIon, IS at present 
not pOSSIble From the proletarians notlung IS to be feared Left to themselves, they WIll contlllUe 
from generatIon to generat/.on and from century to century, workmg, breedIng, and dymg) not 
only Without any unpulse to rebel, but WIthout the power of grasping that the world could he other 
than It IS They could only become dangerous If the advance of mdustnal tecbmque made It 
necessary to educate theItt more h1ghJ;y~ but, llmce mthtary and conunerClal rIValry ar.e no longer 
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Important, the level of popular education IS actually dechnmg What opmlOns the masses hold, or 
do not hold, IS looked on as a matter of mdifference They can be granted mtellectual hberty 
because they have no mtellect In a Party member, on the other hand, not even the smallest 
deVIation of opmlon on the most unImportant subject can be tolerated 

A Party member lIves from birth to death under the eye of the Thought PolIce Even when he IS 
alone he can never be sure that he IS alone Wherever he may be, asleep or awake, workmg or 
restmg, m hIS bath or 10 bed, he can be mspected WIthout warnmg and WIthout knowmg that he IS 
bemg mspected N othmg that he does IS IndIfferent HIS trIendshIps, hIS relaxatlOns, hIS behaVIour 
towards hIS WIfe and chIldren, the expresslOn of hIS face when he IS alone, the words he mutters In 

sleep, even the characterIstIc movements of hIS body, are all Jealously scrutmized Not only any 
actual mIsdemeanour, but any eccentrIcIty, however small, any change of habIts, any nervous 
mannerIsm that could pOSSIbly be the symptom of an lOner struggle, IS certam to be detected He 
has no freedom of chOIce In any duectIon whatever On the other hand hIS actions are not regulated 
by law or by any clearly formulated code of behaVIour In Oceama there IS no law Thoughts and 
actIons WhIch, When detected, mean certam death are not formally forbIdden, and the endless 
purges, arrests, tortures, Impnsonments, and vaponzatlOns are not mflIcted as pumshment for 
CrImes which have actually been commItted, but are merely the WIPIng-out of persons who mIght 
perhaps commIt a CrIme at some tIme m the future A Party member IS reqUIred to have not only 
the nght opmlOns, but the nght mstmcts Many of the belIefs and attitudes demanded of hIm are 
never plrunly stated, and could not be stated without laymg bare the contradIctlOns mherent 10 

Ingsoc If he IS a person naturally orthodox (10 Newspeak a goodthznker), he w1l1 In all 
cucumstances know, Without takIng thought, what IS the true behef or the deSIrable emotIon But 
In any case an elaborate mental trammg, undergone In chIldhood and groupmg Itself round the 
Newspeak words crzmestop blackwhzte, and doublethznk, makes hIm unwllhng and unable to thmk 
too deeply on any subject whatever 

A Party member IS expected to have no prIvate emotIons and no respItes from enthUSIasm He IS 
supposed to bve 10 a contmuous frenzy of hatred of foreIgn enemIes and mternal trattors, tnumph 
over VIctOrIes, and self-abasement before the power and WIsdom of the Party The dIscontents 
produced by hIS bare, unsatISfYlOg hfe are delIberately turned outwards and dISSipated by such 
deVIces as the Two Mmutes Hate, and the speculatlons whIch mIght pOSSIbly mduce a sceptIcal or 
rebelhous attItude are kIlled 10 advance by hIS early acqurred lOner dISCIplIne The first and 
slmplest stage In the dISCIplIne, WhICh can be taught even to young chIldren, 18 called, In 

Newspeak, crzrnestop Crzmestop means the faculty of stOPPIng short, as though by mstmct, at the 
threshold of any dangerous thought It Includes the power of not grasplOg analOgIes, of fmhng to 
per.ceive logIcal errors, of misunderstand 109 the SImplest arguments If they are mlIIucal to Ingsoc, 
and of beIng bored or repelled by any traIn of thought WhICh IS capable of leadIng 10 a heretIcal 
dlrectlon Crtrnestop, m short, means protectIve stupIdIty But stupIdIty IS not enough On the 
contrary, orthodoxy In the full sense demands a control over one's own mental processes as 
complete as that of a contortiOnIst over hIS body OceanIc SOCIety rests ultimately on the behefthat 
BIg Brother IS omnipotent and that the Party IS tnfalhble But smce In reahty BIg Brother IS not 
omnIpotent and the Party IS not InfallIble, there IS need for an unwearymg, moment-to-moment 
flexlbIhty In the treatment of facts The key-word here 18 blackwhJte LIke so many Newspeak 
words, thIS word has two mutually contrachctory meanmgs ApplIed to an opponent, It means the 
habn of Impudently claImmg that black IS wrote, In contradIctIon of the plam facts Apphed to a 
Party member, It means a loyal Wlllingness to say that black IS whIte when Party discIpllOe 
demands thIS But It means also the abdlty to beluve that black IS whIte, and more, to know that 
black IS whIte, and to forget that one has ever beheved the contrary ThiS demands a contmuous 
alteration of the past, made pOSSIble by'the system of thought whIch really embraces all the rest, 
and wluch 18 known m Ne-wspeak as doubletmnk 

The alteratIon of the past IS necessary for two reasons, one of which IS SubSIdIary and, so to 
speak, precautIonary ... The subSIdIary reason 18 that the Party member, lIke the proletarIan, 
to-~s PreaeJl't--03Y conchnons partly because he has no standards-of comparIson He must be cut 
Qff frGtn the past,.)l;l!St as he must; be cut off from foreIgn countnes, because It IS necessary for hun 
~O'/bdieve. thathe 1$ better off than Ius ancestors and that the average level of materIal comfort IS 
... ~~ But by far the more Important reason for the readjustment of the past IS the need 
to W~Lhhe tnfalhblllty of the PartY It IS not merely that speeches, statlsttcs, and records of 
~~ lD1lSt be constantly brought 'Up to date 10 order to show that the predIctIons of the Party 
wcWt m 1\U ~ nght. It 1S also that no change m doctnne or In pohncal alIgnment can ever be 
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admItted For to change one's mmd, or even one's polIcy, IS a confeSSIon of weakness If, for 
example, EurasIa or Eastasia (whIchever It may be) IS the enemy today, then that country must 
always have been the enemy And If the facts say otherWIse then the facts must be altered Thus 
hIstory IS contmuously rewrItten ThIS day-to-day falSIficatIon of the past, carrIed out by the 
Mmistry of Truth, IS as necessary to the stabIllty of the rl:glme as the work of repreSSIon and 
espIonage carned out by the MmIstry of Love 

The mutabIlIty of the past IS the (.entral tenet of Ingsoc Past events, It IS argued have no 
ObjectIve eXIstence, but surVIve only In WrItten records and m human memones The past IS 
whatever the records and the memorIes agree upon And smce the Party IS m full control of all 
records and m equally full control of the mmds of Its members, It follows that the past IS whatever 
the Party chooses to make It It also follows that though the past IS alterable, It never has been 
altered many specl'fic mstance For when It has been re-created In whatever shape IS needed at the 
moment, then thIS new verSIOn IS the past, and no dIfferent past can ever have eXisted ThIS holds 
good even when, as often happens, the same event has to be altered out of recognItIOn several tImes 
m the course of a year At all tImes the Party IS In posseSSIon of absolute truth, and clearly the 
absolute can never have been dIfferent from what It IS now It wlll be seen that the control of the 
past depends above all on the trammg of memory To make sure that all wrItten records agree With 
the orthodoxy of the moment IS merely a mechanIcal act But It IS also necessary to remember that 
events happened m the deSIred manner And If It IS necessary to rearrange one's memorIes or to 
tamper WIth wrItten records, then It IS necessary to forget that one had done so The trIck of domg 
thIS can be learned hke any other mental technIque It 'IS learned by the majorIty of Party members, 
and certamly by all who are mtellIgent as well as orthodox In Oldspeak It IS called, qUIte frankly, 
'realIty control' In Newspeak It IS called doublethznk, though doublethznk comprIses much else as 
well 

Doublethmk means the power ofholdmg two contradIctory belIefs m one's mmd SImultaneously, 
and acceptmg both of them The Party mtellectual knows In whIch dIrectIon hIS memOrIes must be 
altered, he therefore knows that he IS playmg trIcks WIth realIty, but by the exerCIse of doublethznk 
he also satIsfies hImself that reality IS not VIolated The process has to be conSCIOUS, or It would not 
be carrIed out WIth suffiCIent preCISIon, but It also has to be unconscIOUS, or It would brIng WIth It a 
feelIng of falSIty and hence of guIlt Doublethznk hes at the very heart of Ingsoc, SInce the essentIal 
act of the Party IS to use conSCIOUS deceptIon whIle retaImng the firmness of purpose that goes WIth 
complete honesty To tell delIberate hes whtle genumely belIevmg m them, to forget any fact that 
has become InconvenIent, and then, when It becomes necessary agam, to draw It back from 
obhvIOn for Just so long as ltls needed, to deny the eXistence of objectIve realIty and all the whIle to 
take account of the realIty WhIch one demes-all thIS IS mdispensably necessary Even 10 us10g the 
word doublethznk It IS necessary to exerCIse doublethznk For by usmg the word one admIts that one 
IS tamper10g WIth reabty, by a fresh act of doublethznk one erases thIS knowledge and so on 
mdefimtely, With the be always one leap ahead of the truth UltImately It IS by means of doublethznk 
that the Party has been able-and may, for all we know, connoue to be able for thousands of 
years-to arrest the course of hIstory 

All past olIgarchIes have fallen from power eIther because they osstfied or because they grew 
soft Either they became stupId and arrogant, faIled to adjust themselves to changmg 
CIrcumstances, and were overthrown, or they became hberal and cowardly, made conceSSIons 
when they should have used force, and once agaIn were overthrown They fell, that IS to say, eIther 
through consCIousness or through unconSCIousness It IS the achIevement of the Party to have 
produced a system of thought 1D whIch both condltlons can elOst SImultaneously .And upon no 
other Intellectual baSIS could the donumon of the Party be made permanent If one IS to rule, and 
to contlnue rulIng, one must be able to dlslocate the sense of realIty For the secret of rulerslup IS to 
combme a behefm one's own lDfalhbilIty With the power to learn from past mIstakes 

It need hardly be SQld that the subtlest practltioners of doublethink are those who Invented 
doublethznk and know that It IS a vast -system of mental cheatIng In our SOCIety, those who have the 
best knowledge of what IS happenmg are also those who are furthest from seemg the world as It IS 

In general) the greater the- unqerstiandmg, the greater the delUSIon the mote intelI1gen4 the lesa 
sane One clear lllustraQan of tlllS 18 the fact that war hyst~na ,Increases In intellSlty as one rISes In 
the SOClal soak ThOse whose attitude; towards the war 1S most n~dy ratlOI'lal are the subJ:ect 
peoples of the dlsputed'tetrhofle8 To these people the war IS slDlplya cont!nuous calanuty wWch 
sweeps. to ud fro over'1heu:-btildxes hkea:'tldai wav.e Wluch S1!de IS wmning IS a Inattdr of comp~e' 
mdt1f~ t~ tbem $h~ ~ ,awat'e.~ 4.change pi 9ver!Qrdshtfl means sunply tha.t tl;ley Wlfl,b~ 
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domg the same work as before for new masters who treat them m the same manner as the old ones 
The shghtly more favoured workers whom we call 'the proles' are only mtermittently conscIous of 
the war When It IS necessary they can be prodded mto frenzIes of fear and hatred, but when left to 
themselves they are capable of forgettmg for long perIods that the war IS happemng It IS m the 
ranks ot the Party, and above all of the Inner Party, that the true war enthUSiasm IS found World
conquest IS belIeved In most firmly by those who know It to be ImpossIble ThiS pecuhar hnkmg
together of opposites-knowledge wIth Ignorance, cymcism WIth fanatIcIsm-IS one of the chIef 
dIstmguiShIng marks of Oceamc socIety The offictaiideology abounds wIth contradIctIons even 
when there IS no practIcal reason for them Thus, the Party rejects and vlhfies every prinCIple for 
whIch the SocIalIst movement orlgmally stood, and It chooses to do thIS In the name of SocIalism 
It preaches a contempt for the workIng class unexampled for centunes past, and 11 dresses ItS 
members m a umform whIch was at one tIme peculIar to manual workers and was adopted for that 
reason It systematically undermines the solIdanty ofthe famlly, and It calls Its leader by a name 
whIch IS a dIrect appeal to the sentIment offamlly loyalty Even the names of the four MInIstnes by 
whIch we are governed exhIbit a sort of Impudence In their delIberate reversal of the facts The 
MInistry of Peace concerns Itself WIth war, the Mlmstry of Truth With lIes, the MInistry of Love 
With torture, and the MInIstry of Plenty WIth starvatIon These contradictIons are not accIdental, 
nor do they result from ordinary hypocrISY they are dehberate exerCIses In doublethznk For It IS 
only by reconclilng contradIctIons that power can be retamed indefinitely In no other way could 
the anCIent cycle be broken If human equabty IS to be for ever averted-If the HIgh, as we have 
called them, are to keep theIr places permanently-then the prevailIng mental condItIon must be 
controlled Insamty 

But there 18 one questIon which untIl thIS moment we have almost Ignored It IS why should 
human equalIty be averted';) Supposmg that the mechamcs of the process have been nghtly 
descrIbed, what IS the motIve for thIS huge, accurately planned effort to freeze hIstory at a 
partIcular moment of tIme';) 

Here we reach the central secret As we have seen, the mystIque of the Party, and above all of the 
Inner Party, depends upon doublethznk But deeper than thIS hes the ongInal motIve, the never
quesnoned instInct that first led to the seIzure of power and brought doublethznk, the Thought 
Pollee, contmuous warfare, and all the other necessary paraphernaha mto eXistence afterwards 
ThIS monve really conSIsts 

' .. 
Winston became aware of Silence, as one becomes aware of a new sound. It 
seemed to hIm that J uha had been very still for some time past She was lYing 
on her Side, naked from the waist upwards, With her cheek pillowed on her 
hand and one dark lock tumblIng across her eyes Her breast rose and fell 
slowly and regularly 

'Juha' 
No answer 
'JulIa, are you awake";>' 
No answer She was asleep He shut the book, put It carefully on the fioor, 

lay down, and pulled the coverlet over both of them 
He had stlll, he reflected, not learned the ultunate secret He understood 

how) he dId not understand why Chapter I, lIke Chapter III, had not actually 
told hun anytlung that he did not know, It had merely systematized the 
kn-owledge that he possessed already But after readIng It he knew better than 
before1b:at he was not mad Being In a ffilnoIlty, even a mInority of one, did not 
mtire you mad. There was truth and there was untruth, and If you clung to the 
fi:~tli even against the whole world, you were not mad A yellow beam from the 
smlting sun slanted m through the WIndow and fell across the pIllow He shut 
his leyes~ The sun on lus face and the glrl's smooth body touching hIS own gave 
lil'nl t,ttong, sleepy, confident feehng He was safe, everything was all Ilght 
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He fell asleep murmurIng 'SanIty IS not statIstIcal,' wIth the feelIng that tlus 
remark contaIned In It a profound wIsdom 

When he woke It was WIth the sensatIOn ot haVIng slept for a long tIme, but a 
glance at the old-fashIOned clock told hIm that It was only twenty-thIrty He 
lay dozIng for a lIttle whIle, then the usual deep-lunged SIngIng struck up from 
the yard below 

'It was only an 'opeless fancy, 
It passed hke an Ipnl dye, 
But a look an' a word an' the dreams they stIrred 
They 'ave stolen my 'eart awyel' 

The dnvellIng song seemed to have kept ItS popularIty You stIll heard It all 
over the place It had outlIved the Hate Song JulIa woke at the sound, 
stretched herself luxurIously, and got out of bed 

'I'm hungry,' she saId 'Let's make some more coffee Damn' The stove's 
gone out and the water's cold' She pIcked the stove up and shook It 'There's 
no 011 In It' 

'We can get some from old Charnngton, I expect' 
'The funny thIng IS I made sure It was full I'm gOIng to put my clothes on,' 

she added 'It seems to have got colder' 
WInston also got up and dressed hImself The mdefatigable VOIce sang on 

'They sye that tIme 'eals all thIngs, 
They sye you can always forget, 
But the smlles an' the tears acrorss the years 
They tWIst my 'eart-strIngs yetI' 

As he fastened the belt of hiS overalls he strolled across to the WIndow The 
sun must have gone down behInd the houses, it was not shInIng Into the yard 
any longer The flagstones were wet as though they had Just been washed, and 
he had the feelIng that the sky had been washed too, so fresh and pale was the 
blue between the chImney ... pots TIrelessly the woman marched to and fro, 
corkIng and uncorkIng herself, smgIng and falhng SIlent, and peggIng out more 
dIapers, and more and yet more He wondered whether she took In washIng for 
a hVlng, or was merely the slave of twenty or thIrty grand-chIldren JulIa had 
come across to hIs SIde, together they gazed down WIth a sort of faSCInatIon at 
the sturdy figure below As he looked at the woman In her charactenstlc 
attItude, her thIck arms reachmg up for the lIne, her powerful mare-lIke 
buttocks protruded, It struck hIm for the first tIme that she was beautIful It 
had never before occurred to hun that the body of a woman of fifty, blown up 
to monstrous dunensIOns by chtldbeanng, then hardened, roughened by work 
nUlt was coarse In the gram hke an over-ripe turnIp, could be beautIful But It 
was so, and after all, he thought, why not? The solId, contourless body, hke a 
block of granite, and the raspmg red skIn, bore the same relatlon to the body of 
a gIrl as the rose-hlp to the rose Why should the fruIt be held InferIor to the 
flower? ' 
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'She's beautiful,' he murmured 
'She's a metre across the hlPs, easlly,' sald Juha 
'That lS her style of beauty,' sald Wlnston 
He held JulIa's supple waIst easlly enclrcled by hls arm From the hlP to the 

knee her flank was agalnst hlS Out of thelr bodIes no chIld would ever come 
That was the one thIng they could never do Only by word of mouth, from 
mlnd to mmd, could they pass on the secret The woman down there had no 
mlnd, she had only strong arms, a warm heart, and a fertlle belly He wondered 
how many chIldren she had gIven blrth to It mlght easIly be fifteen She had 
had her momentary flowerIng, a year, perhaps, of wIld-rose beauty, and then 
she had suddenly swollen hke a fertlhzed frUIt and grown hard and red and 
coarse, and then her hfe had been launderIng, scrubblng, darnIng, cookIng, 
sweepIng, pohshlng, mendlng, scrubbIng, laundenng, first for chlldren, then 
for grand-chIldren, over thIrty unbroken years At the end of It she was stIll 
SInging The mystlcal reverence that he felt for her was somehow mIxed up 
WIth the aspect of the pale, cloudless sky, stretchIng away behInd the chirnney
pots mto IntermInable dIstance It was cunous to thInk that the sky was the 
same for everybody, In Eurasla or Eastasia tis well as here And the people 
under the sky were also very much the same-everywhere, all over the world, 
hundreds of thousands of mllhons of people Just hke thIS, people Ignorant of 
one another's eXistence, held apart by walls of hatred and hes, and yet almost 
exactly the same-people who had never learned to thInk but who were stonng 
up In theIr hearts and bellIes and muscles the power that would one day 
overturn the world If there was hope, It lay In the proles r WIthout haVIng read 
to the end of the book, he knew that that must be GoldsteIn's final message The 
future belonged to the proles And could he be sure that when theIr tIme came 
the world they constructed would not be Just as ahen to hlID, WInston SmIth, 
as the world of the Party';l Yes, because at the least It would be a world of sanIty 
Where there IS equahty there can be sanIty Sooner of later It would happen, 
strength would change Into conSClOusness The proles were unmortal, you 
could not doubt It when you looked at that valIant figure In the yard In the end 
thelr awakenlng would come And untll that happened, though It mIght be a 
thousand years, they would stay alIve agaInst all the odds, lIke bIrds, passlng 
on from body to body the vItalIty whIch the Party dld not share and could not 
kIll 

'Do you remember,' he saId, 'the thrush that sang to us, that first day, at the 
edge of the wood?' 

'He wasn't SInging to US,' saId JulIa ~He was SIngIng to please hImself Not 
even that. He was Just smglng ~ 

The bIrds sang, the proles sang, the Party dId not SIng All round the world, 
In London and New York, In Afnca and Brazll, and In the mysterIous, 
forbidden 11l11d.s beyond the frontIers, In the streets of Pans and BerlIn, In the 
'Vil1ag~s .:of the endless RUSSIan plain, In the bazaars of ChIna and 
Japan-everwhere stood the same solId unconquerable figure, made monstrous 
by work and olnld bearIng, tOlhng from bIrth to death and stIll SIngIng Out of 
th(1Se mighty lOIns a race of consclOUS beIngs must one day come You were the 



N'tneteen Ezghty-Four 

dead, thens was the future But you could share In that future If you kept ahve 
the mInd as they kept ahve the body, and passed on the secret doctrIne that two 
plus two make four 

'We are the dead,' he saId 
'We are the dead,' echoed Juha dutIfully 
'You are the dead,' saId an non VOIce behInd them 
They sprang apart WInston's entraIls seemed to have turned Into Ice He 

could see the whIte all round the IrISeS of Julla's eyes Her face had turned a 
mIlky yellow The smear of rouge that was stll1 on each cheekbone stood out 
sharply, almost as though unconnected WIth the skIn beneath 

'You are the dead,' repeated the Iron VOIce 
'It was behInd the pIcture,' breathed Juha 
'I t was behInd the pIcture,' saId the VOIce 'RemaIn exactly where you are 

Make no movement untIl you are ordered' 
It was startIng, It was startlng at last' They could do nothmg except stand 

gaZIng Into one another's eyes To run for hfe, to get out of the house before It 
was too late-no such thought occurred to them UnthInkable to dIsobey the 
Iron VOIce from the wall There was a snap as though a catch had been turned 
back, and a crash of breakIng glass The pIcture had fallen to the floor, 
unCOverIng the telescreen behInd It 

'Now they can see us,' saId Julla 
'N ow we can see you,' SRId the VOIce 'Stand out In the mIddle of the room 

Stand back to back Clasp your hands behmd your heads Do not touch one 
another' 

They were not touchIng, but It seemed to hlffi that he could feel J uha' s body 
shaking Or perhaps It was merely the shakmg of hIs own He could Just stop 
hIS teeth from chatterIng, but hIS knees were beyond hIS control There was a 
sound of tramphng boots below, InSIde the house and outSIde The yard 
seemed to be full of men SomethIng was beIng dragged across the stones The 
woman's sIngmg had stopped abruptly There was a long, rollIng, clang, as 
though the washtub had been flung across the yard, and then a confusIOn of 
angry shouts whIch ended In a yell of paIn 

'The house IS surrounded,' saId WInston 
'The house IS surrounded,' SaId the VOIce 
He heard JulIa snap her teeth together 'I suppose we may as well say good

bye,' she saId 
'Y ou may as well say good-bye,' saId the VOIce And then another qUite 

different VOIce, a thIn, cultIvated VOIce whIch WInston had the ImpreSSIOn of 
haVIng heard before, struck In 'And by the way, whIle we are on the subject, 
"Here comes a candle to lIght you to bed, here comes a chopper to chop off 
your head" I' 

Something crashed on to the bed behInd WInston's back The head of a 
ladder had been thrust through the WIndow and had burst In the frames Some 
one was chmbmg through the Window There was a stampede of boots up the 
staIrS The room was full of sohd men In black unIforms, With Iron-shod boots 
on theIr feet ~d truncheons In theu hands 
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Wmston was not trembhng any longer Even hIS eyes he barely moved One 
thIng alone mattered to keep stIll, to keep stIll and not gIve them an excuse to 
hIt youl A man wIth a smooth prIze-fighter's Jowl In whIch the mouth was only 
a slIt paused OpposIte hIm balancIng hIS truncheon medItatIvely between 
thumb and forefinger WInston met hIS eyes The feehng of nakedness, WIth 
one's hands behInd one's head and one's face and body all exposed, was almost 
unbearable The man protruded the tIP of a whIte tongue, hcked the place 
where hIS hps should have been, and then passed on There was another crash 
Someone had pIcked up the glass paperweIght from the table and smashed It to 
pIeces on the hearth-stone 

The fragment of coral, a tIny crInkle of PInk lIke a sugar rosebud from a cake, 
rolled across the mat How small, thought WInston, how small It always was l 
There was a gasp and a thump berund hun, and he receIved a vIOlent kIck on 
the ankle whIch nearly flung hIm off hIS balance One of the men had smashed 
hIS fist Into JulIa's solar plexus, doublIng her up lIke a pocket ruler She was 
thrashIng about on the floor, fightIng for breath WInston dared not turn rus 
head even by a mIllimetre, but sometlIDes her lIVId, gaspIng face came WIthIn 
the angle of hIS VISIon Even In hIS terror It was as though he could feel the patn 
In hIS own body, the deadly paIn wmch nevertheless was less urgent than the 
struggle to get back her breath He knew what It was lIke the terrIble, 
agomzmg paIn whIch was there all the whIle but could not be suffered yet, 
because before all else It was necessary to be able to breathe Then two of the 
men hOIsted her up by knees and shoulders, and carrIed her out of the room 
lIke a sack Wmston had a glImpse of her face, upSIde down, yellow and 
contorted, WIth the eyes shut, and sull WIth a smear of rouge on either cheek, 
and that was the last he saw of her 

He stood dead stIll. No one had hIt hlID yet Thoughts WhlCh came of theIr 
own accord but seemed totally umnterestlng began to fl1t through hIS mInd He 
wondered whether they had got Mr Charrlngton He wondered what they had 
done to the woman In the yard He notIced that he badly wanted to urmate) and 
felt a faInt surprIse, because he had done so only two or three hours ago He 
notIced that the clock on the mantelpIece saId nIne, meamng twenty-one But 
the hght seemed too strong Would not the lIght be fading at twenty-one hours 
on an August evemng'> He wondered whether after all he and JulIa had 
lDlstaken the tIme-had slept the clock round and thought It was twenty-thIrty 
when really It was nought eight-thIrty on the follOWIng mormng But he dId 
not pursue the thought further. It was not InterestIng 

There was another, lighter step In the passage Mr CharrIngton came Into 
the room The demeanour of the black-unIformed men suddenly became more 
subdued Sometlung had also changed In Mr CharrIngton's appearance HIS 
eye fell on the fragments of the glass paperweIght 
, cpick up t1aose pieces,' he said sharply 

:;.,.At man $Woped to obey. The Cockney accent had disappeared: Wmston 
saddenly t'eailZed whose VOIce It was that he had heard a few moments ago on 
tile t<tlesc.reen Mr CharrIngton was stIll wearing hiS old velvet Jacket, but hiS 
bair') whtGh had been almost whIte, had turned black Also he was not weanng 
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hIS spectacles He gave WInston a smgle sharp glance, as though venfYIng hIS 
IdentIty, and then paId no more attentlOn to hIm He was stIll recogmzable, but 
he was not the same person any longer HIS body had straIghtened, and seemed 
to have grown bIgger HIS face had undergone only tmy changes that had 
nevertheless worked a complete transformatlOn The black eyebrows were less 
bushy, the wnnkles were gone, the whole hnes of the face seemed to have 
altered, even the nose seemed shorter I t was the alert, cold face of a man of 
about five-and-thirty It occurred to Wmston that for the first tIme In hIS lITe 
he was lookIng, WIth knowledge, at a member of the Thought Pohce 



PART III 

I 

He dId not know where he was Presumably he was In the MInIstry of Love, 
but there was no way of makIng certaIn 

He was In a hIgh-ceIlInged wIndowless cell wIth walls of glItterIng whIte 
porcelaIn Concealed lamps flooded It WIth cold lIght, and there was a low, 
steady hummIng sound WhICh he supposed had somethIng to do wIth the aIr 
supply A bench, or shelf, Just WIde enough to SIt on ran round the wall, broken 
only by the door and, at the end OppOSIte the door, a lavatory pan wIth no 
wooden seat There were four telescreens, one In each wall 

There was a dull achmg In hiS belly I t had been there ever since they had 
bundled hun Into the closed van and dnven hIm away But he was also hungry, 
with a gnawing, unwholesome kind of hunger It might be twenty-four hours 
since he had eaten, It mIght be trurty-SIX He stIll dId not know, probably never 
would know, whether It had been mornIng or evenIng when they arrested hIm 
SInce he was arrested he had not been fed 

He sat as stIll as he could on the narrow bench, WIth hiS hands crossed on hiS 
knees He had already learned to SIt 8tlll If you made unexpected movements 
they yelled at you from the telescreen But the craving for food was grOWIng 
upon rum What he longed for above all was a pIece of bread He had an Idea 
that there were a few breadcrumbs In the pocket of hIS overalls It was even 
pOSSible-he thought thiS because from time to tune somethIng seemed to tIckle 
lus leg-that there mIght be a SIzeable bIt of crust there In the end the 
temptatIon to find out overcame hIS- fear, he shpped a hand Into hiS pocket 

'Smlthl ' yelled a YOlce from the telescreen. '6079 Smlth W , Hands out of 
pockets In th~ cells_1' 

He ~at sull agaln, lus hands crossed on hIS knee Before beIng brought here 
he had been taken to another place whIch must have been an ordInary prIson or 
a temporary lock-up used by the patrols~ He dId not know how long he had 
been therei SQm.e hours at any rate; WIth no clocks and no daylIght It was hard 
to puge the time It was a nOISY, evIl-smellIng place They had put hIm Into a 
oeU SUUllat to the one he was now In, but filthily dIrty and at all tImes crowded 
_. teli.t OX fifteen. people The ma10rIty of them were common CrImInals, but 
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there were a few polItIcal prIsoners among them He had sat sIlent agaInst the 
wall, Jostled by dIrty bodIes, too preoccupIed by fear and the pam 10 hIS belly 
to take much Interest 10 hIS surroundIngs, but stIll notlcmg the astomshmg 
dIfference m demeanour between the Party prIsoners and the others The 
Party prIsoners were always SIlent and terrIfied, but the ordmary CrImInals 
seemed to care nothIng for anybody They yelled Insults at the guards, fought 
back fiercely when theIr belongIngs were Impounded, wrote obscene words on 
the floor, ate smuggled food whIch they produced from mysterIous hldmg
places In theIr clothes, and even shouted down the telescreen when It trIed to 
restore order On the other hand some of them seemed to be on good terms 
With the guards, called them by nIcknames, and tned to wheedle CIgarettes 
through the spyhole m the door The guards, too, treated the common 
CrImInals WIth a certaIn forbearance, even when they had to handle them 
roughly There was much talk about forced-labour camps to WhICh most of the 
prIsoners expected to be sent It was 'all rIght' m the camps, he gathered, so 
long as you had good contacts and knew the ropes There was brIbery, 
faVOUrItIsm, and racketeerIng of every kmd, there was homosexualIty and 
prostItutIOn, there was even IllICIt alcohol dIstIlled from potatoes The 
pOSItIOns of trust were gIven only to the common cnmmals, espeCIally the 
gangsters and the murderers, who formed a sort of arIstocracy All the dIrty 
Jobs were done by the pOhticals 

There was a constant come-and-go of pnsoners of every deSCrIptIon drug
peddlers, thIeves, bandIts, black-marketeers, drunks, prostItutes Some of the 
drunks were so VIolent that the other prIsoners had to combIne to suppress 
them An enormous wreck of a woman, aged about SIxty, WIth great tumbhng 
breasts and thIck coIls of whIte haIr WhICh had come down In her struggles, was 
carrIed In, kIcking and shoutIng, by four guards, who had hold of her one at 
each corner They wrenched off the boots WIth WhICh she had been trYIng to 
kick them, and dumped her down across Wmston's lap, almost breaking hIS 
thIgh-bones The woman hOIsted herself uprIght and followed them out WIth a 
yell of 'F- bastards" Then, notICing that she was sIttlng on some thmg 
uneven, she slld offWmston's knees on to the bench 

'Beg pardon, deane,' she Sald 'I wouldn't 'a sat on you, only the buggers put 
me there They dono 'ow to treat a lady, do they?' She paused, patted her 
breast, and belched 'Pardon,' she saId, 'I run't meself, qUIte' 

She leant forward and vomIted copIously on the floor 
'Thass better,' she saId, leanIng back WIth closed eyes 'Never keep It down, 

thass what I say Get It up whtle It's fresh on your stomach, bke ' 
She reVIved, turned to have another look at WInston, and seemed 

unmedlately to take a fancy to hun She put a vast arm round hIS shoulder and 
drew him towards her, breatlung beer and VomIt mto hIS face. 

'Wass your name,. deane?' she saId 
'SmIth,' Sald WInSton. 
'SmIth? srud the woman 'Thass funny My name's SmIth too Why,' she 

added sentnnentally, 'I ,might be your motherP 

Shemigbt, thought Wmston, be lus mother ~Shewas about the rIght age.and 
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phYSIque, and It was probable that people changed somewhat after twenty 
years m a forced-labour camp 

No one else had spoken to hIm To a SUrprISIng extent the ordInary crImInals 
Ignored the Party prIsoners 'The polzts,,' they called them, wIth a sort of 
umnterested contempt The Party prIsoners seemed terrrfied of speakIng to 
anybody, and above all of speakIng to one another Only once, when two Party 
members, both women, were pressed close together on the bench, he 
overheard amId the dIn of VOIces a few hurrIedly whIspered words, and In 
partIcular a reference to somethIng called 'room one-oh-one' , whIch he dId not 
understand 

It mIght be two or three hours ago that they had brought hlm here The dull 
paIn In hIS belly never went away, but sometImes It grew better and sometImes 
worse, and hIS thoughts expanded or contracted accordIngly When It grew 
worse he thought only of the paIn Itself, and of hIS deSIre for food When It 
grew better, pamc took hold of hIm There were moments when he foresaw the 
tlungs that would happen to hIm WIth such actuahty that hIS heart galloped and 
hIS breath stopped He felt the smash of truncheons on hIS elbows and Iron
shod boots on hIS shIns, he saw hImself grovellIng on the fioor, screamIng for 
mercy through broken teeth He hardly thought of Juha He could not fix hIS 
mInd on her He loved her and would not betray her, but that was only a fact, 
known as he knew the rules of arIthmetIc He felt no love for her, and he hardly 
even wondered what was happenIng to her He thought oftener of O'BrIen, 
With a fhckerIng hope O'BrIen must know that he had been arrested The 
Brotherhood, he had saId, never trIed to save Its members But there was the 
razor blade, they would send the razor blade If they could There would be 
perhaps five seconds before the guard could rush Into the cell The blade 
would bIte Into hIm WIth a sort of burnIng coldness, and even the fingers that 
held It would be cut to the bone Everthing came back to hIS SIck body, WhICh 
shrank trembhng from the smallest paIn He was not certaIn that he would use 
the razor blade even If he got the chance I t was more natural to eXIst from 
moment to moment, acceptIng another ten mInutes' hfe even WIth the 
certamty that there was torture at the end of It 

Sometunes he trIed to calculate the number of porcelaIn brIcks m the walls 
of the cell It should have been easy, but he always 10'St count at some pOInt or 
another More often he wondered where he was, and what tune of day It was 
At one moment he felt certain that It was broad daylight outSIde, and at the 
next equally certaIn that It was pItch darkness In thIS place, he knew 
Instmctively, the lIghts would never be turned out. It was the place WIth no 
darkness he saw now why O'Brien had seemed to recognIze the allUSIOn In 
the MUlIStry of Love there were no WIndows HIS cell mIght be at the heart of 
the bluldtng or agaInst Its outer wall, It mIght be ten floors below ground, or 
thuty above 1t He moved hImself mentally from place to place" and trIed to 
.determiae by the feehng of hIS body whether he was perched high In the aIr or 
buried deep underground 

. Thete was a sound of marchIng boots outSIde The steel door opened With a 
¢lang~ 4 y;oung officer) a tIlm black ... uruformed figure who seemed to ghtter all 
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over wIth polIshed leather, and whose pale, straIght-featured face was lIke a 
wax mask, stepped smartly through the doorway He motIOned to the guards 
outsIde to bnng m the pnsoner they were leadmgl The poet Ampleforth 
shambled Into the cell The door clanged shut agaIn Ampleforth made one 
or two uncertmn movements from SIde to SIde, as though haVIng some Idea that 
there was another door to go out of, and then began to wander up and down the 
cell He had not yet notIced WInston's presence HIS troubled eyes were gaZIng 
at the wall about a metre above the level of WInston's head He was shoeless, 
large, dIrty toes were Stlckmg out of the holes In hIs socks He was also several 
days away from a shave A scrubby beard covered hIs face to the cheekbones, 
gIVIng hIm an aIr of ruffianIsm that went oddly WIth hIS large weak frame and 
nervous movements 

WInston roused hlffiself a lIttle from hIs lethargy He must speak to 
Ampleforth, and nsk the yell from the telescreen It was even conceIvable that 
Ampleforth was the bearer of the razor blade 

'Ampleforth,' he smd 
There was no yell from the telescreen Ampleforth paused, mIldly startled 

HIS eyes focused themselves slowly on WInston 
'Ah, SmIth" he saId 'You tool' 
'What are you In for';>' 
'To tell you the truth-' He sat down awkwardly on the bench opposIte 

WInston 'There 18 only one offence, 18 there not';>' he saId 
'And you have COmmItted It;)' 
'Apparently 1 have' 
He put a hand to rus forehead and pressed hiS temples for a moment, as 

though trymg to remember something 
'These thIngs happen,' he began vaguely 'I have been able to recall one 

Instance-a possIble Instance 1 t was an IndlscretlOn, undoubtedly We were 
prodUCIng a definItive edltlOn of the poems of KIplIng 1 allowed the word 
"God" to remaIn at the end of a line I could not help It I' he added almost 
IndIgnantly rmsIng hIS face to look at WInston 'It was ImpOSSIble to change the 
hne The rhyme was "rod". Do you realIze that there are only twelve rhymes 
to "rod" In the enUre language";) For days 1 had racked my braIns There 'Was 

no other rhyme' 
The expreSSIOn on rus face changed The annoyance passed out of It and for 

a moment he looked almost pleased A sort of Intellectual warmth, the JOy of 
the pedant who had found out some useless fact, shone through the dIrt and 
scrubby hatr 

'Has It ever occurred to you,' he saId, 'that the whole hIstory of EnglIsh 
poetry has been determtned by the fact that the Enghsh language lacks 
rhymes?' 

No" that partIcular thought had never occurred to Wmston Nor, tn the 
CIrcumstances, did It strike hun as very lnlportant or tnterestlng 

cDo you know what ti1ne of day It IS';>' he SaId 
Ampleforth looked startled agaIn. 'I had hardly thought about It They 

arrested me-It could be two days ago-perhaps three' HIS eyes fluted round 
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the walls, as though he half expected to find a wIndow somewhere 'There IS no 
dIfference between mght and day In thIS place I do not see how one can 
calculate the tIme ' 

They talked desultOrIly for some mmutes, then, wIthout apparent reason, a 
yell from the telescreen bade them be SIlent WInston sat qUIetly, hIS hands 
crossed Ampleforth, too large to SIt In comfort on the narrow bench, fidgeted 
from SIde to SIde, claspIng hIS lank hands first round one knee, then round the 
other The telescreen barked at hIm to keep stIll Tune passed Twenty 
mInutes, an hour-It was dIfficult to Judge Once more there was a sound of 
boots outSIde WInston's entraIls contracted Soon, very soon, perhaps In five 
mInutes, perhaps now, the tramp of boots would mean that hIS own turn had 
come 

The door opened The cold-faced young officer stepped Into the cell WIth a 
bnef movement of the hand he IndIcated Ampleforth 

'Room 101,' he saId 
Ampleforth marched clumsIly out between the guards, hIS face vaguely 

perturbed, but uncomprehendIng 
What seemed lIke a long tIme passed The paIn In WInston's belly had 

revIved HIS mInd sagged round and round on the same track, lIke a ball fallIng 
agaIn and agaIn Into the same senes of slots He had only SIX thoughts The 
paIn In hIS belly, a pIece of bread, the blood and the screamIng, O'BrIen, JulIa, 
the razor blade There was another spasm In hIS entraIls, the heavy boots were 
approachIng As the door opened, the wave of aIr that It created brought In a 
powerful smell of cold sweat Parsons walked Into the cell He was wearIng 
khalo shorts and a sports-shIrt 

ThIS tune WInston was startled Into self-forgetfulness 
C You herel' he saId 
Parsons gave WInston a glance In WhIch there was neIther Interest nor 

surpnse, but only mIsery He began walkIng Jerkily up and down, eVIdently 
unable to keep stIll Each tune he straIghtened hIS pudgy knees It was apparent 
that they were trembhng HIS eyes had a WIde-open, starIng look, as though he 
could not prevent hImself from gaZIng at somethIng In the mIddle dIstance 

'What are you In for">' sald WInston. 
'Thoughtcrimel' saId Parsons, almost blubbenng The tone of hIS VOIce 

unphed at once a complete admlsslon of hIS guIlt and a sort of Incredulous 
horror that such a word could be apphed to hImself He paused OppOSIte 
Wmston and began eagerly appealIng to hun 'You don't thmk they'll shoot 
me, do you, old chap' They don't shoot you If you haven't actually done 
anythIng-only thoughts, wmch you can't help"> I know they give you a faIr 
hearIng Oh, I trust them for that' They'll know my record, won't they"> You 
know what kInd of a chap I was Not a bad chap In my way Not braIny, of 
oourse, but keen I wed to do my best for the Party, dIdn't P I'll get off WIth 
five years, don't you thInk? Or even ten years? A chap lIke me could make 
htmself pretty useful In a labour-camp. They wouldn't shoot me for gOIng off 
thet ralls JUst once?' 
~,f Are you gwlty'~' Satd WInston 
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'9f course I'm guIlty!' crIed Parsons wIth a serVIle glance at the telescreen 
'You don't thInk the Party would arrest an mnocent man, do you';)' HIs frog
lIke face grew calmer, and even took on a shghtly sanctImOnIOUS expreSSIon 
'ThoughtcrIme IS a dreadful thIng, old man,' he saId sententIOusly 'It's 
InSIdIOUS It can get hold of you WIthout your even knowIng It Do you know 
how It got hold of me? In my sleep! Yes, that's a fact There I was, workIng 
away, trYIng to do my bIt-never knew I had any bad stuff In my mInd at all 
And then I started talkIng In my sleep Do you know what they heard me 
saYIng";)' 

He sank hIS VOIce, lIke someone who IS obhged for medIcal reasons to utter 
an obscenIty 

, "Down WIth BIg Brother'" Yes, I SaId that' SaId It over and over agaIn, It 
seems Between you and me, old man, I'm glad they got me before It went any 
further Do you know what I'm gOIng to say ;to them when I go Up before the 
trIbunaP "Thank you," I'm gOIng to say, "thank you for saVIng me before It 
was too late " , 

'Who denounced you";)' saId WInston 
'It was my httle daughter,' saId Parsons WIth a sort of doleful prIde 'She 

lIstened at the keyhole Heard what I was saYIng, and nIpped off to the patrols 
the very next day Pretty smart for a nIpper of seven, ehl I don't bear her any 
grudge for It In fact I'm proud of her It shows I brought her up In the rIght 
SPIrIt, anyway , 

He made a few more Jerky movements up and down, several tImes, castIng a 
longIng glance at the lavatory pan Then he suddenly rIpped down hIS shorts 

'Excuse me, old man,' he saId 'I can't help It It's the waItIng' 
He plumped hIS large posterIOr Into the lavatory pan WInston covered hIS 

face WIth rus hands 
'SmIth" yelled the VOIce from the telescreen '6079 SmIth W 'Uncover your 

face No faces covered In the cells' 
WInston uncovered hIS face Parsons used the lavatory, loudly and 

abundantly It then turned out that the plug was defectIve and the cell stank 
abomInably for hours afterwards 

Parsons was removed More prIsoners came and went, mysterIously One, a 
woman, was consIgned to 'Room 101', and, WInston notIced, seemed to 
shrIvel and turn a dIfferent colour when she heard the words A tIme came 
when, If It had been mornIng when he was brought here, It would be afternoon, 
or If It had been afternoon, then It would be mIdnIght There were SIX 
prIsoners In the cell, men and women All sat very stlll OppOSIte WInston 
there sat a man WIth a chmless, toothy face exactly lIke that of some large, 
harmless rodent HIS fat, mottled cheeks were so pouched at the bottom that It 
was dIfficult not to beheve that he had httle stores of food tucked away there. 
HIS pale-grey eyes flltted tImorously from face to face and turned qUlckly away 
agaIn when he caught anyone's eye. 

The door opened, and another prIsoner was brought In whose appearance 
sent a momentary chll1 through WInston He was a commonplace, mean
lookIng man Who mtght have been an engmeer or techrucUUl of some lond But _ 
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what was startling was the emaciatIOn of his face It was lIke a skull Because of 
Its thmness the mouth and eyes looked disproportIOnately large, and the eyes 
seemed filled with a murderous, unappeasable hatred of somebody or 
somethIng 

The man sat down on the bench at a lIttle distance from Winston Winston 
dId not look at hun agaIn, but the tormented, skull-lIke face was as vIvid In hiS 
mind as though It had been straIght In front of hiS eyes Suddenly he realIzed 
what was the matter The man was dYing of starvation The same thought 
seemed to occur almost sunultaneously to everyone In the cell There was a 
very faint surring all the way round the bench The eyes of the chmless man 
kept flIttmg towards the skull-faced man, then turnmg guIltIly away, then 
beIng dragged back by an IrresIstible attractIon Presently he began to fidget on 
hIs seat At last he stood up, waddled clumsIly acrosS the cell, dug down Into 
the pocket of rus overalls, and, WIth an abashed aIr, held out a gnmy pIece of 
bread to the skull-faced man 

There was a funous, deafenIng roar from the telescreen The chInless man 
Jumped In hIS tracks The skull-faced man had qUIckly thrust hIS hands behInd 
hIS back, as though demonstratmg to all the world that he refused the gIft 

'BumsteadI' roared the vOice '2713 Bumstead J ' Let fall that pIece of 
bread!' 

The cmnless man dropped the pIece of bread on the floor .. 
'RemaIn stan rung where you are,' SaId the vOice 'Face the door Make no 

movement' 
The chmless man obeyed HIS large pouchy cheeks were qUiverIng 

uncontrollably The door clanged open. As the young officer entered and 
stepped aSIde, there emerged from bemnd hun a short stumpy guard With 
enormous arms and shoulders He took hiS stand OppOSIte the chInless man, 
and then, at a signal from the officer, let free a fnghtful blow, With all the 
weight of hIS body behind it, full In the chinless man's mouth The force of It 
seemed almost to knock hnn clear of the floor HIS body was flung across the 
cell and fetched Up agaInst the base of the lavatory seat For a moment he lay as 
though stunned, WIth dark blood oozmg frOID ms mouth and nose A very faInt 
whunpenng or squeakmg; which seemed unconSCIOUS, came out of hIm. Then 
he rolled over and raIsed h1lllself unsteadily on hands and knees AmId a 
stream of blood and saliva, the two halves of a dental plate fell out ofms mouth 

The prisoners sat very still, theIr hands crossed on their knees The chinless 
man clunbed back Into hiS place Down one SIde of lus face the flesh was 
darkemng. HIS mouth had swollen Into a shapeless cherry-coloured mass WIth 
a black hole In the mlddle of It From tIme to tune a httle blood dnpped on to 
the breast of rus overalls HIS grey eyes stIll flitted from face to face, more 
guilttly than ever, as though he were trYing to dtscover how much the others 
despised hun for hIs humilIation 

The door opened. With a small gesture the officer indtcated the skull-faced 
man. 

~Room. 1(1)' he satd 
Tberewal a gasp and a flurry at Winston's Side The man had actually flung 
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hImself on hIS knees on the floor, with hIS hands clasped together 
'Comrade' Officer" he crIed 'You don't have to take me to that place' 

Haven't I told you everythIng already";) What else IS It you want to know";) 
There's nothIng I wouldn't confess, noth1Og' Just tell me what It IS and I'll 
confess It straIght off WrIte It down and I'll SIgn It-anythIng' Not room rOIl' 

'Room 101,' saId the officer 
The man's face, already very pale, turned a colour Winston would not have 

belIeved pOSSible It was definItely, unm.lstakably, a shade of green 
'Do anythIng to me" he yelled 'You've been starvmg me for weeks FInIsh It 

off and let me die Shoot me Hang me Sentence me to twenty-five years Is 
there somebody else you want me to give away";) Just say who It IS and I'll tell 
you anything you want I don't care who It IS or what you do to them I've got a 
WIfe and three chIldren The bIggest of them Isn't SIX years old You can take 
the whole lot of them and cut theIr throats 10 front of my eyes, and I'll stand by 
and watch It But not roomIoI" 

'Room lor,' saId the officer 
The man looked frantIcally round at the other prIsoners, as though WIth 

some Idea that he could put another Vlctlm 10 hIs own place HIS eyes settled on 
the smashed face of the chinless man He flung out a lean arm 

'That's the one you ought to be taking, not me" he shouted 'You didn't hear 
what he was saYing after they bashed hIS face GIve me a chance and I'll tell you 
every word of It He's the one that's against the Party, not me' The guards 
stepped forward The man's VOIce rose to a shrIek 'You dIdn't hear hIm" he 
repeated 'Something went wrong WIth the telescreen He's the one you want 
Take hIm, not mel' 

The two sturdy guards had stooped to take hun by the arms But Just at thiS 
moment he flung himself across the floor of the cell and grab bed one of the Iron 
legs that supported the bench He had set up a wordless howlIng, lIke an 
anImal The guards took hold of him to wrench hIm loose, but he clung on wlth 
astorushing strength For perhaps twenty seconds they were hauhng at him 
The prIsoners sat qUlet, their hands crossed on their knees, lookmg straight In 
front of them. The howhng stopped, the man had no breath left for anythlOg 
except hanging on Then there was a dIfferent klOd of cry A kIck from a 
guard's boot had broken the fingers of one of hIS hands They dragged hlffi to 
hIS feet 

'Room 101,' saId the officer. 
The man was led out, walking unsteadIly, With head sunken, nurSIng hIS 

crushed hand, all the fight gone out of hIm 
A long tune passed If It had been mIdmght when the skull-faced man was 

taken away, It was mornmg If mornIng, It was afternoon Winston was alone, 
and had been alone for hours The pam of sIttmg on the narrow bench was 
such that often he got up and walked about, unreproved by the telescreen The 
pIece of bread st1l11ay where the chinless man had dropped It At the begmmng 
It needed a hard effort not to look at It, but presently hunger gave way to tlurst. 
HIS mouth was sticky and evll-tasnng The humnung sound and the unvarYing 
whIte lIght Induced a sort of faIntness, an empty feehng mSIde hiS head He 
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would get up because the ache In hIS bones was no longer bearable, and then 
would SIt down agaIn almost at once because he was too dIZZY to make sure of 
staYIng on hIS feet Whenever hIS phYSIcal sensatIons were a lIttle under 
control the terror returned SometImes WIth a fadIng hope he thought of 
O'BrIen and the razor blade It was thinkable that the razor blade mIght arrIve 
concealed ill hIS food, If he were ever fed More dImly he thought of J uha 
Somewhere or other she was sufferIng perhaps far worse than he She mIght be 
screamIng WIth paIn at thIS moment He thought 'If I could save Juha by 
doublIng my ow~ paIn, would I do 1t";) Yes, I would ' But that was merely an 
Intellectual deCISIOn, taken because he knew that he ought to take It He dId not 
feel It In thIS place you could not feel anythIng, except paIn and the 
foreknowledge of paIn BeSIdes, was It pOSSIble, when you were actually 
sufferIng It, to WIsh for any reason whatever that your own patn should 
Increase";) But that questton was not answerable yet 

The boots were approachIng agaIn The door opened O'BrIen came In 
WInston started to hIS feet The shock of the SIght had drIven all cautIon out 

of hun For the first tIme In many years he forgot the presence of the telescreen 
'They've got you too" he CrIed 
'They got me a long tIme ago,' satd O'Bnen WIth a mIld, almost regretful 

Irony He stepped aSIde From behInd hIm there emerged a broad-chested 
guard WIth a long black truncheon In ms hand 

'You knew tms, WInston,' satd O'Brien 'Don't deceIve yourself You dId 
know It-yOU have always known It ' 

Yes, he saw now, he had always known It But there was no tIme to thInk of 
that All he had eyes for was the truncheon In the guard's hand It mIght fall 
anywhere on the crown, on the tIP of the ear, on the upper arm, on the elbow-

The elbow' He had slumped to hIS knees, almost paralysed, claspIng the 
strIcken elbow Wlth hIS other hand EverythIng had exploded Into yellow lIght 
InconceIvable, InconceIvable that one blow could cause such patn I The hght 
cleared and he could see the other two lookIng down at rum The guard was 
laughIng at hIS contortIons One queStIon at any rate was answered Never, for 
any reason on earth, could you wish for an mcrease of patn Of pam you could 
WIsh only one thIng that It should stop. Nothtng In the world was so bad as 
phYSICal patn In the face of patn there are no heroes, no heroes, he thought 
over and over as he wnthed on the fioor, clutchIng uselessly at hIS dtsabled left 
arm 
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He was lYIng on somethIng that felt hke a camp bed, except that It was hIgher 
off the ground and that he was fixed down In some way so that he could not 
move LIght that seemed stronger than usual was falhng on hIS face O'BrIen 
was standIng at hIS SIde, looklng down at hIm mtently At the other SIde of hIm 
stood a man In a whIte coat, holdIng a hypodermIC syrInge 

Even after hIS eyes were open he took In hIS surroundIngs only gradually He 
had the lmpreSSIon of swunmlng up Into thIs room from some qUlte dIfferent 
world, a sort of under-water world far beneath It How long he had been down 
there he dId not know SInce the moment when they arrested hIm he had not 
seen darkness or dayhght BesIdes, hIS memOrIes were not contmuous There 
had been tImes when conSCIOusness, even the sort of conSCIOusness that one 
has In sleep, had stopped dead and started agaIn after a blank mterval But 
whether the Intervals were of days or weeks or only seconds, there was no way 
of knowIng 

WIth that first blow on the elbow the rughtmare had started Later he was to 
realIZe that all that then happened was merely a prehmmary, a routme 
InterrogatIon to whIch nearly all pnsoners were subjected There was a long 
range of crImeS-espIOnage, sabotage, and the lIke-to WhICh everyone had to 
confess as a matter of course. The confeSSIon was a formalIty, though the 
torture was real How many tImes he had been beaten, how long the beatIngs 
had contInued, he could not remember Always there were five or SIX men In 
black umforms at hIm SImultaneously Somenmes It was fists, sometImes It 
was truncheons, sometImes It was steel rods, somettmes It was boots There 
were tImes when he rolled about the fioor, as shameless as an arumal, WrIthIng 
hIS body thIS way and that In an endless, hopeless effort to dodge the kIcks, and 
slIDply InVItIng more and yet more kICks, In hIS rIbs, In hIS belly, on hIS elbows, 
on hIS shIns, In hIS grOln, In hIS testIcles, on the bone at the base of hIS spIne 
There were tImes when it went on and on untIl the cruel, WIcked, unforgivable 
dung seemed to hIm not that the guards contInued to beat hun but that he 
could not force hImself Into lOSIng conSCIousness There were tnnes when hIs 
nerve so forsook hun that he began shouting for lllercy even before the beanng 
began" when the mere SIght of a fist drawn back for a blow was enough to make 
hun pour forth a confession of real and ImagInary crtme5. There were other 
tunes when he started out With the resolve of confesSIng nothIng, when every 
word had to be forced out of hun between gasps of pam, and there were tunes 
when he feebly tned to compronuse:,.lwhen he sald to htmself (I wI confess> 
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but not yet I must hold out tll1 the pain becomes unbearable Three more 
kICks, two more kIcks, and then I wIll tell them what they want' Sometimes he 
was beaten tIll he could hardly stand, then flung lIke a sack of potatoes on to the 
stone floor of a cell, left to recuperate for a few hours, and then taken out and 
beaten again There were also longer perIods of recovery He remembered 
them dimly, because they were spent chIefly In sleep or stupor He 
remembered a cell wIth a plank bed, a sort of shelf stIcking out from the wall, 
and a tm wash-basIn, and meals of hot soup and bread and sometImes coffee 
He remembered a surly barber arrIVIng to scrape his chin and crop his halr, 
and bUSIness-lIke, unsympathetic men In white coats feehng hIS pulse, tappIng 
hiS reflexes, turnIng up hIS eyehds, runnIng harsh fingers over him In search of 
broken bones, and shootIng needles Into hIS arm to make hlffi sleep 

The beatIngs grew less frequent, and became mainly a threat, a horror to 
whIch he could be sent back at any moment when hIS answers were 
unsatisfactory HIs questIoners now were not ruffians In black uniforms but 
Party Intellectuals, lIttle rotund men WIth qUIck movements and flashIng 
spectacles, who worked on hIm In relays over perIods whIch lasted-he 
thought, he could not be sure-ten or twelve hours at a stretch These other 
questIOners saw to It that he was In constant slIght paIn, but It was not chIefly 
pam that they relIed on They slapped hiS face, wrung hIS ears, pulled hIS hair, 
made hun stand on one leg, refused hIm leave to urInate, shone glanng lIghts In 
hIs face untIl hIS eyes ran WIth water, but the aim of thIS was SImply to 
humilIate him and destroy hIS power of arguIng and reasonIng Their real 
weapon was the merciless questlonIng that went on and on, hour after hour, 
trIppIng hun up, laYing traps for rum, tWistIng everythIng that he saId, 
conVIcting hIm at every step of lIes and self-contradIctIon, untIl he began 
weeping as much from shame as from nervous fatIgue SometImes he would 
weep half a dozen tunes In a SIngle session Most of the tIme they screamed 
abuse at him and threatened at every heSItation to delIver hIm over to the 
guards again, but sometimes they would suddenly change theIr tune, call hlffi 
comrade, appeal to hJ.m.ln the name of Ingsoc and BIg Brother, and ask hIm 
sorrowfully whether even now he had not enough loyalty to the Party left to 
make hIm WIsh to undo the evIl he had done When hIS nerves were In rags after 
hours of questIOning, even thIS appeal could reduce hIm to snlvelhng tears In 
the end the naggIng VOIces broke hIm down mOre completely than the boots 
and fists of the guards He became SImply a mouth that uttered, a hand that 
Signed, whatever was demanded of hIm HIS sale concern was to find out what 
they wanted hun to confess, and then confess It qUlckly, before the bullYIng 
started anew He confessed to the assassmatlOn of emInent Party members, the 
mstribution of sedItJ.ous pamphlets, embezzlement of pubhc funds, sale of 
Illlhtary secrets" sabotage of every kInd He confessed that he had been a spy In 
the pay of the Eastaslan government as far back as 1968 He confessed that he 
was a rehgtous behevet, an adnllrer of capItal1sm, and a sexual pervert He 
confessed that he had murdered hIS wue, although he knew, and hIS 
quesuoners must have known, that lus Wife was stIll ahve. He confessed that 
for years he had been in personal touch WIth GoldsteIn and had been a member 
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of an underground organIzatIOn whIch had mcluded almost every human 
beIng he had ever known It was eaSIer to confess everythIng and ImplIcate 
everybody BeSIdes, In a sense It was all true It was true that he had been the 
enemy of the Party, and In the eyes of the Party there was no dIstInctIOn 
between the thought and the deed 

There were also memOries of another kInd They stood out m hIS mInd 
dIsconnectedly, hke pIctures WIth blackness all round them 

He was In a cell WhICh mIght have been eIther dark or lIght, because he could 
see nothIng except a paIr of eyes Near at hand some kmd of Instrument was 
tIckIng slowly and regularly The eyes grew larger and more lummous 
Suddenly he floated out of hIS seat, dIved Into the eyes, and was swallowed up 

He was strapped Into a chaIr surrounded by dIals, under dazzlmg lIghts A 
man In a whIte coat was readIng the dIals There was a tramp of heavy boots 
outSIde The door clanged open The waxen-faced officer marched In, 
followed by two guards 

'Room 101,' saId the officer 
The man In the whIte coat dId not turn round He dId not look at WInston 

eIther, he was lookIng only at the dIals 
He was rollIng down a mIghty corridor, a kIlometre WIde, full of glOrIOUS, 

golden hght, roarIng WIth laughter and shoutIng out confeSSIons at the top of 
hIS VOIce He was confessIng everythIng, even the thIngs he had succeeded m 
holdIng back under the torture He was relatIng the entIre hIstory of hiS hfe to 
an audIence who knew It already WIth hIm were the guards, the other 
questIOners, the men In whIte coats, O'Bnen, Juha, Mr Charrmgton, all 
rolhng down the corndor together and shoutIng WIth laughter Some dreadful 
thIng whIch had laIn embedded In the future had somehow been skipped over 
and had not happened EverythIng was all right, there was no more pam, the 
last detaIl of hIS hfe was laId bare, understood, forgIven 

He was startIng up from the plank bed In the half-certatnty that he had heard 
O'Bnen's VOIce All through hIS InterrogatIon, although he had never seen 
hIm, he had had the feehng that O'BrIen was at hIS elbow, Just out of SIght It 
was O'B!1en who was dIrecting everythIng It was he who set the guards on to 
WInston and who prevented them from kIlhng hun It was he who deCIded 
when WInston should scream WIth paIn, when he should have a respIte, when 
he should be fed, when he should sleep, when the drugs should be pumped 
Into hIS arm It was he who asked the questIons and suggested the answers. He 
was the tormentor, he was the protector, he was the InqUISItor, he was the 
frIend And once-WInston could not remember whether It was In drugged 
sleep, or In normal sleep, or even In a moment of wakefulness-a VOIce 
murmured In hIS ear 'Don't worry, WInston; you are m my keepIng For seven 
years I have watched over you, Now the turnmg",pOlnt has come I shall save 
you, I shall make you perfect' He was not sure whether It was O'Bnen's VOIce, 
but It was the same VOIce that had sf:l1d to hun, 'We shall meet In the place 
where there IS no darkness/ 1n that other dream, seven years ago. 

He dId not remember any enrung to hIs mterrogatIon There was a perIod of 
blackness and then the cell, or room, in whlch he now was had gradually 
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materialIzed round hIm He was almost flat on hIS back, and unable to n10ve 
HIS body was held down at every essentIal pOInt Even the back of hIS head was 
grIpped In some manner O'Brien was lookIng down at hIm gravely and rather 
sadly HIS face, seen from below, looked coarse and worn, WIth pouches under 
the eyes and tIred lInes from nose to chIn He was older than WInston had 
thought hIm, he was perhaps forty-eIght or fifty Under hIS hand there was a 
dIal WIth a lever on top and figures runmng round the face 

'1 told you,' saId O'Brien, 'that If we met agaIn It would be here' 
'Yes,' saId WInston 
WIthOut any warnIng except a slIght movement of O'Brien's hand, a wave of 

pam flooded hIs body It was a frIghtemng paIn, because he could not see what 
was happerung, and he had the feehng that some mortal InJury was beIng done 
to hIm He dId not know whether the thIng was really happenIng, or whether 
the effect was electrIcally produced, but hIS body was beIng wrenched out of 
shape, the JOInts were beIng slowly torn apart Although the paIn had brought 
the sweat out on hIS forehead, the worst of all was the fear that hIS backbone 
was about to snap He set hIS teeth and breathed hard through hIS nose, trYIng 
to keep sllent as long as pOSSIble 

'You are afraId,' saId O'Brien, watchIng hIS face, 'that In another moment 
somethIng IS gOIng to break Your especIal fear IS that It wIll be your backbone 
You have a VIVId mental pIcture of the vertebrae snappIng apart and the spInal 
flUId drippIng out of them That IS what you are thInkIng, IS It not, WInston;>' 

WInston dId not answer O'BrIen drew back the lever on the dIal The wave 
of pam receded almost as qUIckly as It had come 

'That was forty,' saId O'BrIen 'You can see that the numbers on thIS dIal 
run up to a hundred WIll you please remember, throughout our conversatIon, 
that I have It In my power to InflIct paIn on you at any moment and to whatever 
degree I choose;> If you tell me any hes, or attempt to prevarIcate In any way, or 
even fall below your usual level of Intelhgence, you WIll cry out WIth paIn, 
Instantly Do you understand that';)' 

'Yes,' saId WInston 
O'BrIen's manner became less severe He resettled hIS spectacles 

thoughtfully, and took a pace or two up and down When he spoke hIS VOIce 
was gentle and patIent He had the aIr of a doctor, a teacher, even a priest, 
aOXlOUS to explaIn and persuade rather than to punlsh~ 

'I am takIng trouble WIth you, WInston,' he saId, 'because you are worth 
trouble You know perfectly well what IS the matter WIth you You have known 
It for years, though you have fought agaInst the knowledge You are mentally 
deranged You suffer from a defectIve memory You are unable to remember 
real events and you persuade yourself that you remember other events whIch 
never happened Fortunately It IS curable You have never cured yourself of It, 
because you chd not choose to There was a small effort of the wIll that you 
were not ready to make Even now, I am well aware, you are clIngIng to your 
dlsease under the ImpresSIon that It IS a VIrtue Now we wIll take an example 
At thts moment, which power IS Oceama at war WIth" 

AWhen I was arrested, Ocearua was at war WIth Eastasia ' 
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'WIth Eastasia Good And Oceama has always been at war wIth EastasIa, 
has It not';)' 

WInston drew In hIS breath He opened hIs mouth to speak and then dId not 
speak He could not take hIS eyes away from the dIal 

'The truth, please, WInston Your truth Tell me what you thInk you 
remember' 

'I remember that untIl only a week before I was arrested, we were not at war 
wIth Eastasia at all We were In alhance WIth them The war was agaInst 
EurasIa That had lasted for four years Before that-' 

O'Brien stopped rum wIth a movement of the hand 
'Another example,' he saId 'Some years ago you had a very serIOUS delUSIOn 

Indeed You beheved that three men, three one-tIme Party members named 
Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford-men who were executed for treachery and 
sabotage after makIng the fullest pOSSIble confeSSIOn-were not gUIlty of the 
crimes they were charged wlth You beheved that you had seen unmIstakable 
documentary eVIdence provIng that theIr confeSSIOns were false There was a 
certaIn photograph about whIch you had a hallUCInatIOn You beheved that you 
had actually held It In your hands It was a photograph somethIng hke thIS ' 

An oblong slIp of newspaper had appeared between O'BrIen's fingers For 
perhaps five seconds It was WithIn the angle of WInston's VISIon It was a 
photograph, and there was no questIOn of ItS IdentIty It was the photograph 
It was another copy of the photograph of Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford at 
the Party functIOn In New York, whIch he had chanced upon eleven years ago 
and promptly destroyed For only an Instant It was before hIS eyes, then It was 
out of SIght agaIn But he had seen It, unquestIOnably he had seen It' He made a 
desperate, agoruzing effort to wrench the top half of hIS body free It was 
11llpossible to move so much as a centimetre In any duection For the moment 
he had even forgotten the dIal All he wanted was to hold the photograph In hiS 
fingers agaIn, or at least to see It 

'I t eXists" he CrIed 
'No,' said O'BrIen 
He stepped across the room There was a memory hole m the OppOSIte wall 

O'BrIen hfted the gratIng Unseen, the fraIl sbp of paper was WhIrlIng away on 
the current of warm aIr, It was vanlshmg In a flash of flame O'BrIen turned 
away from the wall 

'Ashes,' he saId 'Not even IdentIfiable ashes Dust It does not eXIst It 
never eXisted ' 

'But It dId eXIst' It does eXIst' It eXIsts In memory I remember It You 
remember It ' 

'I do not remember It,' SaId O'BrIen 
Winston's heart sank That was doubletlunk He had a feehng of deadly 

helpessness If he could have been certaIn that O'BrIen was lYIng, It would not 
have seemed to matter But It was perfectly pOSSIble that O'Brien had really 
forgotten the photograph And If so, then already he would have forgotten lus 
demal of .rememberIng It; and forgotten the act of forgettmg How could one 
be sure that It was sunply trIckery? Perhaps that lunaoc dlslocation In the mInd 
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could really happen that was the thought that defeated hIm 
O'BrIen was lookIng down at hIm speculatIvely More than ever he had the 

aIr of a teacher takIng paIns WIth a wayward but pronllslng chIld 
'There IS a Party slogan dealIng wIth the control of the past,' he saId 'Repeat 

It, If you please' 
, "Who controls the past controls the future who controls -the present 

controls the past",' repeated WInston obedIently 
, "Who controls the present controls the pase',' saId O'Bnen, noddIng hIS 

head wIth slow approval 'Is It your opInIon, WInston, that the past has real 
eXIstence?' 

Agam the feelIng of helplessness descended upon WInston HIS eyes flItted 
towards the dIal He not only dId not know whether 'yes' or 'no' was the 
anSwer that would save hIm from paIn, he dId not even know WhICh answer he 
beheved to be the true one 

O'BrIen smIled faIntly 'You are no metaphYSIcIan, WInston,' he saId 'UntIl 
thIS moment you had never consIdered what IS meant by eXIstence I WIll put It 
more precIsely Does the past eXIst concretely, In space? Is there somewhere or 
other a place, a world of solId objects, where the past IS stIll happenIng?' 

'No' 
'Then where does the past eXIst, If at alP' 
'In records It IS wrItten down' 
'In records And-?' 
'In the mInd In human memorIes' 
'In memory. Very well, then We, the Party, control all records, and we 

control all memorIes Then we control the past, do we not';>' 
'But how can you stop people rememberIng tlungs?' crIed WInston agaIn 

momentarIly forgettIng the dIal 'It IS Involuntary It IS outsIde oneself How 
can you control memory? You have not controlled mIne" 

O'BrIen's manner grew stern agaIn He laId hIS hand on the dIal 
'On the contrary/ he saId, 'you have not controlled It That IS what has 

brought you here You are here because you have faIled m humIlIty, In self
chsciphne You would not make the act of submIssIon wluch IS the prIce of 
sanIty You preferred to be a lunatIc, a mlnonty of one Only the chscIpllned 
mmd can see realIty, WInston You beheve that realIty IS SOJll.etlnag obJectIve, 
external, eXIStl.ng In Its own nght. You also belIeve that the nature of realIty IS 
self-eVIdent When you delude yourself lOto thInkIng that you see somethIng, 
you assume that everyone else sees the same thmg as you But I tell you, 
WInston, that realIty IS not external Realtty exIsts In the human mInd, and 
nowhere else Not m the IndIVIdual mInd, whIch can make mIstakes, and In any 
case soon penshes. only In the mInd of the Party, WhICh IS collectIve and 
unmortal Whatever the Party holds to be truth, zs truth It IS ImpossIble to see 
teah't1 ~ceptby looktng through the eyes of the Party That IS the fact that you 
hav-e ~d1t1;Q ~eleaitl., WInston. It needs an act of self-destructIon, an effort of the 
WlU; Y,().'U.lllust humble yourself before you can become sane ' 

. He-paused for & few moments, as though to allow what he had been saymg to 
~in .. ; , 



Nzneteen Ezghty-Four 887 

'Do you remember,' he went on, 'wntmg m your dIary, "Freedom IS the 
freedom to say that two plus two make four"?' 

'Yes,' saId WInston 
O'Bnen held up hIS left hand, Its back towards Wmston, wIth the thumb 

hIdden and the four fingers extended 
'How many fingers am I holdIng up, Wmston">' 
'Four' 
'And If the Party says that It IS not four but five-then how many" 
'Four' 
The word ended In a gasp of paIn The needle of the dIal had shot up to fifty

five The sweat had sprung out all over Wmston's body The au tore Into hIS 
lungs and Issued agam In deep groans WhICh even by clenchmg hIS teeth he 
could not stop O'Bnen watched hJm, the four fingers sull extended He drew 
back the lever ThIS tIme the paIn was only shghtly eased 

'How many fingers, WInston?' 
'Four ' 
The needle went up to Slxty 
'How many fingers, Wlnston">' 
'Four' Four' What else can I say? Four!' 
The needle must have nsen agaIn, but he dId not look at It The heavy, stern 

face and the four fingers filled hIS VISIon The fingers stood up before rus eyes 
lIke pIllars, enormous, blurry, and seemIng to VIbrate, but unmIstakably four 

'How many fingers, WInston">' 
'Four' Stop It, stop It' How can you go on';l Four' Four" 
'How many fingers, WInston?' 
'FIve' FIve' FIveI' 
'No,Wlnston, that IS no use You are lYing You stIll thmk there are four 

How many fingers, please ';l' 
'Four' FIve' Four' AnythIng you hke Only stop It, stop the pron" 
Abruptly he was SIttIng up WIth O'BrIen's arm round hIs shoulders He had 

perhaps lost conSClQusness for a few seconds The bonds that had held rus 
body down were loosened He felt very cold, he was shaking uncontrollably, 
hIS teeth were chattenng, the tears were rolhng down rus cheeks For a 
moment he clung to O'Bnen lIke a baby, cUrlously comforted by the heavy arm 
round hIS shoulders He had the feelIng that O'BrIen was hIS protector, that 
the paIn was somethmg that carne from outsIde, from some other source, and 
that It was O'BrIen who would save hIm from It 

'You are a slow learner, WInston,' saId O'Bnen gently 
'How can I help It?' he blubbered 'How can I help seemg what IS In front of 

my eyes?' he blubbered 'How can I help seemg what IS In front of my eyes? 
Two and two are four' 

'SometImes, WInston SometImes they are five. Sometlmes they are three. 
SometImes they are all of them at once You must try harder It IS not easy to 
become sane' 

He laId Winston down on the bed The grlp'ofrus hmbs tIghtened agaln, but 
the pam had ebbed away and the trembhng had stopped, leaVIng hnn merely 
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weak and cold O'B!len motlOned wIth hIS head to the man In the whIte coat, 
who had stood unmoblle throughout the proceedIngs The man In the whIte 
coat bent down and looked closely Into WInston's eyes, felt hIS pulse, laId an 
ear agaInst hIS chest, tapped here and there, then he nodded to Q'B!len 

'AgaIn,' Said O'B!len 
The pam flowed Into WInston's body The needle must be at seventy, 

seventy-five He had shut hIS eyes thIS tIme He knew that the fingers were StIll 
there, and stIll four All that mattered was somehow to stay alIve untIl the 
spasm was over He had ceased to notIce whether he was cryIng out or not The 
paIn lessened agatn He opened hIS eyes O'B!len had drawn back the lever 

'How many fingers, WInston?' 
'Four I suppose there are four I would see five If I could I am tryIng to see 

five' 
'WhICh do you WIsh to persuade me that you see five, or really to see them?' 
'Really to see them ' 
'AgaIn,' Said O'B!len 
Perhaps the needle was at elghty-mnety WInston could not IntermIttently 

remember why the paIn was happenIng BehInd hIS screwed-up eyelIds a forest 
of fingers seemed to be mOVIng In a sort of dance, weaVIng In and out, 
dIsappearmg behInd one another and reappearmg agam He was trYIng to 
count them, he could not remember why He knew only that It was ImpOSSIble 
to count them, and that thIS was somehow due to the myste!lous IdentIty 
between five and four The pam dIed down agatn When he opened hIS eyes It 
was to find that he was stIll seeIng the same thIng Innumerable fingers, lIke 
mOVIng trees, were stIll streaullng past In eIther dIrectIon, crOSSIng and 
recrOSSIng He shut hIS eyes agaIn 

'How many fingers am I holdIng up, WInston';)' 
'I don't know I don't know You WIll kIll me If you do that agaIn Four, five, 

Six-tn all honesty I don't know ~ 
'Better,' saId O'B!len 
A needle sbd Into WInston's arm Almost In the same Instant a blIssful, 

healIng warmth spread all through hIS body The patn was already half
forgotten He opened hiS eyes and looked up gratefully at O'BrIen At SIght of 
the heavy, hned faces, so ugly and so IntellIgent, hIS heart seemed to turn over 
If he could have moved he would have stretched out a .. hand{~ ~ J.t on 
O'B!len's arm He had never loved 1um so deeply l\$ at tbts 'm.0~t.r.".~t 
merely because he had stopped the pam. Tl;lf;!' old feeling,. that at bottom It dId 
not matter whether O'Brien was a frieu.d or an enemy, bad come back O'B!len 
was a person who could be talked to Perlutps 03e dld not want to be loved so 
much as to be understood~ O'Bnenbad tortmed hun to the edge oflunacy, and 
m a lIttle whIle., it was certain,. he would send hIm to hIS death It made no 
<UtfetetWe;r ,m. $~ fleJil.$e .. ,.$;at went deeper than friendshIp, they were 
in~~:. ~~ f):1f Q~" although the actual words mIght never be 
woken, 'tbefE! w~, aplace where they could meet and talk. O'Bnen was lookIng 
~~~ m~~resslon whlch suggested that the same thought mtght 
\' a1lftd 'When he spoke It was In an easy) conversatIonal tone 
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'Do you know where you are, WInston':>' he saId 
'I don't know I can guess In the MInIstry of Love' 
'Do you know how long you have been here':>' 
'1 don't know Days, weeks, months-I thInk It IS months' 
'And why do ¥ou ImagIne that we brIng people to thIS place';>' 
'To make them confess ' 
'No that IS not the reason Try agam ' 
'To punIsh them ' 
'NaP exclaImed O'Brien HIS VOIce had changed extraordInarIly, and hIS 

face had suddenly become both stern and ammated 'No' Not merely to extract 
your confeSSIon, not to pumsh you Shall I tell you why we have brought you 
here';> To cure you' To make you sane' WIll you understand, WInston, that no 
one whom we bring to thIS place ever leaves our hands uncured':> We are not 
Interested In those stupId CrImes that you have commItted The Party IS not 
Interested In the overt act the thought IS all we care about We do not merely 
destroy our enemIes, we change them. Do you understand what 1 mean by 
that';)' 

He was bendIng over WInston HIS face looked enormous because of Its 
nearness, and hIdeously ugly because It was seen from below. Moreover It was 
filled WIth a sort of exaltation, a lunatIc IntenSIty AgaIn WInston's heart 
shrank If It had been possIble he would have cowered deeper mto the bed He 
felt certaIn that O'BrIen was about to tWIst the dIal out of sheer wantonness At 
thIS moment, however, O'BrIen turned away He took a pace or two up and 
down Then he contInued less vehemently 

'The first thIng for you to understand IS that In thIS place there are no 
martyrdoms You have read of the relIgIOUS persecutIons of the past In the 
MIddle Ages there was the InqUIsItIOn It was a faIlure It set out to eradIcate 
heresy, and ended by perpetuatIng It For every heretIc It burned at the stake, 
thousands of others rose up Why was that':> Because the InqUISItIOn killed ItS 
enemIes In the open, and kIlled them whlle they were stIli unrepentant In fact, 
It kIlled them because they were unrepentant Men were dYIng because they 
would not abandon theIr true belIefs Naturally all the glory belonged to the 
victIm and all the shame to the InqUISItor who burned hIm Later, In the 
twentIeth century, there were the totabtarians, as they were called There were 
the German Nazis and the RUSSIan Commumsts The RUSSIans persecuted 
heresy more croelly than the InqUISITIOn had done. And they Imagmed that 
they had learned from the mIstakes of the past, they knew, at any rate, that one 
must not rna.kie martyrs Before they exposed theIr VIctlmS to publIc trIal, they 
delIberately set themselves to destroy theIr digruty They wore them down by 
torture and sohtude untIl they were despIcable, cnngUlg wretches, confessing 
whatever was pUt Into thelt mouths, oovering themselves WIth abuse, accuslng 
and sheltering behInd one another, whtmpenog for mercy And yet after only a 
few-yeats tbe:same thing laad happened oV'eragall't. The dead men had become 
martyrs and !kat( degradation was forgotten OnC!:e agaIn) why was it? In the 
ftM Jp1a0'e

1 
\i)et1allSe~the- oonfesSlon~thatrthey had made were obVIously extorted 

a1fl'd'~e';~~·.t,1d1!'XXI!tt~:.miSftkes 'Ei>ftSat :kind. All the confesSlons that are 
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uttered here are true We make them true And above all we do not allow the 
dead to rIse up agaInst us You must stop lmaglnlng that posterIty w1l1 
VIndIcate you, WInston PosterIty w1l1 never hear of you You w1l1 be hfted 
clean out from the stream of hIstory We shall turn you 1Oto gas and pour you 
Into the stratosphere NothIng w1l1 remaIn of you, not a name In a regIster, not 
a memory In a hVIng braIn You w1l1 be annIhIlated 10 the past as well as In the 
future You W1ll never have eXIsted ' 

Then why bother to torture me"'> thought WInston, WIth a momentary 
bItterness O'BrIen checked hIS step as though WInston had uttered the 
thought aloud HIS large ugly face came nearer, WIth the eyes a httle narrowed 

'You are tlunklng,' he saId, 'that SInce we Intend to destroy you utterly, so 
that nothIng that you sayar do can make the smallest drfference-In that case, 
why do we go to the trouble of InterrogatIng you first"'> That IS what you were 
thInkIng, was It not"'>' 

'Yes,' Said WInston 
O'BrIen smlled shghtly 'You are a flaw In the pattern, WInston You are a 

staIn that must be WIped out DId I not tell you Just now that we are dIfferent 
from the persecutors of the past"'> We are not content WIth negatIve obedIence, 
nor even WIth the most abject submISSIon When finally you surrender to us, It 
must be of your own free WIll We do not destroy the heretIC because he reSIsts 
us so long as he reSIsts us we never destroy hIm We convert hIm, we capture 
hIS Inner mInd, we reshape hIm We burn all eVIl and all IllUSIOn out of hIm, we 
brIng hIm over to our SIde, not In appearance, but genUInely, heart and soul 
We make hIm one of ourselves before we kIll hlm It IS Intolerable to us that an 
erroneous thought should eXIst anywhere In the world, however secret and 
powerless It may be Even In the Instant of death we cannot permIt any 
deVIatIOn In the old days the heretIC walked to the stake stIll a heretIC, 
proclaImmg hIS heresy, exultIng In It Even the VIctIm of the RUSSIan purges 
could carry rebelhon locked up In hIS skull as he walked down the passage 
waltlng for the bullet But we make the brain perfect before we blow It out 
The command of the old desponsms was "Thou shalt not" The command of 
the totalItarIans was "Thou shalt" Our command IS "Thou art" No one 
whom we brIng to thIS plaee ever stands out agaInst us Everyone IS washed 
clean Even those three mIserable traItors In whose Innocence you oilce 
beheved-Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford-In the end we broke them down I 
took part In theIr Interrogatlon~myself I saw them gradually worn down, 
whImpering, grovellIng, weeptng-aud In the end It was not WIth paIn or fear, 
only WIth perutence. By the tIme we had1ullshed WIth them they were only the 
shells of men There was nothIng left In them except sorrow for what they had 
d-one, and love of BIg Brother 1 t was touchIng to see how they loved hIm 
They begged to be shot qUIckly, so that they could dIe whlle theIr mInds were 
still clean.) 

His VQlce had grown almost.dreamy The exaltatIOn, the lunatlc enthUSIasm, 
was sttl.l m hIS faee He IS not pretendIng, thought WInston, he IS not a 
hYPoCI'lte; he beheves every word he says What most oppressed hIm was the 
consCIousness of hIS own Intellectual lnferIorIty He watched the heavy yet 
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graceful form strolhng to and fro, In and out of the range of hIS VIS10n O'BrIen 
was a beIng 1n all ways larger than lumself There was no 1dea that he had ever 
had, or could have, that O'BrIen had not long ago known, exam1Oed, and 
rejected HIS mInd conta1.ned WInston's mInd But 10 that case how could It be 
true that O'Brien was mad? It must be he, WInston, who was mad O'BrIen 
halted and looked down at him HIS VOIce had grown stern agaIn 

'Do not ImagIne that you WIll save yourself, W1Oston, however completely 
you surrender to us No one who has once gone astray IS ever spared And even 
If we chose to let you hve out the natural term of your hfe, stIll you would never 
escape from us What happens to you here IS for ever Understand that In 
advance We shall crush you down to the pOInt from WhICh there IS no comlOg 
back ThIngs WIll happen to you from whIch you could not recover, If you hved 
a thousand years Never agaIn WIll you be capable of ordInary human feelIng 
EverythIng WIll be dead InSIde you, Never aga10 WIll you be capable of love, or 
friendshIp, or JOY of hVIng, or laughter, or CUrIOSIty, or courage, or 10tegnty 
You WIll be hollow We shall squeeze you empty, and then we shall fill you 
WIth ourselves ' 

He paused and SIgned to the man In the whIte coat WInston was aware of 
some heavy pIece of apparatus be10g pushed mto place behmd hIS head 
O'Brien had sat down beSIde the bed, so that hIS face was almost on a level WIth 
WInston~s 

'Three thousand,' he Said, speaking over W1Oston's head to the man In the 
whIte coat 

Two soft pads, whIch felt slIghtly mOIst, clamped themselves aga10st 
WInston's temples He quaIled There was pam comIng, a new kInd of paIn 
O'BrIen laid a hand reassurIngly, almost kIndly, on hIs 

'ThIS tune It WIll not hurt,' he saId 'Keep your eyes fixed on nune ' 
At thIS moment there was a devastatmg explosIon, or what seemed lIke an 

explOSiOn, though It was not cert8.ln whether there was any nOIse There was 
undoubtedly a bhndIng flash of lIght WInston was not hurt, only prostrated 
Although he had already been lYIng on hIS back when the dung happened, he 
had a CUrIOUS feehng that he had been knocked Into that pOSItIOn A terrIfic, 
pamless blow had flattened hun out Also somethmg had happened InSIde hIS 
head As hIS eyes regaIned theIr focus he remembered who he was, and where 
he was, and recognIzed the face that was gazmg mto hIs own, but somewhere or 
other there was a large patch of emptIness, as though a pIece had been taken 
out of hIS brain 

'It WIll not last,' said O'BrIen 'Look me m the eyes. What country IS 
Oceama.at war Wlth?' 

WInston thought He knew what was meant by Oceama and that he hunself 
was a Clnzen of OceanIa lie also remembered EuraSIa and Eastasla,. but who 
was at war With whom he dId not know In fact he had not been aware that 
there was any war. 

'I don't remember.' 
'OceaIlJa is at war WIth Eastasla Do you remember that now?; 
'Yes' 
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'OceanIa has always been at war wIth Eastasia SInce the begInmng of your 
lIfe, SInce the begInnIng of the Party, SInce the begmnlng of hIstory, the war 
has continued wIthout a break, always the same war Do you remember that';)' 

'Yes' 
'Eleven years ago you created a legend about three men who had been 

condemned to death for treachery You pretended that you had a pIece of 
paper whIch proved them Innocent No such pIece of paper ever eXIsted You 
Invented It, and later you grew to beheve In It You remember now the very 
moment at whIch you first Invented It Do you remember that?' 

'Yes' 
'Just now I held up the fingers of my hand to you You saw five fingers Do 

you remember that?' 
'Yes' 
O'BrIen held up the fingers of his left hand, with the thumb concealed 
'There are five fingers there Do you see five fingers';)' 
'Yes' 
And he did see them, for a fleeting Instant, before the scenery of hIS mind 

changed He saw five fingers, and there was no deformIty Then everythIng 
was normal agaIn, and the old fear, the hatred, and the bewIlderment came 
crowding back again But th-ere had been a moment-he dId not know how 
long, thIrty seconds, perhaps-of lumInous certaInty) when each new 
suggestIOn of O'Bnen's had filled up a patch of emptiness and become absolute 
truth, and when two and two could have been three as easIly as five, If that were 
what was needed It had faded out before O'BrIen had dropped hiS hand, but 
though he could not recapture It, he could remember It, as one remembers a 
VIVId experIence at some remote perIOd of one's hfe when one was In effect a 
dIfferent person 

'You see now,' saId O'BrIen 'that It IS at any rate possible' 
'Yes,' saId WInston 
O'BrIen stood up WIth a satIsfied air Over to hIS left WInston saw the man In 

the wlnte coat break an ampoule and draw back the plunger of a synnge 
Q'Bnen turned to WInston WIth a smIle' In almost the old manner he resettled 
hIS spectacles on hiS nose 

'Do you remember wrItIng In your dIary,' he said, 'that Lt did not matter 
whether I was a fnend or an enemy) SInce I was at least a person who 
understood you and could be talked to';) You were right I enJoy talkIng to you 
Your Inlnd appeals to me It resembles my own mind except that you happen 
to be Insane Before we brIng the seSSlOn to an end you can ask me a few 
questIons, If you choose' 

'Any quesnon I hke?' 
'AnYtlu,ng) He saw that WInston's eyes were upon the dial 'It IS SWItched 

oft. What 1"8 yoUt first question?' 
'What have you done WIth Juha">' saId Winston 
O'Brien smiled again 'She betrayed you, Winston Immedlately-

1l.tlre$ervedly I have seldom seen anyone come over to us so promptly You 
would hardly recOgnIze her If you saw her All her rebellIousness, her deceit, 
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her folly, her dirty-mindedness-everythIng has been burned out of her It was 
a perfect converSlOn, a textbook case ' 

'You tortured her';)' 
O'BrIen left thIS unanswered 'Next questIon,' he saId 
'Does BIg Brother eXIst';)' 
'Of course he eXIsts The Party eXIsts BIg Brother IS the embodIment of the 

Party' 
'Does he eXIst In the same way as 1 eXIst';)' 
'You do not eXIst,' saId O'BrIen 
Once agrun the sense of helplessness assaIled hun He knew, or he could 

ImagIne, the arguments WhICh proved hIS own non-eXIstence, but they were 
nonsense, they were only a play on words Did not the statement, 'You do not 
eXIst', contaIn a logIcal absurdIty';) But what use was It to say so';) HIS mmd 
shrIvelled as he thought of the unanswerable, mad arguments WIth whIch 
O'BrIen would demolIsh hIm 

'1 thInk 1 eXIst,' he saId wearIly 'I am conscIOUS of my own Identity I was 
born and 1 shall dIe "I have arms and legs 1 occupy a partIcular pomt In space 
No other solId obJect can occupy the same pOInt simultaneously In that sense, 
does Big Brother eXIst';)' 

'It IS of no Importance He eXIsts' 
'WIll BIg Brother ever dIe';)' 
'Of course not How could he dIe';) Next questIon' 
'Does the Brotherhood eXIst';>' 
'That, WInston, you wIll never know If we choose to set you free when we 

have firushed WIth you, and If you bve to be runety years old, stIll you Will 
never learn whether the answer to that questlOn IS Yes or No As long as you 
lIve It wIll be an unsolved rIddle In your mInd ' 

WInston lay sIlent HIS breast rose and fell a lIttle faster He stIll had not 
asked the questIon that had come Into rus mInd the first He had got to ask It, 
and yet It was as though hIS tongue would not utter It There was a trace of 
amusement In O'BrIen's face Even hIS spectacles seemed to wear an Irorucal 
gleam He knows, thought WInston suddenly, he knows what I am gOIng to 
ask' At the thought the words burst out of hIm 

'What IS In Room 101'>' 

The expreSSIOn on O'BrIen's face dId not change He answered drIly 
'You know what IS In Room 101, WInston Everyone knows what IS In Room 

'101 ' 
He raIsed a finger to the man In the whIte coat EVIdently the seSSIOn was at 

an end A needle Jerked Into WInston's arm He sank almost lDstantly Into deep 
sleep 
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'There are three stages In your reintegratIOn,' saId O'BrIen 'There IS learnIng, 
there IS understanding, and there IS acceptance It IS tIme for you to enter upon 
the second stage ' 

As always, WInston was lYIng flat on hIS back But of late hIS bonds were 
looser They stIll held hIm to the bed, but he could move hIS knees a lIttle and 
could turn rus head from SIde to SIde and raIse hIS arms from the elbow The 
dIal, also, had grown to be less of a terror He could evade ItS pangs If he was 
qUIck-witted enough It was chIefly when he showed stupIdIty that O'BrIen 
pulled the lever SometImes they got through a whole sessIOn WIthout use of 
the dIal He could not remember how many seSSIOns there had been The 
whole process seemed to stretch out over a long, Indefinite tIme-weeks, 
pOSSIbly-and the Intervals between the sessIOns mIght sometImes have been 
days, sometlIDes only an hour or two 

'As you he there,' said O'BrIen, 'you have often wondered-you have even 
asked me-why the MInIstry of Love should expend so much tune and trouble 
on you And when you were free you were puzzled by what was essentIally the 
same questIOn You could grasp the mechanICS of the SOCIety you hved In, but 
not ItS underlYIng motives Do you remember wrIting m your dIary, "I 
understand how I do not understand why"? It was when you thought about 
"why" that you doubted your own saruty You have read the book, GoldsteIn's 
book, or parts of It, at least DId It tell you anythmg that you dId not know 
already?' 

'You have read 11';>' saId Wmston 
'I wrote It That IS to say, I collaborated In WrItIng It No book IS produced 

IndIvidually, as you know ' 
'Is It true, what It says?' 
'A deSCrIptIOn, yes The programme It sets forth IS nonsense The secret 

accumulation of knowledge-a gradual spread of enhghtenment-ultlmately a 
proletarian rebellIon-the overthrow of the Party You foresaw yourself that 
that was what It would say It IS all nonsense The proletarIans Will never 
revolt~ not In a thousand years or a m11hon They cannot I do not have to tell 
you the reason you know 1t already. If you have ever cherIshed any dreams of 
violent insurrection, you must abandon them There IS no way In which the 
p~ I can be overthrown The rule of the Party IS for ever Make that the 
staTting-pOlnt of your thoughts ' 

He'came closer to the bed ~For ever" he repeated 'And now let us get back 
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to the questIon of "how" and "why" You understand well enough how the 
Party maIntaIns Itself 10 power Now tell me why we clIng to power What IS 
our motIve"> Why should we want power",) Go on, speak,' he added as WInston 
remaIned sIlent 

Nevertheless WInston dId not speak for another moment or two A feelIng of 
wearIness had overwhelmed hIm The famt, mad gleam of enthUSIasm had 
come back Into O'BrIen's face He knew In advance what O'BrIen would say 
That the Party dId not seek power for Its own ends, but only for the good of the 
majorIty That It sought power because men 10 the mass were fraIl cowardly 
creatures who could not endure hberty or face the truth, and must be ruled 
over and systematIcally deceIved by others who were stronger than 
themselves That the chOIce for mankInd lay between freedom and hapPIness, 
and that, for the great bulk of mankInd, happIness was better That the Party 
was the eternal guardIan of the weak, a dedIcated sect dOIng evIl that good 
mIght come, SaCrIfiCIng Its own happIness to that of others The terrIble thmg, 
thought WInston, the terrIble thIng was that when O'BrIen sald thIS he would 
beheve It You could see It In hIS face O'BrIen knew everythmg A thousand 
tImes better than WInston he knew what the world was really hke, m what 
degradatIon the mas.s of human bemgs hved and by what hes and barbarItIes 
the Party kept them there He had understood It all, weIghed It all, and It made 
no dIfference all was JustIfied by the ultImate purpose What can you do, 
thought WInston, agamst the lunatIC who IS more IntellIgent than yourself, 
who gIves your arguments a faIr hearIng and then SImply perSIsts In hIS lunacy",) 

'You are rulIng over us for our own good,' he saId feebly 'You beheve that 
human beIngs are not fit to govern themselves, and therefore-' 

He started and almost CrIed out A pang of pam had shot through hIS body 
O'BrIen had pushed the lever of the dIal up to thIrty-five 

'That was stupId, Wmston, stupId" he saId 'You should know better than 
to say a thIng lIke that' 

He pulled the lever back and contInued. 
'Now I WIll tell you the answer to my questIon It IS thIs The Party seeks 

power entIrely for Its own sake. We are not mterested In the good of others, we 
are Interested solely In power Not wealth or luxury or long hfe or hapPIness 
only power, pure power What pure power means you WIll understand 
presently We are dIfferent from all the olIgarclnes of the past, In that we know 
what we are dOlng All the others) even those who resembled ourselves, were 
cowards and hypocrItes The German NaZIS and the RUSSIan Commumsts 
came very close to us In theIr methods, but they never had the courage to 
recogmze therr own motIves They pretended, perhaps they even belIeved, 
that they had seIzed power unwIllIngly and for a limIted tlme, and that Just 
round the corner there lay a paradise where human beIngs would be free and 
equal We are not lIke that We know that no one ever seiZes power WIth the 
IntentIOn of rehnqUlshIng It Power IS not a means, It is an end. One does not 
establIsh a ruct-atorsrup In ordet to safeguard a revolutIon, one makes the 
revolutIon In OJ:de:r to estabhsh the dlctatorship. The object of persecutIon IS 

persecutIon The object of toFtUre 18 torture The object of power 1$ power 
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Now do you begIn to understand me";>' 
WInston was struck, as he had been struck before, by the tIredness of 

O'BrIen's face It was strong and fleshy and brutal, It was full of Intelhgence 
and a sort of controlled passIOn before whIch he felt hImself helpless but It was 
tIred There were pouches under the eyes, the skIn sagged from the 
cheekbones O'BrIen leaned over hIm, delIberately brIngIng the worn face 
nearer 

'You are thInkIng,' he saId, 'that my face IS old and tIred You are thInkIng 
that I talk of power, and yet I am not even able to prevent the decay of my own 
body Can you not understand, WInston, that the IndIVIdual IS only a celP The 
wearIness of the cell IS the VIgour of the organIsm Do you dIe when you cut 
your fingernaIls";>' 

He turned away from the bed and began strolhng up and down agaIn, one 
hand In hIS pocket 

'We are the prIests of power,' he saId 'God IS power But at present power IS 
only a word so far as you are concerned It IS tIme for you to gather some Idea of 
what power means The first thIng you must realIze IS that power IS collectIve 
The Invldidual only has power In so far as he ceases to be an IndIVIdual You 
know the Party slogan "Freedom IS Slavery" Has It ever occurred to you that 
It IS reverSIble";> Slavery IS freedom Alone-free -the human beIng IS always 
defeated It must be so, because every human beIng IS doomed to dIe, WhICh IS 
the greatest of all faIlures But If he can make complete, utter submISSIOn, If he 
can escape from hIS IdentIty, If he can merge himself In the Party so that he zs 
the Party, then he IS all-powerful and Immortal The second thIng for you to 
realIze IS that power IS power over human beIngs Over the body-but, above 
all, over the mInd Power over matter-external realIty, as you would call It-IS 
not Important Already our control over matter IS absolute ' 

For a moment WInston Ignored the dIal He made a VIolent effort to raIse 
hunself Into a SIttIng pOSItIOn, and merely succeeded In wrenchIng hIS body 
pamfully 

'But how can you control matter";>' he burst out 'You don't even control the 
clImate or the law of graVIty And there are dIsease, paIn, death-' 

O'BrIen sIlenced hIm by a movement of hIs hand 'We control matter 
because we control the mInd RealIty IS inSIde the skull You WIll learn by 
degrees, Wmston There IS nothIng that we could not do InvIsIbIlIty, 
levitatIOn-anythIng I could float off thIS floor lIke a soap bubble If I WIsh to I 
do not WIsh to, because the Party does not WIsh It You must get rId of those 
nmeteenth-century Ideas about the laws of Nature We make the laws of 
Nature.' 

~But y{)U do not' You are not even masters of this planet What about EuraSIa 
and Eastasla? You have not conquered them yet' 

~Ununportant. We shall conquer them when It SUlts US And If we dId not, 
what diffel"etlCe would It make';> We can shut them out of eXIstence OceanIa IS 
the world.' .. 
, <BUt the world itself IS only a speck of dust And man IS tIny .... helpless' How 

lmi,ghas he been In eXIstence? For 1ll1lhons of years the earth was umnhablted ' 
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'Nonsense The earth IS as old as we are, no older How could It be older"> 
NothIng eXIsts except through human conscIOusness' 

'But the rocks are full of the bones of extmct ammals-mammoths and 
mastodons and enormous reptIles WhICh lIved here long before man was ever 
heard of' 

'Have you ever seen those bones, WInston"> Of course not Nmeteenth
century bIOlogIsts Invented them Before man there was nothmg After man, If 
he could come to an end, there would be nothmg OutSIde man there IS 
nothmg' 

'But the whole umverse IS outSIde us Look at the stars' Some of them are a 
mIllIon lIght-years away They are out of our reach for ever' 

'What are the stars">' saId O'BrIen IndIfferently 'They are bIts of fire a few 
kIlometres away We could reach them If we wanted to Or we could blot them 
out The earth IS the centre of the UnIverse The sun and the stars go round It ' 

Wmston made another convulsIve movement ThIS tIme he dId not say 
anythIng O'BrIen contmued as though answermg a spoken obJectlOn 

'For certaIn purposes, of course, that IS not true When we navIgate the 
ocean, or when we predIct an eclIpse, we often find It convement to assume that 
the earth goes round the sun and that the stars are mIllIons upon IDilhons of 
kIlometres away But what of It"> Do you suppose It IS beyond us to produce a 
dual system of astronomy"> The stars can be near or dIstant, accordmg as we 
need them Do you suppose our mathematIcIans are unequal to that"> Have you 
forgotten doublethmk">' 

Wmston shrank back upon the bed Whatever he saId, the sWIft answer 
crushed hIm hke a bludgeon And yet he knew, he knew, that he was In the 
rIght The belIef that nothIng eXIsts outSIde your own mmd-surely there must 
be some way of demonstratIng that It was false"> Had It not been exposed 
long ago as a fallacy"> There was even a name for It, WhIch he had forgotten 
A famt smIle tWItched the corners of O'BrIen)s mouth as he looked down at 
hIm 

'1 told you, WInston,' he saId, 'that metaphysIcS IS not your strong pomt 
The word you are trymg to thInk of IS SolIpSIsm. But you are mIstaken ThIS IS 
not SolIpSIsm CollectIve SolIpSIsm, If you lIke But that IS a dIfferent thIng 10 

fact, the OpPOSIte thIng All thIS IS a dIgresSIOn,' he added m a dIfferent tone 
'The real power, the power we have to fight for mght and day, IS not power 
over thIngs, but over men ' He paused, and for a moment assumed agaIn hIS aIr 
of a schoolmaster questIonmg a promISIng pupIl 'How does one man assert rus 
power over another, Wmston?' 

WInston thought 'By makIng rum suffer,' he saId 
'Exactly. By makIng hun suffer ObedIence IS not enough Unless he IS 

sufferIng, how can you be sure that he IS obeYing your Will and not hiS own? 
Power 18 in Infhctlng pam and humlliatlon. Power IS m tearlllg human minds to 
p;Leces and puttIng them together agam In new shapes of your own ChOOSIng. 
Do you begIn to see, then, what kmd of w.()r1d we are creatlng~ It IS the exact 
opposite of the s.tupId hedonistIc Utopias that the old reformers unagrned A 
world of fear and treachery and torment, a world of tramplIng and bemg 
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trampled upon, a world whIch wIll grow not less but ma? e mercIless as It refines 
Itself Progress In our world wlll be progress towards more paIn The old 
CIVIlIzatIons claImed that they were founded on love or JustIce Ours IS founded 
upon hatred In our world there wIll be no emotIOns except fear, rage, 
trIumph, and self-abasement EverythIng else we shall destroy-everythIng 
Already we are breaking down the habIts of thought WhICh have surVIved from 
before the RevolutIon We have cut the hnks between chIld and parent, and 
between man and man, and between man and woman No one dares trust a 
WIfe or a chlld or a fnend any longer But In the future there wIll be no WIves 
and no frIends ChIldren wIll be taken from their mothers at bIrth, as one takes 
eggs from a hen The sex InstInct wIll be eradIcated ProcreatIOn wIll be an 
annual formalIty hke the renewal of a ratIon card We shall abolIsh the orgasm 
Our neurologIsts are at work upon It now There wIll be no loyalty, except 
loyalty towards the Party There w1ll be no love, except the love of BIg 
Brother There wIll be no laughter, except the laugh of tnumph over a 
defeated enemy There WIll be no art, no lIterature, no SC1ence When we are 
ommpotent we shall have no more need of SCIence There wIll be no dIstInCtIOn 
between beauty and uglIness There wIll be no CUrIOSIty, no enjoyment of the 
process of hfe All competIng pleasures WIll be destroyed But always-do not 
forget thIS, WInston-always there WIll be the mtoxICatlOn of power, constantly 
IncreaSIng and constantly grOWIng subtler Always, at every moment, there 
wIll be the thrIll of v1ctory, the sensatIon of tramplIng on an enemy who 1S 
helpless If you want a pIcture of the future, Imagine a boot stampIng on a 
human fac..e-for ever' 

He paused as though he expected WInston to speak WInston had tned to 
shrInk back Into the surface of the bed agaIn He could not say anythIng Hls 
heart seemed to be frozen O'BrIen went on 

'And remember that It IS for ever The face w1l1 always be there to be 
stamped upon The heretiC, the enemy of society, w1l1 always be there, so that 
he can be defeated and humilIated over again Everything that you have 
undergone Slnce you have been In our hands-all that wIll contInue, and worse 
The espIOnage, the betrayals, the arrests, the tortures, the executIons, the 
dIsappearances Will never cease It W1ll be a world of terror as much as a world 
of trlUmph The more the Party IS powerful, the less It WIll be tolerant the 
weaker the OPPOSItIon, the tIghter the despotIsm. GoldsteIn and hIS hereSlef, 
Will live for ever. Every day, at every moment, they WIll be defeated, 
dlscredlted, rIdiculed, spat upon-and yet they wIll always survIve ThIS drama 
that I have played out WIth you dUrIng seven years wdl be played out over and 
over agatn, generatIOn after generatlOn, always In subtler forms Always we 
shall have the heretlc here at our mercy, screaming WIth paIn., broken up, 
conteJll.ptlble-aad in the end utterly perutent, saved from hImself, crawlIng to 
our f~l ofbJ.:s .own accord. That IS the world that we are preparIng, WInston A 
w,oJ!kL.QJf~ after victory, trlwnph after triumph after trIumph an endless 
~SJ.n,g, preSSIng, pressIng upon the nerve of power You are begInning, I can 
~ t<>.~ze what that world wIll be hke But ill the end you Will do more than 
U'P~taud J-t. You wIll accept It, welcome It, become part of It.' 
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Winston had recovered hlInself suffiCIently to speak 'You can'tI' he saId 
weakly 

'What do you mean by that remark, Winston';>' 
'You could not create such a world as you have Just descrtbed It IS a dream 

It IS ImpOSSIble) 
'Why';>' 
'It IS ImpOSSIble to found a clvlhzatlOn on fear and hatred and cruelty It 

would never endure' 
'Why not';>' 
'It would have no vItahty It would dISIntegrate It would commIt SUICIde' 
'Nonsense You are under the ImpreSSIon that hatred IS more exhaustIng 

than love Why should It be';> And If It were, what dIfference would that make';> 
Suppose that we choose to wear ourselves out faster Suppose that we qUIcken 
the tempo of human hfe tIll men are sentle at thIrty StIll what dIfference would 
It make';> Can you not understand that the death of the IndIVIdual IS not death? 
The Party IS Immortal ' 

As usual, the VOIce had battered WInston Into helplessness Moreover he 
was In dread that If he perSIsted In hIS dIsagreement O'Brten would tWISt the 
dIal agaIn And yet he could not keep sIlent Feebly, WIthout arguments, WIth 
nothIng to support hIm except hIS InartIculate horror of what O'Bnen had 
saId, he returned to the attack 

'I don't know-I don't care Somehow you wIll faIl Something WIll defeat 
you LIfe WIll defeat you ' 

'We control hfe, WInston, at all ItS levels You are Imaglmng that there IS 
somethIng called human nature WhICh WIll be outraged by what we do and WIll 
turn agaInst us But we create human nature Men are Infimtely malleable Or 
perhaps you have returned to your old Idea that the proletanans or the slaves 
WIll arIse and overthrow us Put It out of your mmd They are helpless, hke the 
anImals HumanIty IS the Party The others are outsIde-Irrelevant' 

'I don't care In the end they WIll beat you Sooner or later they WIll see you 
for what you are, and then they wIll tear you to pIeces ' 

'Do you see any eVIdence that that IS happemng';) Or any reason why It 
should?' 

'No I beheve it I know that you WIll fat! There IS somethmg In the 
universe-I don't know, some SPIrIt, some prmcIple-that you WIll never 
overcome' 

'Do you belIeve In God, WInston';)' 
'No' 
'Then what IS It, thIS prInCiple that wlll defeat us">' 
'I don't know The splnt of Man' 
'And do you conSider yourself a man';)' 
'Yes.' 
'If you are a man, WInston, you are the last man Your kInd IS extlnct, we are 

the InherItors Do you understand that you are alone"> You are outSIde hIStOry, 
you are nQn ... exI8tent' HIS manner changed and he saId more harshly 'And 
you con~uder yourself morally superIOr to us, Wlth our hes and our cruelty" 
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'Yes, I consIder myself supenor ' 
o 'BrIen dId not speak Two other vOIces were speakIng After a moment 

Wlnston recognized one of them as hIS own It was a sound-track of the 
conversatlOn he had had WIth O'BrIen, on the mght when he had enrolled 
hImself In the Brotherhood He heard hImself promIsIng to he, to steal, to 
forge, to murder, to encourage drug-takIng and prostitutlOn, to dIssemInate 
venereal dIseases, to throw VitrIol In a chIld's face O'Bnen made a small 
Impatlent gesture, as though to say that the demonstratIon was hardly worth 
makIng Then he turned a sWltch and the vOIce~ stopped 

'Get up from that bed,' he saId 
The bonds had loosened themselves \Vlnston lowered hImself to the floor 

and stood up unsteadIly 
'You are the last man,' satd O'BrIen 'You are the guardIan of the human 

SPIrtt You shall see yourself as you are Take off your clothes ' 
Wlnston undld the bIt of stnng that held hIS overalls together The ZIP 

fastener had long SInce been wrenched out of them He could not remember 
whether at any tune SInce hiS arrest he had taken off all hIS clothes at one tIme 
Beneath the overalls hIS body was looped WIth filthy yellOWIsh rags, Just 
recogruzable as the remnants ofunderc1othes As he slId them to the ground he 
saw that there was a three-Sided mIrror at the far end of the room He 
approached It, then stopped short An Involuntary cry had broken out of hIm 

'Go on,' saId O'BrIen 'Stand between the WIngs of the mirror You shall see 
the slde VIew as well ' 

He had stopped because he was fnghtened A bowed, grey-coloured, 
skeleton-hke thlng was comIng towards hIm Its actual appearance was 
frightenIng, and not merely the fact that he knew It to be hImself He moved 
closer to the glass. The creature's face seemed to be protruded, because of Its 
bent carnage A forlorn, JaIlbIrd's face WIth a nobby forehead running back 
Into a bald scalp, a crooked nose, and battered-lookIng cheekbones above 
whIch the eyes were fierce and watchful The cheeks were seamed, the mouth 
had a drawn-In look CertaInly It was hIs own face, but It seemed to him that It 
had changed more than he had changed InSide The emotIons It registered 
would be dIfferent from the ones he felt He had gone partIally bald For the 
first moment he had thought that he had gone grey as well, but It was only the 
scalp that was grey. Except for hIs hands and a Circle of hiS face, hIS body was 
grey all over WIth anCIent, Ingratned dIrt. Here and there under the dirt there 
were the red scars of wounds, and near the ankle the varIcose ulcer was an 
Inflamed mass WIth flakes of skIn peelIng off It But the truly fnghtenlng thing 
was the emaciatIon ofms body The barrel of the nbs was as narrow as that of a 
skeleton the legs had shrunk so that the knees were thicker than the thighs. He 
saw now what O'Brien had meant about seeIng the SIde view The curvature of 
the splne was astonishIng The thIn shoulders were hunched forward so as to 
make: a cavity of the chest, the scraggy neck seemed to be bendIng double 
1lI1det the weight of the skull At a guess he would have said that It was the 
body of a man of SIXty, suffering from some malIgnant disease 

<You have thought sometlIl1es,' saId O'Bnen, 'that my face-the face of a 



Nzneteen Ezghty-Four 901 

member of the Inner Party-looks old and worn What do you thmk of your 
own face';>' 

He seIzed WInston's shoulder and spun hIm round so that he was facmg 
hIm 

'Look at the condItIOn you are In" he saId 'Look at thIS filthy grIme all over 
your body Look at the dIrt between your toes Look at that dlsgustmg runmng 
sore on your leg Do you know that you stInk lIke a goat';> Probably you have 
ceased to notIce It Look at your emaCIatIOn Do you see,;> I can make my thumb 
and forefinger meet round your bIcep I could snap your neck lIke a carrot Do 
you know that you have lost twenty-five kIlograms smce you have been In our 
hands';> Even your haIr IS comIng out In handfuls Look P He plucked at 
WInston's head and brought away a tuft of haIr 'Open your mouth NIne, ten, 
eleven teeth left How many had you when you came to us,;> And the few you 
have left are droppmg out of your head Look here" 

He seIzed one of WInston's remalmng front teeth between hIS powerful 
thumb and forefinger A tWInge of paIn shot through WInston's Jaw O'BrIen 
had wrenched the loose tooth out by the roots He tossed It across the cell 

'You are rottIng away,' he saId, 'you are fallIng to pIeces What are you? A 
bag of filth Now turn round and look Into that mIrror agaIn Do you see that 
thIng faCIng you 7(I.hat IS the last man If you are human, that IS humamty 
Now put your clothes on agaIn) 

WInston began to dress hImself WIth slow suff movements UntIl now he 
had not seemed to notIce how thm and weak he was Only one thought stIrred 
In hIS mInd that he must have been In thIs place longer than he had ImagIned 
Then suddenly as he fixed the mIserable rags round hImself a feelIng of PIty for 
hIS rUIned body overcame hIm Before he knew what he was domg he had 
collapsed on to a small stool that stood beSIde the bed and burst Into tears He 
was aware of hIS uglmess, hIS gracelessness, a bundle of bones In filthy 
underclothes SIttIng weepIng In the harsh whIte lIght but he could not stop 
lumself O'Bnen laId a hand on hIS shoulder, almost kIndly 

'It wIll not last for ever,' he saId 'You can escape from It whenever you 
choose EverythIng depends on yourself' 

'You dId It" sobbed Wmston 'You reduced me to thIS state' 
'No, WInston, you reduced yourself to It ThIS IS what you accepted when 

you set yourself up agaInst the Party It was all contaIned m that first act 
Nothmg has happened that you dId not foresee' 

He paused, and then went on 
'We have beaten you, Wmston We have broken you up You have seen what 

your body IS hke Your mInd IS In the same state I do not thInk there can be 
much prIde left In you You have been kIcked and flogged and insulted, you 
have screamed WIth paIn, you have rolled on the floor in your own blood and 
vomIt You have whImpered for mercy, you have betrayed everybody and 
everythIng Can you thInk of a SIngle degradatIon that has not happened to 
you?' 

WInston had stopped weepIng, though the tears were snll oozing out of his 
eyes He looked up at O'BrIen 
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'I have not betrayed J uha,' he saId 
O'Brien looked down at hIm thoughtfully 'No,' he saId, 'no, that 18 perfectly 

true You have not betrayed J uha ' 
The pecuhar reverence for O'BrIen, whIch nothIng seemed able to destroy, 

flooded WInston's heart agaIn How Intelhgent, he thought, how Intelhgent l 

Never dId O'BrIen fall to understand what was saId to hIm Anyone else on 
earth would have answered promptly that he had betrayed J uIta For what was 
there that they had not ~clewed out of hIm under the torture';) He had told them 
everythmg he knew about her, her habIts, her character, her past hfe, he had 
confessed In the most trIvIal detaIl everythIng that had happened at theIr 
meetIngs, all that he had saId to her and she to hIm, theIr black-market meals, 
theIr adulteries, theIr vague plottlngs agaInst the Party-everythIng And yet, 
In the sense In whIch he Intended the word, he had not betrayed her He had 
not stopped lOVIng her) hIS feelIng towards her had remaIned the same 
O'Brten had seen what he meant WIthout the need for explanatIOn 

'Tell me,' he saId, 'how soon WIll they shoot me';)' 
'It mIght be a long tIme,' saId O'Bnen 'You are a dIfficult case But don't 

gIve up hope Everyone IS cured sooner or later In the end we shall shoot you' 

4 
He was much better He was grOWIng fatter and stronger every day, If It was 
proper to speak of days 

The whIte lIght and the hummIng sound were the same as ever, but the cell 
was a bttle more comfortable than the others he had been In There was a 
plllow and a mattress on the plank bed, and a stool to SIt on They had gIven 
hIm a bath, and they allowed hIm to wash hImself faIrly frequently In a tIn 
baSIn They even gave hIm warm water to wash WIth They had gIven hIm new 
underclothes and a clean SUIt of overalls They had dressed hIS varIcose ulcer 
With soothIng OIntment They had pulled out the remnants of hIS teeth and 
given rum a new set of dentures 

Weeks or months must have passed It would have been pOSSIble now to 
keep count of the passage of tune, If he had felt any Interest In dOIng so, SInce 
he was beIng fed at what appeared to be regular Intervals He was gettIng, he 
Judged, three meals In the twenty-four hours, sometImes he wondered dImly 
whetJler be was getting them by night or by day The food was surprIsIngly 
&Q.O<ij w~ meat at every thIrd meal Once there was even a packet of Clgarettes 
~~jl~~Q :w.atches~ but the never-speakIng guard wha brought hIS food would 
give. hUn it light. The first tIme he toed to smoke It made hIm Sick, but he 
t~~, a;nd spun the packet out for a long tIme, smokmg half a Cigarette 
.aft.- 'taQQ.lllcsl 
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They had gIven hIm a whIte slate wIth a stump of pencIl ned to the corner 
At first he made no use of It Even when he was awake he was completely 
torpId Often he would he from one meal to the next almost wIthout stlrrmg, 
sometImes asleep, sometImes wakmg Into vague reverIes In whIch It was too 
much trouble to open hIS eyes He had long grown used to sleepmg wIth a 
strong hght on hIS face It seemed to make no dIfference, except that one's 
dreams were lnore coherent He dreamed a great deal all through thIS tIme, and 
they were always happy dreams He was m the Golden Country, or he was 
SIttIng among enormous glOrIOUS, sunht rums, WIth hIS mother, WIth Juha, 
WIth O'BrIen-not dOIng anythIng, merely SIttIng m the sun, talkIng of peaceful 
thIngs Such thoughts as he had when he was awake were mostly about hIS 
dreams He seemed to have lost the power of Intellectual effort, now that the 
stImulus of paIn had been removed He was not bored, he had no deSIre for 
conversatIOn or dIstractIon Merely to be alone, not to be beaten or questlOned, 
to have enough to eat, and to be clean all over, was completely satlsfymg 

By degrees he came to spend less tIme In sleep, but he stIll felt no Impulse to 
get off the bed All he cared for was to he qUIet and feel the strength gathermg 
In hIS body He would finger hImself here and there, trymg to make sure that It 
was not an IllUSIOn that hIS muscles were grOWIng rounder and hIS skm tauter 
FInally It was estabhshed beyond a doubt that he was grOWIng fatter, hIS thIghS 
were now definItely thIcker than hIS knees After that, reluctantly at first, he 
began exerCISIng hImself regularly In a httle whIle he could walk three 
kIlometres, measured by paCIng the cell, and hIS bowed shoulders were 
grOWIng straighter He attempted more elaborate exerCIses, and was 
astorushed and humIlIated to find what thIngs he could not do He could not 
move out of a walk, he could not hold hIS stool out at arm's length, he could not 
stand on one leg WIthout falhng over He squatted down on hiS heels, and 
found that WIth agoOlzmg paIns In thigh and calf he could Just hft hImself to a 
standmg positton He lay fiat on hIS belly and trIed to hft hiS welght by hIS 
hands It was hopeless, he could not raIse hImself a centlmetre But after a few 
more days-a few more meal-nmes-even that feat was accomplIshed A time 
came when he could do It SIX times running He began to grow actually proud 
of hiS body, and to cherIsh an IntermIttent belIef that hIS face also was growmg 
back to normal Only when he chanced to put hiS hand on hIS bald scalp dId he 
remember the seamed, rumed face that had looked back at him out of the 
mIrror 

HIS mInd grew more actIve He sat down on the plank bed, hIS back against 
the wall and the slate on hIS knees, and set to work delIberately at the task of re
educating hImself 

He had capitulated, that was agreed In realIty, as he saw now, he had been 
ready to capItulate long before he had taken the deCISion From the moment 
when he was InSIde the MIOlstry of Love-and yes, even dunng those mInutes 
when he and Juha had stood helpless while the Iron VOice from the telescreen 
told them what to do-he had grasped the frlvohty, the shallowness of hIS 
attempt to set hunself up agaInst the power of the Party He knew now that for 
seven years the Thought Police had watched hun lIke a beetle under a 
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magmfymg glass There was no physIcal act, no word spoken aloud, that they 
had not notIced, no traIn of thought that they had not been able to Infer Even 
the speck of whItIsh dust on the cover of hIS dIary they had carefully replaced 
They had played sound-tracks to him, shown him photographs Some of them 
were photographs of J uha and hImself Yes, even He could not fight 
agamst the Party any longer BeSIdes, the Party was In the rIght It must be so 
how could the Immortal, collectIve brain be mistaken';) By what external 
standard could you check Its Judgments';) Samty was statistical It was merely a 
question of learning to thInk as they thought Only-I 

The pencIl felt thIck and awkward In hiS fingers He began to WrIte down the 
thoughts that came Into hiS head He wrote first In large clumsy capitals 

FREEDOM IS SLAVERY 

Then almost Without a pause he wrote beneath It 

TWO AND TWO MAKE FIVE 

But then there came a sort of check HIS mInd, as though shYIng away from 
somethIng, seemed unable to concentrate He knew that he knew what came 
next, but for the moment he could not recall It When he dId recall It, It was 
only by conscIOusly reasonIng out what It must be It dId not come of Its own 
accord He wrote-

GOD IS POWER 

He accepted everythIng The past was alterable The past never had been 
altered OceanIa was at war WIth Eastasla Oceania had always been at war WIth 
Eastasla Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford were guilty ofthecnmes they were 
charged With He had never seen the photograph that disproved theIr guIlt It 
had never eXlsted, he had Invented It He remembered remembering contrary 
things, but those were false memones, products of self-deception How easy It 
all wast Only surrender, and everything else followed It was lIke sWllnming 
agamst a current that swept you backwards however hard you struggled, and 
then suddenly deCiding to turn round and go With the current Instead of 
oppOSIng It. N othJ.ng had changed except your own attItude the predestIned 
thing happened in any case. He hardly knew why he had ever rebelled 
EverythIng was easy, except-! 

Anytlung could be true. The so-called laws of Nature were nonsense The 
law a£ graVlty was nonsense ~If I WIshed,,' O'BrIen had saId, 'I could float off 
1his floor lib a soap bubble.' WInston worked It out 'If he thznks he floats off 
~Jloor,_a1illCh{ I smlultaneously thznk'I see hIm do It, then the thing happens' 
~~). like a lump of submerged wreckage breakIng the surface of water, 
,,*,~t burst Into hIS nllnd 'It doesn't really happen We ImagIne It It IS 
W1Udnation.' He pushed the thought under Instantly The fallacy was 
Q\}.0'Qs. It presupposed that somewhere or other, outSide oneself, there was a 
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'real' world where 'real' things happened But how could there be such a 
world:> What knowledge have we of anythmg, save through our own mInds~ 
All happenIngs are In the mInd Whatever happens In all mInds, truly happens 

He had no dIfficulty In dIsposmg of the fallacy, and he was In no danger of 
succumbIng to It He realIzed, nevertheless, that It ought never to have 
occurred to hIm The mmd should develop a blInd spot whenever a dangerous 
thought presented Itself The process should be automatIc, InStInctIve 
Crzmestop, they called It In Newspeak 

He set to work to exerCIse htmself m cnmestop He presented hImself WIth 
propositIOns-'the Party says the earth IS flat', 'the Party says that Ice IS heaVIer 
than water' -and traIned hImself In not seeIng or not understandIng the 
arguments that contradicted them It was not easy It needed great powers of 
reasonIng and ImprovISatIon The arIthmetIcal problems raIsed, for Instance, 
by such a statement as 'two and two make five' were beyond hIS Intellectual 
grasp It needed also a sort of athletICism of mInd, and abIlIty at one moment to 
make the most delIcate use of lOgiC and at the next to be unconscIOUS of the 
crudest lOgical errors StupIdIty was as necessary as IntellIgence, and as 
dIfficult to attaIn 

All the whIle, WIth one part of hIS m1Od, he wondered how soon they would 
shoot hIm 'EverythIng depends on yourself,' O'BrIen had saId, but he knew 
that there was no conscIous act by whIch he could bnng It nearer It mIght be 
ten mInutes hence, or ten years They mIght keep hIm for years 10 solttary 
confinement, they mIght send bun to a labour-camp, they mIght release him 
for a whIle, as they sometImes did It was perfectly pOSSIble that before he was 
shot the whole drama of lus arrest and mterrogatlOn would be enacted all over 
agaIn The one certain thIng was that death never came at an expected 
moment The traditIOn-the unspoken tradItIOn somehow you knew It, though 
you never heard It said-was that they shot you from behmd- always In the back 
of the head, WIthout warning, as you walked down a corrIdor from cell to cell 

One day-but 'one day' was not the rIght expreSSIOn, Just as probably It was 
In the mlddle of the mght: once-he fell into a strange, blIssful reverIe He was 
walkIng down the corrIdor, wmtmg for the bullet He knew that It was commg 
In another moment Everything was settled, smoothed out, reconcIled There 
were no more doubts, no more arguments, no more paIn, no more fear HIS 
body was healthy and strong He walked easlly, WIth a ,oy of movement and 
WIth a feelmg of walkmg In sunlight He was not any longer In the narrow 
whIte corrIdors In the MInistry of Love, he was m the enormous sunllt 
passage, a kIlometre WIde, down which he had seemed to walk In the delinum 
Induced by drugs He was m the Golden Country, follOWing the foot-track 
across the old rabbit-cropped pasture He could feel the short sprmgy turf 
under his feet and the gentle sunshIne on his face At the edge of the field were 
the em trees., famtly starnng" and somewhere beyond that was the stream 
where the dace lay in'the green pools under the willows_ 

Suddenly he started up vrith a shoclt of horror The .sweat broke out on lus 
backbone He lta,d."lleltfdltimsdlf'ery al'oud: 

'JuliaJ,}uha1 JlU._'tnYIQVeMJJdia!~ , 
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For a moment he had had an overwhelmIng hallucmatIOn of her presence 
She had seemed to be not merely wIth hIm, but lnslde hlm It was as though 
she had got Into the texture of hIS sklO In that moment he had loved her fa.r 
more than he had ever done when they were together and free Also he knew 
that somewhere or other she was stIll alIve and needed hls help 

He lay back on the bed and tned to compose hImself What had he done? 
How many years had he added to hIS servItude by that moment of weakness? 

In another moment he would hear the tramp of boots outsIde They could 
not let such an outburst go unpunIshed They would know now, If they had not 
known before, that he was breakIng the agreement he had made wlth them He 
obeyed the Party, but he stIll hated the Party In the old days he had hIdden a 
heretIcal mInd beneath an appearance of conformIty Now he had retreated a 
step further In the mInd he had surrendered, but he had hoped to keep the 
Inner heart InVIolate He knew that he was In the wrong, but he preferred to be 
In the wrong They would understand that-O'BrIen would understand It It 
was all confessed In that sIngle foolIsh cry 

He would have to start all over agam It mIght take years He ran a hand over 
hls face, trYIng to famlharIze hlmself WIth the ne~ shape There were deep 
furrows In the cheeks, the cheekbones felt sharp, the nose flattened BesIdes, 
Slnce last seeIng hlmself In the glass he had been gIven a complete new set of 
teeth It was not easy to preserve InscrutabIlIty when you dId not know what 
your face looked hke In any case, mere control of the features was not enough 
For the first tIme he perceIved that If you want to keep a secret you must also 
hlde It from yourself You must know all the whIle that It IS there, but untIl It IS 
needed you must never let It emerge lOto your conscIOusness In any shape that 
could be glven a name From now onwards he must not only thInk nght, he 
must feel rIght, dream rIght And all the whIle he must keep hIS hatred locked 
up InSIde hIm lIke a ball of matter whIch was part of hImself and yet 
unconnected WIth the rest of hIm, a kInd of cyst 

One day they would deCIde to shoot him You could not tell when It would 
happen, but a few seconds beforehand It should be possIble to guess It was 
always from behInd, walkIng down a corndor Ten seconds would be enough 
In that tune the world InSIde hIm could turn over And then suddenly, WIthout 
a word uttered, WIthout a check In hIS step, WIthout the changmg of a hne In hIS 
face-suddenly the camouflage would be down and bangl would go the 
battenes of hIS hatred Hatred would fill hIm lIke an enormous roarIng flame 
And almost In the same Instant bangl would go the bullet, too late, or too early 
They would have blown hIS braIn to pIeces before they could reclaun It The 
heretIcal thought would be unpunIshed, unrepented, out of theIr reach for 
ever They would have blown a hole In theIr own perfectIOn To dIe hatIng 
them, that was freedom. 

He shut hIS eyes. It was more dIfficult than acceptmg an lotellectual 
disciphne. It was a question of degradIng hImself) mutllatlng hImself He had 
got to plunge into the filthIest of filth What was the most horrIble, sickenmg 
thing of all? He thought of BIg Brother The enormous face (because of 
constantly seeIng It on posters he always thought of It as beIng a metre WIde), 



Nzneteen Ezghty-Four 

with Its heavy black moustache and the eyes that followed you to and fro, 
seemed to float Into hiS mind of Its own accord What were hIS true feehngs 
towards Big Brother) 

There was a heavy tramp of boots In the passage The steel door swung open 
With a clang O'Bnen walked Into the cell BehInd hlffi were the waxen-faced 
officer and the black-uruformed guards 

'Get up,' said O'BrIen 'Come here' 
Winston stood opposite hIm O'Bnen took WInston's shoulders between rus 

strong hands and looked at hIm closely 
'You have had thoughts of deceIving me,' he said 'That was stupid Stand 

up straighter Look me In the face' 
He paused, and went on In a gentler tone 
'You are ImprOvIng Intellectually there IS very httle wrong With you It IS 

only emotIOnally that you have fatled to make progress Tell me, WInston-and 
remember, no lIes you know that) am always able to detect a he-tell me, what 
are your true feehngs towards BIg Brother)' 

'I hate hlffi ' 
'You hate him Good Then the tune has come for you to take the last step 

You must love Big Brother It IS not enough to obey him you must love hIm' 
He released Winston WIth a httle push towards the guards 
'Room 101,' he saId 

5 
At each stage of hIS Imprisonment he had known, or seemed to know, 
whereabouts he was In the WIndowless buIldmg PossIbly there were sbght 
dIfferences In the aIr pressure The cells where the guards had beaten rum were 
below ground level The room where he had been mterrogated by O'Bnen was 
hIgh up near the roof. Tins place was many metres underground, as deep down 
as It was possIble to go 

It was bIgger than most of the cells he had been m But he hardly notIced hIS 
surroundIngs All he notIced was that there were two small tables straIght In 
front of hIm, each covered With green baIze One was only a metre or two from 
hIm, the other was farther away, near the door He was strapped upnght 10 a 
chaIr, so tIghtly that he could move nothing, not even his head. A sort of pad 
gnpped lus head from bebmd, forcmg rum to look stratght In front of lum. 

For a moment he was alone, then the door opened and O'Bnen came In. 
'You asked me once,' Sald O'BrIen, ~what was In Room 101. ftold you that 

you knew the answer already ~ Everyone knows It. The tlung that IS m Room 
101 IS the worst 1;h;ing m the world' 

The door opened again. A,:gna;f!d came in, carrying something made of Wll'e" 
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a box or basket of some kInd He set It down on the further table Because of 
the positlOn In whIch O'Brien was standIng, WInston could not see what the 
thing was 

'The worst thing In the world,' said O'Bnen, 'vanes from IndIVIdual to 
InciIvidual It may be bunal alIve, or death by fire, or by drowmng, or by 
unpalement, or fifty other deaths There are cases where It IS some qUIte trIVIal 
thIng, not even fatal ' 

He had moved a httle to one SIde, so that WInston had a better VIew of the 
thIng on the table It was an oblong wire cage WIth a handle on top for carrYIng 
It by FIxed to the front of It was somethIng that looked lIke a fenCIng mask, 
WIth the concave SIde outwards Although It was three or four metres away 
from hIm, he could see that the cage was dIVIded lengthways Into two 
compartments, and that there was some kInd of creature 10 each They were 
rats 

'In your case,' saId O'Bnen, 'the worst th10g In the world happened to be 
rats' 

A sort of premonItory tremor, a fear of he was not certaIn what, had passed 
through W1Oston as soon as he caught hIS first glImpse of the cage But at thIS 
moment the meanIng of the mask-lIke attachment In front of It suddenly sank 
1Oto hIm HIS bowels seemed to turn to water 

'You can't do that" he CrIed out In a hIgh cracked VOIce 'You couldn't, you 
couldn't' It's ImpossIble' 

'Do you remember,' said O'Bnen, 'the moment ofpamc that used to occur 
In your dreams? There was a wall of blackness In front of you, and a roar1Og 
sound In your ears There was somethIng ternble on the other SIde of the wall 
You knew that you knew what It was, but you dared not drag It Into the open It 
was the rats that were on the other Side of the wall ' 

'O'BrIen" said WInston, makIng an effort to control hIS VOIce 'You know 
thIS IS not necessary What IS 1t that you want me to do?' 

O'BrIen made no dIrect answer When he spoke It was In the 
schoolmasterIsh manner that he sometImes affected He looked thoughtfully 
lUto the dIstance, as though he were addreSSing an audience somewhere beh10d 
Winston's hack 

'By Itself,' he SaId, 'paIn IS not always enough There are occaSlOns when a 
human bemg WIll stand out against paIn, even to the pOInt of death But for 
everyone there IS something unendurable-somethIng that cannot he 
contemplated Courage and cowardIce are not Involved If you are falhng from 
a height It IS not cowardly to clutch at a rope If you have corne up from deep 
water It 18 not cowardly to fill your lungs WIth aIr It IS merely an InstInct whIch 
cannot be destroyed It IS the same WIth the rats For you, they are 
unendurable. They are a form of pressure that you cannot WIthstand, even If 
you Wlshed to You wlll do what IS reqUIred of you ' 

'But what IS It, what IS It? How can I do It If I don't know what It IS)' 

O'Bnen plcked up the cage and brought It across to the nearer table He set It 
down carefully on the baIze cloth W1Oston could hear the blood SInging In hIS 
eJma. He had the feelIng of sIttmg In utter lonelIness He was m the mtddle of a 
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great empty plaIn, a flat desert drenched wIth sunlIght, across whIch all sounds 
came to hIm out of Immense dIstances Yet the cage wIth the rats was not two 
metres away from hIm They were enormous rats They were at the age when a 
rat's muzzle grows blunt and fierce and hIS fur brown mstead of grey 

'The rat,' saId O'Bnen, stIll addreSSIng hIS 10Vlsible audIence, 'although a 
rodent, IS carnIvorous You are aware of that You WIll have heard of the thmgs 
that happen In the poor quarters of thIS town In some streets a woman dare 
not leave her baby alone m the house, even for five mInutes The rats are 
certaIn to attack It WIthIn qUIte a small tIme they WIll strIP It to the bones 
They also attack SIck or dYIng people They show astomshing mtellIgence In 
knOWIng when a human beIng IS helpless ' 

There was an outburst of squeals from the cage It seemed to reach W mston 
from far away The rats were fightIng, they were trYIng to get at each other 
through the partItIOn He heard also a deep groan of desp81r That, too, seemed 
to come from outSIde hImself 

O'BrIen pIcked up the cage, and, as he dId so, pressed somethIng 10 It There 
was a sharp clIck WInston made a frantIC effort to tear hImself loose from the 
chaIr It was hopeless, every part of hIm, even Ius head, was held Immovably 
O'BrIen moved the cage nearer It was less than a metre from Wmston's face 

'1 have pressed the first lever,' saId O'Bnen 'You understand the 
constructIOn of thIS cage The mask WIll fit over your head, leavmg no eXIt 
When I press thIS other lever, the door of the cage WIll slIde up These starvmg 
brutes WIll shoot out of It hke bullets Have you ever seen a rat leap through the 
aIr';) They WIll leap on to your face and bore straIght Into It SometImes they 
attack the eyes first SometImes they burrow through the cheeks and devour 
the tongue' 

The cage was nearer, It was clOSIng In WInston heard a succeSSIOn of shrIll 
CrIes WhICh appeared to be occurrIng In the aIr above hIS head But he fought 
fUrIously agaInst hIS panIC To thInk, to thmk, even WIth a spItt second left-to 
thInk was the only hope Suddenly the foul musty odour of the bru.tes struck hIS 
nostrIls There was a VIOlent convulslOn of nausea InSIde hIm, and he almost 
lost conSCIOusness. EverythIng had gone black For an Instant he was Insane, a 
screamIng anImal Yet he came out of the blackness clutchIng an Idea There 
was one and only one way to save hImself He must Interpose another human 
beIng, the body of another human beIng, between lumself and the rats 

The CIrcle of the mask was large enough now to shut out the VlSlon of 
anythIng else The WIre door was a couple of hand-spans from hIS face The 
rats knew what was commg now One of them was leapIng up and down, the 
other, an old scaly grandfather of the sewers, stood up; WIth the other hIS plllk 
hands agaInst the bars; and fiercely smffed the aIr Wlllston could see the 
whIskers and the yellow teeth Agam the black panIC took hold of hIm He was 
blInd, helpless, mIndless 

'It was a common punIshment 10 ImperIal China/ sald O'Bnen as 
dIdactically as ever 

The mQsk was c10SlIig on hiS face The WIre brushed hls cheek. And 
then-no, it was not relief, -only hope) a tiny fragment of hope Too late, 
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perhaps too late But he had suddenly understood that In the whole world 
there was Just one person to whom he could transfer his punIshment-one body 
that he could thrust between hImself and the rats And he was shoutmg 
frantIcally, over and over 

'Do It to JulIa' Do It to JulIa' Not me' JulIa I don't care what you do to her 
Tear her face off, strIP her to the bones Not me' JulIa' Not mel' 

He was fallIng backwards, Into enormous depths, away from the rats He 
was stIll strapped In the chaIr, but he had fallen through the floor, through the 
walls of the buIldIng, through the earth, through the oceans, through the 
atmosphere, mto outer space, Into the gulfs between the stars-always away, 
away, away from the rats He was lIght-years dIstant, but O'BrIen was st111 
standmg at rus SIde There was stIll the cold touch of a WIre agaInst hIS cheek 
But through the darkness that enveloped hun he heard another metallIc clIck, 
and knew that the cage door had clIcked shut and not open 

6 
The Chestnut Tree was almost empty A ray of sunlIght slantIng through a 
WIndow fell yellow on dusty table-tops It was the lonely hour of fifteen A 
tInny mUSIC trIckled from the telescreens 

WInston sat In hIS usual corner, gazIng Into an empty glass Now and agaIn 
he glanced up at a vast face whIch eyed hIm from the OpPOSIte wall BIG 

BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the captIon saId UnbIdden, a walter came and filled 
hIS glass up WIth VIctory GIn, shaking Into It a few drops from another bottle 
WIth a qUIll through the cork It was saccharIne flavoured Wlth cloves, the 
spec1ahty of the cafe 

WInston was lIstenIng to the telescreen At present only musIc was comIng 
out of It, but there was a POSSI blhty that at any moment there mIght be a specIal 
bulletm from the MInIstry of Peace The news from the AfrIcan front was 
c:hsquletmg 10 the extreme On and offhe had been worrymg about It all day A 
EuraSIan army (OceanIa was at war WIth EuraSIa. OceanIa had always been at 
war WIth EuraSIa) was mOVIng southward at terrIfYIng speed The mIdday 
bulletln had not mentIoned any defirute area, but It was probable that already 
the mouth of the Congo was a battlefield BrazzavIlle and Leopoldville were In 
danger One dId not have to look at the map to see what It meant It was not 
merely a quesoon of losing Central AfrIca. for the first tlIDe m the whole war) 
the temtory of Oceania Itself was menaced 
, A viOlen.t emotlQn, not fear exactly but a sort of undifferentIated eXCItement, 
flared up In hun, then faded agaIn He stopped thmking about the war~ In these 
'd$!Ys- hf4 eQwd never fix hIS mInd on anyone subJect for more than a few 
m;o~ntS at a tIme. He pIcked up rus glass and dratned It at a gulp. As always, 
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the gIn made hIm shudder and even retch shghtly The stuff was horrIble The 
cloves and sacchanne, themselves dISgustIng enough In theIr SIckly way, could 
not dlsguise the fiat Olly smell, and what was worst of all was that the smell of 
gIn, WhIch dwelt WIth hIm nIght and day, was mextncably mIxed up In hIS 
mInd WIth the smell of those-

He never named them, even In hIS thoughts, and so far as It was possIble he 
never vIsuahzed them They were somethmg that he was half-aware of, 
hoverIng close to hIS face, a smell that clung to hIS nostrIls As the gm rose In 
hIm he belched through purple hps He had grown fatter SInce they released 
hIm, and had regaIned hIS old colour-mdeed, more than regaIned It HIS 
features had thIckened, the skIn on nose and cheekbones was coarsely red, even 
the bald scalp was too deep a pInk A walter, agam unbIdden, brought the 
chessboard and the current Issue of The T'lmes, WIth the page turned down at 
the chess problem Then, seemg that Wmston's glass was empty, he brought 
the gIn bottle and filled It There was no need to gIve orders They knew hIS 
habIts The chessboard was always WaItIng for hIm, hIS corner table was always 
reserved, even when the place was full he had It to hImself, SInce nobody cared 
to be seen SIttIng too close to hIm He never even bothered to count hIs drInks 
At Irregular Intervals they presented hIm WIth a dIrty sbp of paper WhICh they 
saId was the bIll, but he had the ImpreSSIOn that they always undercharged 
hIm It would have made no dIfference If It had been the other way about He 
had always plenty of money nowadays He even had a Job, a smecure, more 
hIghly paId than hIS old Job had been 

The mUSIC from the telescreen stopped and a VOIce took over W mston 
raIsed hIS head to hsten No bulletm from the front, however It was merely a 
brIef announcement from the MInIstry of Plenty In the precedmg quarter, It 
appeared, the Tenth Three-Year Plan's quota for bootlaces had been over
fulfilled by 98 per cent 

He examIned the chess problem and set out the pIeces It was a tl1cky 
endIng, InvolVIng a couple of kmghts 'WhIte to play and mate In two moves' 
WInston looked up at the portraIt of BIg Brother WhIte always mates, he 
thought WIth a sort of cloudy mystICIsm Always, WIthout exceptIOn, It IS so 
arranged In no chess problem SInce the begmmng of the world has black ever 
won DId It not symbolIze the eternal, unvarymg trIUmph of Good over EVIP 
The huge face gazed back at hIm, full of calm power WhIte always mates 

The VOIce from the telescreen paused and added m a dIfferent and much 
graver tone 'Y ou are warned to stand by for an Important announcement at 
fifteen-thIrty FIfteen-thIrty I ThIS IS news of the hIghest Importance Take 
care not to mISS It Flfteen-thutyl' The tmklIng mUSIC struck Up agam 

WInston's heart stIrred That was the bullettn from the front; mstmet told 
hIm that It was bad news that was commg All day, WIth lIttle spurts of 
excitment, the thought of a smashIng defeat In Afnca had been 10 and out oflus 
mlnd He seemed actuaI1y to see the EuraSIan army swarmmg across the never
broken frontler and pOUrIng down loto the tIP of Mnca hke a oolumn of ants 
Why had It not been pOSSIble to outflank them>1u some way? The outhne of the 
West Afncan coast stood out VIvidly 1n his tmllld. He pIcked up the whIte 
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knIght and moved It across the board There was the proper spot Even whIle 
he saw the black horde racIng southward he saw another force, mysterlOusly 
assembled, suddenly planted In theIr rear, cuttIng theIr commUnICatlOns by 
land and sea He felt that by wllhng It he was brIngIng that other force mto 
eXIstence But It was necessary to act qUIckly If they could get control of the 
whole of Mrlca, If they had aIrfields and submarIne bases at the Cape, It would 
cut OceanIa In two It mIght mean anythIng defeat, breakdown, the redlvlsIOn 
of the world, the destructIOn of the Party' He drew a deep breath An 
extraordInary medley of feelIng-but It was not a medley, exactly, rather It was 
succeSSIve layers of feelIng, In WhIch one could not say WhICh layer was 
undermost-struggled InSIde hIm 

The spasm passed He put the whIte knIght back In Its place, but for the 
moment he could not settle down to serIOUS study of the chess problem HIS 
thoughts wandered agaIn Almost unconscIously he traced WIth hIS finger In 
the dust on the table 

'They can't get InSIde you,' she had saId But they could get InSIde you 
'What happens to you here Is/or ever,' O'BrIen had saId That was a true word 
There were thIngs, your own acts, from whIch you could not recover 
SomethIng was kIlled In your breast burnt out, cauterIzed out. 

Re had seen her, he had even spoken to her There was no danger In It He 
knew as though InstInctIvely that they now took almost no Interest In hIS 
dOIngs He could have arranged to meet her a second !lme If eIther of them had 
wanted to Actually It was by chance that they had met It was In the Park, on a 
vlle, bltlng day In March, when the earth was hke tron and all the grass seemed 
dead and there was not a bud anywhere except a few crocuses WhICh had 
pushed themselves up to be dIsmembered by the wmd He was hurrYIng along 
with frozen hands and waterIng eyes when he saw her not ten metres away 
from hIm It struck hIm at once that she had changed In some Ill-defined way 
They almost passed one another WIthout a SIgn, then he turned and followed 
her, not very eagerly He knew that there was no danger, nobody would take 
any Interest In them She dld not speak She walked oblIquely away across the 
grass as though trYIng to get rId of hIm, then seemed to reSIgn herself to haVIng 
hun at her SIde Presently they were In among a clump of ragged leafless 
shrubs, useless eIther for concealment or as protectIOn from the Wlnd They 
halted It was VIlely cold The WInd whIstled through the tWIgS and fretted the 
OCcaSIOnal) dirty-ioolong crocuses He put hIs arm round her WaIst 

There was no telescreen, but there must be hIdden rmcrophones besIdes, 
tlrey could be seen It dId not matter, nothIng mattered They could have lmn 
dQwn on the ground and done that If they had wanted to HIS flesh froze WIth 
horroit at: the thought of 1t She made no response whatever to the c1a~p of hIS 

ann, she did not even try to dIsengage herself He knew now what had changed 
loItber:. BeT face was sallower, and there was a long scar, partly hldden by the 
h*;,I acrOSS' her forehead and temple, but th~t was not the ch.atlg~. It was that 
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her waIst had grown thIcker, and, m a surprIsmg way, had stIffened He 
remembered how once, after the exploslOn of a rocket bomb, he had helped to 
drag a corpse out of some rums, and had been astonIshed not only by the 
IncredIble weIght of the thIng, but by Its rIgIdIty and awkwardness to handle, 
WhICh made It seem more lIke stone than flesh Her body felt lIke that It 
occurred to hIm that the texture of her skm would be qUIte dIfferent from what 
It had once been 

He dId not attempt to kISS her, nor dId they speak As they walked back 
across the grass she looked dIrectly at hun for the first tIme It was only a 
momentary glance, full of contempt and dIslIke He wondered whether It was a 
dIslIke that came purely out of the past or whether It was mspIred also by hIS 
bloated face and the water that the wmd kept squeezmg from hIS eyes They sat 
down on two Iron chaIrs, SIde by SIde but not too close together He saw that 
she was about to speak She moved her clumsy shoe a few centImetres and 
deliberately crushed a tWIg Her feet seemed to have grown broader, he 
notIced 

'I betrayed you,' she saId baldly 
'I betrayed you,' he saId 
She gave hIm another qUIck look of dIslIke 
'SometImes,' she saId, 'they threaten you wIth somethlng-somethmg you 

can't stand up to, can't even thmk about And then you say, "Don't do It to me, 
do It to somebody else, do It to So-and-so" And perhaps you mIght pretend, 
afterwards, that It was only a trIck and that you Just saId It to make them stop 
and dIdn't really mean It But that Isn't true At the tIme when It happens you 
do mean It You thInk there's no other way of saVIng yourself, and you're qUIte 
ready to save yourself that way You want It to happen to the other person You 
don't gIve a damn what they suffer All you care about IS yourself' 

'All you care about IS yourself,' he echoed 
'And after that, you don't feel the same towards the other person any 

longer' 
'No,' he saId, 'you don't feel the sattle ' 
There dld not seem to be anythIng more to say The WInd plastered then 

thIn overalls agaInst theIr bodIes Almost at once It became embarrassmg to SIt 
there In sIlence besIdes, It was too cold to keep stIll She saId somethmg about 
catchIng her Tube and stood up to go 

'We must meet agam,' he saId 
'Yes,; she saId, 'we must meet agam ' 
He followed Irresolutely for a lIttle dIstance, half a pace behInd her They 

dId not speak agaIn She dId not actually try to shake hIm off, but walked at Just 
such a BReed as to prevent hIS keepIng abreast of her He had made up hIS mm.d 
that he would accompany her as far as the Tube statIon, but suddenly thIS 
process oftraihng along ll1 the cold seemed pOIntless and unbearable He~ 
overwh~lmed by a des1t'e not so much to get away from JulIa as to get back to 
the Chestnut Tree Cafe): WhICh had never seemed so attractIve ~s at th1s 
moment B:e had a ,mootsJ,glc V1S.JOn of bJ;s cornet table., Wlth the newspaper aJ.'ld 
the caesaboarciaJ;lci rke, eydowing 8'lP. Abpve all, It would be W~ m th~ 
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The next moment, not altogether by accident} he allowed himself to become 
separated from her by a small knot of people He made a half-hearted attempt 
to catch up, then slowed down, turned, and made off In the opposite dIrectIOn 
When he had gone fifty metres he looked back The street was not crowded, 
but already he could not distinguish her Anyone of a dozen hurrYing figures 
might have been hers Perhaps her thickened, stiffened body was no longer 
recognIzable from behind 

'At the time when It happens,' she had said, 'you do mean It ' He had meant 
It He had not merely said It, he had Wished It He had WIshed that she and not 
he should be delIvered over to the-

Something changed In the musIc that trIckled from the telescreen A cracked 
and Jeenng note, a yellow note, came Into 1t And then-perhaps 1t was not 
happemng, perhaps It was only a memory tak1ng on the semblance of sound-a 
VOIce was SInging 

'Under the spreadlOg chestnut tree 
I sold you and you sold me-' 

The tears welled up In hIS eyes A paSSIng walter notlced that hIS glass was 
empty and came back WIth the gIn bottle 

He took up h1s glass and snIffed at It The stuff grew not less but more 
horrIble WIth every mouthful he drank But It had become the element he 
swam 1n It was hIS hfe, hIS death, and hIS resurrectlOn It was gIn that sank 
hIm Into stupor every nIght, and gm that revlved hIm every morning When he 
woke, seldom before eleven hundred, w1th gummed-up eyehds and fiery 
mouth and a back that seemed to be broken, It would have been ImpOSSible 
even to rlse from the hOrlzontal1f It had not been for the bottle and teacup 
placed bes1de the bed overnIght Through the mIdday hours he sat WIth glazed 
face, the bottle handy, hstenlng to the telescreen From fifteen to clOSIng-tIme 
he was a fixture In the Chestnut Tree Noone cared what he d1d any longer, no 
whIstle woke rum, no telescreen admonlshed hIm OccaslOnally, perhaps tWice 
a week, he went to a dusty, forgotten-Iook1ng office In the MInlstry of Truth 
and dId a httle work, or what was called work He had been appOInted to a sub
comm1ttee of a sub-commttee whlCh had sprouted from one of the 
Innumerable commlttees deahng WIth m1nor dIfficult1es that arose In the 
comptlatlOn of the Eleventh EdItIon of the Newspeak DIctIonary. They were 
engaged 1n prodUCIng somethIng called an InterIm Report, but what 1t was that 
they were reportlng on he had never definItely found out It was somethIng to 
do WIth the questIon of whether commas should be placed InSIde brackets, or 
outSIde, There were fOllr others on the committee, all ofthern persons sImllar 
to hunself There were days when they assembled and then promptly 
dispersed agatn, frankly admIttIng to one another that there was not really 
aoytll1ng to be done But there were other days when they settled down to theIr 
work almost eagerly, makIng a tremendous show of enterIng up theIr mInutes 
and mutIng long memoranda whIch were never finIshed-when the argument 
as to what they were supposedly arguIng about grew extraordlnanly Involved 
auQ. abstruse, With subtle hagghngs over defin1tIons, enormous dIgresSIOns, 
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quarrels-threats, even, to appeal to hIgher authorIty And then suddenly the 
hfe would go out of them and they would SIt round the table lookIng at one 
another wIth extmct eyes, lIke ghosts fadmg at cock-crow 

The telescreen was sIlent for a moment WInston raIsed hIS head agmn The 
bulletIn I But no, they were merely changmg the mUSIC He had the map of 
Afnca behInd hIS eyelIds The movement of the armIes was a dIagram a black 
arrow tearmg vertIcally southward, and a whIte arrow tearmg hOrIzontally 
eastward, across the tall of the first As though for reassurance he looked up at 
the Imperturbable face In the portraIt Was It conceIvable that the second 
arrow dId not even eXIst? 

HIS Interest flagged agam He drank another mouthful of gm, pIcked up the 
whIte kmght and made a tentatIve move Check But It was eVIdently not the 
rIght move, because-

Uncalled, a memory floated Into hIS mInd He saw a candle-lIt room wIth a 
vast whlte-counterpaned bed, and hImself, a boy of nme or ten, sIttmg on the 
floor, shakmg a dIce-box, and laughlOg excItedly HIS mother was sIttmg 
OppOSIte hIm and also laughIng 

It must have been about a month before she dIsappeared It was a moment of 
reconclhatlOn, when the nagglOg hunger m hIS belly was forgotten and hIS 
ear her aifectlOn for her had temporarIly revIved He remembered the day well, 
a peltIng, drenchIng day when the water streamed down the wmdow-pane and 
the 11ght Indoors was too dull to read by The boredom of the two chIldren In 
the dark, cramped bedroom became unbearable Wmston whlOed and 
grIZzled, made futIle demands for food, fretted about the room pullmg 
everythIng out of place and kIckIng the wamscotlng untIl the neIghbours 
banged on the wall, whIle the younger chIld walled IntermIttently In the end 
hIS mother had saId, 'Now be good, and I'll buy you a toy A lovely toy-you'll 
love It' , and then she had gone out 10 the ram, to a lIttle general shop whlCh was 
stIll sporadIcally open near by ~ and came back WIth a cardboard box contalOmg 
an outfit of Snakes and Ladders He could stIll remember the smell of the 
damp cardboard It was a mIserable outfit The board was cracked and the tmy 
wooden dIce were so Ill-cut that they would hardly he on theIr SIdes WInston 
looked at the thIng sulkIly and WIthout Interest But then hIS mother 11t a pIece 
of candle and they sat down on the floor to play Soon he was wIldly eXCIted 
and shoutIng WIth laughter as the tIddlywInks clImbed hopefully up the 
ladders and then came shtherlng down the snakes agrun, almost to the stardng
pOInt They played eIght games, WInning four each HIS tIny Sister, too young 
to understand what the game was about, had sat propped up agamst a bolster, 
laughing because the others were laughIng For a whole afternoon they had all 
been happy together, as In lus earlIer chIldhood 

He pushed the pIcture out of hIS mInd It was a false memory- He was 
troubled by false memorIes occasIonally. They dId not matter so long as oll;e 
knew them for what they were Some things had happened, others had not 
happened He turned back to the chessboard and pIcked up the white krnght 
agaIn. Almost m the same lOstant 1t dropped on to the board WIth a clatter. He 
had stapted as though a PU1 had run moo hun 
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A shnll trumpet call had pierced the aIr It was the bulletin' VIctory' It 
always meant VIctory when a trumpet call preceded the news A sort of electnc 
thrIll ran through the cafe Even the walters had started and prIcked up theIr 
ears 

The trumpet call had let loose an enormous volume of nOlse Already an 
excIted VOIce was gabblIng from the te1escreen, but even as It started It was 
almost drowned by a roar of cheerIng from outsIde The news had run round 
the streets lIke magIC He could hear Just enough of what was ISSUIng from the 
telescreen to realIze that It had all happened as he had foreseen a vast seaborne 
armada secretly assembled, a sudden blow In the enemy's rear, the whIte arrow 
tearIng across the tall of the black Fragments of trIumphant phrases pushed 
themselves through the dIn 'Vast strategIC manceuvre-perfect co
ordInatIon-utter rout-half a mIllIon prIsoners-complete demorahzatlOn
control of the whole of Afnca-bnng the war WIthIn measurable dIstance of ItS 
end-vlctory- greatest VIctory In human hIstorY-VIctory, VIctory, VIctory" 

Under the table WInston's feet made convulSIVe movements He had not 
stIrred from hIS seat, but In hIS mInd he was runnIng, SWIftly runnIng, he was 
WIth the crowds outsIde, cheenng hImself deaf He looked up agaIn at the 
portraIt of BIg Brother The colossus that bestrode the world' The rock agaInst 
whIch the hordes of ASIa dashed themselves In vaIn I He thought how ten 
mmutes ago-yes, only ten minutes-there had still been eqUIvocatIon In hIS 
heart as he wondered whether the news from the front would be of VIctory or 
defeat Ah, It was more than a EuraSIan army that had perIshed' Much had 
changed In him SInce that first day In the MInIstry of Love, but the final, 
IndIspensable, healIng change had never happened, untIl thIS moment 

The vOice from the telescreen was stIll pounng forth Its tale of prIsoners and 
booty and slaughter, but the shoutIng outSIde had dIed down a httle The 
WaIters were turnmg back to theIr work. One of them approached WIth the gIn 
bottle, WInston, SittIng In a bhssful dream, paId no attentIon as hIS glass was 
filled up He was not runnIng or cheerIng any longer He was back In the 
MInIstry of Love, Wlth everythIng fOIglven, hIS soul whIte as snow He was In 
the publIc dock, confeSSIng everythIng, ImplIcating everybody He was 
walklng down the whIte-tIled corndor, With the feelIng of walkIng In sunhght, 
and an armed guard at hIS back. The long-hoped-for bullet was enterIng hIS 
brain 

He gazed up at the enormous face Forty years It had taken hIm to learn what 
kInd of smde was ludden beneath the dark moustache 0 cruel, needless 
mIsunderstandIng' 0 stubborn, self ... wIlled exIle from the lOVIng breast I Two 
gin-scented tears trickled down the SIdes of hIS nose But It was all rIght, 
everythIng was aU rIght, the struggle was finIshed. He had won the VIctory over 
h11llSe1f He loved BIg Brother 

THE END 



APPENDIX 

The Principles of Newspeak 
Newspeak was the offiCIal language of OceanIa and had been devIsed to meet 
the IdeologIcal needs of Ingsoc, or EnglIsh SocIalIsm In the year 1984 there 
was not as yet anyone who used Newspeak as hls sole means of 
communlcatlOn, eIther In speech or WrItIng The leadlOg artIcles 10 The Tl,mes 
were WrItten In It, but thIS was a tour de force WhICh could only be carned out 
by a speclahst It was expected that Newspeak would have finally superseded 
Oldspeak (or Standard Enghsh, as we should call It) by about the year 2050 

MeanwhIle It gaIned ground steadIly, all Party members tendIng to use 
Newspeak words and grammatIcal constructIOns more and more m theIr 
everyday speech The verSIOn muse 10 1984, and embodIed In the Nmth and 
Tenth EdltlOns of the Newspeak DIctIonary, was a provlslOnal one, and 
contalned many superfluous words and archalc formatlOns wluch were due to 
be suppressed later It is WIth the final, perfected verSlOn, as embodIed In the 
Eleventh EdItIon of the DlctIonary, that we are concerned here 

The purpose of Newspeak was not only to prOVIde a medlUm of expression 
for the world-vIew and mental habIts proper to the devotees of Ingsoc, but to 
make all other modes of thought ImpossIble It was lntended that when 
Newspeak had been adopted once and for all and Oldspeak forgotten, a 
heretIcal thought-that IS, a thought dIVerging from the prlOclples of 
Ingsoc-should be lIterally unthlnkable, at least so far as thought IS dependent 
on words Its Vocabulary was so constructed as to glve exact and often very 
subtle expreSSlon to every mearung that a Party member could properly Wish 
to express, whIle exc1udlOg all other mearungs and also the posslb1l1ty of 
arnvlng at them by IndIrect methods ThIS was done partly by the lnVentIOo of 
new words, but chIefly by ehmmanng undeSIrable words and by strlppmg 
such words as remallled of unorthodox mearungs, and so far as pOSSIble of all 
secondary meanIngs whatever To glve a Slngle example The word free sull 
eXIsted mNewspeak, but It could only be used to. such $tat~nts as 'ThIs dog 
IS free from bee' or 'Thi.s field 1S f;r.e~ from weeds' It could not be ltSedJn.lts ().ld 
sense o£ 'pohtl£aHy firee' .oTt '1ln.te11~y bee' ~ Sltl,ce pohucal and lJl.teU~ 
fr~dolllli~ lpp.g~~ed,ev_~ QC)~t$,,~and were therefore of .a~ty 



Nzneteen Btghty-Four 

nameless QUIte apart from the suppreSSIOn of defimtely heretical words) 
reductIOn of vocabulary was regarded as an end In Itself, and no word that 
could be dIspensed with was allowed to survive Newspeak was desIgned not to 
extend but to dzmznzsh the range of thought, and thIS purpose was mdlrectly 
assIsted by cuttlng the chOIce of words down to a mInImum 

Newspeak was founded on the Enghsh language as we now know It, though 
many Newspeak sentences, even when not contaInIng newly created words, 
would be barely IntellIgIble to an Enghsh-speaker of our own day Newspeak 
words were dIVIded mto three dIstInct classes, known as the A vocabulary, the 
B vocabulary (also called compound words), and the C vocabulary It WIll be 
sImpler to dISCUSS each class separately, but the grammatIcal peCUlIarItIes of 
the language can be dealt WIth In the sectIon devoted to the A vocabulary, S1l1ce 
the same rules held good for all three categorIes 

The A vocabulary The A vocabulary conSIsted of the words needed for the 
busmess of everyday hfe-for such thIngs as eatIng, drInkIng, workIng, puttIng 
on one's clothes, gOIng up and down staIrs, nding In vehIcles, gardenIng, 
cookIng, and the hke It was composed almost entIrely of words that we already 
possess-words hke hzt, run, dog, tree, sugar, house, field-but In comparIson 
WIth the present-day EnglIsh vocabulary theIr number was extremely small, 
whIle theIr meanIngs were far more rIgIdly defined All ambIguItieS and shades 
of meamng had been purged out of them So far as It could be achIeved, a 
Newspeak word of thIS class was SImply a staccato sound expreSSIng one clearly 
understood concept I t would have been qUIte ImpoSSIble to use the A 
vocabulary for lIterary purposes or for polItIcal or phIlosophIcal dISCUSSIon It 
was Intended only to express SImple, purposIve thoughts, usually InvolVIng 
concrete obJects or phYSIcal actlOns 

The gra.mmar of Newspeak had two outstandIng peCUlIarItIes The first of 
these was an almost complete InterchangeabIlIty between dIfferent parts of 
speech Any word In the language (In prIncIple tills apphed even to very 
abstract words such as zf or when) could be used eIther as verb, noun, adJectIve, 
or adverb Between the verb and the noun form, when they were of the same 
root, there was never any VarIatlOn, thIS rule of Itself Involvmg the destructIon 
of many archaIC forms The word thought, for example~ dId not eXIst In 
Newspeak Its place was taken by thznk, whIch dId duty for both noun and 
verb No etymologlcal pnociple was followed here In some cases It was the 
origInal noun that was chosen for retentIon, In other cases the verb Even 
where a noun and verb oflo.ndred meanIng were not etymologIcally connected, 
Qne or other of them was frequently suppressed There was, for example, no 
such word as cut~ Its meanIng beIng suffiCIently covered by the noun-verb 
knif~ AdjeCtives Were formed by addIng the suffix -ful to the noun-verb, and 
adwelba by addln~ ... wue Thus for example, speedful meant 'rapId' and 
~dse meant ~quicldy' CertaIn of our present-day ad,ectlVes, such as good, 
StlrotJ&1 big" llk!.ck~ soft, were retruned, but theIr total number was very small 
,1\l,ere \va*, b.tt1e need for them, SInce almost any adJectIval meanmg could be 
api'Ve&.at by addmg -jul to a noun-verb None of the now-eXlStmg adverbs was 
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retaIned, except for a very few already endIng In -wzse the -wzse termInatIon 
was InvarIable The word well, for example, was replaced by goodwtse 

In addItIOn, any word-thIs agaIn apphed 10 prIncIple to every word In the 
language-could be negatIved by addmg the affix un-, or could be strengthened 
by the affixplus-, or, for stIll greater emphaSIS, doubleplus- Thus, for example, 
uncold meant 'warm', whIte pluscold and doublepluscold meant, respectIvely, 
'very cold' and (superlatIvely cold' It was also pOSSIble, as In present-day 
Enghsh, to modIfy the meanIng of almost any word by preposItIOnal affixes 
such as ante-, POlt-, up-, down-, etc By such methods It was found pOSSIble to 
brIng about an enormous dImInutIOn of vocabulary GIven, for Instance, the 
word good, there was no need for such a word as bad, SInce the reqUIred 
meanIng was equally well-Indeed, better-expressed by un good All that was 
necessary, In any case where two words formed a natural paIr of OppOSItes, was 
to deCIde whIch of them to suppress Dark, for example, <-ould be replaced by 
unlzght, or lzght by undark, accordIng to preference 

The second dIstIngUIshIng mark of Newspeak grammar was ItS regularIty 
Subject to a few exceptIOns WhICh are mentIOned below all InflexIOns followed 
the same rules Thus, In all verbs the preterIte and the past partICIple were the 
same and ended In -ed The preterIte of steal was stealed, the preterIte of thznk 
was thznked, and so on throughout the language, all such forms as swam, gave, 
brought, spoke, taken, etc, beIng abolIshed All plurals were made by addmg-s 
or -es as the case mIght be The plurals of man, ox, hfe, were mans, oxes, hfes 
ComparIson of adjectIves was InvarIably made by addIng -er, -est (good,gooder, 
goodest), Irregular forms and the more, most formatIOn beIng suppressed 

The only classes of words that were stIll allowed to Inflect Irregularly were 
the pronouns, the relatIves, the demonstratIve adJectIves, and the aUXIlIary 
verbs All of these followed theIr anctent usage, except that whom had been 
scrapped as unnecessary, and the shall, should tenses had been dropped, all 
thetr uses beIng covered by wzll and would There were also certaIn 
IrregularItIes In word-formanon arIsing out of the need for rapId and easy 
speech A word WhICh was dIfficult to utter, or was hable to be mcorrectly 
heard, was held to be zpso facto a bad word occasIOnally, therefore, for the sake 
of euphony, extra letters were Inserted Into a word or an archaIC formatIOn was 
retaIned But thls need made Itself felt chIefly In conneXIOn WIth the B 
vocabulary Why so great an Importance was attached to ease of pronunCIatIOn 
WIll be made clear later In thIS essay 

The B vocabulary The B vocabulary consIsted of words WhICh had been 
delIberately constructed for politIcal purposes words, that IS to say, whIch not 
only had In every case a polItIcal nnplicatIon, but were mtended to Impose a 
deSIrable mental attItude upon the person USIng them WIthout a full 
understandIng of the prInCIples of Ingsoc It was drlficult to use these words 
correctly In some cases they could be transki.ted lIltc Oldspeak, or even mto 
words taken from the A vocabulary, but tlus usually demanded a long 
paraphrase and always involved the loss of certmn overtones The B words 
were a sort of verbal shcm~d,iGften 'P~nlY}whoie ranges of 1deas mtQ a few 
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syllables, and at the same tIme more accurate and forcIble than ordInary 
language 

The B words were In all cases compound words * They consIsted of two or 
more words, or portlOns of words, welded together In an easIly pronounceable 
form The resultIng amalgam was always a noun-verb, and Inflected accordIng 
to the ordmary rules To take a SIngle example the word goodthznk, meamng, 
very roughly, 'orthodoxy', or, If one chose to regard It as a verb, 'to thInk 10 an 
orthodox manner' ThIS Inflected as follows noun-verb, goodthznk, past tense 
and past partIcIple, goodthznked, present partICIple, goodthznkzng, adJectIve, 
goodthznkJul, adverb, goodthznkwzse, verbal noun, goodthznker 

The B words were not constructed on any etymologIcal plan The words of 
whIch they were made up could be any parts of speech, and could be placed In 
any order and mutIlated In any way whIch made them easy to pronounce whIle 
IndIcatIng theIr derivatIOn In the word crzmethznk (thoughtcrIme), for 
Instance, the th1,nk came second, whereas In th1,nkpol (Thought PolIce) It came 
first, and 10 the latter word polzce had lost Its second syllable Because of the 
greater drfficulty In secunng euphony, Irregular formatIOns were commoner In 
the B vocabulary than In the A vocabulary For example, the adJectIve forms of 
Mznztrue, Mznzpax, and M1,nzlu'l) were, respectIvely, Mznztruthful, MznzpeaceJul 
and M,tn1,lovely, SImply because -trueful, paxful, and -loveful were slIghtly 
awkward to pronounce In prInCIple, however, all B words could Inflect, and all 
Inflected In exactly the same way 

Some of the B words had hIghly subtIhzed meamngs, barely mtelhglble to 
anyone who had not mastered the language as a whole ConsIder, for example, 
such a typIcal sentence from a T1,mes leadIng artIcle as Oldthmkers unbellyJeel 
Ingsoc The shortest renderIng that one could make of thIS In Oldspeak would 
be 'Those whose Ideas were formed before the RevolutIOn cannot have a full 
emotIonal understandIng of the prInCIples of Engltsh SOCIalIsm ' But thIS IS 
not adequate translation To begm WIth, In order to grasp the full meamng of 
the Newspeak sentence quoted above, one would have to have a clear Idea of 
what IS meant by Ingsoc And In addItIOn, only a person thoroughly grounded 
In Ingsoc could apprecIate the full force of the word bellyJeel, whIch ImplIed a 
bhnd, enthUSIastIc acceptance dIfficult to ImagIne today; or of the word 
oldthznk, wluch was inextricably mIxed up with the Idea of WIckedness and 
decadence But the speCial functIOn of certaIn Newspeak words, of which 
oldtmnk was one, was not so much to express meanIngs as to destroy them 
These words, necessanly few In number) had had their meamngs extended 
untIl they contaJ.ned Within themselves whole battenes of words which, as they 
were -suffiaently covered by a SIngle comprehenSive term, could now be 
-scrapp¢d: and forgotten The greatest difficulty faCing the complIers of the 
Newspeak DictIOnary was not to Invent new words, but" haVIng Invented 
~; to make sure what they meant to make sure, that 18 to say" what ranges of 
words they cancelled by theIr eXIstence 

*Ch!nPO'qIld words, such as speakwTlte, were of course to be found In the A v094bulary, but 
-ti$C "W~ m'et'e1r convenIent abbrevla1lons and had no. spect-all'deol'ogt.cal coloUr 
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As we have already seen In the case of the word/ree, words which had once 
borne a heretical meaning were sometimes retamed for the sake of 
convenience, but only with the undesIrable mearungs purged out of them 
Countless other words such as honour, Justzce, moraltty, znternatzonalzsm, 
democracy, sczence, and relzgzon had Simply ceased to eXIst A few blanket words 
covered them, and, In covering them, abohshed them All words groupmg 
themselves round the concepts of hberty and equalIty, for mstance, were 
contained In the sIngle word crzmethznk, whIle all words groupmg themselves 
round the concepts of objectiVity and ratlOnabsm were contamed In the SIngle 
word oldthznk Greater preCISion would have been dangerous What was 
requIred In a Party member was an outlook SImIlar to that of the anCIent 
Hebrew who knew, Without knOWing much else, that all natIOns other than hIS 
own worshIpped 'false gods'. He did not need to know that these gods were 
called Baal, OSIrIS, Moloch, Ashtaroth, and the bke probably the less he knew 
about them the better for rus orthodoxy He knew Jehovah and the 
commandments of Jehovah he knew, therefore, that all gods With other names 
or other attributes were false gods In somewhat the same way, the Party 
member knew what constituted right conduct, and In exceedIngly vague, 
generahzed terms he knew what kInds of departure from It were pOSSible HIS 
sexual hfe, for example, was entirely regulated by the two Newspeak words 
sexcrzme (sexual Immorality) and goodsex (chastIty) Sexcrzme covered all 
sexual misdeeds whatever It covered fOmiCatlOn, adultery, homosexuahty, 
and other perversions, and, m addition, normal Intercourse practised for Its 
own sake There was no need to enumerate them separately, since they were all 
equally culpable, and, In prInCiple, all pUnIshable by death In the C 
vocabulary, which conSIsted of sClentlfic and technIcal words, It might be 
necessary to gIve speclahzed names to certam sexual aberratIons, but the 
ordInary CItizen had no need of them He knew what was meant by 
goodsex-that IS to say, normal Intercourse between man and Wife, for the sole 
purpose of begettmg children, and Without phYSICal pleasure on the part of the 
woman all else was sexcrzme In Newspeak. It was seldom pOSSible to follow a 
heretical thought further than the perception that It was heretical beyond that 
pomt the necessary words were non-eXIstent 

No word In the B vocabulary was IdeolOgIcally neutral A great many were 
euphemisms. Such words, for Instance, as Joycamp (forced-labour camp) or 
mznzpax (Mlmstry of Peace, i e. Ministry of War) meant almost the exact 
opposIte of what they appeared to mean Some words, on the other hand, 
displayed a frank and contemptuous understanding of the real nature of 
Oceanic society An example was prole feed, meamng the rubbIshy 
entertaInment and spunous neWs winch the Party handed out to the masses 
Other words, agam, were ambIvalent, havmg the connotatIon 'good' when 
applIed to the Party and 'bad' when applied to its enemies But 1D additIon 
there were great numbers of words wluch at first Sight appeared to be mere 
abbrevlattons and whIch denved theIr ldeologlcal colour not from thm 
meamng, but: nom thetr strUcture "i 

So :Ear 'QS\.lt could be c.o8\Ur1veQ, ev~:tb'at had or tnlght have pohtical 
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sIgmficance of any kind was fitted Into the B vocabulary The name of every 
orgaruzatiOn, or body of people, or doctrIne, or country) or InstItutiOn, or 
pubhc buIldmg, was InvarIably cut down Into the famIlIar shape, that IS, a 
smgle easIly pronounced word with the smallest number of syllables that 
would preserve the onginal derIVatIOn In the MInIstry of Truth, for e:hample, 
the Records Department, m WhICh Winston SmIth worked, was called Recdep, 
the FIctIOn Department was called Fzcdep, the Tele-programmes Department 
was called Teledep:l and so on ThIS was not done solely WIth the object of 
savIng tIme Even In the early decades of the twentIeth century, telescoped 
words and phrases had been one of the characterIstIc featurec; of pohtlcal 
language, and It had been notIced that the tendency to use abbreViatiOns of thiS 
ktnd wa<:; most marked In totahtanan countrIes and totahtanan organIzatIOns 
Examples were such words as Nazz, Gestapo, Comzntern, Inprecorr, Agztprop 
In the begInning the practIce had been adopted as It were InstInctIvely, but In 
Newspeak It was used WIth a conscIOus purpose It was perceIved that In thus 
abbrevIatIng a name one narrowed and subtly altered Its meanIng, by cuttIng 
out most of the associatlOns that would otherwIse chng to It The words 
Communzst Internatzonal, for Instance, call Up a composIte pIcture of unIversal 
human brotherhood, red flags, barrIcades, Karl Marx, and the Pans 
Commune The word Comzntern:l on the other hand, suggests merely a tIghtly 
knIt organIzatIOn and a well-defined body of doctrIne It refers to somethIng 
almost as easIly recognIzed, and as hmIted In purpose, as a chaIr or a table 
Comzntern IS a word that can be uttered almost WIthout takmg thought, 
whereas Communzst Internatzonaiis a phrase over which one IS obhged to hnger 
at least momentarIly In the same way, the aSSOCIatIons called up by a word lIke 
Mznztrue are fewer and more controllable than those called up by lvfznzstry of 
Truth ThiS accounted not only for the habIt of abbreVIatIng whenever 
pOSSIble, but also for the almost exaggerated care that was taken to make every 
word easdy pronounceable 

In Newspeak, euphony outweIghed every conSideratiOn other than 
exactltude of meanIng RegularIty of grammar was always saCrIficed to It when 
It seemed necessary And rlghtly so, since what was reqUired, above all for 
pobtIcal purposes, was short clIpped words of unm.1stakable meanIng whIch 
could be uttered rapIdly and winch roused the mI01mum of l::choes In the 
speaker's mind The words of the B vocabulary even galned in force from the 
fact that nearly all of them were very much ahke Almos.t lihvariably these 
words-goodthznk, M'tmpax, prolefeed, sexcnme, Joycamp, Ingsoc, bellyfeel, 
thinkpol, and countless others- were words- of two or three syllables, WIth the 
stress dIstnbuted equally between the first syllable and the last The use of 
them encouraged a gabbhng style of speech, at once staccato and monotonous 
And tlus was exactly what was aimed at The IntentIOn was to make speech, 
and- espectally speech on any subJect not IdeolOgIcally neutral, as nearly as 
p~bl~ independent 6f .consciousness For the purposes of everday hfe It was 
IlodO\lbt necessary, or sometImes necessary, to reflect before speaking, but a 
Pa:r1W ~r called upon to make a polItIcal or ethIcal Judgment should be 
~ay f~nth the corrt~ct 0PlfllOUS as automatIcally as a machIne-gun 
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spraYIng forth bullets HIS traInmg fitted hun to do thIS, the language gave hlffi 
an almost foolproof Instrument, and the texture of the words, wIth theIr harsh 
sound and a certaIn wllful ughness WhICh was In accord Wlth the SPIrIt of 
Ingsoc, assIsted the process stIll further 

So dId the fact of having very few words to choose from RelatIve to our own, 
the Newspeak vocabulary was tIny, and new ways of redUCing It were 
constantly beIng deVIsed Newspeak, mdeed, dIffered from most all other 
languages In that Its vocabulary grew smaller mstead of larger every year Each 
reductIOn was a galll, SInce the smaller the area of chOIce, the smaller the 
temptatIOn to take thought. UltImately It was hoped to make artIculate speech 
Issue from the larynx WIthout InvolVIng the hIgher bram centres at all ThIS 
aIm was frankly admItted In the Newspeak word ducks peak, meanmg 'to quack 
lIke a duck' Like varIOUS other words m the B vocabulary, duckspeak was 
ambivalent In meamng PrOVided that the opIruons whIch were quacked out 
were orthodox ones, It lIDphed nothIng but praIse, and when The T1,mes 
referred to one of the orators of the Party as a doubleplusgood duckspeaker It was 
payIng a warm and valued comphment 

The C vocabulary The C vocabulary was supplementary to the others and 
conSisted entIrely of sCIennfic and technIcal terms These resembled the 
SCIentific terms In use today, and were constructed from the same roots, but 
the usual care was taken to define them rIgidly and strIP them of undeSirable 
meanIngs They followed the same grammatIcal rules as the words m the other 
two vocabularIes Very few of the C words had any currency either In everyday 
speech or In pohtlcal speech Any SCIentIfic worker or technICIan could find all 
the words he needed m the lIst devoted to hiS words occurrIng In the other lIsts 
Only a very few words were common to all hsts, and there was no vocabulary 
expreSSIng the function of SCIence as a habit of mmd, or a method of thought, 
Irrespective of Its particular branches There was, mdeed, no word for 
'ScIence', any meanmg that It could pOSSIbly bear bemg already suffiCIently 
covered by the word Ingsoc 

From the foregOIng account It wIll be seen that ill Newspeak the expressIOn 
of unorthodox opInIons, above a very low level, was well-mgh ImpOSSIble It 
was of course pOSSible to utter hereSIes of a very crude kmd, a speCIes of 
blasphemy It would have been pOSSIble, for example, to say Btg Brother IS 

ungood But thIS statement, which to an orthodox ear merely conveyed a self
eVIdent absurdIty, could not have been sustaIned by reasoned argument, 
because the necessary words were not aVaIlable Ideas Immical to Ingsoc could 
only be entertaIned In a vague wordless form, and could only be named In very 
broad terms wluch lumped together and condemned whole groups of heresies 
WithQut definmg them m. domg so One could, In fact, only use Newspeak for 
unorthodox purposes by dlegitimately translating some of the words back mt-o 
Oldspeak. Forexample,-All mans are equal wa'S a posSlble Newspeak sentence, 
but only in thesarne sense itt .oh~All 11I8'n,q"te redhairsd is a pOSSIble O1dspeak 
sentence It ~dfnQt CO~~1t ~hertot, but It .. spressed a palpable 
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untruth-l e that all men are of equal SIze, weIght, or strength The concept of 
polItIcal equalIty no longer eXIsted, and thIS ~econdary meanIng had 
accordmgly been purged out of the word equal In 1984, when Oldspeak was 
stIll the normal means of communIcatIOn, the danger theoretIcally eXIsted that 
ill uSIng Newspeak words one mIght remember theIr orIgInal meanIng3 In 
practIce It was not drfficult for any person well grounded In doublet Junk to 
avoId dOIng thIS, but WIthIn a couple of generatIons even the possIblllty of such 
a lapse would have vamshed A person growIng up WIth Newspeak as hIS sole 
language would no more know that equal had once had the secondary meanmg 
of 'pohtlcally equal', or that free had once meant 'Intellectually free', than for 
Instance, a person who had never heard of chess would be aware of the 
secondary mearungs attachIng to queen and rook There would be many CrImes 
and errors WhICh It would be beyond hIS power to commIt, SImply because they 
were nameless and therefore unImagInable And It was to be foreseen that WIth 
the passage of tIme the dIstInguIshIng characterIstIcs of Newspeak would 
become more and more pronounced-Its words grOWIng fewer and fewer, theIr 
meanIngs more and more rIgId, and the chance of puttIng them to Improper 
uses always dImI01shmg 

When Oldspeak had been once and for all superseded, the last lInk WIth the 
past would have been severed HIstory had already been rewrItten, but 
fragments of the lIterature of the past survIved here and there, Imperfectly 
censored, and so long as one retaIned one's knowledge of Oldspeak It was 
pOSSIble to read them In the future such fragments, even If they chanced to 
surVIve, would be unIntellIgIble and untranslatable. It was ImpOSSIble to 
translate any passage of Oldspeak Into Newspeak unless It eIther referred to 
some techmcal process or some very SImple everyday actIOn, or was already 
orthodox (goodthznkful would be the Newspeak expressIon) In tendency In 
practIce thIS meant that no book WrItten before approxImately 1960 could be 
translated as a whole Pre-revolutIOnary lIterature could only be subjected to 
IdeologIcal translatIOn-that IS, alteratIon In sense as well as language Take for 
example the well-known passage from the Dec1aratlOn of Inpendence 

We hold these truths to beselJ-evzdent, that all men are created equal, that they Dre 6tfJdowed by thezr 
creator WIth certazn znaltenable nghts, that among these are Itfe, lIberty, and the pU'Psuzt of happzness 
That to secure these nghls, GO'lJernments are znstltuted among men, denvzng thezr powers from the 
consent of the governed That whenever any form of Government becomes destructlVe of those ends~ ~t %s 
the "ght of the People to alter or abolzsh ,t and to lnsUtute new G9vernment 

It w{)u1d have been qUIte Impossible to render thIS Into Newspeak whIle 
keepIng to the sense of the orlg~nal The nearest one could come to dOIng so 
would be to swallow the whole passage up In the SIngle word crzmethznk A full 
translauon could only be an ldeological translatIon, whereby Jefferson's words 
WQ\lld b&chang~ In~o a panegYrIc on absolute government 

A good ~al Qf the bterature of the past was, Indeed, already being 
ttansfQ~CMi, In this way Conslderatlons of prestIge made It deSirable to 
~ (be.memory of certatn hIstOrIcal figures, whIle at the same tIme 
h~~,,'Qclueve~~~Into hne With the phIlosophy of Ingsoc. VarIous 
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wrIters, such as Shakespeare, MIlton, SWIft, Byron, DIckens, and some others 
were therefore 10 process of translatIon when the task had been completed, 
thelr onglnal wntlngs, wlth all else that survIVed of the hterature of the past, 
would be destroyed These translatIons were a slow and dIfficult busIness, and 
It was not expected that they would be fimshed before the first or second 
decade of the twenty-first century There were also large quantItIes of merely 
utilItanan lIterature-IndIspensable techmcal manuals, and the hke-that had 
to be treated In the same way It was chIefly In order to allow tIme for the 
prelImmary work of translatIOn that the final adoptIOn of Newspeak had been 
fixed for so late a date as 2050 
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