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t was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were strik ing thir teen.
Win ston Smith, his chin nuz zled into his breast in an e� ort to es cape the

vile wind, slipped quickly through the glass doors of Vic tory Man sions,
though not quickly enough to pre vent a swirl of gritty dust from en ter ing
along with him.
�e hall way smelt of boiled cab bage and old rag mats. At one end of it a

coloured poster, too large for in door dis play, had been tacked to the wall. It
de picted sim ply an enor mous face, more than a me tre wide: the face of a
man of about forty-�ve, with a heavy black mous tache and ruggedly hand- 
some fea tures. Win ston made for the stairs. It was no use try ing the li�.
Even at the best of times it was sel dom work ing, and at present the elec tric
cur rent was cut o� dur ing day light hours. It was part of the econ omy drive
in prepa ra tion for Hate Week. �e �at was seven �ights up, and Win ston,
who was thirty-nine and had a vari cose ul cer above his right an kle, went
slowly, rest ing sev eral times on the way. On each land ing, op po site the li�-
sha�, the poster with the enor mous face gazed from the wall. It was one of
those pic tures which are so con trived that the eyes fol low you about when
you move. BIG BROTHER IS WATCH ING YOU, the cap tion be neath it ran.

In side the �at a fruity voice was read ing out a list of �g ures which had
some thing to do with the pro duc tion of pig-iron. �e voice came from an
ob long metal plaque like a dulled mir ror which formed part of the sur face of
the right-hand wall. Win ston turned a switch and the voice sank some what,
though the words were still dis tin guish able. �e in stru ment (the tele screen,
it was called) could be dimmed, but there was no way of shut ting it o� com- 
pletely. He moved over to the win dow: a small ish, frail �g ure, the mea- 
greness of his body merely em pha sized by the blue over alls which were the
uni form of the party. His hair was very fair, his face nat u rally san guine, his
skin rough ened by coarse soap and blunt ra zor blades and the cold of the
win ter that had just ended.

Out side, even through the shut win dow-pane, the world looked cold.
Down in the street lit tle ed dies of wind were whirling dust and torn pa per
into spi rals, and though the sun was shin ing and the sky a harsh blue, there
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seemed to be no colour in any thing, ex cept the posters that were plas tered
ev ery where. �e black mous ta chio’d face gazed down from ev ery com mand- 
ing cor ner. �ere was one on the house-front im me di ately op po site. BIG
BROTHER IS WATCH ING YOU, the cap tion said, while the dark eyes
looked deep into Win ston’s own. Down at street level an other poster, torn at
one cor ner, �apped �t fully in the wind, al ter nately cov er ing and un cov er ing
the sin gle word IN G SOC. In the far dis tance a he li copter skimmed down
be tween the roofs, hov ered for an in stant like a blue bot tle, and darted away
again with a curv ing �ight. It was the po lice pa trol, snoop ing into peo ple’s
win dows. �e pa trols did not mat ter, how ever. Only the �ought Po lice mat- 
tered.

Be hind Win ston’s back the voice from the tele screen was still bab bling
away about pig-iron and the over ful �l ment of the Ninth �ree-Year Plan.
�e tele screen re ceived and trans mit ted si mul ta ne ously. Any sound that
Win ston made, above the level of a very low whis per, would be picked up by
it, more over, so long as he re mained within the �eld of vi sion which the
metal plaque com manded, he could be seen as well as heard. �ere was of
course no way of know ing whether you were be ing watched at any given
mo ment. How o� en, or on what sys tem, the �ought Po lice plugged in on
any in di vid ual wire was guess work. It was even con ceiv able that they
watched ev ery body all the time. But at any rate they could plug in your wire
when ever they wanted to. You had to live—did live, from habit that be came
in stinct—in the as sump tion that ev ery sound you made was over heard, and,
ex cept in dark ness, ev ery move ment scru ti nized.

Win ston kept his back turned to the tele screen. It was safer, though, as he
well knew, even a back can be re veal ing. A kilo me tre away the Min istry of
Truth, his place of work, tow ered vast and white above the grimy land scape.
�is, he thought with a sort of vague dis taste—this was Lon don, chief city of
Airstrip One, it self the third most pop u lous of the prov inces of Ocea nia. He
tried to squeeze out some child hood mem ory that should tell him whether
Lon don had al ways been quite like this. Were there al ways these vis tas of
rot ting nine teenth-cen tury houses, their sides shored up with baulks of tim- 
ber, their win dows patched with card board and their roofs with cor ru gated
iron, their crazy gar den walls sag ging in all di rec tions? And the bombed
sites where the plas ter dust swirled in the air and the wil low-herb strag gled
over the heaps of rub ble; and the places where the bombs had cleared a
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larger patch and there had sprung up sor did colonies of wooden dwellings
like chicken-houses? But it was no use, he could not re mem ber: noth ing re- 
mained of his child hood ex cept a se ries of bright-lit tableaux oc cur ring
against no back ground and mostly un in tel li gi ble.
�e Min istry of Truth—Mini true, in Newspeak [Newspeak was the o�  cial

lan guage of Ocea nia. For an ac count of its struc ture and et y mol ogy see Ap- 
pen dix.]—was star tlingly di� er ent from any other ob ject in sight. It was an
enor mous pyra mi dal struc ture of glit ter ing white con crete, soar ing up, ter- 
race a� er ter race, 300 me tres into the air. From where Win ston stood it was
just pos si ble to read, picked out on its white face in el e gant let ter ing, the
three slo gans of the Party:

WAR IS PEACE  

FREE DOM IS SLAV ERY  

IG NO RANCE IS STRENGTH

�e Min istry of Truth con tained, it was said, three thou sand rooms above
ground level, and cor re spond ing ram i � ca tions be low. Scat tered about Lon- 
don there were just three other build ings of sim i lar ap pear ance and size. So
com pletely did they dwarf the sur round ing ar chi tec ture that from the roof of
Vic tory Man sions you could see all four of them si mul ta ne ously. �ey were
the homes of the four Min istries be tween which the en tire ap pa ra tus of gov- 
ern ment was di vided. �e Min istry of Truth, which con cerned it self with
news, en ter tain ment, ed u ca tion, and the �ne arts. �e Min istry of Peace,
which con cerned it self with war. �e Min istry of Love, which main tained
law and or der. And the Min istry of Plenty, which was re spon si ble for eco- 
nomic a� airs. �eir names, in Newspeak: Mini true, Mini pax, Miniluv, and
Mini plenty.
�e Min istry of Love was the re ally fright en ing one. �ere were no win- 

dows in it at all. Win ston had never been in side the Min istry of Love, nor
within half a kilo me tre of it. It was a place im pos si ble to en ter ex cept on o� - 
cial busi ness, and then only by pen e trat ing through a maze of barbed-wire
en tan gle ments, steel doors, and hid den ma chine-gun nests. Even the streets
lead ing up to its outer bar ri ers were roamed by go rilla-faced guards in black
uni forms, armed with jointed trun cheons.

Win ston turned round abruptly. He had set his fea tures into the ex pres sion
of quiet op ti mism which it was ad vis able to wear when fac ing the tele screen.
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He crossed the room into the tiny kitchen. By leav ing the Min istry at this
time of day he had sac ri �ced his lunch in the can teen, and he was aware that
there was no food in the kitchen ex cept a hunk of dark-coloured bread
which had got to be saved for to mor row’s break fast. He took down from the
shelf a bot tle of colour less liq uid with a plain white la bel marked VIC TORY
GIN. It gave o� a sickly, oily smell, as of Chi nese rice-spirit. Win ston poured
out nearly a teacup ful, nerved him self for a shock, and gulped it down like a
dose of medicine.

In stantly his face turned scar let and the wa ter ran out of his eyes. �e stu�
was like ni tric acid, and more over, in swal low ing it one had the sen sa tion of
be ing hit on the back of the head with a rub ber club. �e next mo ment,
how ever, the burn ing in his belly died down and the world be gan to look
more cheer ful. He took a cig a rette from a crum pled packet marked VIC- 
TORY CIG A RETTES and in cau tiously held it up right, where upon the to- 
bacco fell out on to the �oor. With the next he was more suc cess ful. He went
back to the liv ing-room and sat down at a small ta ble that stood to the le� of
the tele screen. From the ta ble drawer he took out a pen holder, a bot tle of
ink, and a thick, quarto-sized blank book with a red back and a mar bled
cover.

For some rea son the tele screen in the liv ing-room was in an un usual po si- 
tion. In stead of be ing placed, as was nor mal, in the end wall, where it could
com mand the whole room, it was in the longer wall, op po site the win dow.
To one side of it there was a shal low al cove in which Win ston was now sit- 
ting, and which, when the �ats were built, had prob a bly been in tended to
hold book shelves. By sit ting in the al cove, and keep ing well back, Win ston
was able to re main out side the range of the tele screen, so far as sight went.
He could be heard, of course, but so long as he stayed in his present po si tion
he could not be seen. It was partly the un usual ge og ra phy of the room that
had sug gested to him the thing that he was now about to do.

But it had also been sug gested by the book that he had just taken out of the
drawer. It was a pe cu liarly beau ti ful book. Its smooth creamy pa per, a lit tle
yel lowed by age, was of a kind that had not been man u fac tured for at least
forty years past. He could guess, how ever, that the book was much older
than that. He had seen it ly ing in the win dow of a frowsy lit tle junk-shop in
a slummy quar ter of the town (just what quar ter he did not now re mem ber)
and had been stricken im me di ately by an over whelm ing de sire to pos sess it.
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Party mem bers were sup posed not to go into or di nary shops (’deal ing on the
free mar ket’, it was called), but the rule was not strictly kept, be cause there
were var i ous things, such as shoelaces and ra zor blades, which it was im pos- 
si ble to get hold of in any other way. He had given a quick glance up and
down the street and then had slipped in side and bought the book for two
dol lars ��y. At the time he was not con scious of want ing it for any par tic u lar
pur pose. He had car ried it guiltily home in his brief case. Even with noth ing
writ ten in it, it was a com pro mis ing pos ses sion.
�e thing that he was about to do was to open a di ary. �is was not il le gal

(noth ing was il le gal, since there were no longer any laws), but if de tected it
was rea son ably cer tain that it would be pun ished by death, or at least by
twenty-�ve years in a forced-labour camp. Win ston �t ted a nib into the pen- 
holder and sucked it to get the grease o�. �e pen was an ar chaic in stru- 
ment, sel dom used even for sig na tures, and he had pro cured one, furtively
and with some di�  culty, sim ply be cause of a feel ing that the beau ti ful
creamy pa per de served to be writ ten on with a real nib in stead of be ing
scratched with an ink-pen cil. Ac tu ally he was not used to writ ing by hand.
Apart from very short notes, it was usual to dic tate ev ery thing into the
speak-write which was of course im pos si ble for his present pur pose. He
dipped the pen into the ink and then fal tered for just a sec ond. A tremor had
gone through his bow els. To mark the pa per was the de ci sive act. In small
clumsy let ters he wrote:

April 4th, 1984.

He sat back. A sense of com plete help less ness had de scended upon him. To
be gin with, he did not know with any cer tainty that this was 1984. It must be
round about that date, since he was fairly sure that his age was thirty-nine,
and he be lieved that he had been born in 1944 or 1945; but it was never pos- 
si ble nowa days to pin down any date within a year or two.

For whom, it sud denly oc curred to him to won der, was he writ ing this di- 
ary? For the fu ture, for the un born. His mind hov ered for a mo ment round
the doubt ful date on the page, and then fetched up with a bump against the
Newspeak word DOU BLE THINK. For the �rst time the mag ni tude of what
he had un der taken came home to him. How could you com mu ni cate with
the fu ture? It was of its na ture im pos si ble. Ei ther the fu ture would re sem ble
the present, in which case it would not lis ten to him: or it would be di� er ent
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from it, and his predica ment would be mean ing less.
For some time he sat gaz ing stupidly at the pa per. �e tele screen had

changed over to stri dent mil i tary mu sic. It was cu ri ous that he seemed not
merely to have lost the power of ex press ing him self, but even to have for got- 
ten what it was that he had orig i nally in tended to say. For weeks past he had
been mak ing ready for this mo ment, and it had never crossed his mind that
any thing would be needed ex cept courage. �e ac tual writ ing would be easy.
All he had to do was to trans fer to pa per the in ter minable rest less mono- 
logue that had been run ning in side his head, lit er ally for years. At this mo- 
ment, how ever, even the mono logue had dried up. More over his vari cose ul- 
cer had be gun itch ing un bear ably. He dared not scratch it, be cause if he did
so it al ways be came in �amed. �e sec onds were tick ing by. He was con- 
scious of noth ing ex cept the blank ness of the page in front of him, the itch-
ing of the skin above his an kle, the blar ing of the mu sic, and a slight boozi- 
ness caused by the gin.

Sud denly he be gan writ ing in sheer panic, only im per fectly aware of what
he was set ting down. His small but child ish hand writ ing strag gled up and
down the page, shed ding �rst its cap i tal let ters and � nally even its full stops:

April 4th, 1984. Last night to the �icks. All war �lms. One very good one of a ship

full of refugees be ing bombed some where in the Mediter ranean. Au di ence much

amused by shots of a great huge fat man try ing to swim away with a he li copter a� er

him, �rst you saw him wal low ing along in the wa ter like a por poise, then you saw

him through the he li copters gun sights, then he was full of holes and the sea round

him turned pink and he sank as sud denly as though the holes had let in the wa ter,

au di ence shout ing with laugh ter when he sank. then you saw a lifeboat full of chil -

dren with a he li copter hov er ing over it. there was a mid dle-aged woman might have

been a jew ess sit ting up in the bow with a lit tle boy about three years old in her

arms. lit tle boy scream ing with fright and hid ing his head be tween her breasts as if

he was try ing to bur row right into her and the woman putting her arms round him

and com fort ing him al though she was blue with fright her self, all the time cov er ing

him up as much as pos si ble as if she thought her arms could keep the bul lets o�

him. then the he li copter planted a 20 kilo bomb in among them ter ri�c �ash and

the boat went all to match wood. then there was a won der ful shot of a child’s arm

go ing up up up right up into the air a he li copter with a cam era in its nose must

have fol lowed it up and there was a lot of ap plause from the party seats but a
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woman down in the prole part of the house sud denly started kick ing up a fuss and

shout ing they didnt oughter of showed it not in front of kids they didnt it aint right

not in front of kids it aint un til the po lice turned her turned her out i dont sup pose

any thing hap pened to her no body cares what the pro les say typ i cal prole re ac tion

they never——

Win ston stopped writ ing, partly be cause he was su� er ing from cramp. He
did not know what had made him pour out this stream of rub bish. But the
cu ri ous thing was that while he was do ing so a to tally di� er ent mem ory had
clar i �ed it self in his mind, to the point where he al most felt equal to writ ing
it down. It was, he now re al ized, be cause of this other in ci dent that he had
sud denly de cided to come home and be gin the di ary to day.

It had hap pened that morn ing at the Min istry, if any thing so neb u lous
could be said to hap pen.

It was nearly eleven hun dred, and in the Records De part ment, where Win- 
ston worked, they were drag ging the chairs out of the cu bi cles and group ing
them in the cen tre of the hall op po site the big tele screen, in prepa ra tion for
the Two Min utes Hate. Win ston was just tak ing his place in one of the mid- 
dle rows when two peo ple whom he knew by sight, but had never spo ken to,
came un ex pect edly into the room. One of them was a girl whom he o� en
passed in the cor ri dors. He did not know her name, but he knew that she
worked in the Fic tion De part ment. Pre sum ably—since he had some times
seen her with oily hands and car ry ing a span ner—she had some me chan i cal
job on one of the novel-writ ing ma chines. She was a bold-look ing girl, of
about twenty-seven, with thick hair, a freck led face, and swi�, ath letic move- 
ments. A nar row scar let sash, em blem of the Ju nior Anti-Sex League, was
wound sev eral times round the waist of her over alls, just tightly enough to
bring out the shape li ness of her hips. Win ston had dis liked her from the
very �rst mo ment of see ing her. He knew the rea son. It was be cause of the
at mos phere of hockey-�elds and cold baths and com mu nity hikes and gen- 
eral clean-mind ed ness which she man aged to carry about with her. He dis- 
liked nearly all women, and es pe cially the young and pretty ones. It was al- 
ways the women, and above all the young ones, who were the most big oted
ad her ents of the Party, the swal low ers of slo gans, the am a teur spies and
nosers-out of un ortho doxy. But this par tic u lar girl gave him the im pres sion
of be ing more dan ger ous than most. Once when they passed in the cor ri dor
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she gave him a quick side long glance which seemed to pierce right into him
and for a mo ment had �lled him with black ter ror. �e idea had even
crossed his mind that she might be an agent of the �ought Po lice. �at, it
was true, was very un likely. Still, he con tin ued to feel a pe cu liar un easi ness,
which had fear mixed up in it as well as hos til ity, when ever she was any- 
where near him.
�e other per son was a man named O’Brien, a mem ber of the In ner Party

and holder of some post so im por tant and re mote that Win ston had only a
dim idea of its na ture. A mo men tary hush passed over the group of peo ple
round the chairs as they saw the black over alls of an In ner Party mem ber ap- 
proach ing. O’Brien was a large, burly man with a thick neck and a coarse,
hu mor ous, bru tal face. In spite of his for mi da ble ap pear ance he had a cer- 
tain charm of man ner. He had a trick of re set tling his spec ta cles on his nose
which was cu ri ously dis arm ing—in some in de �n able way, cu ri ously civ i- 
lized. It was a ges ture which, if any one had still thought in such terms, might
have re called an eigh teenth-cen tury no ble man o� er ing his snu� ox. Win- 
ston had seen O’Brien per haps a dozen times in al most as many years. He
felt deeply drawn to him, and not solely be cause he was in trigued by the
con trast be tween O’Brien’s ur bane man ner and his prize-�ghter’s physique.
Much more it was be cause of a se cretly held be lief—or per haps not even a
be lief, merely a hope—that O’Brien’s po lit i cal or tho doxy was not per fect.
Some thing in his face sug gested it ir re sistibly. And again, per haps it was not
even un ortho doxy that was writ ten in his face, but sim ply in tel li gence. But at
any rate he had the ap pear ance of be ing a per son that you could talk to if
some how you could cheat the tele screen and get him alone. Win ston had
never made the small est e� ort to ver ify this guess: in deed, there was no way
of do ing so. At this mo ment O’Brien glanced at his wrist-watch, saw that it
was nearly eleven hun dred, and ev i dently de cided to stay in the Records De- 
part ment un til the Two Min utes Hate was over. He took a chair in the same
row as Win ston, a cou ple of places away. A small, sandy-haired woman who
worked in the next cu bi cle to Win ston was be tween them. �e girl with dark
hair was sit ting im me di ately be hind.
�e next mo ment a hideous, grind ing speech, as of some mon strous ma- 

chine run ning with out oil, burst from the big tele screen at the end of the
room. It was a noise that set one’s teeth on edge and bris tled the hair at the
back of one’s neck. �e Hate had started.
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As usual, the face of Em manuel Gold stein, the En emy of the Peo ple, had
�ashed on to the screen. �ere were hisses here and there among the au di- 
ence. �e lit tle sandy-haired woman gave a squeak of min gled fear and dis- 
gust. Gold stein was the rene gade and back slider who once, long ago (how
long ago, no body quite re mem bered), had been one of the lead ing �g ures of
the Party, al most on a level with Big Brother him self, and then had en gaged
in counter-rev o lu tion ary ac tiv i ties, had been con demned to death, and had
mys te ri ously es caped and dis ap peared. �e pro grammes of the Two Min utes
Hate var ied from day to day, but there was none in which Gold stein was not
the prin ci pal �g ure. He was the pri mal traitor, the ear li est de �ler of the
Party’s pu rity. All sub se quent crimes against the Party, all treach eries, acts of
sab o tage, here sies, de vi a tions, sprang di rectly out of his teach ing. Some- 
where or other he was still alive and hatch ing his con spir a cies: per haps
some where be yond the sea, un der the pro tec tion of his for eign pay mas ters,
per haps even—so it was oc ca sion ally ru moured—in some hid ing-place in
Ocea nia it self.

Win ston’s di aphragm was con stricted. He could never see the face of Gold- 
stein with out a painful mix ture of emo tions. It was a lean Jew ish face, with a
great fuzzy au re ole of white hair and a small goa tee beard—a clever face, and
yet some how in her ently de spi ca ble, with a kind of se nile silli ness in the long
thin nose, near the end of which a pair of spec ta cles was perched. It re sem- 
bled the face of a sheep, and the voice, too, had a sheep-like qual ity. Gold- 
stein was de liv er ing his usual ven omous at tack upon the doc trines of the
Party—an at tack so ex ag ger ated and per verse that a child should have been
able to see through it, and yet just plau si ble enough to �ll one with an
alarmed feel ing that other peo ple, less level-headed than one self, might be
taken in by it. He was abus ing Big Brother, he was de nounc ing the dic ta tor- 
ship of the Party, he was de mand ing the im me di ate con clu sion of peace with
Eura sia, he was ad vo cat ing free dom of speech, free dom of the Press, free- 
dom of as sem bly, free dom of thought, he was cry ing hys ter i cally that the
rev o lu tion had been be trayed—and all this in rapid poly syl labic speech
which was a sort of par ody of the ha bit ual style of the or a tors of the Party,
and even con tained Newspeak words: more Newspeak words, in deed, than
any Party mem ber would nor mally use in real life. And all the while, lest one
should be in any doubt as to the re al ity which Gold stein’s spe cious clap trap
cov ered, be hind his head on the tele screen there marched the end less col- 
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umns of the Eurasian army—row a� er row of solid-look ing men with ex- 
pres sion less Asi atic faces, who swam up to the sur face of the screen and van- 
ished, to be re placed by oth ers ex actly sim i lar. �e dull rhyth mic tramp of
the sol diers’ boots formed the back ground to Gold stein’s bleat ing voice.

Be fore the Hate had pro ceeded for thirty sec onds, un con trol lable ex cla ma- 
tions of rage were break ing out from half the peo ple in the room. �e self-
sat is �ed sheep-like face on the screen, and the ter ri fy ing power of the
Eurasian army be hind it, were too much to be borne: be sides, the sight or
even the thought of Gold stein pro duced fear and anger au to mat i cally. He
was an ob ject of ha tred more con stant than ei ther Eura sia or Eas t a sia, since
when Ocea nia was at war with one of these Pow ers it was gen er ally at peace
with the other. But what was strange was that al though Gold stein was hated
and de spised by ev ery body, al though ev ery day and a thou sand times a day,
on plat forms, on the tele screen, in news pa pers, in books, his the o ries were
re futed, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the gen eral gaze for the piti ful rub- 
bish that they were—in spite of all this, his in �u ence never seemed to grow
less. Al ways there were fresh dupes wait ing to be se duced by him. A day
never passed when spies and sabo teurs act ing un der his di rec tions were not
un masked by the �ought Po lice. He was the com man der of a vast shad owy
army, an un der ground net work of con spir a tors ded i cated to the over throw
of the State. �e Broth er hood, its name was sup posed to be. �ere were also
whis pered sto ries of a ter ri ble book, a com pen dium of all the here sies, of
which Gold stein was the au thor and which cir cu lated clan des tinely here and
there. It was a book with out a ti tle. Peo ple re ferred to it, if at all, sim ply as
THE BOOK. But one knew of such things only through vague ru mours.
Nei ther the Broth er hood nor THE BOOK was a sub ject that any or di nary
Party mem ber would men tion if there was a way of avoid ing it.

In its sec ond minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. Peo ple were leap ing up and
down in their places and shout ing at the tops of their voices in an e� ort to
drown the mad den ing bleat ing voice that came from the screen. �e lit tle
sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her mouth was open ing
and shut ting like that of a landed �sh. Even O’Brien’s heavy face was �ushed.
He was sit ting very straight in his chair, his pow er ful chest swelling and
quiv er ing as though he were stand ing up to the as sault of a wave. �e dark-
haired girl be hind Win ston had be gun cry ing out ‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and
sud denly she picked up a heavy Newspeak dic tio nary and �ung it at the
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screen. It struck Gold stein’s nose and bounced o�; the voice con tin ued in ex- 
orably. In a lu cid mo ment Win ston found that he was shout ing with the oth- 
ers and kick ing his heel vi o lently against the rung of his chair. �e hor ri ble
thing about the Two Min utes Hate was not that one was obliged to act a
part, but, on the con trary, that it was im pos si ble to avoid join ing in. Within
thirty sec onds any pre tence was al ways un nec es sary. A hideous ec stasy of
fear and vin dic tive ness, a de sire to kill, to tor ture, to smash faces in with a
sledge-ham mer, seemed to �ow through the whole group of peo ple like an
elec tric cur rent, turn ing one even against one’s will into a gri mac ing,
scream ing lu natic. And yet the rage that one felt was an ab stract, undi rected
emo tion which could be switched from one ob ject to an other like the �ame
of a blowlamp. �us, at one mo ment Win ston’s ha tred was not turned
against Gold stein at all, but, on the con trary, against Big Brother, the Party,
and the �ought Po lice; and at such mo ments his heart went out to the
lonely, de rided heretic on the screen, sole guardian of truth and san ity in a
world of lies. And yet the very next in stant he was at one with the peo ple
about him, and all that was said of Gold stein seemed to him to be true. At
those mo ments his se cret loathing of Big Brother changed into ado ra tion,
and Big Brother seemed to tower up, an in vin ci ble, fear less pro tec tor, stand- 
ing like a rock against the hordes of Asia, and Gold stein, in spite of his iso la- 
tion, his help less ness, and the doubt that hung about his very ex is tence,
seemed like some sin is ter en chanter, ca pa ble by the mere power of his voice
of wreck ing the struc ture of civ i liza tion.

It was even pos si ble, at mo ments, to switch one’s ha tred this way or that by
a vol un tary act. Sud denly, by the sort of vi o lent e� ort with which one
wrenches one’s head away from the pil low in a night mare, Win ston suc- 
ceeded in trans fer ring his ha tred from the face on the screen to the dark-
haired girl be hind him. Vivid, beau ti ful hal lu ci na tions �ashed through his
mind. He would �og her to death with a rub ber trun cheon. He would tie her
naked to a stake and shoot her full of ar rows like Saint Se bas tian. He would
rav ish her and cut her throat at the mo ment of cli max. Bet ter than be fore,
more over, he re al ized WHY it was that he hated her. He hated her be cause
she was young and pretty and sex less, be cause he wanted to go to bed with
her and would never do so, be cause round her sweet sup ple waist, which
seemed to ask you to en cir cle it with your arm, there was only the odi ous
scar let sash, ag gres sive sym bol of chastity.
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�e Hate rose to its cli max. �e voice of Gold stein had be come an ac tual
sheep’s bleat, and for an in stant the face changed into that of a sheep. �en
the sheep-face melted into the �g ure of a Eurasian sol dier who seemed to be
ad vanc ing, huge and ter ri ble, his sub-ma chine gun roar ing, and seem ing to
spring out of the sur face of the screen, so that some of the peo ple in the
front row ac tu ally �inched back wards in their seats. But in the same mo- 
ment, draw ing a deep sigh of re lief from ev ery body, the hos tile �g ure melted
into the face of Big Brother, black-haired, black-mous ta chio’d, full of power
and mys te ri ous calm, and so vast that it al most �lled up the screen. No body
heard what Big Brother was say ing. It was merely a few words of en cour age- 
ment, the sort of words that are ut tered in the din of bat tle, not dis tin guish- 
able in di vid u ally but restor ing con � dence by the fact of be ing spo ken. �en
the face of Big Brother faded away again, and in stead the three slo gans of the
Party stood out in bold cap i tals:

WAR IS PEACE  

FREE DOM IS SLAV ERY  

IG NO RANCE IS STRENGTH

But the face of Big Brother seemed to per sist for sev eral sec onds on the
screen, as though the im pact that it had made on ev ery one’s eye balls was too
vivid to wear o� im me di ately. �e lit tle sandy-haired woman had �ung her- 
self for ward over the back of the chair in front of her. With a tremu lous mur- 
mur that sounded like ‘My Saviour!’ she ex tended her arms to wards the
screen. �en she buried her face in her hands. It was ap par ent that she was
ut ter ing a prayer.

At this mo ment the en tire group of peo ple broke into a deep, slow, rhyth- 
mi cal chant of ‘B-B!...B-B!’—over and over again, very slowly, with a long
pause be tween the �rst ‘B’ and the sec ond—a heavy, mur murous sound,
some how cu ri ously sav age, in the back ground of which one seemed to hear
the stamp of naked feet and the throb bing of tom-toms. For per haps as
much as thirty sec onds they kept it up. It was a re frain that was o� en heard
in mo ments of over whelm ing emo tion. Partly it was a sort of hymn to the
wis dom and majesty of Big Brother, but still more it was an act of self-hyp- 
no sis, a de lib er ate drown ing of con scious ness by means of rhyth mic noise.
Win ston’s en trails seemed to grow cold. In the Two Min utes Hate he could
not help shar ing in the gen eral delir ium, but this sub-hu man chant ing of ‘B-
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B!...B-B!’ al ways �lled him with hor ror. Of course he chanted with the rest: it
was im pos si ble to do oth er wise. To dis sem ble your feel ings, to con trol your
face, to do what ev ery one else was do ing, was an in stinc tive re ac tion. But
there was a space of a cou ple of sec onds dur ing which the ex pres sion of his
eyes might con ceiv ably have be trayed him. And it was ex actly at this mo- 
ment that the sig ni�  cant thing hap pened—if, in deed, it did hap pen.

Mo men tar ily he caught O’Brien’s eye. O’Brien had stood up. He had taken
o� his spec ta cles and was in the act of re set tling them on his nose with his
char ac ter is tic ges ture. But there was a frac tion of a sec ond when their eyes
met, and for as long as it took to hap pen Win ston knew—yes, he KNEW!—
that O’Brien was think ing the same thing as him self. An un mis tak able mes- 
sage had passed. It was as though their two minds had opened and the
thoughts were �ow ing from one into the other through their eyes. ‘I am with
you,’ O’Brien seemed to be say ing to him. ‘I know pre cisely what you are
feel ing. I know all about your con tempt, your ha tred, your dis gust. But don’t
worry, I am on your side!’ And then the �ash of in tel li gence was gone, and
O’Brien’s face was as in scrutable as ev ery body else’s.
�at was all, and he was al ready un cer tain whether it had hap pened. Such

in ci dents never had any se quel. All that they did was to keep alive in him the
be lief, or hope, that oth ers be sides him self were the en e mies of the Party.
Per haps the ru mours of vast un der ground con spir a cies were true a� er all—
per haps the Broth er hood re ally ex isted! It was im pos si ble, in spite of the
end less ar rests and con fes sions and ex e cu tions, to be sure that the Broth er- 
hood was not sim ply a myth. Some days he be lieved in it, some days not.
�ere was no ev i dence, only �eet ing glimpses that might mean any thing or
noth ing: snatches of over heard con ver sa tion, faint scrib bles on lava tory
walls—once, even, when two strangers met, a small move ment of the hand
which had looked as though it might be a sig nal of recog ni tion. It was all
guess work: very likely he had imag ined ev ery thing. He had gone back to his
cu bi cle with out look ing at O’Brien again. �e idea of fol low ing up their mo- 
men tary con tact hardly crossed his mind. It would have been in con ceiv ably
dan ger ous even if he had known how to set about do ing it. For a sec ond, two
sec onds, they had ex changed an equiv o cal glance, and that was the end of
the story. But even that was a mem o rable event, in the locked lone li ness in
which one had to live.

Win ston roused him self and sat up straighter. He let out a belch. �e gin
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was ris ing from his stom ach.
His eyes re-fo cused on the page. He dis cov ered that while he sat help lessly

mus ing he had also been writ ing, as though by au to matic ac tion. And it was
no longer the same cramped, awk ward hand writ ing as be fore. His pen had
slid volup tuously over the smooth pa per, print ing in large neat cap i tals—
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER DOWN
WITH BIG BROTHER DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER DOWN WITH BIG
BROTHER

over and over again, �ll ing half a page.
He could not help feel ing a twinge of panic. It was ab surd, since the writ ing

of those par tic u lar words was not more dan ger ous than the ini tial act of
open ing the di ary, but for a mo ment he was tempted to tear out the spoiled
pages and aban don the en ter prise al to gether.

He did not do so, how ever, be cause he knew that it was use less. Whether
he wrote DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER, or whether he re frained from
writ ing it, made no di� er ence. Whether he went on with the di ary, or
whether he did not go on with it, made no di� er ence. �e �ought Po lice
would get him just the same. He had com mit ted—would still have com mit- 
ted, even if he had never set pen to pa per—the es sen tial crime that con- 
tained all oth ers in it self. �oughtcrime, they called it. �oughtcrime was
not a thing that could be con cealed for ever. You might dodge suc cess fully
for a while, even for years, but sooner or later they were bound to get you.

It was al ways at night—the ar rests in vari ably hap pened at night. �e sud- 
den jerk out of sleep, the rough hand shak ing your shoul der, the lights glar- 
ing in your eyes, the ring of hard faces round the bed. In the vast ma jor ity of
cases there was no trial, no re port of the ar rest. Peo ple sim ply dis ap peared,
al ways dur ing the night. Your name was re moved from the reg is ters, ev ery
record of ev ery thing you had ever done was wiped out, your one-time ex is- 
tence was de nied and then for got ten. You were abol ished, an ni hi lated: VA- 
POR IZED was the usual word.

For a mo ment he was seized by a kind of hys te ria. He be gan writ ing in a
hur ried un tidy scrawl:

theyll shoot me i don’t care theyll shoot me in the back of the neck i dont care down

with big brother they al ways shoot you in the back of the neck i dont care down

with big brother——
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He sat back in his chair, slightly ashamed of him self, and laid down the
pen. �e next mo ment he started vi o lently. �ere was a knock ing at the
door.

Al ready! He sat as still as a mouse, in the fu tile hope that who ever it was
might go away a� er a sin gle at tempt. But no, the knock ing was re peated. �e
worst thing of all would be to de lay. His heart was thump ing like a drum,
but his face, from long habit, was prob a bly ex pres sion less. He got up and
moved heav ily to wards the door.
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s he put his hand to the door-knob Win ston saw that he had le� the di- 
ary open on the ta ble. DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER was writ ten all

over it, in let ters al most big enough to be leg i ble across the room. It was an
in con ceiv ably stupid thing to have done. But, he re al ized, even in his panic
he had not wanted to smudge the creamy pa per by shut ting the book while
the ink was wet.

He drew in his breath and opened the door. In stantly a warm wave of re lief
�owed through him. A colour less, crushed-look ing woman, with wispy hair
and a lined face, was stand ing out side.

‘Oh, com rade,’ she be gan in a dreary, whin ing sort of voice, ‘I thought I
heard you come in. Do you think you could come across and have a look at
our kitchen sink? It’s got blocked up and——’

It was Mrs Par sons, the wife of a neigh bour on the same �oor. (’Mrs’ was a
word some what dis coun te nanced by the Party—you were sup posed to call
ev ery one ‘com rade’—but with some women one used it in stinc tively.) She
was a woman of about thirty, but look ing much older. One had the im pres- 
sion that there was dust in the creases of her face. Win ston fol lowed her
down the pas sage. �ese am a teur re pair jobs were an al most daily ir ri ta tion.
Vic tory Man sions were old �ats, built in 1930 or there abouts, and were fall- 
ing to pieces. �e plas ter �aked con stantly from ceil ings and walls, the pipes
burst in ev ery hard frost, the roof leaked when ever there was snow, the heat- 
ing sys tem was usu ally run ning at half steam when it was not closed down
al to gether from mo tives of econ omy. Re pairs, ex cept what you could do for
your self, had to be sanc tioned by re mote com mit tees which were li able to
hold up even the mend ing of a win dow-pane for two years.

‘Of course it’s only be cause Tom isn’t home,’ said Mrs Par sons vaguely.
�e Par sons’ �at was big ger than Win ston’s, and dingy in a di� er ent way.

Ev ery thing had a bat tered, tram pled-on look, as though the place had just
been vis ited by some large vi o lent an i mal. Games im ped i menta—hockey-
sticks, box ing-gloves, a burst foot ball, a pair of sweaty shorts turned in side
out—lay all over the �oor, and on the ta ble there was a lit ter of dirty dishes
and dog-eared ex er cise-books. On the walls were scar let ban ners of the
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Youth League and the Spies, and a full-sized poster of Big Brother. �ere was
the usual boiled-cab bage smell, com mon to the whole build ing, but it was
shot through by a sharper reek of sweat, which—one knew this at the �rst
sni�, though it was hard to say how—was the sweat of some per son not
present at the mo ment. In an other room some one with a comb and a piece
of toi let pa per was try ing to keep tune with the mil i tary mu sic which was
still is su ing from the tele screen.

‘It’s the chil dren,’ said Mrs Par sons, cast ing a half-ap pre hen sive glance at
the door. ‘�ey haven’t been out to day. And of course——’

She had a habit of break ing o� her sen tences in the mid dle. �e kitchen
sink was full nearly to the brim with �lthy green ish wa ter which smelt worse
than ever of cab bage. Win ston knelt down and ex am ined the an gle-joint of
the pipe. He hated us ing his hands, and he hated bend ing down, which was
al ways li able to start him cough ing. Mrs Par sons looked on help lessly.

‘Of course if Tom was home he’d put it right in a mo ment,’ she said. ‘He
loves any thing like that. He’s ever so good with his hands, Tom is.’

Par sons was Win ston’s fel low-em ployee at the Min istry of Truth. He was a
fat tish but ac tive man of paralysing stu pid ity, a mass of im be cile en thu si- 
asms—one of those com pletely un ques tion ing, de voted drudges on whom,
more even than on the �ought Po lice, the sta bil ity of the Party de pended.
At thirty-�ve he had just been un will ingly evicted from the Youth League,
and be fore grad u at ing into the Youth League he had man aged to stay on in
the Spies for a year be yond the statu tory age. At the Min istry he was em- 
ployed in some sub or di nate post for which in tel li gence was not re quired, but
on the other hand he was a lead ing �g ure on the Sports Com mit tee and all
the other com mit tees en gaged in or ga niz ing com mu nity hikes, spon ta neous
demon stra tions, sav ings cam paigns, and vol un tary ac tiv i ties gen er ally. He
would in form you with quiet pride, be tween whi�s of his pipe, that he had
put in an ap pear ance at the Com mu nity Cen tre ev ery evening for the past
four years. An over pow er ing smell of sweat, a sort of un con scious tes ti mony
to the stren u ous ness of his life, fol lowed him about wher ever he went, and
even re mained be hind him a� er he had gone.

‘Have you got a span ner?’ said Win ston, �d dling with the nut on the an gle-
joint.

‘A span ner,’ said Mrs Par sons, im me di ately be com ing in ver te brate. ‘I don’t
know, I’m sure. Per haps the chil dren——’
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�ere was a tram pling of boots and an other blast on the comb as the chil- 
dren charged into the liv ing-room. Mrs Par sons brought the span ner. Win- 
ston let out the wa ter and dis gust edly re moved the clot of hu man hair that
had blocked up the pipe. He cleaned his �n gers as best he could in the cold
wa ter from the tap and went back into the other room.

‘Up with your hands!’ yelled a sav age voice.
A hand some, tough-look ing boy of nine had popped up from be hind the

ta ble and was men ac ing him with a toy au to matic pis tol, while his small sis- 
ter, about two years younger, made the same ges ture with a frag ment of
wood. Both of them were dressed in the blue shorts, grey shirts, and red
neck er chiefs which were the uni form of the Spies. Win ston raised his hands
above his head, but with an un easy feel ing, so vi cious was the boy’s de- 
meanour, that it was not al to gether a game.

‘You’re a traitor!’ yelled the boy. ‘You’re a thought-crim i nal! You’re a
Eurasian spy! I’ll shoot you, I’ll va por ize you, I’ll send you to the salt mines!’

Sud denly they were both leap ing round him, shout ing ‘Traitor!’ and
‘�ought-crim i nal!’ the lit tle girl im i tat ing her brother in ev ery move ment.
It was some how slightly fright en ing, like the gam bolling of tiger cubs which
will soon grow up into man-eaters. �ere was a sort of cal cu lat ing fe roc ity in
the boy’s eye, a quite ev i dent de sire to hit or kick Win ston and a con scious- 
ness of be ing very nearly big enough to do so. It was a good job it was not a
real pis tol he was hold ing, Win ston thought.

Mrs Par sons’ eyes �it ted ner vously from Win ston to the chil dren, and back
again. In the bet ter light of the liv ing-room he no ticed with in ter est that
there ac tu ally was dust in the creases of her face.

‘�ey do get so noisy,’ she said. ‘�ey’re dis ap pointed be cause they couldn’t
go to see the hang ing, 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 hang ing?’ roared the boy in his huge voice.
‘Want to see the hang ing! Want to see the hang ing!’ chanted the lit tle girl,

still ca per ing round.
Some Eurasian pris on ers, guilty of war crimes, were to be hanged in the

Park that evening, Win ston re mem bered. �is hap pened about once a
month, and was a pop u lar spec ta cle. Chil dren al ways clam oured to be taken
to see it. He took his leave of Mrs Par sons and made for the door. But he had
not gone six steps down the pas sage when some thing hit the back of his
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neck an ag o niz ingly painful blow. It was as though a red-hot wire had been
jabbed into him. He spun round just in time to see Mrs Par sons drag ging
her son back into the door way while the boy pock eted a cat a pult.

‘Gold stein!’ bel lowed the boy as the door closed on him. But what most
struck Win ston was the look of help less fright on the woman’s grey ish face.

Back in the �at he stepped quickly past the tele screen and sat down at the
ta ble again, still rub bing his neck. �e mu sic from the tele screen had
stopped. In stead, a clipped mil i tary voice was read ing out, with a sort of bru- 
tal rel ish, a de scrip tion of the ar ma ments of the new Float ing Fortress which
had just been an chored be tween Ice land and the Faroe ls lands.

With those chil dren, he thought, that wretched woman must lead a life of
ter ror. An other year, two years, and they would be watch ing her night and
day for symp toms of un ortho doxy. Nearly all chil dren nowa days were hor ri- 
ble. What was worst of all was that by means of such or ga ni za tions as the
Spies they were sys tem at i cally turned into un govern able lit tle sav ages, and
yet this pro duced in them no ten dency what ever to rebel against the dis ci- 
pline of the Party. On the con trary, they adored the Party and ev ery thing
con nected with it. �e songs, the pro ces sions, the ban ners, the hik ing, the
drilling with dummy ri �es, the yelling of slo gans, the wor ship of Big Brother
—it was all a sort of glo ri ous game to them. All their fe roc ity was turned
out wards, against the en e mies of the State, against for eign ers, traitors, sabo- 
teurs, thought-crim i nals. It was al most nor mal for peo ple over thirty to be
fright ened of their own chil dren. And with good rea son, for hardly a week
passed in which ‘�e Times’ did not carry a para graph de scrib ing how some
eaves drop ping lit tle sneak—’child hero’ was the phrase gen er ally used—had
over heard some com pro mis ing re mark and de nounced its par ents to the
�ought Po lice.
�e sting of the cat a pult bul let had worn o�. He picked up his pen half-

heart edly, won der ing whether he could �nd some thing more to write in the
di ary. Sud denly he be gan think ing of O’Brien again.

Years ago—how long was it? Seven years it must be—he had dreamed that
he was walk ing through a pitch-dark room. And some one sit ting to one side
of him had said as he passed: ‘We shall meet in the place where there is no
dark ness.’ It was said very qui etly, al most ca su ally—a state ment, not a com- 
mand. He had walked on with out paus ing. What was cu ri ous was that at the
time, in the dream, the words had not made much im pres sion on him. It was
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only later and by de grees that they had seemed to take on sig ni�  cance. He
could not now re mem ber whether it was be fore or a� er hav ing the dream
that he had seen O’Brien for the �rst time, nor could he re mem ber when he
had �rst iden ti �ed the voice as O’Brien’s. But at any rate the iden ti � ca tion
ex isted. It was O’Brien who had spo ken to him out of the dark.

Win ston had never been able to feel sure—even a� er this morn ing’s �ash
of the eyes it was still im pos si ble to be sure whether O’Brien was a friend or
an en emy. Nor did it even seem to mat ter greatly. �ere was a link of un der- 
stand ing be tween them, more im por tant than a� ec tion or par ti san ship. ‘We
shall meet in the place where there is no dark ness,’ he had said. Win ston did
not know what it meant, only that in some way or an other it would come
true.
�e voice from the tele screen paused. A trum pet call, clear and beau ti ful,

�oated into the stag nant air. �e voice con tin ued rasp ingly:

’At ten tion! Your at ten tion, please! A news �ash has this mo ment ar rived from the

Mal abar front. Our forces in South In dia have won a glo ri ous vic tory. I am au tho -

rized to say that the ac tion we are now re port ing may well bring the war within
mea sur able dis tance of its end. Here is the news �ash——’

Bad news com ing, thought Win ston. And sure enough, fol low ing on a gory
de scrip tion of the an ni hi la tion of a Eurasian army, with stu pen dous �g ures
of killed and pris on ers, came the an nounce ment that, as from next week, the
choco late ra tion would be re duced from thirty grammes to twenty.

Win ston belched again. �e gin was wear ing o�, leav ing a de �ated feel ing.
�e tele screen—per haps to cel e brate the vic tory, per haps to drown the
mem ory of the lost choco late—crashed into ‘Ocea nia, ‘tis for thee’. You were
sup posed to stand to at ten tion. How ever, in his present po si tion he was in- 
vis i ble.

‘Ocea nia, ‘tis for thee’ gave way to lighter mu sic. Win ston walked over to
the win dow, keep ing his back to the tele screen. �e day was still cold and
clear. Some where far away a rocket bomb ex ploded with a dull, re ver ber at- 
ing roar. About twenty or thirty of them a week were fall ing on Lon don at
present.

Down in the street the wind �apped the torn poster to and fro, and the
word IN G SOC �t fully ap peared and van ished. In g soc. �e sa cred prin ci ples
of In g soc. Newspeak, dou ble think, the mu ta bil ity of the past. He felt as
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though he were wan der ing in the forests of the sea bot tom, lost in a mon- 
strous world where he him self was the mon ster. He was alone. �e past was
dead, the fu ture was unimag in able. What cer tainty had he that a sin gle hu- 
man crea ture now liv ing was on his side? And what way of know ing that the
do min ion of the Party would not en dure FOR EVER? Like an an swer, the
three slo gans on the white face of the Min istry of Truth came back to him:

WAR IS PEACE  

FREE DOM IS SLAV ERY  

IG NO RANCE IS STRENGTH

He took a twenty-�ve cent piece out of his pocket. �ere, too, in tiny clear
let ter ing, the same slo gans were in scribed, and on the other face of the coin
the head of Big Brother. Even from the coin the eyes pur sued you. On coins,
on stamps, on the cov ers of books, on ban ners, on posters, and on the wrap- 
pings of a cig a rette packet—ev ery where. Al ways the eyes watch ing you and
the voice en velop ing you. Asleep or awake, work ing or eat ing, in doors or out
of doors, in the bath or in bed—no es cape. Noth ing was your own ex cept the
few cu bic cen time tres in side your skull.
�e sun had shi�ed round, and the myr iad win dows of the Min istry of

Truth, with the light no longer shin ing on them, looked grim as the loop- 
holes of a fortress. His heart quailed be fore the enor mous pyra mi dal shape.
It was too strong, it could not be stormed. A thou sand rocket bombs would
not bat ter it down. He won dered again for whom he was writ ing the di ary.
For the fu ture, for the past—for an age that might be imag i nary. And in
front of him there lay not death but an ni hi la tion. �e di ary would be re- 
duced to ashes and him self to vapour. Only the �ought Po lice would read
what he had writ ten, be fore they wiped it out of ex is tence and out of mem- 
ory. How could you make ap peal to the fu ture when not a trace of you, not
even an anony mous word scrib bled on a piece of pa per, could phys i cally
sur vive?
�e tele screen struck four teen. He must leave in ten min utes. He had to be

back at work by four teen-thirty.
Cu ri ously, the chim ing of the hour seemed to have put new heart into him.

He was a lonely ghost ut ter ing a truth that no body would ever hear. But so
long as he ut tered it, in some ob scure way the con ti nu ity was not bro ken. It
was not by mak ing your self heard but by stay ing sane that you car ried on the
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hu man her itage. He went back to the ta ble, dipped his pen, and wrote:

To the fu ture or to the past, to a time when thought is free, when men are di� er ent

from one an other and do not live alone—to a time when truth ex ists and what is

done can not be un done: From the age of uni for mity, from the age of soli tude, from

the age of Big Brother, from the age of dou ble think—greet ings!

He was al ready dead, he re �ected. It seemed to him that it was only now,
when he had be gun to be able to for mu late his thoughts, that he had taken
the de ci sive step. �e con se quences of ev ery act are in cluded in the act it self.
He wrote:

�oughtcrime does not en tail death: thoughtcrime IS death.

Now he had rec og nized him self as a dead man it be came im por tant to stay
alive as long as pos si ble. Two �n gers of his right hand were inkstained. It
was ex actly the kind of de tail that might be tray you. Some nos ing zealot in
the Min istry (a woman, prob a bly: some one like the lit tle sandy-haired
woman or the dark-haired girl from the Fic tion De part ment) might start
won der ing why he had been writ ing dur ing the lunch in ter val, why he had
used an old-fash ioned pen, WHAT he had been writ ing—and then drop a
hint in the ap pro pri ate quar ter. He went to the bath room and care fully
scrubbed the ink away with the gritty dark-brown soap which rasped your
skin like sand pa per and was there fore well adapted for this pur pose.

He put the di ary away in the drawer. It was quite use less to think of hid ing
it, but he could at least make sure whether or not its ex is tence had been dis- 
cov ered. A hair laid across the page-ends was too ob vi ous. With the tip of
his �n ger he picked up an iden ti � able grain of whitish dust and de posited it
on the cor ner of the cover, where it was bound to be shaken o� if the book
was moved.
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C��� ��� �

in ston was dream ing of his mother.
He must, he thought, have been ten or eleven years old when his

mother had dis ap peared. She was a tall, stat uesque, rather silent woman
with slow move ments and mag ni�  cent fair hair. His fa ther he re mem bered
more vaguely as dark and thin, dressed al ways in neat dark clothes (Win ston
re mem bered es pe cially the very thin soles of his fa ther’s shoes) and wear ing
spec ta cles. �e two of them must ev i dently have been swal lowed up in one
of the �rst great purges of the ��ies.

At this mo ment his mother was sit ting in some place deep down be neath
him, with his young sis ter in her arms. He did not re mem ber his sis ter at all,
ex cept as a tiny, fee ble baby, al ways silent, with large, watch ful eyes. Both of
them were look ing up at him. �ey were down in some sub ter ranean place
—the bot tom of a well, for in stance, or a very deep grave—but it was a place
which, al ready far be low him, was it self mov ing down wards. �ey were in
the sa loon of a sink ing ship, look ing up at him through the dark en ing wa ter.
�ere was still air in the sa loon, they could still see him and he them, but all
the while they were sink ing down, down into the green wa ters which in an- 
other mo ment must hide them from sight for ever. He was out in the light
and air while they were be ing sucked down to death, and they were down
there be cause he was up here. He knew it and they knew it, and he could see
the knowl edge in their faces. �ere was no re proach ei ther in their faces or
in their hearts, only the knowl edge that they must die in or der that he might
re main alive, and that this was part of the un avoid able or der of things.

He could not re mem ber what had hap pened, but he knew in his dream
that in some way the lives of his mother and his sis ter had been sac ri �ced to
his own. It was one of those dreams which, while re tain ing the char ac ter is tic
dream scenery, are a con tin u a tion of one’s in tel lec tual life, and in which one
be comes aware of facts and ideas which still seem new and valu able a� er
one is awake. �e thing that now sud denly struck Win ston was that his
mother’s death, nearly thirty years ago, had been tragic and sor row ful in a
way that was no longer pos si ble. Tragedy, he per ceived, be longed to the an- 
cient time, to a time when there was still pri vacy, love, and friend ship, and
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when the mem bers of a fam ily stood by one an other with out need ing to
know the rea son. His mother’s mem ory tore at his heart be cause she had
died lov ing him, when he was too young and sel� sh to love her in re turn,
and be cause some how, he did not re mem ber how, she had sac ri �ced her self
to a con cep tion of loy alty that was pri vate and un al ter able. Such things, he
saw, could not hap pen to day. To day there were fear, ha tred, and pain, but no
dig nity of emo tion, no deep or com plex sor rows. All this he seemed to see in
the large eyes of his mother and his sis ter, look ing up at him through the
green wa ter, hun dreds of fath oms down and still sink ing.

Sud denly he was stand ing on short springy turf, on a sum mer evening
when the slant ing rays of the sun gilded the ground. �e land scape that he
was look ing at re curred so o� en in his dreams that he was never fully cer tain
whether or not he had seen it in the real world. In his wak ing thoughts he
called it the Golden Coun try. It was an old, rab bit-bit ten pas ture, with a
foot-track wan der ing across it and a mole hill here and there. In the ragged
hedge on the op po site side of the �eld the boughs of the elm trees were
sway ing very faintly in the breeze, their leaves just stir ring in dense masses
like women’s hair. Some where near at hand, though out of sight, there was a
clear, slow-mov ing stream where dace were swim ming in the pools un der
the wil low trees.
�e girl with dark hair was com ing to wards them across the �eld. With

what seemed a sin gle move ment she tore o� her clothes and �ung them dis- 
dain fully aside. Her body was white and smooth, but it aroused no de sire in
him, in deed he barely looked at it. What over whelmed him in that in stant
was ad mi ra tion for the ges ture with which she had thrown her clothes aside.
With its grace and care less ness it seemed to an ni hi late a whole cul ture, a
whole sys tem of thought, as though Big Brother and the Party and the
�ought Po lice could all be swept into noth ing ness by a sin gle splen did
move ment of the arm. �at too was a ges ture be long ing to the an cient time.
Win ston woke up with the word ‘Shake speare’ on his lips.
�e tele screen was giv ing forth an ear-split ting whis tle which con tin ued on

the same note for thirty sec onds. It was nought seven �� een, get ting-up time
for o� ce work ers. Win ston wrenched his body out of bed—naked, for a
mem ber of the Outer Party re ceived only 3,000 cloth ing coupons an nu ally,
and a suit of py ja mas was 600—and seized a dingy sin glet and a pair of
shorts that were ly ing across a chair. �e Phys i cal Jerks would be gin in three
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min utes. �e next mo ment he was dou bled up by a vi o lent cough ing �t
which nearly al ways at tacked him soon a� er wak ing up. It emp tied his lungs
so com pletely that he could only be gin breath ing again by ly ing on his back
and tak ing a se ries of deep gasps. His veins had swelled with the e� ort of the
cough, and the vari cose ul cer had started itch ing.

‘�irty to forty group!’ yapped a pierc ing fe male voice. ‘�irty to forty
group! Take your places, please. �ir ties to for ties!’

Win ston sprang to at ten tion in front of the tele screen, upon which the im- 
age of a youngish woman, scrawny but mus cu lar, dressed in tu nic and gym-
shoes, had al ready ap peared.

‘Arms bend ing and stretch ing!’ she rapped out. ‘Take your time by me.
ONE, two, three, four! ONE, two, three, four! Come on, com rades, put a bit
of life into it! ONE, two, three four! ONE two, three, four!...’
�e pain of the cough ing �t had not quite driven out of Win ston’s mind the

im pres sion made by his dream, and the rhyth mic move ments of the ex er cise
re stored it some what. As he me chan i cally shot his arms back and forth,
wear ing on his face the look of grim en joy ment which was con sid ered
proper dur ing the Phys i cal Jerks, he was strug gling to think his way back- 
ward into the dim pe riod of his early child hood. It was ex traor di nar ily di� - 
cult. Be yond the late ��ies ev ery thing faded. When there were no ex ter nal
records that you could re fer to, even the out line of your own life lost its
sharp ness. You re mem bered huge events which had quite prob a bly not hap- 
pened, you re mem bered the de tail of in ci dents with out be ing able to re cap- 
ture their at mos phere, and there were long blank pe ri ods to which you could
as sign noth ing. Ev ery thing had been di� er ent then. Even the names of
coun tries, and their shapes on the map, had been di� er ent. Airstrip One, for
in stance, had not been so called in those days: it had been called Eng land or
Britain, though Lon don, he felt fairly cer tain, had al ways been called Lon- 
don.

Win ston could not de�  nitely re mem ber a time when his coun try had not
been at war, but it was ev i dent that there had been a fairly long in ter val of
peace dur ing his child hood, be cause one of his early mem o ries was of an air
raid which ap peared to take ev ery one by sur prise. Per haps it was the time
when the atomic bomb had fallen on Colch ester. He did not re mem ber the
raid it self, but he did re mem ber his fa ther’s hand clutch ing his own as they
hur ried down, down, down into some place deep in the earth, round and
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round a spi ral stair case which rang un der his feet and which � nally so wea- 
ried his legs that he be gan whim per ing and they had to stop and rest. His
mother, in her slow, dreamy way, was fol low ing a long way be hind them. She
was car ry ing his baby sis ter—or per haps it was only a bun dle of blan kets
that she was car ry ing: he was not cer tain whether his sis ter had been born
then. Fi nally they had emerged into a noisy, crowded place which he had re- 
al ized to be a Tube sta tion.
�ere were peo ple sit ting all over the stone-�agged �oor, and other peo ple,

packed tightly to gether, were sit ting on metal bunks, one above the other.
Win ston and his mother and fa ther found them selves a place on the �oor,
and near them an old man and an old woman were sit ting side by side on a
bunk. �e old man had on a de cent dark suit and a black cloth cap pushed
back from very white hair: his face was scar let and his eyes were blue and
full of tears. He reeked of gin. It seemed to breathe out of his skin in place of
sweat, and one could have fan cied that the tears welling from his eyes were
pure gin. But though slightly drunk he was also su� er ing un der some grief
that was gen uine and un bear able. In his child ish way Win ston grasped that
some ter ri ble thing, some thing that was be yond for give ness and could never
be reme died, had just hap pened. It also seemed to him that he knew what it
was. Some one whom the old man loved—a lit tle grand daugh ter, per haps—
had been killed. Ev ery few min utes the old man kept re peat ing:

’We didn’t ought to ‘ave trusted ‘em. I said so, Ma, didn’t I? �at’s what comes of

trust ing ‘em. I said so all along. We didn’t ought to ‘ave trusted the bug gers.’

But which bug gers they didn’t ought to have trusted Win ston could not
now re mem ber.

Since about that time, war had been lit er ally con tin u ous, though strictly
speak ing it had not al ways been the same war. For sev eral months dur ing his
child hood there had been con fused street �ght ing in Lon don it self, some of
which he re mem bered vividly. But to trace out the his tory of the whole pe- 
riod, to say who was �ght ing whom at any given mo ment, would have been
ut terly im pos si ble, since no writ ten record, and no spo ken word, ever made
men tion of any other align ment than the ex ist ing one. At this mo ment, for
ex am ple, in 1984 (if it was 1984), Ocea nia was at war with Eura sia and in al- 
liance with Eas t a sia. In no pub lic or pri vate ut ter ance was it ever ad mit ted
that the three pow ers had at any time been grouped along di� er ent lines.
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Ac tu ally, as Win ston well knew, it was only four years since Ocea nia had
been at war with Eas t a sia and in al liance with Eura sia. But that was merely a
piece of furtive knowl edge which he hap pened to pos sess be cause his mem- 
ory was not sat is fac to rily un der con trol. O�  cially the change of part ners
had never hap pened. Ocea nia was at war with Eura sia: there fore Ocea nia
had al ways been at war with Eura sia. �e en emy of the mo ment al ways rep- 
re sented ab so lute evil, and it fol lowed that any past or fu ture agree ment with
him was im pos si ble.
�e fright en ing thing, he re �ected for the ten thou sandth time as he forced

his shoul ders painfully back ward (with hands on hips, they were gy rat ing
their bod ies from the waist, an ex er cise that was sup posed to be good for the
back mus cles)—the fright en ing thing was that it might all be true. If the
Party could thrust its hand into the past and say of this or that event, IT
NEVER HAP PENED—that, surely, was more ter ri fy ing than mere tor ture
and death?
�e Party said that Ocea nia had never been in al liance with Eura sia. He,

Win ston Smith, knew that Ocea nia had been in al liance with Eura sia as
short a time as four years ago. But where did that knowl edge ex ist? Only in
his own con scious ness, which in any case must soon be an ni hi lated. And if
all oth ers ac cepted the lie which the Party im posed—if all records told the
same tale—then the lie passed into his tory and be came truth. ‘Who con trols
the past,’ ran the Party slo gan, ‘con trols the fu ture: who con trols the present
con trols the past.’ And yet the past, though of its na ture al ter able, never had
been al tered. What ever was true now was true from ev er last ing to ev er last- 
ing. It was quite sim ple. All that was needed was an un end ing se ries of vic to- 
ries over your own mem ory. ‘Re al ity con trol’, they called it: in Newspeak,
‘dou ble think’.

‘Stand easy!’ barked the in struc tress, a lit tle more ge nially.
Win ston sank his arms to his sides and slowly re �lled his lungs with air.

His mind slid away into the labyrinthine world of dou ble think. To know and
not to know, to be con scious of com plete truth ful ness while telling care fully
con structed lies, to hold si mul ta ne ously two opin ions which can celled out,
know ing them to be con tra dic tory and be liev ing in both of them, to use
logic against logic, to re pu di ate moral ity while lay ing claim to it, to be lieve
that democ racy was im pos si ble and that the Party was the guardian of
democ racy, to for get what ever it was nec es sary to for get, then to draw it
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back into mem ory again at the mo ment when it was needed, and then
promptly to for get it again: and above all, to ap ply the same process to the
process it self. �at was the ul ti mate sub tlety: con sciously to in duce un con- 
scious ness, and then, once again, to be come un con scious of the act of hyp- 
no sis you had just per formed. Even to un der stand the word ‘dou ble think’ in- 
volved the use of dou ble think.
�e in struc tress had called them to at ten tion again. ‘And now let’s see

which of us can touch our toes!’ she said en thu si as ti cally. ‘Right over from
the hips, please, com rades. ONE-two! ONE-two!...’

Win ston loathed this ex er cise, which sent shoot ing pains all the way from
his heels to his but tocks and o� en ended by bring ing on an other cough ing
�t. �e half-pleas ant qual ity went out of his med i ta tions. �e past, he re- 
�ected, had not merely been al tered, it had been ac tu ally de stroyed. For how
could you es tab lish even the most ob vi ous fact when there ex isted no record
out side your own mem ory? He tried to re mem ber in what year he had �rst
heard men tion of Big Brother. He thought it must have been at some time in
the six ties, but it was im pos si ble to be cer tain. In the Party his to ries, of
course, Big Brother �g ured as the leader and guardian of the Rev o lu tion
since its very ear li est days. His ex ploits had been grad u ally pushed back- 
wards in time un til al ready they ex tended into the fab u lous world of the for- 
ties and the thir ties, when the cap i tal ists in their strange cylin dri cal hats still
rode through the streets of Lon don in great gleam ing mo tor-cars or horse
car riages with glass sides. �ere was no know ing how much of this leg end
was true and how much in vented. Win ston could not even re mem ber at
what date the Party it self had come into ex is tence. He did not be lieve he had
ever heard the word In g soc be fore 1960, but it was pos si ble that in its Old- 
speak form—’Eng lish So cial ism’, that is to say—it had been cur rent ear lier.
Ev ery thing melted into mist. Some times, in deed, you could put your �n ger
on a de�  nite lie. It was not true, for ex am ple, as was claimed in the Party his- 
tory books, that the Party had in vented aero planes. He re mem bered aero- 
planes since his ear li est child hood. But you could prove noth ing. �ere was
never any ev i dence. Just once in his whole life he had held in his hands un- 
mis tak able doc u men tary proof of the fal si � ca tion of an his tor i cal fact. And
on that oc ca sion——

‘Smith!’ screamed the shrewish voice from the tele screen. ‘6079 Smith W.!
Yes, YOU! Bend lower, please! You can do bet ter than that. You’re not try ing.
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Lower, please! THAT’S bet ter, com rade. Now stand at ease, the whole squad,
and watch me.’

A sud den hot sweat had bro ken out all over Win ston’s body. His face re- 
mained com pletely in scrutable. Never show dis may! Never show re sent- 
ment! A sin gle �icker of the eyes could give you away. He stood watch ing
while the in struc tress raised her arms above her head and—one could not
say grace fully, but with re mark able neat ness and e�  ciency—bent over and
tucked the �rst joint of her �n gers un der her toes.

‘THERE, com rades! THAT’S how I want to see you do ing it. Watch me
again. I’m thirty-nine and I’ve had four chil dren. Now look.’ She bent over
again. ‘You see MY knees aren’t bent. You can all do it if you want to,’ she
added as she straight ened her self up. ‘Any one un der forty-�ve is per fectly
ca pa ble of touch ing his toes. We don’t all have the priv i lege of �ght ing in the
front line, but at least we can all keep �t. Re mem ber our boys on the Mal- 
abar front! And the sailors in the Float ing Fortresses! Just think what THEY
have to put up with. Now try again. �at’s bet ter, com rade, that’s MUCH
bet ter,’ she added en cour ag ingly as Win ston, with a vi o lent lunge, suc ceeded
in touch ing his toes with knees un bent, for the �rst time in sev eral years.
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ith the deep, un con scious sigh which not even the near ness of the
tele screen could pre vent him from ut ter ing when his day’s work

started, Win ston pulled the speak write to wards him, blew the dust from its
mouth piece, and put on his spec ta cles. �en he un rolled and clipped to- 
gether four small cylin ders of pa per which had al ready �opped out of the
pneu matic tube on the right-hand side of his desk.

In the walls of the cu bi cle there were three ori �ces. To the right of the
speak write, a small pneu matic tube for writ ten mes sages, to the le�, a larger
one for news pa pers; and in the side wall, within easy reach of Win ston’s arm,
a large ob long slit pro tected by a wire grat ing. �is last was for the dis posal
of waste pa per. Sim i lar slits ex isted in thou sands or tens of thou sands
through out the build ing, not only in ev ery room but at short in ter vals in ev- 
ery cor ri dor. For some rea son they were nick named mem ory holes. When
one knew that any doc u ment was due for de struc tion, or even when one saw
a scrap of waste pa per ly ing about, it was an au to matic ac tion to li� the �ap
of the near est mem ory hole and drop it in, where upon it would be whirled
away on a cur rent of warm air to the enor mous fur naces which were hid den
some where in the re cesses of the build ing.

Win ston ex am ined the four slips of pa per which he had un rolled. Each
con tained a mes sage of only one or two lines, in the ab bre vi ated jar gon—not
ac tu ally Newspeak, but con sist ing largely of Newspeak words—which was
used in the Min istry for in ter nal pur poses. �ey ran:

times 17.3.84 bb speech mal re ported africa rec tify 

 

times 19.12.83 fore casts 3 yp 4th quar ter 83 mis prints ver ify cur rent is sue 

times 14.2.84 mini plenty malquoted choco late rec tify 

 

times 3.12.83 re port ing bb day order dou ble plusun good refs un per sons re write full -

wise up sub an te �l ing

With a faint feel ing of sat is fac tion Win ston laid the fourth mes sage aside. It
was an in tri cate and re spon si ble job and had bet ter be dealt with last. �e
other three were rou tine mat ters, though the sec ond one would prob a bly



33

mean some te dious wad ing through lists of �g ures.
Win ston di alled ‘back num bers’ on the tele screen and called for the ap pro- 

pri ate is sues of ‘�e Times’, which slid out of the pneu matic tube a� er only a
few min utes’ de lay. �e mes sages he had re ceived re ferred to ar ti cles or news
items which for one rea son or an other it was thought nec es sary to al ter, or,
as the o�  cial phrase had it, to rec tify. For ex am ple, it ap peared from ‘�e
Times’ of the sev en teenth of March that Big Brother, in his speech of the
pre vi ous day, had pre dicted that the South In dian front would re main quiet
but that a Eurasian o� en sive would shortly be launched in North Africa. As
it hap pened, the Eurasian Higher Com mand had launched its o� en sive in
South In dia and le� North Africa alone. It was there fore nec es sary to re write
a para graph of Big Brother’s speech, in such a way as to make him pre dict
the thing that had ac tu ally hap pened. Or again, ‘�e Times’ of the nine- 
teenth of De cem ber had pub lished the o�  cial fore casts of the out put of var i- 
ous classes of con sump tion goods in the fourth quar ter of 1983, which was
also the sixth quar ter of the Ninth �ree-Year Plan. To day’s is sue con tained
a state ment of the ac tual out put, from which it ap peared that the fore casts
were in ev ery in stance grossly wrong. Win ston’s job was to rec tify the orig i- 
nal �g ures by mak ing them agree with the later ones. As for the third mes- 
sage, it re ferred to a very sim ple er ror which could be set right in a cou ple of
min utes. As short a time ago as Feb ru ary, the Min istry of Plenty had is sued a
prom ise (a ‘cat e gor i cal pledge’ were the o�  cial words) that there would be
no re duc tion of the choco late ra tion dur ing 1984. Ac tu ally, as Win ston was
aware, the choco late ra tion was to be re duced from thirty grammes to
twenty at the end of the present week. All that was needed was to sub sti tute
for the orig i nal prom ise a warn ing that it would prob a bly be nec es sary to re- 
duce the ra tion at some time in April.

As soon as Win ston had dealt with each of the mes sages, he clipped his
speak writ ten cor rec tions to the ap pro pri ate copy of ‘�e Times’ and pushed
them into the pneu matic tube. �en, with a move ment which was as nearly
as pos si ble un con scious, he crum pled up the orig i nal mes sage and any notes
that he him self had made, and dropped them into the mem ory hole to be
de voured by the �ames.

What hap pened in the un seen labyrinth to which the pneu matic tubes led,
he did not know in de tail, but he did know in gen eral terms. As soon as all
the cor rec tions which hap pened to be nec es sary in any par tic u lar num ber of
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‘�e Times’ had been as sem bled and col lated, that num ber would be
reprinted, the orig i nal copy de stroyed, and the cor rected copy placed on the
�les in its stead. �is process of con tin u ous al ter ation was ap plied not only
to news pa pers, but to books, pe ri od i cals, pam phlets, posters, lea�ets, �lms,
sound-tracks, car toons, pho to graphs—to ev ery kind of lit er a ture or doc u- 
men ta tion which might con ceiv ably hold any po lit i cal or ide o log i cal sig ni� - 
cance. Day by day and al most minute by minute the past was brought up to
date. In this way ev ery pre dic tion made by the Party could be shown by doc- 
u men tary ev i dence to have been cor rect, nor was any item of news, or any
ex pres sion of opin ion, which con �icted with the needs of the mo ment, ever
al lowed to re main on record. All his tory was a palimpsest, scraped clean and
rein scribed ex actly as o� en as was nec es sary. In no case would it have been
pos si ble, once the deed was done, to prove that any fal si � ca tion had taken
place. �e largest sec tion of the Records De part ment, far larger than the one
on which Win ston worked, con sisted sim ply of per sons whose duty it was to
track down and col lect all copies of books, news pa pers, and other doc u- 
ments which had been su per seded and were due for de struc tion. A num ber
of ‘�e Times’ which might, be cause of changes in po lit i cal align ment, or
mis taken prophe cies ut tered by Big Brother, have been rewrit ten a dozen
times still stood on the �les bear ing its orig i nal date, and no other copy ex- 
isted to con tra dict it. Books, also, were re called and rewrit ten again and
again, and were in vari ably reis sued with out any ad mis sion that any al ter- 
ation had been made. Even the writ ten in struc tions which Win ston re ceived,
and which he in vari ably got rid of as soon as he had dealt with them, never
stated or im plied that an act of forgery was to be com mit ted: al ways the ref- 
er ence was to slips, er rors, mis prints, or mis quo ta tions which it was nec es- 
sary to put right in the in ter ests of ac cu racy.

But ac tu ally, he thought as he re-ad justed the Min istry of Plenty’s �g ures, it
was not even forgery. It was merely the sub sti tu tion of one piece of non sense
for an other. Most of the ma te rial that you were deal ing with had no con nex- 
ion with any thing in the real world, not even the kind of con nex ion that is
con tained in a di rect lie. Sta tis tics were just as much a fan tasy in their orig i- 
nal ver sion as in their rec ti �ed ver sion. A great deal of the time you were ex- 
pected to make them up out of your head. For ex am ple, the Min istry of
Plenty’s fore cast had es ti mated the out put of boots for the quar ter at 145
mil lion pairs. �e ac tual out put was given as sixty-two mil lions. Win ston,
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how ever, in rewrit ing the fore cast, marked the �g ure down to ��y-seven
mil lions, so as to al low for the usual claim that the quota had been over ful- 
�lled. In any case, sixty-two mil lions was no nearer the truth than ��y-seven
mil lions, or than 145 mil lions. Very likely no boots had been pro duced at all.
Like lier still, no body knew how many had been pro duced, much less cared.
All one knew was that ev ery quar ter as tro nom i cal num bers of boots were
pro duced on pa per, while per haps half the pop u la tion of Ocea nia went bare- 
foot. And so it was with ev ery class of recorded fact, great or small. Ev ery- 
thing faded away into a shadow-world in which, � nally, even the date of the
year had be come un cer tain.

Win ston glanced across the hall. In the cor re spond ing cu bi cle on the other
side a small, pre cise-look ing, dark-chinned man named Tillot son was work- 
ing steadily away, with a folded news pa per on his knee and his mouth very
close to the mouth piece of the speak write. He had the air of try ing to keep
what he was say ing a se cret be tween him self and the tele screen. He looked
up, and his spec ta cles darted a hos tile �ash in Win ston’s di rec tion.

Win ston hardly knew Tillot son, and had no idea what work he was em- 
ployed on. Peo ple in the Records De part ment did not read ily talk about
their jobs. In the long, win dow less hall, with its dou ble row of cu bi cles and
its end less rus tle of pa pers and hum of voices mur mur ing into speak writes,
there were quite a dozen peo ple whom Win ston did not even know by
name, though he daily saw them hur ry ing to and fro in the cor ri dors or ges- 
tic u lat ing in the Two Min utes Hate. He knew that in the cu bi cle next to him
the lit tle woman with sandy hair toiled day in day out, sim ply at track ing
down and delet ing from the Press the names of peo ple who had been va por- 
ized and were there fore con sid ered never to have ex isted. �ere was a cer- 
tain �t ness in this, since her own hus band had been va por ized a cou ple of
years ear lier. And a few cu bi cles away a mild, in e� ec tual, dreamy crea ture
named Am ple forth, with very hairy ears and a sur pris ing tal ent for jug gling
with rhymes and me tres, was en gaged in pro duc ing gar bled ver sions—de �n- 
i tive texts, they were called—of po ems which had be come ide o log i cally of- 
fen sive, but which for one rea son or an other were to be re tained in the an- 
tholo gies. And this hall, with its ��y work ers or there abouts, was only one
sub-sec tion, a sin gle cell, as it were, in the huge com plex ity of the Records
De part ment. Be yond, above, be low, were other swarms of work ers en gaged
in an unimag in able mul ti tude of jobs. �ere were the huge print ing-shops
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with their sub-ed i tors, their ty pog ra phy ex perts, and their elab o rately
equipped stu dios for the fak ing of pho to graphs. �ere was the tele-pro- 
grammes sec tion with its en gi neers, its pro duc ers, and its teams of ac tors
spe cially cho sen for their skill in im i tat ing voices. �ere were the armies of
ref er ence clerks whose job was sim ply to draw up lists of books and pe ri od i- 
cals which were due for re call. �ere were the vast repos i to ries where the
cor rected doc u ments were stored, and the hid den fur naces where the orig i- 
nal copies were de stroyed. And some where or other, quite anony mous, there
were the di rect ing brains who co-or di nated the whole e� ort and laid down
the lines of pol icy which made it nec es sary that this frag ment of the past
should be pre served, that one fal si �ed, and the other rubbed out of ex is- 
tence.

And the Records De part ment, a� er all, was it self only a sin gle branch of
the Min istry of Truth, whose pri mary job was not to re con struct the past but
to sup ply the cit i zens of Ocea nia with news pa pers, �lms, text books, tele- 
screen pro grammes, plays, nov els—with ev ery con ceiv able kind of in for ma- 
tion, in struc tion, or en ter tain ment, from a statue to a slo gan, from a lyric
poem to a bi o log i cal trea tise, and from a child’s spell ing-book to a Newspeak
dic tio nary. And the Min istry had not only to sup ply the mul ti far i ous needs
of the party, but also to re peat the whole op er a tion at a lower level for the
ben e �t of the pro le tariat. �ere was a whole chain of sep a rate de part ments
deal ing with pro le tar ian lit er a ture, mu sic, drama, and en ter tain ment gen er- 
ally. Here were pro duced rub bishy news pa pers con tain ing al most noth ing
ex cept sport, crime and as trol ogy, sen sa tional �ve-cent nov el ettes, �lms ooz- 
ing with sex, and sen ti men tal songs which were com posed en tirely by me- 
chan i cal means on a spe cial kind of kalei do scope known as a ver si � ca tor.
�ere was even a whole sub-sec tion—Pornosec, it was called in Newspeak—
en gaged in pro duc ing the low est kind of pornog ra phy, which was sent out in
sealed pack ets and which no Party mem ber, other than those who worked
on it, was per mit ted to look at.
�ree mes sages had slid out of the pneu matic tube while Win ston was

work ing, but they were sim ple mat ters, and he had dis posed of them be fore
the Two Min utes Hate in ter rupted him. When the Hate was over he re- 
turned to his cu bi cle, took the Newspeak dic tio nary from the shelf, pushed
the speak write to one side, cleaned his spec ta cles, and set tled down to his
main job of the morn ing.
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Win ston’s great est plea sure in life was in his work. Most of it was a te dious
rou tine, but in cluded in it there were also jobs so di�  cult and in tri cate that
you could lose your self in them as in the depths of a math e mat i cal prob lem
—del i cate pieces of forgery in which you had noth ing to guide you ex cept
your knowl edge of the prin ci ples of In g soc and your es ti mate of what the
Party wanted you to say. Win ston was good at this kind of thing. On oc ca- 
sion he had even been en trusted with the rec ti � ca tion of ‘�e Times’ lead ing
ar ti cles, which were writ ten en tirely in Newspeak. He un rolled the mes sage
that he had set aside ear lier. It ran:

times 3.12.83 re port ing bb day order dou ble plusun good refs un per sons re write full -

wise up sub an te �l ing

In Old speak (or stan dard Eng lish) this might be ren dered:

�e re port ing of Big Brother’s Or der for the Day in ‘�e Times’ of De cem ber 3rd

1983 is ex tremely un sat is fac tory and makes ref er ences to non-ex is tent per sons. Re -

write it in full and sub mit your dra� to higher au thor ity be fore �l ing.

Win ston read through the o� end ing ar ti cle. Big Brother’s Or der for the
Day, it seemed, had been chie�y de voted to prais ing the work of an or ga ni- 
za tion known as FFCC, which sup plied cig a rettes and other com forts to the
sailors in the Float ing Fortresses. A cer tain Com rade With ers, a prom i nent
mem ber of the In ner Party, had been sin gled out for spe cial men tion and
awarded a dec o ra tion, the Or der of Con spic u ous Merit, Sec ond Class.
�ree months later FFCC had sud denly been dis solved with no rea sons

given. One could as sume that With ers and his as so ciates were now in dis- 
grace, but there had been no re port of the mat ter in the Press or on the tele-
screen. �at was to be ex pected, since it was un usual for po lit i cal o� end ers
to be put on trial or even pub licly de nounced. �e great purges in volv ing
thou sands of peo ple, with pub lic tri als of traitors and thought-crim i nals
who made ab ject con fes sion of their crimes and were a� er wards ex e cuted,
were spe cial show-pieces not oc cur ring o� ener than once in a cou ple of
years. More com monly, peo ple who had in curred the dis plea sure of the
Party sim ply dis ap peared and were never heard of again. One never had the
small est clue as to what had hap pened to them. In some cases they might
not even be dead. Per haps thirty peo ple per son ally known to Win ston, not
count ing his par ents, had dis ap peared at one time or an other.

Win ston stroked his nose gen tly with a pa per-clip. In the cu bi cle across the
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way Com rade Tillot son was still crouch ing se cre tively over his speak write.
He raised his head for a mo ment: again the hos tile spec ta cle-�ash. Win ston
won dered whether Com rade Tillot son was en gaged on the same job as him- 
self. It was per fectly pos si ble. So tricky a piece of work would never be en- 
trusted to a sin gle per son: on the other hand, to turn it over to a com mit tee
would be to ad mit openly that an act of fab ri ca tion was tak ing place. Very
likely as many as a dozen peo ple were now work ing away on ri val ver sions of
what Big Brother had ac tu ally said. And presently some mas ter brain in the
In ner Party would se lect this ver sion or that, would re-edit it and set in mo- 
tion the com plex pro cesses of cross-ref er enc ing that would be re quired, and
then the cho sen lie would pass into the per ma nent records and be come
truth.

Win ston did not know why With ers had been dis graced. Per haps it was for
cor rup tion or in com pe tence. Per haps Big Brother was merely get ting rid of a
too-pop u lar sub or di nate. Per haps With ers or some one close to him had
been sus pected of hereti cal ten den cies. Or per haps—what was like li est of all
—the thing had sim ply hap pened be cause purges and va por iza tions were a
nec es sary part of the me chan ics of gov ern ment. �e only real clue lay in the
words ‘refs un per sons’, which in di cated that With ers was al ready dead. You
could not in vari ably as sume this to be the case when peo ple were ar rested.
Some times they were re leased and al lowed to re main at lib erty for as much
as a year or two years be fore be ing ex e cuted. Very oc ca sion ally some per son
whom you had be lieved dead long since would make a ghostly reap pear ance
at some pub lic trial where he would im pli cate hun dreds of oth ers by his tes- 
ti mony be fore van ish ing, this time for ever. With ers, how ever, was al ready
an UN PER SON. He did not ex ist: he had never ex isted. Win ston de cided
that it would not be enough sim ply to re verse the ten dency of Big Brother’s
speech. It was bet ter to make it deal with some thing to tally un con nected
with its orig i nal sub ject.

He might turn the speech into the usual de nun ci a tion of traitors and
thought-crim i nals, but that was a lit tle too ob vi ous, while to in vent a vic tory
at the front, or some tri umph of over-pro duc tion in the Ninth �ree-Year
Plan, might com pli cate the records too much. What was needed was a piece
of pure fan tasy. Sud denly there sprang into his mind, ready made as it were,
the im age of a cer tain Com rade Ogilvy, who had re cently died in bat tle, in
heroic cir cum stances. �ere were oc ca sions when Big Brother de voted his
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Or der for the Day to com mem o rat ing some hum ble, rank-and-�le Party
mem ber whose life and death he held up as an ex am ple wor thy to be fol- 
lowed. To day he should com mem o rate Com rade Ogilvy. It was true that
there was no such per son as Com rade Ogilvy, but a few lines of print and a
cou ple of faked pho to graphs would soon bring him into ex is tence.

Win ston thought for a mo ment, then pulled the speak write to wards him
and be gan dic tat ing in Big Brother’s fa mil iar style: a style at once mil i tary
and pedan tic, and, be cause of a trick of ask ing ques tions and then promptly
an swer ing them (’What lessons do we learn from this fact, com rades? �e
les son—which is also one of the fun da men tal prin ci ples of In g soc—that,’
etc., etc.), easy to im i tate.

At the age of three Com rade Ogilvy had re fused all toys ex cept a drum, a
sub-ma chine gun, and a model he li copter. At six—a year early, by a spe cial
re lax ation of the rules—he had joined the Spies, at nine he had been a troop
leader. At eleven he had de nounced his un cle to the �ought Po lice a� er
over hear ing a con ver sa tion which ap peared to him to have crim i nal ten den- 
cies. At sev en teen he had been a dis trict or ga nizer of the Ju nior Anti-Sex
League. At nine teen he had de signed a hand-grenade which had been
adopted by the Min istry of Peace and which, at its �rst trial, had killed
thirty-one Eurasian pris on ers in one burst. At twenty-three he had per ished
in ac tion. Pur sued by en emy jet planes while �y ing over the In dian Ocean
with im por tant despatches, he had weighted his body with his ma chine gun
and leapt out of the he li copter into deep wa ter, despatches and all—an end,
said Big Brother, which it was im pos si ble to con tem plate with out feel ings of
envy. Big Brother added a few re marks on the pu rity and sin gle-mind ed ness
of Com rade Ogilvy’s life. He was a to tal ab stainer and a non smoker, had no
recre ations ex cept a daily hour in the gym na sium, and had taken a vow of
celibacy, be liev ing mar riage and the care of a fam ily to be in com pat i ble with
a twenty-four-hour-a-day de vo tion to duty. He had no sub jects of con ver sa- 
tion ex cept the prin ci ples of In g soc, and no aim in life ex cept the de feat of
the Eurasian en emy and the hunt ing-down of spies, sabo teurs, thoughtcrim- 
i nals, and traitors gen er ally.

Win ston de bated with him self whether to award Com rade Ogilvy the Or- 
der of Con spic u ous Merit: in the end he de cided against it be cause of the
un nec es sary cross-ref er enc ing that it would en tail.

Once again he glanced at his ri val in the op po site cu bi cle. Some thing



40

seemed to tell him with cer tainty that Tillot son was busy on the same job as
him self. �ere was no way of know ing whose job would � nally be adopted,
but he felt a pro found con vic tion that it would be his own. Com rade Ogilvy,
unimag ined an hour ago, was now a fact. It struck him as cu ri ous that you
could cre ate dead men but not liv ing ones. Com rade Ogilvy, who had never
ex isted in the present, now ex isted in the past, and when once the act of
forgery was for got ten, he would ex ist just as au then ti cally, and upon the
same ev i dence, as Charle magne or Julius Cae sar.
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C��� ��� �

n the low-ceilinged can teen, deep un der ground, the lunch queue jerked
slowly for ward. �e room was al ready very full and deaf en ingly noisy.

From the grille at the counter the steam of stew came pour ing forth, with a
sour metal lic smell which did not quite over come the fumes of Vic tory 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 look ing for,’ said a voice at Win ston’s back.
He turned round. It was his friend Syme, who worked in the Re search De- 

part ment. Per haps ‘friend’ was not ex actly the right word. You did not have
friends nowa days, you had com rades: but there were some com rades whose
so ci ety was pleas an ter than that of oth ers. Syme was a philol o gist, a spe cial- 
ist in Newspeak. In deed, he was one of the enor mous team of ex perts now
en gaged in com pil ing the Eleventh Edi tion of the Newspeak Dic tio nary. He
was a tiny crea ture, smaller than Win ston, with dark hair and large, pro tu- 
ber ant eyes, at once mourn ful and de ri sive, which seemed to search your
face closely while he was speak ing to you.

‘I wanted to ask you whether you’d got any ra zor blades,’ he said.
‘Not one!’ said Win ston with a sort of guilty haste. ‘I’ve tried all over the

place. �ey don’t ex ist any longer.’
Ev ery one kept ask ing you for ra zor blades. Ac tu ally he had two un used

ones which he was hoard ing up. �ere had been a famine of them for
months past. At any given mo ment there was some nec es sary ar ti cle which
the Party shops were un able to sup ply. Some times it was but tons, some times
it was darn ing wool, some times it was shoelaces; at present it was ra zor
blades. You could only get hold of them, if at all, by scroung ing more or less
furtively on the ‘free’ mar ket.

‘I’ve been us ing the same blade for six weeks,’ he added un truth fully.
�e queue gave an other jerk for ward. As they halted he turned and faced

Syme again. Each of them took a greasy metal tray from a pile at the end of
the counter.

‘Did you go and see the pris on ers hanged yes ter day?’ said Syme.
‘I was work ing,’ said Win ston in di� er ently. ‘I shall see it on the �icks, I sup- 
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pose.’
‘A very in ad e quate sub sti tute,’ said Syme.
His mock ing eyes roved over Win ston’s face. ‘I know you,’ the eyes seemed

to say, ‘I see through you. I know very well why you didn’t go to see those
pris on ers hanged.’ In an in tel lec tual way, Syme was ven omously or tho dox.
He would talk with a dis agree able gloat ing sat is fac tion of he li copter raids on
en emy vil lages, and tri als and con fes sions of thought-crim i nals, the ex e cu- 
tions in the cel lars of the Min istry of Love. Talk ing to him was largely a mat- 
ter of get ting him away from such sub jects and en tan gling him, if pos si ble,
in the tech ni cal i ties of Newspeak, on which he was au thor i ta tive and in ter- 
est ing. Win ston turned his head a lit tle aside to avoid the scru tiny of the
large dark eyes.

‘It was a good hang ing,’ said Syme rem i nis cently. ‘I think it spoils it when
they tie their feet to gether. I like to see them kick ing. And above all, at the
end, the tongue stick ing right out, and blue—a quite bright blue. �at’s the
de tail that ap peals to me.’

‘Nex’, please!’ yelled the white-aproned prole with the la dle.
Win ston and Syme pushed their trays be neath the grille. On to each was

dumped swi�ly the reg u la tion lunch—a metal pan nikin of pink ish-grey
stew, a hunk of bread, a cube of cheese, a mug of milk less Vic tory Co� ee,
and one sac cha rine tablet.

‘�ere’s a ta ble over there, un der that tele screen,’ said Syme. ‘Let’s pick up a
gin on the way.’
�e gin was served out to them in han dle less china mugs. �ey threaded

their way across the crowded room and un packed their trays on to the
metal-topped ta ble, on one cor ner of which some one had le� a pool of stew,
a �lthy liq uid mess that had the ap pear ance of vomit. Win ston took up his
mug of gin, paused for an in stant to col lect his nerve, and gulped the oily-
tast ing stu� down. When he had winked the tears out of his eyes he sud- 
denly dis cov ered that he was hun gry. He be gan swal low ing spoon fuls of the
stew, which, in among its gen eral slop pi ness, had cubes of spongy pink ish
stu� which was prob a bly a prepa ra tion of meat. Nei ther of them spoke again
till they had emp tied their pan nikins. From the ta ble at Win ston’s le�, a lit tle
be hind his back, some one was talk ing rapidly and con tin u ously, a harsh gab- 
ble al most like the quack ing of a duck, which pierced the gen eral up roar of
the room.
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‘How is the Dic tio nary get ting on?’ said Win ston, rais ing his voice to over- 
come the noise.

‘Slowly,’ said Syme. ‘I’m on the ad jec tives. It’s fas ci nat ing.’
He had bright ened up im me di ately at the men tion of Newspeak. He

pushed his pan nikin aside, took up his hunk of bread in one del i cate hand
and his cheese in the other, and leaned across the ta ble so as to be able to
speak with out shout ing.

‘�e Eleventh Edi tion is the de �n i tive edi tion,’ he said. ‘We’re get ting the
lan guage into its � nal shape—the shape it’s go ing to have when no body
speaks any thing else. When we’ve �n ished with it, peo ple like you will have
to learn it all over again. You think, I dare say, that our chief job is in vent ing
new words. But not a bit of it! We’re de stroy ing words—scores of them, hun- 
dreds of them, ev ery day. We’re cut ting the lan guage down to the bone. �e
Eleventh Edi tion won’t con tain a sin gle word that will be come ob so lete be- 
fore the year 2050.’

He bit hun grily into his bread and swal lowed a cou ple of mouth fuls, then
con tin ued speak ing, with a sort of pedant’s pas sion. His thin dark face had
be come an i mated, his eyes had lost their mock ing ex pres sion and grown al- 
most dreamy.

‘It’s a beau ti ful thing, the de struc tion of words. Of course the great wastage
is in the verbs and ad jec tives, but there are hun dreds of nouns that can be
got rid of as well. It isn’t only the syn onyms; there are also the antonyms. Af- 
ter all, what jus ti � ca tion is there for a word which is sim ply the op po site of
some other word? A word con tains its op po site in it self. Take ‘good’, for in- 
stance. If you have a word like ‘good’, what need is there for a word like
‘bad’? ‘Un good’ will do just as well—bet ter, be cause it’s an ex act op po site,
which the other is not. Or again, if you want a stronger ver sion of ‘good’,
what sense is there in hav ing a whole string of vague use less words like ‘ex- 
cel lent’ and ‘splen did’ and all the rest of them? ‘Plus good’ cov ers the mean- 
ing, or ‘dou ble plus good’ if you want some thing stronger still. Of course we
use those forms al ready. but in the � nal ver sion of Newspeak there’ll be
noth ing else. In the end the whole no tion of good ness and bad ness will be
cov ered by only six words—in re al ity, only one word. Don’t you see the
beauty of that, Win ston? It was B.B.’s idea orig i nally, of course,’ he added as
an a� er thought.

A sort of va pid ea ger ness �it ted across Win ston’s face at the men tion of Big



44

Brother. Nev er the less Syme im me di ately de tected a cer tain lack of en thu si- 
asm.

‘You haven’t a real ap pre ci a tion of Newspeak, Win ston,’ he said al most
sadly. ‘Even when you write it you’re still think ing in Old speak. I’ve read
some of those pieces that you write in ‘�e Times’ oc ca sion ally. �ey’re good
enough, but they’re trans la tions. In your heart you’d pre fer to stick to Old- 
speak, with all its vague ness and its use less shades of mean ing. You don’t
grasp the beauty of the de struc tion of words. Do you know that Newspeak is
the only lan guage in the world whose vo cab u lary gets smaller ev ery year?’

Win ston did know that, of course. He smiled, sym pa thet i cally he hoped,
not trust ing him self to speak. Syme bit o� an other frag ment of the dark-
coloured bread, chewed it brie�y, and went on:

‘Don’t you see that the whole aim of Newspeak is to nar row the range of
thought? In the end we shall make thoughtcrime lit er ally im pos si ble, be- 
cause there will be no words in which to ex press it. Ev ery con cept that can
ever be needed, will be ex pressed by ex actly one word, with its mean ing
rigidly de �ned and all its sub sidiary mean ings rubbed out and for got ten. Al- 
ready, in the Eleventh Edi tion, we’re not far from that point. But the process
will still be con tin u ing long a� er you and I are dead. Ev ery year fewer and
fewer words, and the range of con scious ness al ways a lit tle smaller. Even
now, of course, there’s no rea son or ex cuse for com mit ting thoughtcrime. It’s
merely a ques tion of self-dis ci pline, re al ity-con trol. But in the end there
won’t be any need even for that. �e Rev o lu tion will be com plete when the
lan guage is per fect. Newspeak is In g soc and In g soc is Newspeak,’ he added
with a sort of mys ti cal sat is fac tion. ‘Has it ever oc curred to you, Win ston,
that by the year 2050, at the very lat est, not a sin gle hu man be ing will be
alive who could un der stand such a con ver sa tion as we are hav ing now?’

‘Ex cept——’ be gan Win ston doubt fully, and he stopped.
It had been on the tip of his tongue to say ‘Ex cept the pro les,’ but he

checked him self, not feel ing fully cer tain that this re mark was not in some
way un ortho dox. Syme, how ever, had di vined what he was about to say.

‘�e pro les are not hu man be ings,’ he said care lessly. ‘By 2050—ear lier,
prob a bly—all real knowl edge of Old speak will have dis ap peared. �e whole
lit er a ture of the past will have been de stroyed. Chaucer, Shake speare, Mil- 
ton, By ron—they’ll ex ist only in Newspeak ver sions, not merely changed
into some thing di� er ent, but ac tu ally changed into some thing con tra dic tory
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of what they used to be. Even the lit er a ture of the Party will change. Even the
slo gans will change. How could you have a slo gan like ‘free dom is slav ery’
when the con cept of free dom has been abol ished? �e whole cli mate of
thought will be di� er ent. In fact there will be no thought, as we un der stand
it now. Or tho doxy means not think ing—not need ing to think. Or tho doxy is
un con scious ness.’

One of these days, thought Win ston with sud den deep con vic tion, Syme
will be va por ized. He is too in tel li gent. He sees too clearly and speaks too
plainly. �e Party does not like such peo ple. One day he will dis ap pear. It is
writ ten in his face.

Win ston had �n ished his bread and cheese. He turned a lit tle side ways in
his chair to drink his mug of co� ee. At the ta ble on his le� the man with the
stri dent voice was still talk ing re morse lessly away. A young woman who was
per haps his sec re tary, and who was sit ting with her back to Win ston, was lis- 
ten ing to him and seemed to be ea gerly agree ing with ev ery thing that he
said. From time to time Win ston caught some such re mark as ‘I think you’re
so right, I do so agree with you’, ut tered in a youth ful and rather silly fem i- 
nine voice. But the other voice never stopped for an in stant, even when the
girl was speak ing. Win ston knew the man by sight, though he knew no more
about him than that he held some im por tant post in the Fic tion De part- 
ment. He was a man of about thirty, with a mus cu lar throat and a large, mo- 
bile mouth. His head was thrown back a lit tle, and be cause of the an gle at
which he was sit ting, his spec ta cles caught the light and pre sented to Win- 
ston two blank discs in stead of eyes. What was slightly hor ri ble, was that
from the stream of sound that poured out of his mouth it was al most im pos- 
si ble to dis tin guish a sin gle word. Just once Win ston caught a phrase—’com- 
plete and � nal elim i na tion of Gold stein ism’—jerked out very rapidly and, as
it seemed, all in one piece, like a line of type cast solid. For the rest it was just
a noise, a quack-quack-quack ing. And yet, though you could not ac tu ally
hear what the man was say ing, you could not be in any doubt about its gen- 
eral na ture. He might be de nounc ing Gold stein and de mand ing sterner
mea sures against thought-crim i nals and sabo teurs, he might be ful mi nat ing
against the atroc i ties of the Eurasian army, he might be prais ing Big Brother
or the he roes on the Mal abar front—it made no di� er ence. What ever it was,
you could be cer tain that ev ery word of it was pure or tho doxy, pure In g soc.
As he watched the eye less face with the jaw mov ing rapidly up and down,
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Win ston had a cu ri ous feel ing that this was not a real hu man be ing but some
kind of dummy. It was not the man’s brain that was speak ing, it was his lar- 
ynx. �e stu� that was com ing out of him con sisted of words, but it was not
speech in the true sense: it was a noise ut tered in un con scious ness, like the
quack ing of a duck.

Syme had fallen silent for a mo ment, and with the han dle of his spoon was
trac ing pat terns in the pud dle of stew. �e voice from the other ta ble
quacked rapidly on, eas ily au di ble in spite of the sur round ing din.

‘�ere is a word in Newspeak,’ said Syme, ‘I don’t know whether you know
it: DUCK S PEAK, to quack like a duck. It is one of those in ter est ing words
that have two con tra dic tory mean ings. Ap plied to an op po nent, it is abuse,
ap plied to some one you agree with, it is praise.’

Un ques tion ably Syme will be va por ized, Win ston thought again. He
thought it with a kind of sad ness, al though well know ing that Syme de spised
him and slightly dis liked him, and was fully ca pa ble of de nounc ing him as a
thought-crim i nal if he saw any rea son for do ing so. �ere was some thing
sub tly wrong with Syme. �ere was some thing that he lacked: dis cre tion,
aloof ness, a sort of sav ing stu pid ity. You could not say that he was un ortho- 
dox. He be lieved in the prin ci ples of In g soc, he ven er ated Big Brother, he re- 
joiced over vic to ries, he hated heretics, not merely with sin cer ity but with a
sort of rest less zeal, an up-to-date ness of in for ma tion, which the or di nary
Party mem ber did not ap proach. Yet a faint air of dis rep utabil ity al ways
clung to him. He said things that would have been bet ter un said, he had read
too many books, he fre quented the Chest nut Tree Cafe, haunt of painters
and mu si cians. �ere was no law, not even an un writ ten law, against fre- 
quent ing the Chest nut Tree Cafe, yet the place was some how ill-omened.
�e old, dis cred ited lead ers of the Party had been used to gather there be fore
they were � nally purged. Gold stein him self, it was said, had some times been
seen there, years and decades ago. Syme’s fate was not di�  cult to fore see.
And yet it was a fact that if Syme grasped, even for three sec onds, the na ture
of his, Win ston’s, se cret opin ions, he would be tray him in stantly to the
�ought Po lice. So would any body else, for that mat ter: but Syme more than
most. Zeal was not enough. Or tho doxy was un con scious ness.

Syme looked up. ‘Here comes Par sons,’ he said.
Some thing in the tone of his voice seemed to add, ‘that bloody fool’. Par- 

sons, Win ston’s fel low-ten ant at Vic tory Man sions, was in fact thread ing his
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way across the room—a tubby, mid dle-sized man with fair hair and a frog- 
like face. At thirty-�ve he was al ready putting on rolls of fat at neck and
waist line, but his move ments were brisk and boy ish. His whole ap pear ance
was that of a lit tle boy grown large, so much so that al though he was wear ing
the reg u la tion over alls, it was al most im pos si ble not to think of him as be ing
dressed in the blue shorts, grey shirt, and red neck er chief of the Spies. In vi- 
su al iz ing him one saw al ways a pic ture of dim pled knees and sleeves rolled
back from pudgy fore arms. Par sons did, in deed, in vari ably re vert to shorts
when a com mu nity hike or any other phys i cal ac tiv ity gave him an ex cuse
for do ing so. He greeted them both with a cheery ‘Hullo, hullo!’ and sat
down at the ta ble, giv ing o� an in tense smell of sweat. Beads of mois ture
stood out all over his pink face. His pow ers of sweat ing were ex tra or di nary.
At the Com mu nity Cen tre you could al ways tell when he had been play ing
ta ble-ten nis by the damp ness of the bat han dle. Syme had pro duced a strip
of pa per on which there was a long col umn of words, and was study ing it
with an ink-pen cil be tween his �n gers.

‘Look at him work ing away in the lunch hour,’ said Par sons, nudg ing Win- 
ston. ‘Keen ness, eh? What’s that you’ve got there, old boy? Some thing a bit
too brainy for me, I ex pect. Smith, old boy, I’ll tell you why I’m chas ing you.
It’s that sub you for got to give me.’

‘Which sub is that?’ said Win ston, au to mat i cally feel ing for money. About
a quar ter of one’s salary had to be ear marked for vol un tary sub scrip tions,
which were so nu mer ous that it was di�  cult to keep track of them.

‘For Hate Week. You know—the house-by-house fund. I’m trea surer for
our block. We’re mak ing an all-out e� ort—go ing to put on a tremen dous
show. I tell you, it won’t be my fault if old Vic tory Man sions doesn’t have the
big gest out �t of �ags in the whole street. Two dol lars you promised me.’

Win ston found and handed over two creased and �lthy notes, which Par- 
sons en tered in a small note book, in the neat hand writ ing of the il lit er ate.

‘By the way, old boy,’ he said. ‘I hear that lit tle beg gar of mine let �y at you
with his cat a pult yes ter day. I gave him a good dress ing-down for it. In fact I
told him I’d take the cat a pult away if he does it again.’

‘I think he was a lit tle up set at not go ing to the ex e cu tion,’ said Win ston.
‘Ah, well—what I mean to say, shows the right spirit, doesn’t it? Mis- 

chievous lit tle beg gars they are, both of them, but talk about keen ness! All
they think about is the Spies, and the war, of course. D’you know what that
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lit tle girl of mine did last Sat ur day, when her troop was on a hike out
Berkham sted way? She got two other girls to go with her, slipped o� from
the hike, and spent the whole a� er noon fol low ing a strange man. �ey kept
on his tail for two hours, right through the woods, and then, when they got
into Amer sham, handed him over to the pa trols.’

‘What did they do that for?’ said Win ston, some what taken aback. Par sons
went on tri umphantly:

‘My kid made sure he was some kind of en emy agent—might have been
dropped by para chute, for in stance. But here’s the point, old boy. What do
you think put her on to him in the �rst place? She spot ted he was wear ing a
funny kind of shoes—said she’d never seen any one wear ing shoes like that
be fore. So the chances were he was a for eigner. Pretty smart for a nip per of
seven, eh?’

‘What hap pened to the man?’ said Win ston.
‘Ah, that I couldn’t say, of course. But I wouldn’t be al to gether sur prised if

——’ Par sons made the mo tion of aim ing a ri �e, and clicked his tongue for
the ex plo sion.

‘Good,’ said Syme ab stract edly, with out look ing up from his strip of pa per.
‘Of course we can’t a� ord to take chances,’ agreed Win ston du ti fully.
‘What I mean to say, there is a war on,’ said Par sons.
As though in con �r ma tion of this, a trum pet call �oated from the tele- 

screen just above their heads. How ever, it was not the procla ma tion of a mil- 
i tary vic tory this time, but merely an an nounce ment from the Min istry of
Plenty.

‘Com rades!’ cried an ea ger youth ful voice. ‘At ten tion, com rades! We have
glo ri ous news for you. We have won the bat tle for pro duc tion! Re turns now
com pleted of the out put of all classes of con sump tion goods show that the
stan dard of liv ing has risen by no less than 20 per cent over the past year. All
over Ocea nia this morn ing there were ir re press ible spon ta neous demon stra- 
tions when work ers marched out of fac to ries and o� ces and pa raded
through the streets with ban ners voic ing their grat i tude to Big Brother for
the new, happy life which his wise lead er ship has be stowed upon us. Here
are some of the com pleted �g ures. Food stu�s——’
�e phrase ‘our new, happy life’ re curred sev eral times. It had been a

favourite of late with the Min istry of Plenty. Par sons, his at ten tion caught by
the trum pet call, sat lis ten ing with a sort of gap ing solem nity, a sort of ed i- 
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�ed bore dom. He could not fol low the �g ures, but he was aware that they
were in some way a cause for sat is fac tion. He had lugged out a huge and
�lthy pipe which was al ready half full of charred to bacco. With the to bacco
ra tion at 100 grammes a week it was sel dom pos si ble to �ll a pipe to the top.
Win ston was smok ing a Vic tory Cig a rette which he held care fully hor i zon- 
tal. �e new ra tion did not start till to mor row and he had only four cig a- 
rettes le�. For the mo ment he had shut his ears to the re moter noises and
was lis ten ing to the stu� that streamed out of the tele screen. It ap peared that
there had even been demon stra tions to thank Big Brother for rais ing the
choco late ra tion to twenty grammes a week. And only yes ter day, he re- 
�ected, it had been an nounced that the ra tion was to be RE DUCED to
twenty grammes a week. Was it pos si ble that they could swal low that, a� er
only twenty-four hours? Yes, they swal lowed it. Par sons swal lowed it eas ily,
with the stu pid ity of an an i mal. �e eye less crea ture at the other ta ble swal- 
lowed it fa nat i cally, pas sion ately, with a fu ri ous de sire to track down, de- 
nounce, and va por ize any one who should sug gest that last week the ra tion
had been thirty grammes. Syme, too—in some more com plex way, in volv ing
dou ble think, Syme swal lowed it. Was he, then, ALONE in the pos ses sion of
a mem ory?
�e fab u lous sta tis tics con tin ued to pour out of the tele screen. As com- 

pared with last year there was more food, more clothes, more houses, more
fur ni ture, more cook ing-pots, more fuel, more ships, more he li copters, more
books, more ba bies—more of ev ery thing ex cept dis ease, crime, and in san ity.
Year by year and minute by minute, ev ery body and ev ery thing was whizzing
rapidly up wards. As Syme had done ear lier Win ston had taken up his spoon
and was dab bling in the pale-coloured gravy that drib bled across the ta ble,
draw ing a long streak of it out into a pat tern. He med i tated re sent fully on
the phys i cal tex ture of life. Had it al ways been like this? Had food al ways
tasted like this? He looked round the can teen. A low-ceilinged, crowded
room, its walls grimy from the con tact of in nu mer able bod ies; bat tered
metal ta bles and chairs, placed so close to gether that you sat with el bows
touch ing; bent spoons, dented trays, coarse white mugs; all sur faces greasy,
grime in ev ery crack; and a sour ish, com pos ite smell of bad gin and bad cof- 
fee and metal lic stew and dirty clothes. Al ways in your stom ach and in your
skin there was a sort of protest, a feel ing that you had been cheated of some-
thing that you had a right to. It was true that he had no mem o ries of any- 
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thing greatly di� er ent. In any time that he could ac cu rately re mem ber, there
had never been quite enough to eat, one had never had socks or un der-
clothes that were not full of holes, fur ni ture had al ways been bat tered and
rick ety, rooms un der heated, tube trains crowded, houses fall ing to pieces,
bread dark-coloured, tea a rar ity, co� ee �lthy-tast ing, cig a rettes in su�  cient
—noth ing cheap and plen ti ful ex cept syn thetic gin. And though, of course,
it grew worse as one’s body aged, was it not a sign that this was NOT the nat- 
u ral or der of things, if one’s heart sick ened at the dis com fort and dirt and
scarcity, the in ter minable win ters, the stick i ness of one’s socks, the li�s that
never worked, the cold wa ter, the gritty soap, the cig a rettes that came to
pieces, the food with its strange evil tastes? Why should one feel it to be in- 
tol er a ble un less one had some kind of an ces tral mem ory that things had
once been di� er ent?

He looked round the can teen again. Nearly ev ery one was ugly, and would
still have been ugly even if dressed oth er wise than in the uni form blue over- 
alls. On the far side of the room, sit ting at a ta ble alone, a small, cu ri ously
bee tle-like man was drink ing a cup of co� ee, his lit tle eyes dart ing sus pi- 
cious glances from side to side. How easy it was, thought Win ston, if you did
not look about you, to be lieve that the phys i cal type set up by the Party as an
ideal—tall mus cu lar youths and deep-bo somed maid ens, blond-haired, vi tal,
sun burnt, care free—ex isted and even pre dom i nated. Ac tu ally, so far as he
could judge, the ma jor ity of peo ple in Airstrip One were small, dark, and ill-
favoured. It was cu ri ous how that bee tle-like type pro lif er ated in the Min- 
istries: lit tle dumpy men, grow ing stout very early in life, with short legs,
swi� scut tling move ments, and fat in scrutable faces with very small eyes. It
was the type that seemed to �our ish best un der the do min ion of the Party.
�e an nounce ment from the Min istry of Plenty ended on an other trum pet

call and gave way to tinny mu sic. Par sons, stirred to vague en thu si asm by
the bom bard ment of �g ures, took his pipe out of his mouth.

‘�e Min istry of Plenty’s cer tainly done a good job this year,’ he said with a
know ing shake of his head. ‘By the way, Smith old boy, I sup pose you haven’t
got any ra zor blades you can let me have?’

‘Not one,’ said Win ston. ‘I’ve been us ing the same blade for six weeks my- 
self.’

‘Ah, well—just thought I’d ask you, old boy.’
‘Sorry,’ said Win ston.
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�e quack ing voice from the next ta ble, tem po rar ily si lenced dur ing the
Min istry’s an nounce ment, had started up again, as loud as ever. For some
rea son Win ston sud denly found him self think ing of Mrs Par sons, with her
wispy hair and the dust in the creases of her face. Within two years those
chil dren would be de nounc ing her to the �ought Po lice. Mrs Par sons
would be va por ized. Syme would be va por ized. Win ston would be va por- 
ized. O’Brien would be va por ized. Par sons, on the other hand, would never
be va por ized. �e eye less crea ture with the quack ing voice would never be
va por ized. �e lit tle bee tle-like men who scut tle so nim bly through the
labyrinthine cor ri dors of Min istries they, too, would never be va por ized.
And the girl with dark hair, the girl from the Fic tion De part ment—she
would never be va por ized ei ther. It seemed to him that he knew in stinc tively
who would sur vive and who would per ish: though just what it was that
made for sur vival, it was not easy to say.

At this mo ment he was dragged out of his reverie with a vi o lent jerk. �e
girl at the next ta ble had turned partly round and was look ing at him. It was
the girl with dark hair. She was look ing at him in a side long way, but with
cu ri ous in ten sity. �e in stant she caught his eye she looked away again.
�e sweat started out on Win ston’s back bone. A hor ri ble pang of ter ror

went through him. It was gone al most at once, but it le� a sort of nag ging
un easi ness be hind. Why was she watch ing him? Why did she keep fol low ing
him about? Un for tu nately he could not re mem ber whether she had al ready
been at the ta ble when he ar rived, or had come there a� er wards. But yes ter- 
day, at any rate, dur ing the Two Min utes Hate, she had sat im me di ately be- 
hind him when there was no ap par ent need to do so. Quite likely her real
ob ject had been to lis ten to him and make sure whether he was shout ing
loudly enough.

His ear lier thought re turned to him: prob a bly she was not ac tu ally a mem- 
ber of the �ought Po lice, but then it was pre cisely the am a teur spy who was
the great est dan ger of all. He did not know how long she had been look ing at
him, but per haps for as much as �ve min utes, and it was pos si ble that his
fea tures had not been per fectly un der con trol. It was ter ri bly dan ger ous to
let your thoughts wan der when you were in any pub lic place or within range
of a tele screen. �e small est thing could give you away. A ner vous tic, an un- 
con scious look of anx i ety, a habit of mut ter ing to your self—any thing that
car ried with it the sug ges tion of ab nor mal ity, of hav ing some thing to hide.
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In any case, to wear an im proper ex pres sion on your face (to look in cred u- 
lous when a vic tory was an nounced, for ex am ple) was it self a pun ish able of- 
fence. �ere was even a word for it in Newspeak: FACE CRIME, it was called.
�e girl had turned her back on him again. Per haps a� er all she was not re- 

ally fol low ing him about, per haps it was co in ci dence that she had sat so
close to him two days run ning. His cig a rette had gone out, and he laid it
care fully on the edge of the ta ble. He would �n ish smok ing it a� er work, if
he could keep the to bacco in it. Quite likely the per son at the next ta ble was
a spy of the �ought Po lice, and quite likely he would be in the cel lars of the
Min istry of Love within three days, but a cig a rette end must not be wasted.
Syme had folded up his strip of pa per and stowed it away in his pocket. Par- 
sons had be gun talk ing again.

‘Did I ever tell you, old boy,’ he said, chuck ling round the stem of his pipe,
‘about the time when those two nip pers of mine set �re to the old mar ket-
woman’s skirt be cause they saw her wrap ping up sausages in a poster of B.B.?
Sneaked up be hind her and set �re to it with a box of matches. Burned her
quite badly, I be lieve. Lit tle beg gars, eh? But keen as mus tard! �at’s a �rst-
rate train ing they give them in the Spies nowa days—bet ter than in my day,
even. What d’you think’s the lat est thing they’ve served them out with? Ear
trum pets for lis ten ing through key holes! My lit tle girl brought one home the
other night—tried it out on our sit ting-room door, and reck oned 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 mo ment the tele screen let out a pierc ing whis tle. It was the sig nal to
re turn to work. All three men sprang to their feet to join in the strug gle
round the li�s, and the re main ing to bacco fell out of Win ston’s cig a rette.
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in ston was writ ing in his di ary:

It was three years ago. It was on a dark evening, in a nar row side-street near

one of the big rail way sta tions. She was stand ing near a door way in the wall, un der

a street lamp that hardly gave any light. She had a young face, painted very thick. It

was re ally the paint that ap pealed to me, the white ness of it, like a mask, and the

bright red lips. Party women never paint their faces. �ere was no body else in the

street, and no tele screens. She said two dol lars. I——

For the mo ment it was too di�  cult to go on. He shut his eyes and pressed
his �n gers against them, try ing to squeeze out the vi sion that kept re cur ring.
He had an al most over whelm ing temp ta tion to shout a string of �lthy words
at the top of his voice. Or to bang his head against the wall, to kick over the
ta ble, and hurl the inkpot through the win dow—to do any vi o lent or noisy
or painful thing that might black out the mem ory that was tor ment ing him.

Your worst en emy, he re �ected, was your own ner vous sys tem. At any mo- 
ment the ten sion in side you was li able to trans late it self into some vis i ble
symp tom. He thought of a man whom he had passed in the street a few
weeks back; a quite or di nary-look ing man, a Party mem ber, aged thirty-�ve
to forty, tallish and thin, car ry ing a brief-case. �ey were a few me tres apart
when the le� side of the man’s face was sud denly con torted by a sort of
spasm. It hap pened again just as they were pass ing one an other: it was only a
twitch, a quiver, rapid as the click ing of a cam era shut ter, but ob vi ously ha- 
bit ual. He re mem bered think ing at the time: �at poor devil is done for.
And what was fright en ing was that the ac tion was quite pos si bly un con- 
scious. �e most deadly dan ger of all was talk ing in your sleep. �ere was no
way of guard ing against that, so far as he could see.

He drew his breath and went on writ ing:

I went with her through the door way and across a back yard into a base ment

kitchen. �ere was a bed against the wall, and a lamp on the ta ble, turned down

very low. She——

His teeth were set on edge. He would have liked to spit. Si mul ta ne ously
with the woman in the base ment kitchen he thought of Katharine, his wife.



54

Win ston was mar ried—had been mar ried, at any rate: prob a bly he still was
mar ried, so far as he knew his wife was not dead. He seemed to breathe
again the warm stu�y odour of the base ment kitchen, an odour com- 
pounded of bugs and dirty clothes and vil lain ous cheap scent, but nev er the- 
less al lur ing, be cause no woman of the Party ever used scent, or could be
imag ined as do ing so. Only the pro les used scent. In his mind the smell of it
was in ex tri ca bly mixed up with for ni ca tion.

When he had gone with that woman it had been his �rst lapse in two years
or there abouts. Con sort ing with pros ti tutes was for bid den, of course, but it
was one of those rules that you could oc ca sion ally nerve your self to break. It
was dan ger ous, but it was not a life-and-death mat ter. To be caught with a
pros ti tute might mean �ve years in a forced-labour camp: not more, if you
had com mit ted no other o� ence. And it was easy enough, pro vided that you
could avoid be ing caught in the act. �e poorer quar ters swarmed with
women who were ready to sell them selves. Some could even be pur chased
for a bot tle of gin, which the pro les were not sup posed to drink. Tac itly the
Party was even in clined to en cour age pros ti tu tion, as an out let for in stincts
which could not be al to gether sup pressed. Mere de bauch ery did not mat ter
very much, so long as it was furtive and joy less and only in volved the
women of a sub merged and de spised class. �e un for giv able crime was
promis cu ity be tween Party mem bers. But—though this was one of the
crimes that the ac cused in the great purges in vari ably con fessed to—it was
di�  cult to imag ine any such thing ac tu ally hap pen ing.
�e aim of the Party was not merely to pre vent men and women from

form ing loy al ties which it might not be able to con trol. Its real, un de clared
pur pose was to re move all plea sure from the sex ual act. Not love so much as
eroti cism was the en emy, in side mar riage as well as out side it. All mar riages
be tween Party mem bers had to be ap proved by a com mit tee ap pointed for
the pur pose, and—though the prin ci ple was never clearly stated—per mis- 
sion was al ways re fused if the cou ple con cerned gave the im pres sion of be- 
ing phys i cally at tracted to one an other. �e only rec og nized pur pose of mar- 
riage was to beget chil dren for the ser vice of the Party. Sex ual in ter course
was to be looked on as a slightly dis gust ing mi nor op er a tion, like hav ing an
en ema. �is again was never put into plain words, but in an in di rect way it
was rubbed into ev ery Party mem ber from child hood on wards. �ere were
even or ga ni za tions such as the Ju nior Anti-Sex League, which ad vo cated
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com plete celibacy for both sexes. All chil dren were to be be got ten by ar ti �- 
cial in sem i na tion (ART SEM, it was called in Newspeak) and brought up in
pub lic in sti tu tions. �is, Win ston was aware, was not meant al to gether se ri- 
ously, but some how it �t ted in with the gen eral ide ol ogy of the Party. �e
Party was try ing to kill the sex in stinct, or, if it could not be killed, then to
dis tort it and dirty it. He did not know why this was so, but it seemed nat u- 
ral that it should be so. And as far as the women were con cerned, the Party’s
e� orts were largely suc cess ful.

He thought again of Katharine. It must be nine, ten—nearly eleven years
since they had parted. It was cu ri ous how sel dom he thought of her. For days
at a time he was ca pa ble of for get ting that he had ever been mar ried. �ey
had only been to gether for about �� een months. �e Party did not per mit
di vorce, but it rather en cour aged sep a ra tion in cases where there were no
chil dren.

Katharine was a tall, fair-haired girl, very straight, with splen did move- 
ments. She had a bold, aquiline face, a face that one might have called no ble
un til one dis cov ered that there was as nearly as pos si ble noth ing be hind it.
Very early in her mar ried life he had de cided—though per haps it was only
that he knew her more in ti mately than he knew most peo ple—that she had
with out ex cep tion the most stupid, vul gar, empty mind that he had ever en- 
coun tered. She had not a thought in her head that was not a slo gan, and
there was no im be cil ity, ab so lutely none that she was not ca pa ble of swal low- 
ing if the Party handed it out to her. ‘�e hu man sound-track’ he nick named
her in his own mind. Yet he could have en dured liv ing with her if it had not
been for just one thing—sex.

As soon as he touched her she seemed to wince and sti�en. To em brace her
was like em brac ing a jointed wooden im age. And what was strange was that
even when she was clasp ing him against her he had the feel ing that she was
si mul ta ne ously push ing him away with all her strength. �e rigidlty of her
mus cles man aged to con vey that im pres sion. She would lie there with shut
eyes, nei ther re sist ing nor co-op er at ing but SUB MIT TING. It was ex traor di- 
nar ily em bar rass ing, and, a� er a while, hor ri ble. But even then he could
have borne liv ing with her if it had been agreed that they should re main celi- 
bate. But cu ri ously enough it was Katharine who re fused this. �ey must,
she said, pro duce a child if they could. So the per for mance con tin ued to
hap pen, once a week quite reg u lariy, when ever it was not im pos si ble. She
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even used to re mind him of it in the morn ing, as some thing which had to be
done that evening and which must not be for got ten. She had two names for
it. One was ‘mak ing a baby’, and the other was ‘our duty to the Party’ (yes,
she had ac tu ally used that phrase). Quite soon he grew to have a feel ing of
pos i tive dread when the ap pointed day came round. But luck ily no child ap- 
peared, and in the end she agreed to give up try ing, and soon a� er wards
they parted.

Win ston sighed in audi bly. He picked up his pen again and wrote:

She threw her self down on the bed, and at once, with out any kind of pre lim i nary in

the most coarse, hor ri ble way you can imag ine, pulled up her skirt. I——

He saw him self stand ing there in the dim lamp light, with the smell of bugs
and cheap scent in his nos trils, and in his heart a feel ing of de feat and re- 
sent ment which even at that mo ment was mixed up with the thought of
Katharine’s white body, frozen for ever by the hyp notic power of the Party.
Why did it al ways have to be like this? Why could he not have a woman of
his own in stead of these �lthy scu� es at in ter vals of years? But a real love af- 
fair was an al most un think able event. �e women of the Party were all alike.
Chastity was as deep in grained in them as Party loy alty. By care ful early con- 
di tion ing, by games and cold wa ter, by the rub bish that was dinned into
them at school and in the Spies and the Youth League, by lec tures, pa rades,
songs, slo gans, and mar tial mu sic, the nat u ral feel ing had been driven out of
them. His rea son told him that there must be ex cep tions, but his heart did
not be lieve it. �ey were all im preg nable, as the Party in tended that they
should be. And what he wanted, more even than to be loved, was to break
down that wall of virtue, even if it were only once in his whole life. �e sex- 
ual act, suc cess fully per formed, was re bel lion. De sire was thoughtcrime.
Even to have awak ened Katharine, if he could have achieved it, would have
been like a se duc tion, al though she was his wife.

But the rest of the story had got to be writ ten down. He wrote:

I turned up the lamp. When I saw her in the light——

A� er the dark ness the fee ble light of the para� n lamp had seemed very
bright. For the �rst time he could see the woman prop erly. He had taken a
step to wards her and then halted, full of lust and ter ror. He was painfully
con scious of the risk he had taken in com ing here. It was per fectly pos si ble
that the pa trols would catch him on the way out: for that mat ter they might



57

be wait ing out side the door at this mo ment. If he went away with out even
do ing what he had come here to do——!

It had got to be writ ten down, it had got to be con fessed. What he had sud- 
denly seen in the lamp light was that the woman was OLD. �e paint was
plas tered so thick on her face that it looked as though it might crack like a
card board mask. �ere were streaks of white in her hair; but the truly dread- 
ful de tail was that her mouth had fallen a lit tle open, re veal ing noth ing ex- 
cept a cav ernous black ness. She had no teeth at all.

He wrote hur riedly, in scrab bling hand writ ing:

When I saw her in the light she was quite an old woman, ��y years old at least. But

I went ahead and did it just the same.

He pressed his �n gers against his eye lids again. He had writ ten it down at
last, but it made no di� er ence. �e ther apy had not worked. �e urge to
shout �lthy words at the top of his voice was as strong as ever.
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C��� ��� �

If there is hope,’ wrote Win ston, ‘it lies in the pro les.’
If there was hope, it MUST lie in the pro les, be cause only there in those

swarm ing dis re garded masses, 85 per cent of the pop u la tion of Ocea nia,
could the force to de stroy the Party ever be gen er ated. �e Party could not
be over thrown from within. Its en e mies, if it had any en e mies, had no way of
com ing to gether or even of iden ti fy ing one an other. Even if the leg endary
Broth er hood ex isted, as just pos si bly it might, it was in con ceiv able that its
mem bers could ever as sem ble in larger num bers than twos and threes. Re- 
bel lion meant a look in the eyes, an in �ex ion of the voice, at the most, an oc- 
ca sional whis pered word. But the pro les, if only they could some how be- 
come con scious of their own strength. would have no need to con spire. �ey
needed only to rise up and shake them selves like a horse shak ing o� �ies. If
they chose they could blow the Party to pieces to mor row morn ing. Surely
sooner or later it must oc cur to them to do it? And yet——!

He re mem bered how once he had been walk ing down a crowded street
when a tremen dous shout of hun dreds of voices women’s voices—had burst
from a side-street a lit tle way ahead. It was a great for mi da ble cry of anger
and de spair, a deep, loud ‘Oh-o-o-o-oh!’ that went hum ming on like the re- 
ver ber a tion of a bell. His heart had leapt. It’s started! he had thought. A riot!
�e pro les are break ing loose at last! When he had reached the spot it was to
see a mob of two or three hun dred women crowd ing round the stalls of a
street mar ket, with faces as tragic as though they had been the doomed pas- 
sen gers on a sink ing ship. But at this mo ment the gen eral de spair broke
down into a mul ti tude of in di vid ual quar rels. It ap peared that one of the
stalls had been sell ing tin saucepans. �ey were wretched, �imsy things, but
cook ing-pots of any kind were al ways di�  cult to get. Now the sup ply had
un ex pect edly given out. �e suc cess ful women, bumped and jos tled by the
rest, were try ing to make o� with their saucepans while dozens of oth ers
clam oured round the stall, ac cus ing the stall-keeper of favouritism and of
hav ing more saucepans some where in re serve. �ere was a fresh out burst of
yells. Two bloated women, one of them with her hair com ing down, had got
hold of the same saucepan and were try ing to tear it out of one an other’s
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hands. For a mo ment they were both tug ging, and then the han dle came o�.
Win ston watched them dis gust edly. And yet, just for a mo ment, what al most
fright en ing power had sounded in that cry from only a few hun dred throats!
Why was it that they could never shout like that about any thing that mat- 
tered?

He wrote:

Un til they be come con scious they will never rebel, and un til a� er they have re belled

they can not be come con scious.

�at, he re �ected, might al most have been a tran scrip tion from one of the
Party text books. �e Party claimed, of course, to have lib er ated the pro les
from bondage. Be fore the Rev o lu tion they had been hideously op pressed by
the cap i tal ists, they had been starved and �ogged, women had been forced
to work in the coal mines (women still did work in the coal mines, as a mat- 
ter of fact), chil dren had been sold into the fac to ries at the age of six. But si- 
mul ta ne ously, true to the Prin ci ples of dou ble think, the Party taught that the
pro les were nat u ral in fe ri ors who must be kept in sub jec tion, like an i mals,
by the ap pli ca tion of a few sim ple rules. In re al ity very lit tle was known
about the pro les. It was not nec es sary to know much. So long as they con tin- 
ued to work and breed, their other ac tiv i ties were with out im por tance. Le�
to them selves, like cat tle turned loose upon the plains of Ar gentina, they had
re verted to a style of life that ap peared to be nat u ral to them, a sort of an ces- 
tral pat tern. �ey were born, they grew up in the gut ters, they went to work
at twelve, they passed through a brief blos som ing-pe riod of beauty and sex- 
ual de sire, they mar ried at twenty, they were mid dle-aged at thirty, they
died, for the most part, at sixty. Heavy phys i cal work, the care of home and
chil dren, petty quar rels with neigh bours, �lms, foot ball, beer, and above all,
gam bling, �lled up the hori zon of their minds. To keep them in con trol was
not di�  cult. A few agents of the �ought Po lice moved al ways among them,
spread ing false ru mours and mark ing down and elim i nat ing the few in di- 
vid u als who were judged ca pa ble of be com ing dan ger ous; but no at tempt
was made to in doc tri nate them with the ide ol ogy of the Party. It was not de- 
sir able that the pro les should have strong po lit i cal feel ings. All that was re- 
quired of them was a prim i tive pa tri o tism which could be ap pealed to
when ever it was nec es sary to make them ac cept longer work ing-hours or
shorter ra tions. And even when they be came dis con tented, as they some- 
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times did, their dis con tent led nowhere, be cause be ing with out gen eral
ideas, they could only fo cus it on petty spe ci�c griev ances. �e larger evils
in vari ably es caped their no tice. �e great ma jor ity of pro les did not even
have tele screens in their homes. Even the civil po lice in ter fered with them
very lit tle. �ere was a vast amount of crim i nal ity in Lon don, a whole world-
within-a-world of thieves, ban dits, pros ti tutes, drug-ped dlers, and rack e- 
teers of ev ery de scrip tion; but since it all hap pened among the pro les them- 
selves, it was of no im por tance. In all ques tions of morals they were al lowed
to fol low their an ces tral code. �e sex ual pu ri tanism of the Party was not
im posed upon them. Promis cu ity went un pun ished, di vorce was per mit ted.
For that mat ter, even re li gious wor ship would have been per mit ted if the
pro les had shown any sign of need ing or want ing it. �ey were be neath sus- 
pi cion. As the Party slo gan put it: ‘Pro les and an i mals are free.’

Win ston reached down and cau tiously scratched his vari cose ul cer. It had
be gun itch ing again. �e thing you in vari ably came back to was the im pos si- 
bil ity of know ing what life be fore the Rev o lu tion had re ally been like. He
took out of the drawer a copy of a chil dren’s his tory text book which he had
bor rowed from Mrs Par sons, and be gan copy ing a pas sage into the di ary:

In the old days (it ran), be fore the glo ri ous Rev o lu tion, Lon don was not the beau ti -

ful city that we know to day. It was a dark, dirty, mis er able place where hardly any -

body had enough to eat and where hun dreds and thou sands of poor peo ple had no

boots on their feet and not even a roof to sleep un der. Chil dren no older than you

had to work twelve hours a day for cruel mas ters who �ogged them with whips if

they worked too slowly and fed them on noth ing but stale bread crusts and wa ter.

But in among all this ter ri ble poverty there were just a few great big beau ti ful

houses that were lived in by rich men who had as many as thirty ser vants to look

a� er them. �ese rich men were called cap i tal ists. �ey were fat, ugly men with

wicked faces, like the one in the pic ture on the op po site page. You can see that he is

dressed in a long black coat which was called a frock coat, and a queer, shiny hat

shaped like a stovepipe, which was called a top hat. �is was the uni form of the cap -

i tal ists, and no one else was al lowed to wear it. �e cap i tal ists owned ev ery thing in

the world, and ev ery one else was their slave. �ey owned all the land, all the

houses, all the fac to ries, and all the money. If any one dis obeyed them they could

throw them into prison, or they could take his job away and starve him to death.

When any or di nary per son spoke to a cap i tal ist he had to cringe and bow to him,
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and take o� his cap and ad dress him as ‘Sir’. �e chief of all the cap i tal ists was

called the King, and——

But he knew the rest of the cat a logue. �ere would be men tion of the bish- 
ops in their lawn sleeves, the judges in their er mine robes, the pil lory, the
stocks, the tread mill, the cat-o’-nine tails, the Lord Mayor’s Ban quet, and the
prac tice of kiss ing the Pope’s toe. �ere was also some thing called the JUS
PRI MAE NOC TIS, which would prob a bly not be men tioned in a text book
for chil dren. It was the law by which ev ery cap i tal ist had the right to sleep
with any woman work ing in one of his fac to ries.

How could you tell how much of it was lies? It MIGHT be true that the av- 
er age hu man be ing was bet ter o� now than he had been be fore the Rev o lu- 
tion. �e only ev i dence to the con trary was the mute protest in your own
bones, the in stinc tive feel ing that the con di tions you lived in were in tol er a- 
ble and that at some other time they must have been di� er ent. It struck him
that the truly char ac ter is tic thing about mod ern life was not its cru elty and
in se cu rity, but sim ply its bare ness, its dingi ness, its list less ness. Life, if you
looked about you, bore no re sem blance not only to the lies that streamed out
of the tele screens, but even to the ideals that the Party was try ing to achieve.
Great ar eas of it, even for a Party mem ber, were neu tral and non-po lit i cal, a
mat ter of slog ging through dreary jobs, �ght ing for a place on the Tube,
darn ing a worn-out sock, cadg ing a sac cha rine tablet, sav ing a cig a rette end.
�e ideal set up by the Party was some thing huge, ter ri ble, and glit ter ing—a
world of steel and con crete, of mon strous ma chines and ter ri fy ing weapons
—a na tion of war riors and fa nat ics, march ing for ward in per fect unity, all
think ing the same thoughts and shout ing the same slo gans, per pet u ally
work ing, �ght ing, tri umph ing, per se cut ing—three hun dred mil lion peo ple
all with the same face. �e re al ity was de cay ing, dingy cities where un der fed
peo ple shu� ed to and fro in leaky shoes, in patched-up nine teenth-cen tury
houses that smelt al ways of cab bage and bad lava to ries. He seemed to see a
vi sion of Lon don, vast and ru inous, city of a mil lion dust bins, and mixed up
with it was a pic ture of Mrs Par sons, a woman with lined face and wispy
hair, �d dling help lessly with a blocked waste-pipe.

He reached down and scratched his an kle again. Day and night the tele- 
screens bruised your ears with sta tis tics prov ing that peo ple to day had more
food, more clothes, bet ter houses, bet ter recre ations—that they lived longer,
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worked shorter hours, were big ger, health ier, stronger, hap pier, more in tel li- 
gent, bet ter ed u cated, than the peo ple of ��y years ago. Not a word of it
could ever be proved or dis proved. �e Party claimed, for ex am ple, that to- 
day 40 per cent of adult pro les were lit er ate: be fore the Rev o lu tion, it was
said, the num ber had only been 15 per cent. �e Party claimed that the in- 
fant mor tal ity rate was now only 160 per thou sand, whereas be fore the Rev- 
o lu tion it had been 300—and so it went on. It was like a sin gle equa tion with
two un knowns. It might very well be that lit er ally ev ery word in the his tory
books, even the things that one ac cepted with out ques tion, was pure fan tasy.
For all he knew there might never have been any such law as the JUS PRI- 
MAE NOC TIS, or any such crea ture as a cap i tal ist, or any such gar ment as a
top hat.

Ev ery thing faded into mist. �e past was erased, the era sure was for got ten,
the lie be came truth. Just once in his life he had pos sessed—AF TER the
event: that was what counted—con crete, un mis tak able ev i dence of an act of
fal si � ca tion. He had held it be tween his �n gers for as long as thirty sec onds.
In 1973, it must have been—at any rate, it was at about the time when he and
Katharine had parted. But the re ally rel e vant date was seven or eight years
ear lier.
�e story re ally be gan in the mid dle six ties, the pe riod of the great purges

in which the orig i nal lead ers of the Rev o lu tion were wiped out once and for
all. By 1970 none of them was le�, ex cept Big Brother him self. All the rest
had by that time been ex posed as traitors and counter-rev o lu tion ar ies. Gold- 
stein had �ed and was hid ing no one knew where, and of the oth ers, a few
had sim ply dis ap peared, while the ma jor ity had been ex e cuted a� er spec tac- 
u lar pub lic tri als at which they made con fes sion of their crimes. Among the
last sur vivors were three men named Jones, Aaron son, and Ruther ford. It
must have been in 1965 that these three had been ar rested. As o� en hap- 
pened, they had van ished for a year or more, so that one did not know
whether they were alive or dead, and then had sud denly been brought forth
to in crim i nate them selves in the usual way. �ey had con fessed to in tel li- 
gence with the en emy (at that date, too, the en emy was Eura sia), em bez zle- 
ment of pub lic funds, the mur der of var i ous trusted Party mem bers, in- 
trigues against the lead er ship of Big Brother which had started long be fore
the Rev o lu tion hap pened, and acts of sab o tage caus ing the death of hun- 
dreds of thou sands of peo ple. A� er con fess ing to these things they had been
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par doned, re in stated in the Party, and given posts which were in fact
sinecures but which sounded im por tant. All three had writ ten long, ab ject
ar ti cles in ‘�e Times’, analysing the rea sons for their de fec tion and promis- 
ing to make amends.

Some time a� er their re lease Win ston had ac tu ally seen all three of them in
the Chest nut Tree Cafe. He re mem bered the sort of ter ri �ed fas ci na tion with
which he had watched them out of the cor ner of his eye. �ey were men far
older than him self, relics of the an cient world, al most the last great �g ures
le� over from the heroic days of the Party. �e glam our of the un der ground
strug gle and the civil war still faintly clung to them. He had the feel ing,
though al ready at that time facts and dates were grow ing blurry, that he had
known their names years ear lier than he had known that of Big Brother. But
also they were out laws, en e mies, un touch ables, doomed with ab so lute cer- 
tainty to ex tinc tion within a year or two. No one who had once fallen into
the hands of the �ought Po lice ever es caped in the end. �ey were corpses
wait ing to be sent back to the grave.
�ere was no one at any of the ta bles near est to them. It was not wise even

to be seen in the neigh bour hood of such peo ple. �ey were sit ting in si lence
be fore glasses of the gin �avoured with cloves which was the spe cial ity of the
cafe. Of the three, it was Ruther ford whose ap pear ance had most im pressed
Win ston. Ruther ford had once been a fa mous car i ca tur ist, whose bru tal car- 
toons had helped to in �ame pop u lar opin ion be fore and dur ing the Rev o lu- 
tion. Even now, at long in ter vals, his car toons were ap pear ing in �e Times.
�ey were sim ply an im i ta tion of his ear lier man ner, and cu ri ously life less
and un con vinc ing. Al ways they were a re hash ing of the an cient themes—
slum ten e ments, starv ing chil dren, street bat tles, cap i tal ists in top hats—
even on the bar ri cades the cap i tal ists still seemed to cling to their top hats an
end less, hope less e� ort to get back into the past. He was a mon strous man,
with a mane of greasy grey hair, his face pouched and seamed, with thick ne- 
groid lips. At one time he must have been im mensely strong; now his great
body was sag ging, slop ing, bulging, fall ing away in ev ery di rec tion. He
seemed to be break ing up be fore one’s eyes, like a moun tain crum bling.

It was the lonely hour of �� een. Win ston could not now re mem ber how he
had come to be in the cafe at such a time. �e place was al most empty. A
tinny mu sic was trick ling from the tele screens. �e three men sat in their
cor ner al most mo tion less, never speak ing. Un com manded, the waiter
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brought fresh glasses of gin. �ere was a chess board on the ta ble be side
them, with the pieces set out but no game started. And then, for per haps half
a minute in all, some thing hap pened to the tele screens. �e tune that they
were play ing changed, and the tone of the mu sic changed too. �ere came
into it—but it was some thing hard to de scribe. It was a pe cu liar, cracked,
bray ing, jeer ing note: in his mind Win ston called it a yel low note. And then
a voice from the tele screen was singing:

Un der the spread ing chest nut tree  

I sold you and you sold me:  

�ere lie they, and here lie we  

Un der the spread ing chest nut tree.

�e three men never stirred. But when Win ston glanced again at Ruther- 
ford’s ru inous face, he saw that his eyes were full of tears. And for the �rst
time he no ticed, with a kind of in ward shud der, and yet not know ing AT
WHAT he shud dered, that both Aaron son and Ruther ford had bro ken
noses.

A lit tle later all three were re-ar rested. It ap peared that they had en gaged in
fresh con spir a cies from the very mo ment of their re lease. At their sec ond
trial they con fessed to all their old crimes over again, with a whole string of
new ones. �ey were ex e cuted, and their fate was recorded in the Party his- 
to ries, a warn ing to pos ter ity. About �ve years a� er this, in 1973, Win ston
was un rolling a wad of doc u ments which had just �opped out of the pneu- 
matic tube on to his desk when he came on a frag ment of pa per which had
ev i dently been slipped in among the oth ers and then for got ten. �e in stant
he had �at tened it out he saw its sig ni�  cance. It was a half-page torn out of
‘�e Times’ of about ten years ear lier—the top half of the page, so that it in- 
cluded the date—and it con tained a pho to graph of the del e gates at some
Party func tion in New York. Prom i nent in the mid dle of the group were
Jones, Aaron son, and Ruther ford. �ere was no mis tak ing them, in any case
their names were in the cap tion at the bot tom.
�e point was that at both tri als all three men had con fessed that on that

date they had been on Eurasian soil. �ey had �own from a se cret air �eld in
Canada to a ren dezvous some where in Siberia, and had con ferred with
mem bers of the Eurasian Gen eral Sta�, to whom they had be trayed im por- 
tant mil i tary se crets. �e date had stuck in Win ston’s mem ory be cause it
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chanced to be mid sum mer day; but the whole story must be on record in
count less other places as well. �ere was only one pos si ble con clu sion: the
con fes sions were lies.

Of course, this was not in it self a dis cov ery. Even at that time Win ston had
not imag ined that the peo ple who were wiped out in the purges had ac tu ally
com mit ted the crimes that they were ac cused of. But this was con crete ev i- 
dence; it was a frag ment of the abol ished past, like a fos sil bone which turns
up in the wrong stra tum and de stroys a ge o log i cal the ory. It was enough to
blow the Party to atoms, if in some way it could have been pub lished to the
world and its sig ni�  cance made known.

He had gone straight on work ing. As soon as he saw what the pho to graph
was, and what it meant, he had cov ered it up with an other sheet of pa per.
Luck ily, when he un rolled it, it had been up side-down from the point of
view of the tele screen.

He took his scrib bling pad on his knee and pushed back his chair so as to
get as far away from the tele screen as pos si ble. To keep your face ex pres sion- 
less was not di�  cult, and even your breath ing could be con trolled, with an
e� ort: but you could not con trol the beat ing of your heart, and the tele screen
was quite del i cate enough to pick it up. He let what he judged to be ten min- 
utes go by, tor mented all the while by the fear that some ac ci dent—a sud den
draught blow ing across his desk, for in stance—would be tray him. �en,
with out un cov er ing it again, he dropped the pho to graph into the mem ory
hole, along with some other waste pa pers. Within an other minute, per haps,
it would have crum bled into ashes.
�at was ten—eleven years ago. To day, prob a bly, he would have kept that

pho to graph. It was cu ri ous that the fact of hav ing held it in his �n gers
seemed to him to make a di� er ence even now, when the pho to graph it self,
as well as the event it recorded, was only mem ory. Was the Party’s hold upon
the past less strong, he won dered, be cause a piece of ev i dence which ex isted
no longer HAD ONCE ex isted?

But to day, sup pos ing that it could be some how res ur rected from its ashes,
the pho to graph might not even be ev i dence. Al ready, at the time when he
made his dis cov ery, Ocea nia was no longer at war with Eura sia, and it must
have been to the agents of Eas t a sia that the three dead men had be trayed
their coun try. Since then there had been other changes—two, three, he could
not re mem ber how many. Very likely the con fes sions had been rewrit ten



66

and rewrit ten un til the orig i nal facts and dates no longer had the small est
sig ni�  cance. �e past not only changed, but changed con tin u ously. What
most a� icted him with the sense of night mare was that he had never clearly
un der stood why the huge im pos ture was un der taken. �e im me di ate ad van- 
tages of fal si fy ing the past were ob vi ous, but the ul ti mate mo tive was mys te- 
ri ous. He took up his pen again and wrote:

I un der stand HOW: I do not un der stand WHY.

He won dered, as he had many times won dered be fore, whether he him self
was a lu natic. Per haps a lu natic was sim ply a mi nor ity of one. At one time it
had been a sign of mad ness to be lieve that the earth goes round the sun; to- 
day, to be lieve that the past is in al ter able. He might be ALONE in hold ing
that be lief, and if alone, then a lu natic. But the thought of be ing a lu natic did
not greatly trou ble him: the hor ror was that he might also be wrong.

He picked up the chil dren’s his tory book and looked at the por trait of Big
Brother which formed its fron tispiece. �e hyp notic eyes gazed into his own.
It was as though some huge force were press ing down upon you—some thing
that pen e trated in side your skull, bat ter ing against your brain, fright en ing
you out of your be liefs, per suad ing you, al most, to deny the ev i dence of your
senses. In the end the Party would an nounce that two and two made �ve,
and you would have to be lieve it. It was in evitable that they should make
that claim sooner or later: the logic of their po si tion de manded it. Not
merely the va lid ity of ex pe ri ence, but the very ex is tence of ex ter nal re al ity,
was tac itly de nied by their phi los o phy. �e heresy of here sies was com mon
sense. And what was ter ri fy ing was not that they would kill you for think ing
oth er wise, but that they might be right. For, a� er all, how do we know that
two and two make four? Or that the force of grav ity works? Or that the past
is un change able? If both the past and the ex ter nal world ex ist only in the
mind, and if the mind it self is con trol lable what then?

But no! His courage seemed sud denly to sti�en of its own ac cord. �e face
of O’Brien, not called up by any ob vi ous as so ci a tion, had �oated into his
mind. He knew, with more cer tainty than be fore, that O’Brien was on his
side. He was writ ing the di ary for O’Brien—TO O’Brien: it was like an in ter- 
minable let ter which no one would ever read, but which was ad dressed to a
par tic u lar per son and took its colour from that fact.
�e Party told you to re ject the ev i dence of your eyes and ears. It was their
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� nal, most es sen tial com mand. His heart sank as he thought of the enor- 
mous power ar rayed against him, the ease with which any Party in tel lec tual
would over throw him in de bate, the sub tle ar gu ments which he would not
be able to un der stand, much less an swer. And yet he was in the right! �ey
were wrong and he was right. �e ob vi ous, the silly, and the true had got to
be de fended. Tru isms are true, hold on to that! �e solid world ex ists, its
laws do not change. Stones are hard, wa ter is wet, ob jects un sup ported fall
to wards the earth’s cen tre. With the feel ing that he was speak ing to O’Brien,
and also that he was set ting forth an im por tant ax iom, he wrote:

Free dom is the free dom to say that two plus two make four. If that is granted, all

else fol lows.
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rom some where at the bot tom of a pas sage the smell of roast ing co� ee—
real co� ee, not Vic tory Co� ee—came �oat ing out into the street. Win- 

ston paused in vol un tar ily. For per haps two sec onds he was back in the half-
for got ten world of his child hood. �en a door banged, seem ing to cut o� the
smell as abruptly as though it had been a sound.

He had walked sev eral kilo me tres over pave ments, and his vari cose ul cer
was throb bing. �is was the sec ond time in three weeks that he had missed
an evening at the Com mu nity Cen tre: a rash act, since you could be cer tain
that the num ber of your at ten dances at the Cen tre was care fully checked. In
prin ci ple a Party mem ber had no spare time, and was never alone ex cept in
bed. It was as sumed that when he was not work ing, eat ing, or sleep ing he
would be tak ing part in some kind of com mu nal recre ation: to do any thing
that sug gested a taste for soli tude, even to go for a walk by your self, was al- 
ways slightly dan ger ous. �ere was a word for it in Newspeak: OWN LIFE, it
was called, mean ing in di vid u al ism and ec cen tric ity. But this evening as he
came out of the Min istry the balmi ness of the April air had tempted him.
�e sky was a warmer blue than he had seen it that year, and sud denly the
long, noisy evening at the Cen tre, the bor ing, ex haust ing games, the lec tures,
the creak ing ca ma raderie oiled by gin, had seemed in tol er a ble. On im pulse
he had turned away from the bus-stop and wan dered o� into the labyrinth
of Lon don, �rst south, then east, then north again, los ing him self among un- 
known streets and hardly both er ing in which di rec tion he was go ing.

‘If there is hope,’ he had writ ten in the di ary, ‘it lies in the pro les.’ �e words
kept com ing back to him, state ment of a mys ti cal truth and a pal pa ble ab- 
sur dity. He was some where in the vague, brown-coloured slums to the north
and east of what had once been Saint Pan cras Sta tion. He was walk ing up a
cob bled street of lit tle two-storey houses with bat tered door ways which gave
straight on the pave ment and which were some how cu ri ously sug ges tive of
ratholes. �ere were pud dles of �lthy wa ter here and there among the cob- 
bles. In and out of the dark door ways, and down nar row al ley-ways that
branched o� on ei ther side, peo ple swarmed in as ton ish ing num bers—girls
in full bloom, with crudely lip sticked mouths, and youths who chased the
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girls, and swollen wad dling women who showed you what the girls would be
like in ten years’ time, and old bent crea tures shu� ing along on splayed feet,
and ragged bare footed chil dren who played in the pud dles and then scat- 
tered at an gry yells from their moth ers. Per haps a quar ter of the win dows in
the street were bro ken and boarded up. Most of the peo ple paid no at ten tion
to Win ston; a few eyed him with a sort of guarded cu rios ity. Two mon strous
women with brick-red fore arms folded across thelr aprons were talk ing out- 
side a door way. Win ston caught scraps of con ver sa tion as he ap proached.

‘’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 crit i cize,’ I says, ‘but
you ain’t got the same prob lems as what I got.‘‘

‘Ah,’ said the other, ‘that’s jest it. �at’s jest where it is.’
�e stri dent voices stopped abruptly. �e women stud ied him in hos tile si- 

lence as he went past. But it was not hos til ity, ex actly; merely a kind of wari- 
ness, a mo men tary sti� en ing, as at the pass ing of some un fa mil iar an i mal.
�e blue over alls of the Party could not be a com mon sight in a street like
this. In deed, it was un wise to be seen in such places, un less you had de�  nite
busi ness there. �e pa trols might stop you if you hap pened to run into them.
‘May I see your pa pers, com rade? What are you do ing here? What time did
you leave work? Is this your usual way home?’—and so on and so forth. Not
that there was any rule against walk ing home by an un usual route: but it was
enough to draw at ten tion to you if the �ought Po lice heard about it.

Sud denly the whole street was in com mo tion. �ere were yells of warn ing
from all sides. Peo ple were shoot ing into the door ways like rab bits. A young
woman leapt out of a door way a lit tle ahead of Win ston, grabbed up a tiny
child play ing in a pud dle, whipped her apron round it, and leapt back again,
all in one move ment. At the same in stant a man in a con certina-like black
suit, who had emerged from a side al ley, ran to wards Win ston, point ing ex- 
cit edly to the sky.

‘Steamer!’ he yelled. ‘Look out, guv’nor! Bang over’ead! Lay down quick!’
‘Steamer’ was a nick name which, for some rea son, the pro les ap plied to

rocket bombs. Win ston promptly �ung him self on his face. �e pro les were
nearly al ways right when they gave you a warn ing of this kind. �ey seemed
to pos sess some kind of in stinct which told them sev eral sec onds in ad vance
when a rocket was com ing, al though the rock ets sup pos edly trav elled faster
than sound. Win ston clasped his fore arms above his head. �ere was a roar
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that seemed to make the pave ment heave; a shower of light ob jects pat tered
on to his back. When he stood up he found that he was cov ered with frag- 
ments of glass from the near est win dow.

He walked on. �e bomb had de mol ished a group of houses 200 me tres up
the street. A black plume of smoke hung in the sky, and be low it a cloud of
plas ter dust in which a crowd was al ready form ing around the ru ins. �ere
was a lit tle pile of plas ter ly ing on the pave ment ahead of him, and in the
mid dle of it he could see a bright red streak. When he got up to it he saw
that it was a hu man hand sev ered at the wrist. Apart from the bloody stump,
the hand was so com pletely whitened as to re sem ble a plas ter cast.

He kicked the thing into the gut ter, and then, to avoid the crowd, turned
down a side-street to the right. Within three or four min utes he was out of
the area which the bomb had a� ected, and the sor did swarm ing life of the
streets was go ing on as though noth ing had hap pened. It was nearly twenty
hours, and the drink ing-shops which the pro les fre quented (’pubs’, they
called them) were choked with cus tomers. From their grimy swing doors,
end lessly open ing and shut ting, there came forth a smell of urine, saw dust,
and sour beer. In an an gle formed by a pro ject ing house-front three men
were stand ing very close to gether, the mid dle one of them hold ing a folded-
up news pa per which the other two were study ing over his shoul der. Even
be fore he was near enough to make out the ex pres sion on their faces, Win- 
ston could see ab sorp tion in ev ery line of their bod ies. It was ob vi ously some
se ri ous piece of news that they were read ing. He was a few paces away from
them when sud denly the group broke up and two of the men were in vi o lent
al ter ca tion. For a mo ment they seemed al most on the point of blows.

‘Can’t you bleed ing well lis ten to what I say? I tell you no num ber end ing in
seven ain’t won for over four teen months!’

‘Yes, it ‘as, then!’
‘No, it ‘as not! Back ‘ome I got the ‘ole lot of ‘em for over two years wrote

down on a piece of pa per. I takes ‘em down reg’lar as the clock. An’ I tell you,
no num ber end ing in seven——’

‘Yes, a seven ‘AS won! I could pretty near tell you the bleed ing num ber.
Four oh seven, it ended in. It were in Feb ru ary—sec ond week in Feb ru ary.’

‘Feb ru ary your grand mother! I got it all down in black and white. An’ I tell
you, no num ber——’

‘Oh, pack it in!’ said the third man.
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�ey were talk ing about the Lot tery. Win ston looked back when he had
gone thirty me tres. �ey were still ar gu ing, with vivid, pas sion ate faces. �e
Lot tery, with its weekly pay-out of enor mous prizes, was the one pub lic
event to which the pro les paid se ri ous at ten tion. It was prob a ble that there
were some mil lions of pro les for whom the Lot tery was the prin ci pal if not
the only rea son for re main ing alive. It was their de light, their folly, their an o- 
dyne, their in tel lec tual stim u lant. Where the Lot tery was con cerned, even
peo ple who could barely read and write seemed ca pa ble of in tri cate cal cu la- 
tions and stag ger ing feats of mem ory. �ere was a whole tribe of men who
made a liv ing sim ply by sell ing sys tems, fore casts, and lucky amulets. Win- 
ston had noth ing to do with the run ning of the Lot tery, which was man aged
by the Min istry of Plenty, but he was aware (in deed ev ery one in the party
was aware) that the prizes were largely imag i nary. Only small sums were ac- 
tu ally paid out, the win ners of the big prizes be ing non-ex is tent per sons. In
the ab sence of any real in ter com mu ni ca tion be tween one part of Ocea nia
and an other, this was not di�  cult to ar range.

But if there was hope, it lay in the pro les. You had to cling on to that. When
you put it in words it sounded rea son able: it was when you looked at the hu- 
man be ings pass ing you on the pave ment that it be came an act of faith. �e
street into which he had turned ran down hill. He had a feel ing that he had
been in this neigh bour hood be fore, and that there was a main thor ough fare
not far away. From some where ahead there came a din of shout ing voices.
�e street took a sharp turn and then ended in a �ight of steps which led
down into a sunken al ley where a few stall-keep ers were sell ing tired-look- 
ing veg eta bles. At this mo ment Win ston re mem bered where he was. �e al- 
ley led out into the main street, and down the next turn ing, not �ve min utes
away, was the junk-shop where he had bought the blank book which was
now his di ary. And in a small sta tioner’s shop not far away he had bought his
pen holder and his bot tle of ink.

He paused for a mo ment at the top of the steps. On the op po site side of the
al ley there was a dingy lit tle pub whose win dows ap peared to be frosted over
but in re al ity were merely coated with dust. A very old man, bent but ac tive,
with white mous taches that bris tled for ward like those of a prawn, pushed
open the swing door and went in. As Win ston stood watch ing, it oc curred to
him that the old man, who must be eighty at the least, had al ready been
mid dle-aged when the Rev o lu tion hap pened. He and a few oth ers like him
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were the last links that now ex isted with the van ished world of cap i tal ism. In
the Party it self there were not many peo ple le� whose ideas had been
formed be fore the Rev o lu tion. �e older gen er a tion had mostly been wiped
out in the great purges of the ��ies and six ties, and the few who sur vived
had long ago been ter ri �ed into com plete in tel lec tual sur ren der. If there was
any one still alive who could give you a truth ful ac count of con di tions in the
early part of the cen tury, it could only be a prole. Sud denly the pas sage from
the his tory book that he had copied into his di ary came back into Win ston’s
mind, and a lu natic im pulse took hold of him. He would go into the pub, he
would scrape ac quain tance with that old man and ques tion him. He would
say to him: ‘Tell me about your life when you were a boy. What was it like in
those days? Were things bet ter than they are now, or were they worse?’

Hur riedly, lest he should have time to be come fright ened, he de scended
the steps and crossed the nar row street. It was mad ness of course. As usual,
there was no de�  nite rule against talk ing to pro les and fre quent ing their
pubs, but it was far too un usual an ac tion to pass un no ticed. If the pa trols
ap peared he might plead an at tack of faint ness, but it was not likely that they
would be lieve him. He pushed open the door, and a hideous cheesy smell of
sour beer hit him in the face. As he en tered the din of voices dropped to
about half its vol ume. Be hind his back he could feel ev ery one eye ing his blue
over alls. A game of darts which was go ing on at the other end of the room
in ter rupted it self for per haps as much as thirty sec onds. �e old man whom
he had fol lowed was stand ing at the bar, hav ing some kind of al ter ca tion
with the bar man, a large, stout, hook-nosed young man with enor mous fore- 
arms. A knot of oth ers, stand ing round with glasses in their hands, were
watch ing the scene.

‘I arst you civil enough, didn’t I?’ said the old man, straight en ing his shoul- 
ders pug na ciously. ‘You telling me you ain’t got a pint mug in the ‘ole bleed- 
ing boozer?’

‘And what in hell’s name IS a pint?’ said the bar man, lean ing for ward with
the tips of his �n gers on the counter.

‘’Ark at ‘im! Calls ‘is self a bar man and don’t know what a pint is! Why, a
pint’s the ‘alf of a quart, and there’s four quarts to the gal lon. ‘Ave to teach
you the A, B, C next.’

‘Never heard of ‘em,’ said the bar man shortly. ‘Litre and half litre—that’s all
we serve. �ere’s the glasses on the shelf in front of you.’
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‘I likes a pint,’ per sisted the old man. ‘You could ‘a drawed me o� a pint
easy enough. We didn’t ‘ave these bleed ing litres when I was a young man.’

‘When you were a young man we were all liv ing in the tree tops,’ said the
bar man, with a glance at the other cus tomers.
�ere was a shout of laugh ter, and the un easi ness caused by Win ston’s en- 

try seemed to dis ap pear. �e old man’s whites tub bled face had �ushed pink.
He turned away, mut ter ing to him self, and bumped into Win ston. Win ston
caught him gen tly by the arm.

‘May I o� er you a drink?’ he said.
‘You’re a gent,’ said the other, straight en ing his shoul ders again. He ap- 

peared not to have no ticed Win ston’s blue over alls. ‘Pint!’ he added ag gres- 
sively to the bar man. ‘Pint of wal lop.’
�e bar man swished two half-litres of dark-brown beer into thick glasses

which he had rinsed in a bucket un der the counter. Beer was the only drink
you could get in prole pubs. �e pro les were sup posed not to drink gin,
though in prac tice they could get hold of it eas ily enough. �e game of darts
was in full swing again, and the knot of men at the bar had be gun talk ing
about lot tery tick ets. Win ston’s pres ence was for got ten for a mo ment. �ere
was a deal ta ble un der the win dow where he and the old man could talk
with out fear of be ing over heard. It was hor ri bly dan ger ous, but at any rate
there was no tele screen in the room, a point he had made sure of as soon as
he came in.

‘’E could ‘a drawed me o� a pint,’ grum bled the old man as he set tled down
be hind a glass. ‘A ‘alf litre ain’t enough. It don’t sat isfy. And a ‘ole litre’s too
much. It starts my blad der run ning. Let alone the price.’

‘You must have seen great changes since you were a young man,’ said Win- 
ston ten ta tively.
�e old man’s pale blue eyes moved from the darts board to the bar, and

from the bar to the door of the Gents, as though it were in the bar-room that
he ex pected the changes to have oc curred.

‘�e beer was bet ter,’ he said � nally. ‘And cheaper! When I was a young
man, mild beer—wal lop we used to call it—was fourpence a pint. �at was
be fore the war, of course.’

‘Which war was that?’ said Win ston.
‘It’s all wars,’ said the old man vaguely. He took up his glass, and his shoul- 

ders straight ened again. ‘’Ere’s wish ing you the very best of ‘ealth!’
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In his lean throat the sharp-pointed Adam’s ap ple made a sur pris ingly
rapid up-and-down move ment, and the beer van ished. Win ston went to the
bar and came back with two more half-litres. �e old man ap peared to have
for got ten his prej u dice against drink ing a full litre.

‘You are very much older than I am,’ said Win ston. ‘You must have been a
grown man be fore I was born. You can re mem ber what it was like in the old
days, be fore the Rev o lu tion. Peo ple of my age don’t re ally know any thing
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 opin ion on that. �e his tory
books say that life be fore the Rev o lu tion was com pletely di� er ent from what
it is now. �ere was the most ter ri ble op pres sion, in jus tice, poverty worse
than any thing we can imag ine. Here in Lon don, the great mass of the peo ple
never had enough to eat from birth to death. Half of them hadn’t even boots
on their feet. �ey worked twelve hours a day, they le� school at nine, they
slept ten in a room. And at the same time there were a very few peo ple, only
a few thou sands—the cap i tal ists, they were called—who were rich and pow- 
er ful. �ey owned ev ery thing that there was to own. �ey lived in great gor- 
geous houses with thirty ser vants, they rode about in mo tor-cars and four-
horse car riages, they drank cham pagne, they wore top hats——’
�e old man bright ened sud denly.
‘Top ‘ats!’ he said. ‘Funny you should men tion ‘em. �e same thing come

into my ‘ead only yes ter day, I dono why. I was jest think ing, I ain’t seen a top
‘at in years. Gorn right out, they ‘ave. �e last time I wore one was at my sis- 
ter-in-law’s fu neral. And that was—well, I couldn’t give you the date, but it
must’a been ��y years ago. Of course it was only ‘ired for the oc ca sion, you
un der stand.’

‘It isn’t very im por tant about the top hats,’ said Win ston pa tiently. ‘�e
point is, these cap i tal ists—they and a few lawyers and priests and so forth
who lived on them—were the lords of the earth. Ev ery thing ex isted for their
ben e �t. You—the or di nary peo ple, the work ers—were their slaves. �ey
could do what they liked with you. �ey could ship you o� to Canada like
cat tle. �ey could sleep with your daugh ters if they chose. �ey could or der
you to be �ogged with some thing called a cat-o’-nine tails. You had to take
your cap o� when you passed them. Ev ery cap i tal ist went about with a gang
of lack eys who——’
�e old man bright ened again.
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‘Lack eys!’ he said. ‘Now there’s a word I ain’t ‘eard since ever so long. Lack- 
eys! �at reg’lar takes me back, that does. I rec ol lect oh, don key’s years ago
—I used to some times go to ‘Yde Park of a Sun day a� er noon to ‘ear the
blokes mak ing speeches. Sal va tion Army, Ro man Catholics, Jews, In di ans—
all sorts there was. And there was one bloke—well, I couldn’t give you ‘is
name, but a real pow er ful speaker ‘e was. ‘E didn’t ‘alf give it ‘em! ‘Lack eys!’ ‘e
says, ‘lack eys of the bour geoisie! Flunkies of the rul ing class!’ Par a sites—that
was an other of them. And ‘yenas—’e de�  nitely called ‘em ‘yenas. Of course ‘e
was re fer ring to the Labour Party, you un der stand.’

Win ston had the feel ing that they were talk ing at cross-pur poses.
‘What I re ally wanted to know was this,’ he said. ‘Do you feel that you have

more free dom now than you had in those days? Are you treated more like a
hu man be ing? In the old days, the rich peo ple, the peo ple at the top——’

‘�e ‘Ouse of Lords,’ put in the old man rem i nis cently.
‘�e House of Lords, if you like. What I am ask ing is, were these peo ple

able to treat you as an in fe rior, sim ply be cause they were rich and you were
poor? Is it a fact, for in stance, that you had to call them ‘Sir’ and take o�
your cap when you passed them?’
�e old man ap peared to think deeply. He drank o� about a quar ter of his

beer be fore an swer ing.
‘Yes,’ he said. ‘�ey liked you to touch your cap to ‘em. It showed re spect,

like. I didn’t agree with it, my self, but I done it o� en enough. Had to, as you
might say.’

‘And was it usual—I’m only quot ing what I’ve read in his tory books—was it
usual for these peo ple and their ser vants to push you o� the pave ment into
the gut ter?’

‘One of ‘em pushed me once,’ said the old man. ‘I rec ol lect it as if it was yes- 
ter day. It was Boat Race night—ter ri bly rowdy they used to get on Boat Race
night—and I bumps into a young bloke on Sha�es bury Av enue. Quite a
gent, ‘e was—dress shirt, top ‘at, black over coat. ‘E was kind of zig-zag ging
across the pave ment, and I bumps into ‘im ac ci den tal-like. ‘E says, ‘Why
can’t you look where you’re go ing?’ ‘e says. I say, ‘Ju think you’ve bought the
bleed ing pave ment?’ ‘E says, ‘I’ll twist your bloody ‘ead o� if you get fresh
with me.’ I says, ‘You’re drunk. I’ll give you in charge in ‘alf a minute,’ I says.
An’ if you’ll be lieve me, ‘e puts ‘is ‘and on my chest and gives me a shove as
pretty near sent me un der the wheels of a bus. Well, I was young in them
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days, and I was go ing to ‘ave fetched ‘im one, only——’
A sense of help less ness took hold of Win ston. �e old man’s mem ory was

noth ing but a rub bish-heap of de tails. One could ques tion him all day with- 
out get ting any real in for ma tion. �e party his to ries might still be true, a� er
a fash ion: they might even be com pletely true. He made a last at tempt.

‘Per haps I have not made my self clear,’ he said. ‘What I’m try ing to say is
this. You have been alive a very long time; you lived half your life be fore the
Rev o lu tion. In 1925, for in stance, you were al ready grown up. Would you
say from what you can re mem ber, that life in 1925 was bet ter than it is now,
or worse? If you could choose, would you pre fer to live then or now?’
�e old man looked med i ta tively at the darts board. He �n ished up his

beer, more slowly than be fore. When he spoke it was with a tol er ant philo- 
soph i cal air, as though the beer had mel lowed him.

‘I know what you ex pect me to say,’ he said. ‘You ex pect me to say as I’d
sooner be young again. Most peo ple’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 life you ain’t never well. I su� er some thing wicked from my feet,
and my blad der’s jest ter ri ble. Six and seven times a night it ‘as me out of
bed. On the other ‘and, there’s great ad van tages in be ing a old man. You ain’t
got the same wor ries. 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.’

Win ston sat back against the win dow-sill. It was no use go ing on. He was
about to buy some more beer when the old man sud denly got up and shuf- 
�ed rapidly into the stink ing uri nal at the side of the room. �e ex tra half-
litre was al ready work ing on him. Win ston sat for a minute or two gaz ing at
his empty glass, and hardly no ticed when his feet car ried him out into the
street again. Within twenty years at the most, he re �ected, the huge and sim- 
ple ques tion, ‘Was life bet ter be fore the Rev o lu tion than it is now?’ would
have ceased once and for all to be an swer able. But in e� ect it was unan swer- 
able even now, since the few scat tered sur vivors from the an cient world were
in ca pable of com par ing one age with an other. �ey re mem bered a mil lion
use less things, a quar rel with a work mate, a hunt for a lost bi cy cle pump, the
ex pres sion on a long-dead sis ter’s face, the swirls of dust on a windy morn- 
ing sev enty years ago: but all the rel e vant facts were out side the range of
their vi sion. �ey were like the ant, which can see small ob jects but not large
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ones. And when mem ory failed and writ ten records were fal si �ed—when
that hap pened, the claim of the Party to have im proved the con di tions of hu- 
man life had got to be ac cepted, be cause there did not ex ist, and never again
could ex ist, any stan dard against which it could be tested.

At this mo ment his train of thought stopped abruptly. He halted and
looked up. He was in a nar row street, with a few dark lit tle shops, in ter- 
spersed among dwelling-houses. Im me di ately above his head there hung
three dis coloured metal balls which looked as if they had once been gilded.
He seemed to know the place. Of course! He was stand ing out side the junk-
shop where he had bought the di ary.

A twinge of fear went through him. It had been a su�  ciently rash act to
buy the book in the be gin ning, and he had sworn never to come near the
place again. And yet the in stant that he al lowed his thoughts to wan der, his
feet had brought him back here of their own ac cord. It was pre cisely against
sui ci dal im pulses of this kind that he had hoped to guard him self by open ing
the di ary. At the same time he no ticed that al though it was nearly twenty-
one hours the shop was still open. With the feel ing that he would be less
con spic u ous in side than hang ing about on the pave ment, he stepped
through the door way. If ques tioned, he could plau si bly say that he was try- 
ing to buy ra zor blades.
�e pro pri etor had just lighted a hang ing oil lamp which gave o� an un- 

clean but friendly smell. He was a man of per haps sixty, frail and bowed,
with a long, benev o lent nose, and mild eyes dis torted by thick spec ta cles.
His hair was al most white, but his eye brows were bushy and still black. His
spec ta cles, his gen tle, fussy move ments, and the fact that he was wear ing an
aged jacket of black vel vet, gave him a vague air of in tel lec tu al ity, as though
he had been some kind of lit er ary man, or per haps a mu si cian. His voice was
so�, as though faded, and his ac cent less de based than that of the ma jor ity of
pro les.

‘I rec og nized you on the pave ment,’ he said im me di ately. ‘You’re the gen tle- 
man that bought the young lady’s keep sake al bum. �at was a beau ti ful bit
of pa per, that was. Cream-laid, it used to be called. �ere’s been no pa per
like that made for—oh, I dare say ��y years.’ He peered at Win ston over the
top of his spec ta cles. ‘Is there any thing spe cial I can do for you? Or did you
just want to look round?’

‘I was pass ing,’ said Win ston vaguely. ‘I just looked in. I don’t want any- 
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thing in par tic u lar.’
‘It’s just as well,’ said the other, ‘be cause I don’t sup pose I could have sat is- 

�ed you.’ He made an apolo getic ges ture with his so� palmed hand. ‘You see
how it is; an empty shop, you might say. Be tween you and me, the an tique
trade’s just about �n ished. No de mand any longer, and no stock ei ther. Fur- 
ni ture, china, glass it’s all been bro ken up by de grees. And of course the
metal stu� ’s mostly been melted down. I haven’t seen a brass can dle stick in
years.’
�e tiny in te rior of the shop was in fact un com fort ably full, but there was

al most noth ing in it of the slight est value. �e �oorspace was very re stricted,
be cause all round the walls were stacked in nu mer able dusty pic ture-frames.
In the win dow there were trays of nuts and bolts, worn-out chis els,
penknives with bro ken blades, tar nished watches that did not even pre tend
to be in go ing or der, and other mis cel la neous rub bish. Only on a small ta ble
in the cor ner was there a lit ter of odds and ends—lac quered snu� oxes,
agate brooches, and the like—which looked as though they might in clude
some thing in ter est ing. As Win ston wan dered to wards the ta ble his eye was
caught by a round, smooth thing that gleamed so�ly in the lamp light, and he
picked it up.

It was a heavy lump of glass, curved on one side, �at on the other, mak ing
al most a hemi sphere. �ere was a pe cu liar so� ness, as of rain wa ter, in both
the colour and the tex ture of the glass. At the heart of it, mag ni �ed by the
curved sur face, there was a strange, pink, con vo luted ob ject that re called a
rose or a sea anemone.

‘What is it?’ said Win ston, fas ci nated.
‘�at’s coral, that is,’ said the old man. ‘It must have come from the In dian

Ocean. �ey used to kind of em bed it in the glass. �at wasn’t made less
than a hun dred years ago. More, by the look of it.’

‘It’s a beau ti ful thing,’ said Win ston.
‘It is a beau ti ful thing,’ said the other ap pre cia tively. ‘But there’s not many

that’d say so nowa days.’ He coughed. ‘Now, if it so hap pened that you wanted
to buy it, that’d cost you four dol lars. I can re mem ber when a thing 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 gen uine an tiques
nowa days—even the few that’s le�?’

Win ston im me di ately paid over the four dol lars and slid the cov eted thing
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into his pocket. What ap pealed to him about it was not so much its beauty as
the air it seemed to pos sess of be long ing to an age quite di� er ent from the
present one. �e so�, rain wa tery glass was not like any glass that he had ever
seen. �e thing was dou bly at trac tive be cause of its ap par ent use less ness,
though he could guess that it must once have been in tended as a pa per- 
weight. It was very heavy in his pocket, but for tu nately it did not make much
of a bulge. It was a queer thing, even a com pro mis ing thing, for a Party
mem ber to have in his pos ses sion. Any thing old, and for that mat ter any- 
thing beau ti ful, was al ways vaguely sus pect. �e old man had grown no tice- 
ably more cheer ful a� er re ceiv ing the four dol lars. Win ston re al ized that he
would have ac cepted three or even two.

‘�ere’s an other room up stairs that you might care to take a look at,’ he
said. ‘�ere’s not much in it. Just a few pieces. We’ll do with a light if we’re
go ing up stairs.’

He lit an other lamp, and, with bowed back, led the way slowly up the steep
and worn stairs and along a tiny pas sage, into a room which did not give on
the street but looked out on a cob bled yard and a for est of chim ney-pots.
Win ston no ticed that the fur ni ture was still ar ranged as though the room
were meant to be lived in. �ere was a strip of car pet on the �oor, a pic ture
or two on the walls, and a deep, slat ternly arm-chair drawn up to the �re- 
place. An old-fash ioned glass clock with a twelve-hour face was tick ing away
on the man tel piece. Un der the win dow, and oc cu py ing nearly a quar ter of
the room, was an enor mous bed with the mat tress still on it.

‘We lived here till my wife died,’ said the old man half apolo get i cally. ‘I’m
sell ing the fur ni ture o� by lit tle and lit tle. Now that’s a beau ti ful ma hogany
bed, or at least it would be if you could get the bugs out of it. But I dare say
you’d �nd it a lit tle bit cum ber some.’

He was holdlng the lamp high up, so as to il lu mi nate the whole room, and
in the warm dim light the place looked cu ri ously invit ing. �e thought �it- 
ted through Win ston’s mind that it would prob a bly be quite easy to rent the
room for a few dol lars a week, if he dared to take the risk. It was a wild, im- 
pos si ble no tion, to be aban doned as soon as thought of; but the room had
awak ened in him a sort of nos tal gia, a sort of an ces tral mem ory. It seemed
to him that he knew ex actly what it felt like to sit in a room like this, in an
arm-chair be side an open �re with your feet in the fender and a ket tle on the
hob; ut terly alone, ut terly se cure, with no body watch ing you, no voice pur- 
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su ing you, no sound ex cept the singing of the ket tle and the friendly tick ing
of the clock.

‘�ere’s no tele screen!’ he could not help mur mur ing.
‘Ah,’ said the old man, ‘I never had one of those things. Too ex pen sive. And

I never seemed to feel the need of it, some how. Now that’s a nice gate leg ta- 
ble in the cor ner there. �ough of course you’d have to put new hinges on it
if you wanted to use the �aps.’
�ere was a small book case in the other cor ner, and Win ston had al ready

grav i tated to wards it. It con tained noth ing but rub bish. �e hunt ing-down
and de struc tion of books had been done with the same thor ough ness in the
prole quar ters as ev ery where else. It was very un likely that there ex isted any- 
where in Ocea nia a copy of a book printed ear lier than 1960. �e old man,
still car ry ing the lamp, was stand ing in front of a pic ture in a rose wood
frame which hung on the other side of the �re place, op po site the bed.

‘Now, if you hap pen to be in ter ested in old prints at all——’ he be gan del i- 
cately.

Win ston came across to ex am ine the pic ture. It was a steel en grav ing of an
oval build ing with rec tan gu lar win dows, and a small tower in front. �ere
was a rail ing run ning round the build ing, and at the rear end there was what
ap peared to be a statue. Win ston gazed at it for some mo ments. It seemed
vaguely fa mil iar, though he did not re mem ber the statue.

‘�e frame’s �xed to the wall,’ said the old man, ‘but I could un screw it for
you, I dare say.’

‘I know that build ing,’ said Win ston � nally. ‘It’s a ruin now. It’s in the mid- 
dle of the street out side the Palace of Jus tice.’

‘�at’s right. Out side 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
apolo get i cally, as though con scious of say ing some thing slightly ridicu lous,
and added: ‘Or anges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement’s!’

‘What’s that?’ said Win ston.
‘Oh—‘Or anges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement’s.’ �at was a rhyme

we had when I was a lit tle boy. How it goes on I don’t re mem ber, but I do
know it ended up, ‘Here comes a can dle to light you to bed, Here comes a
chop per to chop o� your head.’ It was a kind of a dance. �ey held out their
arms for you to pass un der, and when they came to ‘Here comes a chop per
to chop o� your head’ they brought their arms down and caught you. It was
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just names of churches. All the Lon don churches were in it—all the prin ci pal
ones, that is.’

Win ston won dered vaguely to what cen tury the church be longed. It was al- 
ways di�  cult to de ter mine the age of a Lon don build ing. Any thing large and
im pres sive, if it was rea son ably new in ap pear ance, was au to mat i cally
claimed as hav ing been built since the Rev o lu tion, while any thing that was
ob vi ously of ear lier date was as cribed to some dim pe riod called the Mid dle
Ages. �e cen turies of cap i tal ism were held to have pro duced noth ing of any
value. One could not learn his tory from ar chi tec ture any more than one
could learn it from books. Stat ues, in scrip tions, memo rial stones, the names
of streets—any thing that might throw light upon the past had been sys tem- 
at i cally al tered.

‘I never knew it had been a church,’ he said.
‘�ere’s a lot of them le�, re ally,’ said the old man, ‘though they’ve been put

to other uses. Now, how did that rhyme go? Ah! I’ve got it!
‘Or anges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement’s, You owe me three far- 

things, say the bells of St Mar tin’s——‘
there, now, that’s as far as I can get. A far thing, that was a small cop per

coin, looked some thing like a cent.’
‘Where was St Mar tin’s?’ said Win ston.
‘St Mar tin’s? �at’s still stand ing. It’s in Vic tory Square, along side the pic- 

ture gallery. A build ing with a kind of a tri an gu lar porch and pil lars in front,
and a big �ight of steps.’

Win ston knew the place well. It was a mu seum used for pro pa ganda dis- 
plays of var i ous kinds—scale mod els of rocket bombs and Float ing
Fortresses, wax work tableaux il lus trat ing en emy atroc i ties, and the like.

‘St Mar tin’s-in-the-Fields it used to be called,’ sup ple mented the old man,
‘though I don’t rec ol lect any �elds any where in those parts.’

Win ston did not buy the pic ture. It would have been an even more in con- 
gru ous pos ses sion than the glass pa per weight, and im pos si ble to carry
home, un less it were taken out of its frame. But he lin gered for some min- 
utes more, talk ing to the old man, whose name, he dis cov ered, was not
Weeks—as one might have gath ered from the in scrip tion over the shop-
front—but Char ring ton. Mr Char ring ton, it seemed, was a wid ower aged
sixty-three and had in hab ited this shop for thirty years. �rough out that
time he had been in tend ing to al ter the name over the win dow, but had
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never quite got to the point of do ing it. All the while that they were talk ing
the half-re mem bered rhyme kept run ning through Win ston’s head. Or anges
and lemons say the bells of St Clement’s, You owe me three far things, say the
bells of St Mar tin’s! It was cu ri ous, but when you said it to your self you had
the il lu sion of ac tu ally hear ing bells, the bells of a lost Lon don that still ex- 
isted some where or other, dis guised and for got ten. From one ghostly steeple
a� er an other he seemed to hear them peal ing forth. Yet so far as he could re- 
mem ber he had never in real life heard church bells ring ing.

He got away from Mr Char ring ton and went down the stairs alone, so as
not to let the old man see him re con noitring the street be fore step ping out of
the door. He had al ready made up his mind that a� er a suit able in ter val—a
month, say—he would take the risk of vis it ing the shop again. It was per haps
not more dan ger ous than shirk ing an evening at the Cen tre. �e se ri ous
piece of folly had been to come back here in the �rst place, a� er buy ing the
di ary and with out know ing whether the pro pri etor of the shop could be
trusted. How ever——!

Yes, he thought again, he would come back. He would buy fur ther scraps of
beau ti ful rub bish. He would buy the en grav ing of St Clement Danes, take it
out of its frame, and carry it home con cealed un der the jacket of his over alls.
He would drag the rest of that poem out of Mr Char ring ton’s mem ory. Even
the lu natic project of rent ing the room up stairs �ashed mo men tar ily
through his mind again. For per haps �ve sec onds ex al ta tion made him care- 
less, and he stepped out on to the pave ment with out so much as a pre lim i- 
nary glance through the win dow. He had even started hum ming to an im- 
pro vised tune

Or anges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement’s, You owe me three far- 
things, say the——

Sud denly his heart seemed to turn to ice and his bow els to wa ter. A �g ure
in blue over alls was com ing down the pave ment, not ten me tres away. It was
the girl from the Fic tion De part ment, the girl with dark hair. �e light was
fail ing, but there was no di�  culty in rec og niz ing her. She looked him
straight in the face, then walked quickly on as though she had not seen him.

For a few sec onds Win ston was too paral ysed to move. �en he turned to
the right and walked heav ily away, not notic ing for the mo ment that he was
go ing in the wrong di rec tion. At any rate, one ques tion was set tled. �ere
was no doubt ing any longer that the girl was spy ing on him. She must have
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fol lowed him here, be cause it was not cred i ble that by pure chance she
should have hap pened to be walk ing on the same evening up the same ob-
scure back street, kilo me tres dis tant from any quar ter where Party mem bers
lived. It was too great a co in ci dence. Whether she was re ally an agent of the
�ought Po lice, or sim ply an am a teur spy ac tu ated by o�  cious ness, hardly
mat tered. It was enough that she was watch ing him. Prob a bly she had seen
him go into the pub as well.

It was an e� ort to walk. �e 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.
�e worst thing was the pain in his belly. For a cou ple of min utes he had the
feel ing that he would die if he did not reach a lava tory soon. But there would
be no pub lic lava to ries in a quar ter like this. �en the spasm passed, leav ing
a dull ache be hind.
�e street was a blind al ley. Win ston halted, stood for sev eral sec onds

won der ing vaguely what to do, then turned round and be gan to re trace his
steps. As he turned it oc curred to him that the girl had only passed him
three min utes ago and that by run ning he could prob a bly catch up with her.
He could keep on her track till they were in some quiet place, and then
smash her skull in with a cob ble stone. �e piece of glass in his pocket would
be heavy enough for the job. But he aban doned the idea im me di ately, be- 
cause even the thought of mak ing any phys i cal e� ort was un bear able. He
could not run, he could not strike a blow. Be sides, she was young and lusty
and would de fend her self. He thought also of hur ry ing to the Com mu nity
Cen tre and stay ing there till the place closed, so as to es tab lish a par tial al ibi
for the evening. But that too was im pos si ble. A deadly las si tude had taken
hold of him. All he wanted was to get home quickly and then sit down and
be quiet.

It was a� er twenty-two hours when he got back to the �at. �e lights would
be switched o� at the main at twenty-three thirty. He went into the kitchen
and swal lowed nearly a teacup ful of Vic tory Gin. �en he went to the ta ble
in the al cove, sat down, and took the di ary out of the drawer. But he did not
open it at once. From the tele screen a brassy fe male voice was squalling a pa- 
tri otic song. He sat star ing at the mar bled cover of the book, try ing with out
suc cess to shut the voice out of his con scious ness.

It was at night that they came for you, al ways at night. �e proper thing
was to kill your self be fore they got you. Un doubt edly some peo ple did so.
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Many of the dis ap pear ances were ac tu ally sui cides. But it needed des per ate
courage to kill your self in a world where �rearms, or any quick and cer tain
poi son, were com pletely un procur able. He thought with a kind of as ton ish- 
ment of the bi o log i cal use less ness of pain and fear, the treach ery of the hu- 
man body which al ways freezes into in er tia at ex actly the mo ment when a
spe cial e� ort is needed. He might have si lenced the dark-haired girl if only
he had acted quickly enough: but pre cisely be cause of the ex trem ity of his
dan ger he had lost the power to act. It struck him that in mo ments of cri sis
one is never �ght ing against an ex ter nal en emy, but al ways against one’s own
body. Even now, in spite of the gin, the dull ache in his belly made con sec u- 
tive thought im pos si ble. And it is the same, he per ceived, in all seem ingly
heroic or tragic sit u a tions. On the bat tle �eld, in the tor ture cham ber, on a
sink ing ship, the is sues that you are �ght ing for are al ways for got ten, be cause
the body swells up un til it �lls the uni verse, and even when you are not
paral ysed by fright or scream ing with pain, life is a mo ment-to-mo ment
strug gle against hunger or cold or sleep less ness, against a sour stom ach or
an aching tooth.

He opened the di ary. It was im por tant to write some thing down. �e
woman on the tele screen had started a new song. Her voice seemed to stick
into his brain like jagged splin ters of glass. He tried to think of O’Brien, for
whom, or to whom, the di ary was writ ten, but in stead he be gan think ing of
the things that would hap pen to him a� er the �ought Po lice took him
away. It would not mat ter if they killed you at once. To be killed was what
you ex pected. But be fore death (no body spoke of such things, yet ev ery body
knew of them) there was the rou tine of con fes sion that had to be gone
through: the grov el ling on the �oor and scream ing for mercy, the crack of
bro ken bones, the smashed teeth, and bloody clots of hair.

Why did you have to en dure it, since the end was al ways the same? Why
was it not pos si ble to cut a few days or weeks out of your life? No body ever
es caped de tec tion, and no body ever failed to con fess. When once you had
suc cumbed to thoughtcrime it was cer tain that by a given date you would be
dead. Why then did that hor ror, which al tered noth ing, have to lie em bed- 
ded in fu ture time?

He tried with a lit tle more suc cess than be fore to sum mon up the im age of
O’Brien. ‘We shall meet in the place where there is no dark ness,’ O’Brien had
said to him. He knew what it meant, or thought he knew. �e place where
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there is no dark ness was the imag ined fu ture, which one would never see,
but which, by fore knowl edge, one could mys ti cally share in. But with the
voice from the tele screen nag ging at his ears he could not fol low the train of
thought fur ther. He put a cig a rette in his mouth. Half the to bacco promptly
fell out on to his tongue, a bit ter dust which was di�  cult to spit out again.
�e face of Big Brother swam into his mind, dis plac ing that of O’Brien. Just
as he had done a few days ear lier, he slid a coin out of his pocket and looked
at it. �e face gazed up at him, heavy, calm, pro tect ing: but what kind of
smile was hid den be neath the dark mous tache? Like a leaden knell the
words came back at him:

WAR IS PEACE  

FREE DOM IS SLAV ERY  

IG NO RANCE IS STRENGTH
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C��� ��� �

t was the mid dle of the morn ing, and Win ston had le� the cu bi cle to go
to the lava tory.

A soli tary �g ure was com ing to wards him from the other end of the long,
brightly-lit cor ri dor. It was the girl with dark hair. Four days had gone past
since the evening when he had run into her out side the junk-shop. As she
came nearer he saw that her right arm was in a sling, not no tice able at a dis- 
tance be cause it was of the same colour as her over alls. Prob a bly she had
crushed her hand while swing ing round one of the big kalei do scopes on
which the plots of nov els were ‘roughed in’. It was a com mon ac ci dent in the
Fic tion De part ment.
�ey were per haps four me tres apart when the girl stum bled and fell al- 

most �at on her face. A sharp cry of pain was wrung out of her. She must
have fallen right on the in jured arm. Win ston stopped short. �e girl had
risen to her knees. Her face had turned a milky yel low colour against which
her mouth stood out red der than ever. Her eyes were �xed on his, with an
ap peal ing ex pres sion that looked more like fear than pain.

A cu ri ous emo tion stirred in Win ston’s heart. In front of him was an en- 
emy who was try ing to kill him: in front of him, also, was a hu man crea ture,
in pain and per haps with a bro ken bone. Al ready he had in stinc tively started
for ward to help her. In the mo ment when he had seen her fall on the ban- 
daged arm, it had been as though he felt the pain in his own body.

‘You’re hurt?’ he said.
‘It’s noth ing. My arm. It’ll be all right in a sec ond.’
She spoke as though her heart were �ut ter ing. She had cer tainly turned

very pale.
‘You haven’t bro ken any thing?’
‘No, I’m all right. It hurt for a mo ment, that’s all.’
She held out her free hand to him, and he helped her up. She had re gained

some of her colour, and ap peared very much bet ter.
‘It’s noth ing,’ she re peated shortly. ‘I only gave my wrist a bit of a bang.
�anks, com rade!’

And with that she walked on in the di rec tion in which she had been go ing,
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as briskly as though it had re ally been noth ing. �e whole in ci dent could not
have taken as much as half a minute. Not to let one’s feel ings ap pear in one’s
face was a habit that had ac quired the sta tus of an in stinct, and in any case
they had been stand ing straight in front of a tele screen when the thing hap- 
pened. Nev er the less it had been very di�  cult not to be tray a mo men tary
sur prise, for in the two or three sec onds while he was help ing her up the girl
had slipped some thing into his hand. �ere was no ques tion that she had
done it in ten tion ally. It was some thing small and �at. As he passed through
the lava tory door he trans ferred it to his pocket and felt it with the tips of his
�n gers. It was a scrap of pa per folded into a square.

While he stood at the uri nal he man aged, with a lit tle more �n ger ing, to
get it un folded. Ob vi ously there must be a mes sage of some kind writ ten on
it. For a mo ment he was tempted to take it into one of the wa ter-clos ets and
read it at once. But that would be shock ing folly, as he well knew. �ere was
no place where you could be more cer tain that the tele screens were watched
con tin u ously.

He went back to his cu bi cle, sat down, threw the frag ment of pa per ca su- 
ally among the other pa pers on the desk, put on his spec ta cles and hitched
the speak write to wards him. ‘Five min utes,’ he told him self, ‘�ve min utes at
the very least!’ His heart bumped in his breast with fright en ing loud ness.
For tu nately the piece of work he was en gaged on was mere rou tine, the rec- 
ti � ca tion of a long list of �g ures, not need ing close at ten tion.

What ever was writ ten on the pa per, it must have some kind of po lit i cal
mean ing. So far as he could see there were two pos si bil i ties. One, much the
more likely, was that the girl was an agent of the �ought Po lice, just as he
had feared. He did not know why the �ought Po lice should choose to de- 
liver their mes sages in such a fash ion, but per haps they had their rea sons.
�e thing that was writ ten on the pa per might be a threat, a sum mons, an
or der to com mit sui cide, a trap of some de scrip tion. But there was an other,
wilder pos si bil ity that kept rais ing its head, though he tried vainly to sup- 
press it. �is was, that the mes sage did not come from the �ought Po lice at
all, but from some kind of un der ground or ga ni za tion. Per haps the Broth er-
hood ex isted a� er all! Per haps the girl was part of it! No doubt the idea was
ab surd, but it had sprung into his mind in the very in stant of feel ing the
scrap of pa per in his hand. It was not till a cou ple of min utes later that the
other, more prob a ble ex pla na tion had oc curred to him. And even now,
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though his in tel lect told him that the mes sage prob a bly meant death—still,
that was not what he be lieved, and the un rea son able hope per sisted, and his
heart banged, and it was with di�  culty that he kept his voice from trem bling
as he mur mured his �g ures into the speak write.

He rolled up the com pleted bun dle of work and slid it into the pneu matic
tube. Eight min utes had gone by. He re-ad justed his spec ta cles on his nose,
sighed, and drew the next batch of work to wards him, with the scrap of pa- 
per on top of it. He �at tened it out. On it was writ ten, in a large un formed
hand writ ing:

I LOVE YOU.

For sev eral sec onds he was too stunned even to throw the in crim i nat ing
thing into the mem ory hole. When he did so, al though he knew very well
the dan ger of show ing too much in ter est, he could not re sist read ing it once
again, just to make sure that the words were re ally there.

For the rest of the morn ing it was very di�  cult to work. What was even
worse than hav ing to fo cus his mind on a se ries of nig gling jobs was the
need to con ceal his ag i ta tion from the tele screen. He felt as though a �re
were burn ing in his belly. Lunch in the hot, crowded, noise-�lled can teen
was tor ment. He had hoped to be alone for a lit tle while dur ing the lunch
hour, but as bad luck would have it the im be cile Par sons �opped down be- 
side him, the tang of his sweat al most de feat ing the tinny smell of stew, and
kept up a stream of talk about the prepa ra tions for Hate Week. He was par- 
tic u larly en thu si as tic about a pa pier-mache model of Big Brother’s head, two
me tres wide, which was be ing made for the oc ca sion by his daugh ter’s troop
of Spies. �e ir ri tat ing thing was that in the racket of voices Win ston could
hardly hear what Par sons was say ing, and was con stantly hav ing to ask for
some fatu ous re mark to be re peated. Just once he caught a glimpse of the
girl, at a ta ble with two other girls at the far end of the room. She ap peared
not to have seen him, and he did not look in that di rec tion again.
�e a� er noon was more bear able. Im me di ately a� er lunch there ar rived a

del i cate, di�  cult piece of work which would take sev eral hours and ne ces si- 
tated putting ev ery thing else aside. It con sisted in fal si fy ing a se ries of pro- 
duc tion re ports of two years ago, in such a way as to cast dis credit on a
prom i nent mem ber of the In ner Party, who was now un der a cloud. �is was
the kind of thing that Win ston was good at, and for more than two hours he
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suc ceeded in shut ting the girl out of his mind al to gether. �en the mem ory
of her face came back, and with it a rag ing, in tol er a ble de sire to be alone.
Un til he could be alone it was im pos si ble to think this new de vel op ment out.
Tonight was one of his nights at the Com mu nity Cen tre. He wolfed an other
taste less meal in the can teen, hur ried o� to the Cen tre, took part in the
solemn fool ery of a ‘dis cus sion group’, played two games of ta ble ten nis,
swal lowed sev eral glasses of gin, and sat for half an hour through a lec ture
en ti tled ‘In g soc in re la tion to chess’. His soul writhed with bore dom, but for
once he had had no im pulse to shirk his evening at the Cen tre. At the sight
of the words I LOVE YOU the de sire to stay alive had welled up in him, and
the tak ing of mi nor risks sud denly seemed stupid. It was not till twenty-
three hours, when he was home and in bed—in the dark ness, where you
were safe even from the tele screen so long as you kept silent—that he was
able to think con tin u ously.

It was a phys i cal prob lem that had to be solved: how to get in touch with
the girl and ar range a meet ing. He did not con sider any longer the pos si bil- 
ity that she might be lay ing some kind of trap for him. He knew that it was
not so, be cause of her un mis tak able ag i ta tion when she handed him the
note. Ob vi ously she had been fright ened out of her wits, as well she might
be. Nor did the idea of re fus ing her ad vances even cross his mind. Only �ve
nights ago he had con tem plated smash ing her skull in with a cob ble stone,
but that was of no im por tance. He thought of her naked, youth ful body, as
he had seen it in his dream. He had imag ined her a fool like all the rest of
them, her head stu�ed with lies and ha tred, her belly full of ice. A kind of
fever seized him at the thought that he might lose her, the white youth ful
body might slip away from him! What he feared more than any thing else
was that she would sim ply change her mind if he did not get in touch with
her quickly. But the phys i cal di�  culty of meet ing was enor mous. It was like
try ing to make a move at chess when you were al ready mated. Which ever
way you turned, the tele screen faced you. Ac tu ally, all the pos si ble ways of
com mu ni cat ing with her had oc curred to him within �ve min utes of read ing
the note; but now, with time to think, he went over them one by one, as
though lay ing out a row of in stru ments on a ta ble.

Ob vi ously the kind of en counter that had hap pened this morn ing could
not be re peated. If she had worked in the Records De part ment it might have
been com par a tively sim ple, but he had only a very dim idea where abouts in
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the build ing the Fic tion De part ment lay, and he had no pre text for go ing
there. If he had known where she lived, and at what time she le� work, he
could have con trived to meet her some where on her way home; but to try to
fol low her home was not safe, be cause it would mean loi ter ing about out side
the Min istry, which was bound to be no ticed. As for send ing a let ter through
the mails, it was out of the ques tion. By a rou tine that was not even se cret, all
let ters were opened in tran sit. Ac tu ally, few peo ple ever wrote let ters. For the
mes sages that it was oc ca sion ally nec es sary to send, there were printed post- 
cards with long lists of phrases, and you struck out the ones that were in ap- 
pli ca ble. In any case he did not know the girl’s name, let alone her ad dress.
Fi nally he de cided that the safest place was the can teen. If he could get her at
a ta ble by her self, some where in the mid dle of the room, not too near the
tele screens, and with a su�  cient buzz of con ver sa tion all round—if these
con di tions en dured for, say, thirty sec onds, it might be pos si ble to ex change
a few words.

For a week a� er this, life was like a rest less dream. On the next day she did
not ap pear in the can teen un til he was leav ing it, the whis tle hav ing al ready
blown. Pre sum ably she had been changed on to a later shi�. �ey passed
each other with out a glance. On the day a� er that she was in the can teen at
the usual time, but with three other girls and im me di ately un der a tele- 
screen. �en for three dread ful days she did not ap pear at all. His whole
mind and body seemed to be a� icted with an un bear able sen si tiv ity, a sort
of trans parency, which made ev ery move ment, ev ery sound, ev ery con tact,
ev ery word that he had to speak or lis ten to, an agony. Even in sleep he could
not al to gether es cape from her im age. He did not touch the di ary dur ing
those days. If there was any re lief, it was in his work, in which he could
some times for get him self for ten min utes at a stretch. He had ab so lutely no
clue as to what had hap pened to her. �ere was no en quiry he could make.
She might have been va por ized, she might have com mit ted sui cide, she
might have been trans ferred to the other end of Ocea nia: worst and like li est
of all, she might sim ply have changed her mind and de cided to avoid him.
�e next day she reap peared. Her arm was out of the sling and she had a

band of stick ing-plas ter round her wrist. �e re lief of see ing her was so great
that he could not re sist star ing di rectly at her for sev eral sec onds. On the fol- 
low ing day he very nearly suc ceeded in speak ing to her. When he came into
the can teen she was sit ting at a ta ble well out from the wall, and was quite
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alone. It was early, and the place was not very full. �e queue edged for ward
till Win ston was al most at the counter, then was held up for two min utes be- 
cause some one in front was com plain ing that he had not re ceived his tablet
of sac cha rine. But the girl was still alone when Win ston se cured his tray and
be gan to make for her ta ble. He walked ca su ally to wards her, his eyes search- 
ing for a place at some ta ble be yond her. She was per haps three me tres away
from him. An other two sec onds would do it. �en a voice be hind him
called, ‘Smith!’ He pre tended not to hear. ‘Smith!’ re peated 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 invit ing him with a smile to
a va cant place at his ta ble. It was not safe to refuse. A� er hav ing been rec og- 
nized, he could not go and sit at a ta ble with an unat tended girl. It was too
no tice able. He sat down with a friendly smile. �e silly blond face beamed
into his. Win ston had a hal lu ci na tion of him self smash ing a pick-axe right
into the mid dle of it. �e girl’s ta ble �lled up a few min utes later.

But she must have seen him com ing to wards her, and per haps she would
take the hint. Next day he took care to ar rive early. Surely enough, she was at
a ta ble in about the same place, and again alone. �e per son im me di ately
ahead of him in the queue was a small, swi�ly-mov ing, bee tle-like man with
a �at face and tiny, sus pi cious eyes. As Win ston turned away from the
counter with his tray, he saw that the lit tle man was mak ing straight for the
girl’s ta ble. His hopes sank again. �ere was a va cant place at a ta ble fur ther
away, but some thing in the lit tle man’s ap pear ance sug gested that he would
be su�  ciently at ten tive to his own com fort to choose the emp ti est ta ble.
With ice at his heart Win ston fol lowed. It was no use un less he could get the
girl alone. At this mo ment there was a tremen dous crash. �e lit tle man was
sprawl ing on all fours, his tray had gone �y ing, two streams of soup and cof- 
fee were �ow ing across the �oor. He started to his feet with a ma lig nant
glance at Win ston, whom he ev i dently sus pected of hav ing tripped him up.
But it was all right. Five sec onds later, with a thun der ing heart, Win ston was
sit ting at the girl’s ta ble.

He did not look at her. He un packed his tray and promptly be gan eat ing. It
was all-im por tant to speak at once, be fore any one else came, but now a ter ri- 
ble fear had taken pos ses sion of him. A week had gone by since she had �rst
ap proached him. She would have changed her mind, she must have changed
her mind! It was im pos si ble that this a� air should end suc cess fully; such
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things did not hap pen in real life. He might have �inched al to gether from
speak ing if at this mo ment he had not seen Am ple forth, the hairy-eared
poet, wan der ing limply round the room with a tray, look ing for a place to sit
down. In his vague way Am ple forth was at tached to Win ston, and would
cer tainly sit down at his ta ble if he caught sight of him. �ere was per haps a
minute in which to act. Both Win ston and the girl were eat ing steadily. �e
stu� they were eat ing was a thin stew, ac tu ally a soup, of hari cot beans. In a
low mur mur Win ston be gan speak ing. Nei ther of them looked up; steadily
they spooned the wa tery stu� into their mouths, and be tween spoon fuls ex- 
changed the few nec es sary words in low ex pres sion less voices.

‘What time do you leave work?’
‘Eigh teen-thirty.’
‘Where can we meet?’
‘Vic tory Square, near the mon u ment.’
‘It’s full of tele screens.’
‘It doesn’t mat ter if there’s a crowd.’
‘Any sig nal?’
‘No. Don’t come up to me un til you see me among a lot of peo ple. And

don’t look at me. Just keep some where near me.’
‘What time?’
‘Nine teen hours.’
‘All right.’
Am ple forth failed to see Win ston and sat down at an other ta ble. �ey did

not speak again, and, so far as it was pos si ble for two peo ple sit ting on op po- 
site sides of the same ta ble, they did not look at one an other. �e girl �n- 
ished her lunch quickly and made o�, while Win ston stayed to smoke a cig a- 
rette.

Win ston was in Vic tory Square be fore the ap pointed time. He wan dered
round the base of the enor mous �uted col umn, at the top of which Big
Brother’s statue gazed south ward to wards the skies where he had van quished
the Eurasian aero planes (the Eas t asian aero planes, it had been, a few years
ago) in the Bat tle of Airstrip One. In the street in front of it there was a
statue of a man on horse back which was sup posed to rep re sent Oliver
Cromwell. At �ve min utes past the hour the girl had still not ap peared.
Again the ter ri ble fear seized upon Win ston. She was not com ing, she had
changed her mind! He walked slowly up to the north side of the square and



94

got a sort of pale-coloured plea sure from iden ti fy ing St Mar tin’s Church,
whose bells, when it had bells, had chimed ‘You owe me three far things.’
�en he saw the girl stand ing at the base of the mon u ment, read ing or pre- 
tend ing to read a poster which ran spi rally up the col umn. It was not safe to
go near her un til some more peo ple had ac cu mu lated. �ere were tele- 
screens all round the ped i ment. But at this mo ment there was a din of shout- 
ing and a zoom of heavy ve hi cles from some where to the le�. Sud denly ev- 
ery one seemed to be run ning across the square. �e girl nipped nim bly
round the li ons at the base of the mon u ment and joined in the rush. Win- 
ston fol lowed. As he ran, he gath ered from some shouted re marks that a
con voy of Eurasian pris on ers was pass ing.

Al ready a dense mass of peo ple was block ing the south side of the square.
Win ston, at nor mal times the kind of per son who grav i tates to the outer
edge of any kind of scrim mage, shoved, butted, squirmed his way for ward
into the heart of the crowd. Soon he was within arm’s length of the girl, but
the way was blocked by an enor mous prole and an al most equally enor mous
woman, pre sum ably his wife, who seemed to form an im pen e tra ble wall of
�esh. Win ston wrig gled him self side ways, and with a vi o lent lunge man aged
to drive his shoul der be tween them. For a mo ment it felt as though his en- 
trails were be ing ground to pulp be tween the two mus cu lar hips, then he
had bro ken through, sweat ing a lit tle. He was next to the girl. �ey were
shoul der to shoul der, both star ing �xedly in front of them.

A long line of trucks, with wooden-faced guards armed with sub-ma chine
guns stand ing up right in each cor ner, was pass ing slowly down the street. In
the trucks lit tle yel low men in shabby green ish uni forms were squat ting,
jammed close to gether. �eir sad, Mon go lian faces gazed out over the sides
of the trucks ut terly in cu ri ous. Oc ca sion ally when a truck jolted there was a
clank-clank of metal: all the pris on ers were wear ing leg-irons. Truck-load af- 
ter truck-load of the sad faces passed. Win ston knew they were there but he
saw them only in ter mit tently. �e girl’s shoul der, and her arm right down to
the el bow, were pressed against his. Her cheek was al most near enough for
him to feel its warmth. She had im me di ately taken charge of the sit u a tion,
just as she had done in the can teen. She be gan speak ing in the same ex pres- 
sion less voice as be fore, with lips barely mov ing, a mere mur mur eas ily
drowned by the din of voices and the rum bling of the trucks.

‘Can you hear me?’
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‘Yes.’
‘Can you get Sun day a� er noon o�?’
‘Yes.’
‘�en lis ten care fully. You’ll have to re mem ber this. Go to Padding ton Sta- 

tion——’
With a sort of mil i tary pre ci sion that as ton ished him, she out lined the

route that he was to fol low. A half-hour rail way jour ney; turn le� out side the
sta tion; two kilo me tres along the road; a gate with the top bar miss ing; a
path across a �eld; a grass-grown lane; a track be tween bushes; a dead tree
with moss on it. It was as though she had a map in side her head. ‘Can you
re mem ber all that?’ she mur mured � nally.

‘Yes.’
‘You turn le�, then right, then le� again. And the gate’s got no top bar.’
‘Yes. What time?’
‘About �� een. You may have to wait. I’ll get there by an other way. Are you

sure you re mem ber ev ery thing?’
‘Yes.’
‘�en get away from me as quick as you can.’
She need not have told him that. But for the mo ment they could not ex tri- 

cate them selves from the crowd. �e trucks were still �l ing past, the peo ple
still in sa tiably gap ing. At the start there had been a few boos and hisses, but
it came only from the Party mem bers among the crowd, and had soon
stopped. �e pre vail ing emo tion was sim ply cu rios ity. For eign ers, whether
from Eura sia or from Eas t a sia, were a kind of strange an i mal. One lit er ally
never saw them ex cept in the guise of pris on ers, and even as pris on ers one
never got more than a mo men tary glimpse of them. Nor did one know what
be came of them, apart from the few who were hanged as war-crim i nals: the
oth ers sim ply van ished, pre sum ably into forced-labour camps. �e round
Mogol faces had given way to faces of a more Eu ro pean type, dirty, bearded
and ex hausted. From over scrubby cheek bones eyes looked into Win ston’s,
some times with strange in ten sity, and �ashed away again. �e con voy was
draw ing to an end. In the last truck he could see an aged man, his face a
mass of griz zled hair, stand ing up right with wrists crossed in front of him, as
though he were used to hav ing them bound to gether. It was al most time for
Win ston and the girl to part. But at the last mo ment, while the crowd still
hemmed them in, her hand felt for his and gave it a �eet ing squeeze.
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It could not have been ten sec onds, and yet it seemed a long time that their
hands were clasped to gether. He had time to learn ev ery de tail of her hand.
He ex plored the long �n gers, the shapely nails, the work-hard ened palm
with its row of cal louses, the smooth �esh un der the wrist. Merely from feel- 
ing it he would have known it by sight. In the same in stant it oc curred to
him that he did not know what colour the girl’s eyes were. �ey were prob a- 
bly brown, but peo ple with dark hair some times had blue eyes. To turn his
head and look at her would have been in con ceiv able folly. With hands
locked to gether, in vis i ble among the press of bod ies, they stared steadily in
front of them, and in stead of the eyes of the girl, the eyes of the aged pris- 
oner gazed mourn fully at Win ston out of nests of hair.
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in ston picked his way up the lane through dap pled light and shade,
step ping out into pools of gold wher ever the boughs parted. Un der

the trees to the le� of him the ground was misty with blue bells. �e air
seemed to kiss one’s skin. It was the sec ond of May. From some where deeper
in the heart of the wood came the dron ing of ring doves.

He was a bit early. �ere had been no di�  cul ties about the jour ney, and the
girl was so ev i dently ex pe ri enced that he was less fright ened than he would
nor mally have been. Pre sum ably she could be trusted to �nd a safe place. In
gen eral you could not as sume that you were much safer in the coun try than
in Lon don. �ere were no tele screens, of course, but there was al ways the
dan ger of con cealed mi cro phones by which your voice might be picked up
and rec og nized; be sides, it was not easy to make a jour ney by your self with- 
out at tract ing at ten tion. For dis tances of less than 100 kilo me tres it was not
nec es sary to get your pass port en dorsed, but some times there were pa trols
hang ing about the rail way sta tions, who ex am ined the pa pers of any Party
mem ber they found there and asked awk ward ques tions. How ever, no pa- 
trols had ap peared, and on the walk from the sta tion he had made sure by
cau tious back ward glances that he was not be ing fol lowed. �e train was full
of pro les, in hol i day mood be cause of the sum mery weather. �e wooden-
seated car riage in which he trav elled was �lled to over �ow ing by a sin gle
enor mous fam ily, rang ing from a tooth less great-grand mother to a month-
old baby, go ing out to spend an a� er noon with ‘in-laws’ in the coun try, and,
as they freely ex plained to Win ston, to get hold of a lit tle black mar ket but ter.
�e lane widened, and in a minute he came to the foot path she had told

him of, a mere cat tle-track which plunged be tween the bushes. He had no
watch, but it could not be �� een yet. �e blue bells were so thick un der foot
that it was im pos si ble not to tread on them. He knelt down and be gan pick- 
ing some partly to pass the time away, but also from a vague idea that he
would like to have a bunch of �ow ers to o� er to the girl when they met. He
had got to gether a big bunch and was smelling their faint sickly scent when a
sound at his back froze him, the un mis tak able crackle of a foot on twigs. He
went on pick ing blue bells. It was the best thing to do. It might be the girl, or
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he might have been fol lowed a� er all. To look round was to show guilt. He
picked an other and an other. A hand fell lightly on his shoul der.

He looked up. It was the girl. She shook her head, ev i dently as a warn ing
that he must keep silent, then parted the bushes and quickly led the way
along the nar row track into the wood. Ob vi ously she had been that way be- 
fore, for she dodged the boggy bits as though by habit. Win ston fol lowed,
still clasp ing his bunch of �ow ers. His �rst feel ing was re lief, but as he
watched the strong slen der body mov ing in front of him, with the scar let
sash that was just tight enough to bring out the curve of her hips, the sense
of his own in fe ri or ity was heavy upon him. Even now it seemed quite likely
that when she turned round and looked at him she would draw back a� er
all. �e sweet ness of the air and the green ness of the leaves daunted him. Al- 
ready on the walk from the sta tion the May sun shine had made him feel
dirty and eti o lated, a crea ture of in doors, with the sooty dust of Lon don in
the pores of his skin. It oc curred to him that till now she had prob a bly never
seen him in broad day light in the open. �ey came to the fallen tree that she
had spo ken of. �e girl hopped over and forced apart the bushes, in which
there did not seem to be an open ing. When Win ston fol lowed her, he found
that they were in a nat u ral clear ing, a tiny grassy knoll sur rounded by tall
saplings that shut it in com pletely. �e girl stopped and turned.

‘Here we are,’ she said.
He was fac ing her at sev eral paces’ dis tance. As yet he did not dare move

nearer to her.
‘I didn’t want to say any thing in the lane,’ she went on, ‘in case there’s a

mike hid den there. I don’t sup pose there is, but there could be. �ere’s al- 
ways the chance of one of those swine rec og niz ing your voice. We’re all right
here.’

He still had not the courage to ap proach her. ‘We’re all right here?’ he re- 
peated stupidly.

‘Yes. Look at the trees.’ �ey were small ashes, which at some time had
been cut down and had sprouted up again into a for est of poles, none of
them thicker than one’s wrist. ‘�ere’s noth ing big enough to hide a mike in.
Be sides, I’ve been here be fore.’
�ey were only mak ing con ver sa tion. He had man aged to move closer to

her now. She stood be fore him very up right, with a smile on her face that
looked faintly iron i cal, as though she were won der ing why he was so slow to
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act. �e blue bells had cas caded on to the ground. �ey seemed to have fallen
of their own ac cord. He took her hand.

‘Would you be lieve,’ he said, ‘that till this mo ment I didn’t know what
colour your eyes were?’ �ey were brown, he noted, a rather light shade of
brown, with dark lashes. ‘Now that you’ve seen what I’m re ally like, can you
still bear to look at me?’

‘Yes, eas ily.’
‘I’m thirty-nine years old. I’ve got a wife that I can’t get rid of. I’ve got vari- 

cose veins. I’ve got �ve false teeth.’
‘I couldn’t care less,’ said the girl.
�e next mo ment, it was hard to say by whose act, she was in his his arms.

At the be gin ning he had no feel ing ex cept sheer in credulity. �e youth ful
body was strained against his own, the mass of dark hair was against his
face, and yes! ac tu ally she had turned her face up and he was kiss ing the
wide red mouth. She had clasped her arms about his neck, she was call ing
him dar ling, pre cious one, loved one. He had pulled her down on to the
ground, she was ut terly un re sist ing, he could do what he liked with her. But
the truth was that he had no phys i cal sen sa tion, ex cept that of mere con tact.
All he felt was in credulity and pride. He was glad that this was hap pen ing,
but he had no phys i cal de sire. It was too soon, her youth and pret ti ness had
fright ened him, he was too much used to liv ing with out women—he did not
know the rea son. �e girl picked her self up and pulled a blue bell out of her
hair. She sat against him, putting her arm round his waist.

‘Never mind, dear. �ere’s no hurry. We’ve got the whole a� er noon. Isn’t
this a splen did hide-out? I found it when I got lost once on a com mu nity
hike. If any one was com ing you could hear them a hun dred me tres away.’

‘What is your name?’ said Win ston.
‘Ju lia. I know yours. It’s Win ston—Win ston Smith.’
‘How did you �nd that out?’
‘I ex pect I’m bet ter at �nd ing things out than you are, dear. Tell me, what

did you think of me be fore that day I gave you the note?’
He did not feel any temp ta tion to tell lies to her. It was even a sort of love-

o� er ing to start o� by telling the worst.
‘I hated the sight of you,’ he said. ‘I wanted to rape you and then mur der

you a� er wards. Two weeks ago I thought se ri ously of smash ing your head in
with a cob ble stone. If you re ally want to know, I imag ined that you had



100

some thing to do with the �ought Po lice.’
�e girl laughed de light edly, ev i dently tak ing this as a trib ute to the ex cel- 

lence of her dis guise.
‘Not the �ought Po lice! You didn’t hon estly think that?’
‘Well, per haps not ex actly that. But from your gen eral ap pear ance—merely

be cause you’re young and fresh and healthy, you un der stand—I thought that
prob a bly——’

‘You thought I was a good Party mem ber. Pure in word and deed. Ban ners,
pro ces sions, slo gans, games, com mu nity hikes all that stu�. And you
thought that if I had a quar ter of a chance I’d de nounce you as a thought-
crim i nal and get you killed o�?’

‘Yes, some thing of that kind. A great many young girls are like that, you
know.’

‘It’s this bloody thing that does it,’ she said, rip ping o� the scar let sash of
the Ju nior Anti-Sex League and �ing ing it on to a bough. �en, as though
touch ing her waist had re minded her of some thing, she felt in the pocket of
her over alls and pro duced a small slab of choco late. She broke it in half and
gave one of the pieces to Win ston. Even be fore he had taken it he knew by
the smell that it was very un usual choco late. It was dark and shiny, and was
wrapped in sil ver pa per. Choco late nor mally was dull-brown crumbly stu�
that tasted, as nearly as one could de scribe it, like the smoke of a rub bish
�re. But at some time or an other he had tasted choco late like the piece she
had given him. �e �rst whi� of its scent had stirred up some mem ory
which he could not pin down, but which was pow er ful and trou bling.

‘Where did you get this stu�?’ he said.
‘Black mar ket,’ she said in di� er ently. ‘Ac tu ally I am that sort of girl, to look

at. I’m good at games. I was a troop-leader in the Spies. I do vol un tary work
three evenings a week for the Ju nior Anti-Sex League. Hours and hours I’ve
spent past ing their bloody rot all over Lon don. I al ways carry one end of a
ban ner in the pro ces sions. I al ways Iook cheer ful and I never shirk any thing.
Al ways yell with the crowd, that’s what I say. It’s the only way to be safe.’
�e �rst frag ment of choco late had melted on Win ston’s tongue. �e taste

was de light ful. But there was still that mem ory mov ing round the edges of
his con scious ness, some thing strongly felt but not re duc ible to de�  nite
shape, like an ob ject seen out of the cor ner of one’s eye. He pushed it away
from him, aware only that it was the mem ory of some ac tion which he



101

would have liked to undo but could not.
‘You are very young,’ he said. ‘You are ten or �� een years younger than I

am. What could you see to at tract you in a man like me?’
‘It was some thing in your face. I thought I’d take a chance. I’m good at

spot ting peo ple who don’t be long. As soon as I saw you I knew you were
against THEM.’

THEM, it ap peared, meant the Party, and above all the In ner Party, about
whom she talked with an open jeer ing ha tred which made Win ston feel un- 
easy, al though he knew that they were safe here if they could be safe any- 
where. A thing that as ton ished him about her was the coarse ness of her lan- 
guage. Party mem bers were sup posed not to swear, and Win ston him self
very sel dom did swear, aloud, at any rate. Ju lia, how ever, seemed un able to
men tion the Party, and es pe cially the In ner Party, with out us ing the kind of
words that you saw chalked up in drip ping al ley-ways. He did not dis like it.
It was merely one symp tom of her re volt against the Party and all its ways,
and some how it seemed nat u ral and healthy, like the sneeze of a horse that
smells bad hay. �ey had le� the clear ing and were wan der ing again through
the che quered shade, with their arms round each other’s waists when ever it
was wide enough to walk two abreast. He no ticed how much so�er her waist
seemed to feel now that the sash was gone. �ey did not speak above a whis- 
per. Out side the clear ing, Ju lia said, it was bet ter to go qui etly. Presently they
had reached the edge of the lit tle wood. She stopped him.

‘Don’t go out into the open. �ere might be some one watch ing. We’re all
right if we keep be hind the boughs.’
�ey were stand ing in the shade of hazel bushes. �e sun light, �l ter ing

through in nu mer able leaves, was still hot on their faces. Win ston looked out
into the �eld be yond, and un der went a cu ri ous, slow shock of recog ni tion.
He knew it by sight. An old, closebit ten pas ture, with a foot path wan der ing
across it and a mole hill here and there. In the ragged hedge on the op po site
side the boughs of the elm trees swayed just per cep ti bly in the breeze, and
their leaves stirred faintly in dense masses like women’s hair. Surely some- 
where nearby, but out of sight, there must be a stream with green pools
where dace were swim ming?

‘Isn’t there a stream some where near here?’ he whis pered.
‘�at’s right, there is a stream. It’s at the edge of the next �eld, ac tu ally.
�ere are �sh in it, great big ones. You can watch them ly ing in the pools un- 
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der the wil low trees, wav ing their tails.’
‘It’s the Golden Coun try—al most,’ he mur mured.
‘�e Golden Coun try?’
‘It’s noth ing, re ally. A land scape I’ve seen some times in a dream.’
‘Look!’ whis pered Ju lia.
A thrush had alighted on a bough not �ve me tres away, al most at the level

of their faces. Per haps it had not seen them. It was in the sun, they in the
shade. It spread out its wings, �t ted them care fully into place again, ducked
its head for a mo ment, as though mak ing a sort of obei sance to the sun, and
then be gan to pour forth a tor rent of song. In the a� er noon hush the vol ume
of sound was star tling. Win ston and Ju lia clung to gether, fas ci nated. �e
mu sic went on and on, minute a� er minute, with as ton ish ing vari a tions,
never once re peat ing it self, al most as though the bird were de lib er ately
show ing o� its vir tu os ity. Some times it stopped for a few sec onds, spread out
and re set tled its wings, then swelled its speck led breast and again burst into
song. Win ston watched it with a sort of vague rev er ence. For whom, for
what, was that bird singing? No mate, no ri val was watch ing it. What made it
sit at the edge of the lonely wood and pour its mu sic into noth ing ness? He
won dered whether a� er all there was a mi cro phone hid den some where near.
He and Ju lia had spo ken only in low whis pers, and it would not pick up
what they had said, but it would pick up the thrush. Per haps at the other end
of the in stru ment some small, bee tle-like man was lis ten ing in tently—lis ten- 
ing to that. But by de grees the �ood of mu sic drove all spec u la tions out of
his mind. It was as though it were a kind of liq uid stu� that poured all over
him and got mixed up with the sun light that �l tered through the leaves. He
stopped think ing and merely felt. �e girl’s waist in the bend of his arm was
so� and warm. He pulled her round so that they were breast to breast; her
body seemed to melt into his. Wher ever his hands moved it was all as yield- 
ing as wa ter. �eir mouths clung to gether; it was quite di� er ent from the
hard kisses they had ex changed ear lier. When they moved their faces apart
again both of them sighed deeply. �e bird took fright and �ed with a clat ter
of wings.

Win ston put his lips against her ear. ‘NOW,’ he whis pered.
‘Not here,’ she whis pered back. ‘Come back to the hide out. It’s safer.’
Quickly, with an oc ca sional crackle of twigs, they threaded their way back

to the clear ing. When they were once in side the ring of saplings she turned
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and faced him. �ey were both breath ing fast, but the smile had reap peared
round the cor ners of her mouth. She stood look ing at him for an in stant,
then felt at the zip per of her over alls. And, yes! it was al most as in his dream.
Al most as swi�ly as he had imag ined it, she had torn her clothes o�, and
when she �ung them aside it was with that same mag ni�  cent ges ture by
which a whole civ i liza tion seemed to be an ni hi lated. Her body gleamed
white in the sun. But for a mo ment he did not look at her body; his eyes
were an chored by the freck led face with its faint, bold smile. He knelt down
be fore her and took her hands in his.

‘Have you done this be fore?’
‘Of course. Hun dreds of times—well, scores of times, any way.’
‘With Party mem bers?’
‘Yes, al ways with Party mem bers.’
‘With mem bers of the In ner Party?’
‘Not with those swine, no. But there’s plenty that WOULD if they got half a

chance. �ey’re not so holy as they make out.’
His heart leapt. Scores of times she had done it: he wished it had been hun- 

dreds—thou sands. Any thing that hinted at cor rup tion al ways �lled him
with a wild hope. Who knew, per haps the Party was rot ten un der the sur- 
face, its cult of stren u ous ness and self-de nial sim ply a sham con ceal ing in iq- 
uity. If he could have in fected the whole lot of them with lep rosy or syphilis,
how gladly he would have done so! Any thing to rot, to weaken, to un der- 
mine! He pulled her down so that they were kneel ing face to face.

‘Lis ten. �e more men you’ve had, the more I love you. Do you un der stand
that?’

‘Yes, per fectly.’
‘I hate pu rity, I hate good ness! I don’t want any virtue to ex ist any where. I

want ev ery one to be cor rupt to the bones.’
‘Well then, I ought to suit you, dear. I’m cor rupt to the bones.’
‘You like do ing this? I don’t mean sim ply me: I mean the thing in it self?’
‘I adore it.’
�at was above all what he wanted to hear. Not merely the love of one per-

son but the an i mal in stinct, the sim ple un di� er en ti ated de sire: that was the
force that would tear the Party to pieces. He pressed her down upon the
grass, among the fallen blue bells. �is time there was no di�  culty. Presently
the ris ing and fall ing of their breasts slowed to nor mal speed, and in a sort of
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pleas ant help less ness they fell apart. �e sun seemed to have grown hot ter.
�ey were both sleepy. He reached out for the dis carded over alls and pulled
them partly over her. Al most im me di ately they fell asleep and slept for about
half an hour.

Win ston woke �rst. He sat up and watched the freck led face, still peace- 
fully asleep, pil lowed on the palm of her hand. Ex cept for her mouth, you
could not call her beau ti ful. �ere was a line or two round the eyes, if you
looked closely. �e short dark hair was ex traor di nar ily thick and so�. It oc- 
curred to him that he still did not know her sur name or where she lived.
�e young, strong body, now help less in sleep, awoke in him a pity ing, pro- 

tect ing feel ing. But the mind less ten der ness that he had felt un der the hazel
tree, while the thrush was singing, had not quite come back. He pulled the
over alls aside and stud ied her smooth white �ank. In the old days, he
thought, a man looked at a girl’s body and saw that it was de sir able, and that
was the end of the story. But you could not have pure love or pure lust nowa- 
days. No emo tion was pure, be cause ev ery thing was mixed up with fear and
ha tred. �eir em brace had been a bat tle, the cli max a vic tory. It was a blow
struck against the Party. It was a po lit i cal act.
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‘

C��� ��� �

We can come here once again,’ said Ju lia. ‘It’s gen er ally safe to use any
hide-out twice. But not for an other month or two, of course.’
As soon as she woke up her de meanour had changed. She be came alert and

busi ness-like, put her clothes on, knot ted the scar let sash about her waist,
and be gan ar rang ing the de tails of the jour ney home. It seemed nat u ral to
leave this to her. She ob vi ously had a prac ti cal cun ning which Win ston
lacked, and she seemed also to have an ex haus tive knowl edge of the coun- 
try side round Lon don, stored away from in nu mer able com mu nity hikes.
�e route she gave him was quite di� er ent from the one by which he had
come, and brought him out at a di� er ent rail way sta tion. ‘Never go home the
same way as you went out,’ she said, as though enun ci at ing an im por tant
gen eral prin ci ple. She would leave �rst, and Win ston was to wait half an
hour be fore fol low ing her.

She had named a place where they could meet a� er work, four evenings
hence. It was a street in one of the poorer quar ters, where there was an open
mar ket which was gen er ally crowded and noisy. She would be hang ing about
among the stalls, pre tend ing to be in search of shoelaces or sewing-thread. If
she judged that the coast was clear she would blow her nose when he ap- 
proached; oth er wise he was to walk past her with out recog ni tion. But with
luck, in the mid dle of the crowd, it would be safe to talk for a quar ter of an
hour and ar range an other meet ing.

‘And now I must go,’ she said as soon as he had mas tered his in struc tions.
‘I’m due back at nine teen-thirty. I’ve got to put in two hours for the Ju nior
Anti-Sex League, hand ing out lea�ets, or some thing. Isn’t it bloody? Give me
a brush-down, would you? Have I got any twigs in my hair? Are you sure?
�en good-bye, my love, good-bye!’

She �ung her self into his arms, kissed him al most vi o lently, and a mo ment
later pushed her way through the saplings and dis ap peared into the wood
with very lit tle noise. Even now he had not found out her sur name or her
ad dress. How ever, it made no di� er ence, for it was in con ceiv able that they
could ever meet in doors or ex change any kind of writ ten com mu ni ca tion.

As it hap pened, they never went back to the clear ing in the wood. Dur ing
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the month of May there was only one fur ther oc ca sion on which they ac tu- 
ally suc ceeded in mak ing love. �at was in an other hidlng-place known to
Ju lia, the bel fry of a ru inous church in an al most-de serted stretch of coun try
where an atomic bomb had fallen thirty years ear lier. It was a good hid ing-
place when once you got there, but the get ting there was very dan ger ous. For
the rest they could meet only in the streets, in a di� er ent place ev ery evening
and never for more than half an hour at a time. In the street it was usu ally
pos si ble to talk, a� er a fash ion. As they dri�ed down the crowded pave- 
ments, not quite abreast and never look ing at one an other, they car ried on a
cu ri ous, in ter mit tent con ver sa tion which �icked on and o� like the beams of
a light house, sud denly nipped into si lence by the ap proach of a Party uni- 
form or the prox im ity of a tele screen, then taken up again min utes later in
the mid dle of a sen tence, then abruptly cut short as they parted at the agreed
spot, then con tin ued al most with out in tro duc tion on the fol low ing day. Ju lia
ap peared to be quite used to this kind of con ver sa tion, which she called
‘talk ing by in stal ments’. She was also sur pris ingly adept at speak ing with out
mov ing her lips. Just once in al most a month of nightly meet ings they man- 
aged to ex change a kiss. �ey were pass ing in si lence down a side-street (Ju- 
lia would never speak when they were away from the main streets) when
there was a deaf en ing roar, the earth heaved, and the air dark ened, and Win- 
ston found him self ly ing on his side, bruised and ter ri �ed. A rocket bomb
must have dropped quite near at hand. Sud denly he be came aware of Ju lia’s
face a few cen time tres from his own, deathly white, as white as chalk. Even
her lips were white. She was dead! He clasped her against him and found
that he was kiss ing a live warm face. But there was some pow dery stu� that
got in the way of his lips. Both of their faces were thickly coated with plas ter.
�ere were evenings when they reached their ren dezvous and then had to

walk past one an other with out a sign, be cause a pa trol had just come round
the cor ner or a he li copter was hov er ing over head. Even if it had been less
dan ger ous, it would still have been di�  cult to �nd time to meet. Win ston’s
work ing week was sixty hours, Ju lia’s was even longer, and their free days
var ied ac cord ing to the pres sure of work and did not o� en co in cide. Ju lia, in
any case, sel dom had an evening com pletely free. She spent an as ton ish ing
amount of time in at tend ing lec tures and demon stra tions, dis tribut ing lit er- 
a ture for the ju nior Anti-Sex League, pre par ing ban ners for Hate Week,
mak ing col lec tions for the sav ings cam paign, and such-like ac tiv i ties. It paid,
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she said, it was cam ou �age. If you kept the small rules, you could break the
big ones. She even in duced Win ston to mort gage yet an other of his evenings
by en rolling him self for the part-time mu ni tion work which was done vol- 
un tar ily by zeal ous Party mem bers. So, one evening ev ery week, Win ston
spent four hours of paralysing bore dom, screw ing to gether small bits of
metal which were prob a bly parts of bomb fuses, in a draughty, ill-lit work- 
shop where the knock ing of ham mers min gled drea rily with the mu sic of
the tele screens.

When they met in the church tower the gaps in their frag men tary con ver- 
sa tion were �lled up. It was a blaz ing a� er noon. �e air in the lit tle square
cham ber above the bells was hot and stag nant, and smelt over pow er ingly of
pi geon dung. �ey sat talk ing for hours on the dusty, twig-lit tered �oor, one
or other of them get ting up from time to time to cast a glance through the
ar rowslits and make sure that no one was com ing.

Ju lia was twenty-six years old. She lived in a hos tel with thirty other girls
(’Al ways in the stink of women! How I hate women!’ she said par en thet i- 
cally), and she worked, as he had guessed, on the novel-writ ing ma chines in
the Fic tion De part ment. She en joyed her work, which con sisted chie�y in
run ning and ser vic ing a pow er ful but tricky elec tric mo tor. She was ‘not
clever’, but was fond of us ing her hands and felt at home with ma chin ery.
She could de scribe the whole process of com pos ing a novel, from the gen- 
eral di rec tive is sued by the Plan ning Com mit tee down to the � nal touch ing-
up by the Re write Squad. But she was not in ter ested in the �n ished prod uct.
She ‘didn’t much care for read ing,’ she said. Books were just a com mod ity
that had to be pro duced, like jam or boot laces.

She had no mem o ries of any thing be fore the early six ties and the only per- 
son she had ever known who talked fre quently of the days be fore the Rev o- 
lu tion was a grand fa ther who had dis ap peared when she was eight. At
school she had been cap tain of the hockey team and had won the gym nas- 
tics tro phy two years run ning. She had been a troop-leader in the Spies and
a branch sec re tary in the Youth League be fore join ing the Ju nior Anti-Sex
League. She had al ways borne an ex cel lent char ac ter. She had even (an in fal- 
li ble mark of good rep u ta tion) been picked out to work in Pornosec, the
sub-sec tion of the Fic tion De part ment which turned out cheap pornog ra phy
for dis tri bu tion among the pro les. It was nick named Muck House by the
peo ple who worked in it, she re marked. �ere she had re mained for a year,
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help ing to pro duce book lets in sealed pack ets with ti tles like ‘Spank ing Sto- 
ries’ or ‘One Night in a Girls’ School’, to be bought furtively by pro le tar ian
youths who were un der the im pres sion that they were buy ing some thing il- 
le gal.

‘What are these books like?’ said Win ston cu ri ously.
‘Oh, ghastly rub bish. �ey’re bor ing, re ally. �ey only have six plots, but

they swap them round a bit. Of course I was only on the kalei do scopes. I
was never in the Re write Squad. I’m not lit er ary, dear—not even enough for
that.’

He learned with as ton ish ment that all the work ers in Pornosec, ex cept the
heads of the de part ments, were girls. �e the ory was that men, whose sex
in stincts were less con trol lable than those of women, were in greater dan ger
of be ing cor rupted by the �lth they han dled.

‘�ey don’t even like hav ing mar ried women there,’ she added. Girls are al- 
ways sup posed to be so pure. Here’s one who isn’t, any way.

She had had her �rst love-a� air when she was six teen, with a Party mem- 
ber of sixty who later com mit ted sui cide to avoid ar rest. ‘And a good job too,’
said Ju lia, ‘oth er wise they’d have had my name out of him when he con-
fessed.’ Since then there had been var i ous oth ers. Life as she saw it was quite
sim ple. You wanted a good time; ‘they’, mean ing the Party, wanted to stop
you hav ing it; you broke the rules as best you could. She seemed to think it
just as nat u ral that ‘they’ should want to rob you of your plea sures as that
you should want to avoid be ing caught. She hated the Party, and said so in
the crud est words, but she made no gen eral crit i cism of it. Ex cept where it
touched upon her own life she had no in ter est in Party doc trine. He no ticed
that she never used Newspeak words ex cept the ones that had passed into
ev ery day use. She had never heard of the Broth er hood, and re fused to be- 
lieve in its ex is tence. Any kind of or ga nized re volt against the Party, which
was bound to be a fail ure, struck her as stupid. �e clever thing was to break
the rules and stay alive all the same. He won dered vaguely how many oth ers
like her there might be in the younger gen er a tion peo ple who had grown up
in the world of the Rev o lu tion, know ing noth ing else, ac cept ing the Party as
some thing un al ter able, like the sky, not re belling against its au thor ity but
sim ply evad ing it, as a rab bit dodges a dog.
�ey did not dis cuss the pos si bil ity of get ting mar ried. It was too re mote to

be worth think ing about. No imag in able com mit tee would ever sanc tion
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such a mar riage even if Katharine, Win ston’s wife, could some how have been
got rid of. It was hope less even as a day dream.

‘What was she like, your wife?’ said Ju lia.
‘She was—do you know the Newspeak word GOOD THINK FUL? Mean ing

nat u rally or tho dox, in ca pable of think ing a bad thought?’
‘No, I didn’t know the word, but I know the kind of per son, right enough.’
He be gan telling her the story of his mar ried life, but cu ri ously enough she

ap peared to know the es sen tial parts of it al ready. She de scribed to him, al- 
most as though she had seen or felt it, the sti� en ing of Katharine’s body as
soon as he touched her, the way in which she still seemed to be push ing him
from her with all her strength, even when her arms were clasped tightly
round him. With Ju lia he felt no di�  culty in talk ing about such things:
Katharine, in any case, had long ceased to be a painful mem ory and be came
merely a dis taste ful one.

‘I could have stood it if it hadn’t been for one thing,’ he said. He told her
about the frigid lit tle cer e mony that Katharine had forced him to go through
on the same night ev ery week. ‘She hated it, but noth ing would make her
stop do ing it. She used to call it—but you’ll never guess.’

‘Our duty to the Party,’ said Ju lia promptly.
‘How did you know that?’
‘I’ve been at school too, dear. Sex talks once a month for the over-six teens.

And in the Youth Move ment. �ey rub it into you for years. I dare say it
works in a lot of cases. But of course you can never tell; peo ple are such hyp- 
ocrites.’

She be gan to en large upon the sub ject. With Ju lia, ev ery thing came back to
her own sex u al ity. As soon as this was touched upon in any way she was ca- 
pa ble of great acute ness. Un like Win ston, she had grasped the in ner mean- 
ing of the Party’s sex ual pu ri tanism. It was not merely that the sex in stinct
cre ated a world of its own which was out side the Party’s con trol and which
there fore had to be de stroyed if pos si ble. What was more im por tant was that
sex ual pri va tion in duced hys te ria, which was de sir able be cause it could be
trans formed into war-fever and leader-wor ship. �e way she put it was:

‘When you make love you’re us ing up en ergy; and a� er wards you feel
happy and don’t give a damn for any thing. �ey can’t bear you to feel like
that. �ey want you to be burst ing with en ergy all the time. All this march- 
ing up and down and cheer ing and wav ing �ags is sim ply sex gone sour. If
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you’re happy in side your self, why should you get ex cited about Big Brother
and the �ree-Year Plans and the Two Min utes Hate and all the rest of their
bloody rot?’
�at was very true, he thought. �ere was a di rect in ti mate con nex ion be- 

tween chastity and po lit i cal or tho doxy. For how could the fear, the ha tred,
and the lu natic credulity which the Party needed in its mem bers be kept at
the right pitch, ex cept by bot tling down some pow er ful in stinct and us ing it
as a driv ing force? �e sex im pulse was dan ger ous to the Party, and the Party
had turned it to ac count. �ey had played a sim i lar trick with the in stinct of
par ent hood. �e fam ily could not ac tu ally be abol ished, and, in deed, peo ple
were en cour aged to be fond of their chil dren, in al most the old-fash ioned
way. �e chil dren, on the other hand, were sys tem at i cally turned against
their par ents and taught to spy on them and re port their de vi a tions. �e
fam ily had be come in e� ect an ex ten sion of the �ought Po lice. It was a de- 
vice by means of which ev ery one could be sur rounded night and day by in- 
form ers who knew him in ti mately.

Abruptly his mind went back to Katharine. Katharine would un ques tion- 
ably have de nounced him to the �ought Po lice if she had not hap pened to
be too stupid to de tect the un ortho doxy of his opin ions. But what re ally re- 
called her to him at this mo ment was the sti �ing heat of the a� er noon,
which had brought the sweat out on his fore head. He be gan telling Ju lia of
some thing that had hap pened, or rather had failed to hap pen, on an other
swel ter ing sum mer a� er noon, eleven years ago.

It was three or four months a� er they were mar ried. �ey had lost their
way on a com mu nity hike some where in Kent. �ey had only lagged be hind
the oth ers for a cou ple of min utes, but they took a wrong turn ing, and
presently found them selves pulled up short by the edge of an old chalk
quarry. It was a sheer drop of ten or twenty me tres, with boul ders at the bot- 
tom. �ere was no body of whom they could ask the way. As soon as she re- 
al ized that they were lost Katharine be came very un easy. To be away from
the noisy mob of hik ers even for a mo ment gave her a feel ing of wrong-do- 
ing. She wanted to hurry back by the way they had come and start search ing
in the other di rec tion. But at this mo ment Win ston no ticed some tu�s of
looses trife grow ing in the cracks of the cli� be neath them. One tu� was of
two colours, ma genta and brick-red, ap par ently grow ing on the same root.
He had never seen any thing of the kind be fore, and he called to Katharine to
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come and look at it.
‘Look, Katharine! Look at those �ow ers. �at clump down near the bot- 

tom. Do you see they’re two di� er ent colours?’
She had al ready turned to go, but she did rather fret fully come back for a

mo ment. She even leaned out over the cli� face to see where he was point- 
ing. He was stand ing a lit tle be hind her, and he put his hand on her waist to
steady her. At this mo ment it sud denly oc curred to him how com pletely
alone they were. �ere was not a hu man crea ture any where, not a leaf stir- 
ring, not even a bird awake. In a place like this the dan ger that there would
be a hid den mi cro phone was very small, and even if there was a mi cro phone
it would only pick up sounds. It was the hottest sleepi est hour of the a� er- 
noon. �e sun blazed down upon them, the sweat tick led his face. And the
thought struck him...

‘Why didn’t you give her a good shove?’ said Ju lia. ‘I would have.’
‘Yes, dear, you would have. I would, if I’d been the same per son then as I

am now. Or per haps I would—I’m not cer tain.’
‘Are you sorry you didn’t?’
‘Yes. On the whole I’m sorry I didn’t.’
�ey were sit ting side by side on the dusty �oor. He pulled her closer

against him. Her head rested on his shoul der, the pleas ant smell of her hair
con quer ing the pi geon dung. She was very young, he thought, she still ex- 
pected some thing from life, she did not un der stand that to push an in con ve- 
nient per son over a cli� solves noth ing.

‘Ac tu ally it would have made no di� er ence,’ he said.
‘�en why are you sorry you didn’t do it?’
‘Only be cause I pre fer a pos i tive to a neg a tive. In this game that we’re play- 

ing, we can’t win. Some kinds of fail ure are bet ter than other kinds, that’s all.’
He felt her shoul ders give a wrig gle of dis sent. She al ways con tra dicted him

when he said any thing of this kind. She would not ac cept it as a law of na- 
ture that the in di vid ual is al ways de feated. In a way she re al ized that she her- 
self was doomed, that sooner or later the �ought Po lice would catch her
and kill her, but with an other part of her mind she be lieved that it was some- 
how pos si ble to con struct a se cret world in which you could live as you
chose. All you needed was luck and cun ning and bold ness. She did not un- 
der stand that there was no such thing as hap pi ness, that the only vic tory lay
in the far fu ture, long a� er you were dead, that from the mo ment of declar- 
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ing war on the Party it was bet ter to think of your self as a corpse.
‘We are the dead,’ he said.
‘We’re not dead yet,’ said Ju lia pro saically.
‘Not phys i cally. Six months, a year—�ve years, con ceiv ably. I am afraid of

death. You are young, so pre sum ably you’re more afraid of it than I am. Ob- 
vi ously we shall put it o� as long as we can. But it makes very lit tle di� er- 
ence. So long as hu man be ings stay hu man, death and life are the same
thing.’

‘Oh, rub bish! Which would you sooner sleep with, me or a skele ton? Don’t
you en joy be ing alive? Don’t you like feel ing: �is is me, this is my hand, this
is my leg, I’m real, I’m solid, I’m alive! Don’t you like THIS?’

She twisted her self round and pressed her bo som against him. He could
feel her breasts, ripe yet �rm, through her over alls. Her body seemed to be
pour ing some of its youth and vigour into his.

‘Yes, I like that,’ he said.
‘�en stop talk ing about dy ing. And now lis ten, dear, we’ve got to �x 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 di� er ent
way this time. I’ve got it all planned out. You take the train—but look, I’ll
draw it out for you.’

And in her prac ti cal way she scraped to gether a small square of dust, and
with a twig from a pi geon’s nest be gan draw ing a map on the �oor.
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in ston looked round the shabby lit tle room above Mr Char ring ton’s
shop. Be side the win dow the enor mous bed was made up, with

ragged blan kets and a cov er less bol ster. �e old-fash ioned clock with the
twelve-hour face was tick ing away on the man tel piece. In the cor ner, on the
gate leg ta ble, the glass pa per weight which he had bought on his last visit
gleamed so�ly out of the half-dark ness.

In the fender was a bat tered tin oil stove, a saucepan, and two cups, pro- 
vided by Mr Char ring ton. Win ston lit the burner and set a pan of wa ter to
boil. He had brought an en ve lope full of Vic tory Co� ee and some sac cha rine
tablets. �e clock’s hands said sev en teen-twenty: it was nine teen-twenty re- 
ally. She was com ing at nine teen-thirty.

Folly, folly, his heart kept say ing: con scious, gra tu itous, sui ci dal folly. Of all
the crimes that a Party mem ber could com mit, this one was the least pos si- 
ble to con ceal. Ac tu ally the idea had �rst �oated into his head in the form of
a vi sion, of the glass pa per weight mir rored by the sur face of the gate leg ta- 
ble. As he had fore seen, Mr Char ring ton had made no di�  culty about let- 
ting the room. He was ob vi ously glad of the few dol lars that it would bring
him. Nor did he seem shocked or be come o� en sively know ing when it was
made clear that Win ston wanted the room for the pur pose of a love-a� air.
In stead he looked into the mid dle dis tance and spoke in gen er al i ties, with so
del i cate an air as to give the im pres sion that he had be come partly in vis i ble.
Pri vacy, he said, was a very valu able thing. Ev ery one wanted a place where
they could be alone oc ca sion ally. And when they had such a place, it was
only com mon cour tesy in any one else who knew of it to keep his knowl edge
to him self. He even, seem ing al most to fade out of ex is tence as he did so,
added that there were two en tries to the house, one of them through the
back yard, which gave on an al ley.

Un der the win dow some body was singing. Win ston peeped out, se cure in
the pro tec tion of the muslin cur tain. �e June sun was still high in the sky,
and in the sun-�lled court be low, a mon strous woman, solid as a Nor man
pil lar, with brawny red fore arms and a sack ing apron strapped about her
mid dle, was stump ing to and fro be tween a wash tub and a clothes line, peg- 
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ging out a se ries of square white things which Win ston rec og nized as ba bies’
di a pers. When ever her mouth was not corked with clothes pegs she was
singing in a pow er ful con tralto:

It was only an ‘ope less fancy.  

It passed like an Ipril dye,  

But a look an’ a word an’ the dreams they stirred!  

�ey ‘ave  

stolen my ‘eart awye!

�e tune had been haunt ing Lon don for weeks past. It was one of count less
sim i lar songs pub lished for the ben e �t of the pro les by a sub-sec tion of the
Mu sic De part ment. �e words of these songs were com posed with out any
hu man in ter ven tion what ever on an in stru ment known as a ver si � ca tor. But
the woman sang so tune fully as to turn the dread ful rub bish into an al most
pleas ant sound. He could hear the woman singing and the scrape of her
shoes on the �ag stones, and the cries of the chil dren in the street, and some-
where in the far dis tance a faint roar of tra� c, and yet the room seemed cu- 
ri ously silent, thanks to the ab sence of a tele screen.

Folly, folly, folly! he thought again. It was in con ceiv able that they could fre- 
quent this place for more than a few weeks with out be ing caught. But the
temp ta tion of hav ing a hid ing-place that was truly their own, in doors and
near at hand, had been too much for both of them. For some time a� er their
visit to the church bel fry it had been im pos si ble to ar range meet ings. Work- 
ing hours had been dras ti cally in creased in an tic i pa tion of Hate Week. It was
more than a month dis tant, but the enor mous, com plex prepa ra tions that it
en tailed were throw ing ex tra work on to ev ery body. Fi nally both of them
man aged to se cure a free a� er noon on the same day. �ey had agreed to go
back to the clear ing in the wood. On the evening be fore hand they met
brie�y in the street. As usual, Win ston hardly looked at Ju lia as they dri�ed
to wards one an other in the crowd, but from the short glance he gave her it
seemed to him that she was paler than usual.

‘It’s all o�,’ she mur mured as soon as she judged it safe to speak. ‘To mor- 
row, I mean.’

‘What?’
‘To mor row a� er noon. I can’t come.’
‘Why not?’
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‘Oh, the usual rea son. It’s started early this time.’
For a mo ment he was vi o lently an gry. Dur ing the month that he had

known her the na ture of his de sire for her had changed. At the be gin ning
there had been lit tle true sen su al ity in it. �eir �rst love-mak ing had been
sim ply an act of the will. But a� er the sec ond time it was di� er ent. �e smell
of her hair, the taste of her mouth, the feel ing of her skin seemed to have got
in side him, or into the air all round him. She had be come a phys i cal ne ces- 
sity, some thing that he not only wanted but felt that he had a right to. When
she said that she could not come, he had the feel ing that she was cheat ing
him. But just at this mo ment the crowd pressed them to gether and their
hands ac ci den tally met. She gave the tips of his �n gers a quick squeeze that
seemed to in vite not de sire but a� ec tion. It struck him that when one lived
with a woman this par tic u lar dis ap point ment must be a nor mal, re cur ring
event; and a deep ten der ness, such as he had not felt for her be fore, sud denly
took hold of him. He wished that they were a mar ried cou ple of ten years’
stand ing. He wished that he were walk ing through the streets with her just
as they were do ing now but openly and with out fear, talk ing of triv i al i ties
and buy ing odds and ends for the house hold. He wished above all that they
had some place where they could be alone to gether with out feel ing the obli- 
ga tion to make love ev ery time they met. It was not ac tu ally at that mo ment,
but at some time on the fol low ing day, that the idea of rent ing Mr Char ring- 
ton’s room had oc curred to him. When he sug gested it to Ju lia she had
agreed with un ex pected readi ness. Both of them knew that it was lu nacy. It
was as though they were in ten tion ally step ping nearer to their graves. As he
sat wait ing on the edge of the bed he thought again of the cel lars of the Min- 
istry of Love. It was cu ri ous how that pre des tined hor ror moved in and out
of one’s con scious ness. �ere it lay, �xed in fu ture times, pre ced ing death as
surely as 99 pre cedes 100. One could not avoid it, but one could per haps
post pone it: and yet in stead, ev ery now and again, by a con scious, wil ful act,
one chose to shorten the in ter val be fore it hap pened.

At this mo ment there was a quick step on the stairs. Ju lia burst into the
room. She was car ry ing a tool-bag of coarse brown can vas, such as he had
some times seen her car ry ing to and fro at the Min istry. He started for ward
to take her in his arms, but she dis en gaged her self rather hur riedly, partly
be cause she was still hold ing the tool-bag.

‘Half a sec ond,’ she said. ‘Just let me show you what I’ve brought. Did you



116

bring some of that �lthy Vic tory Co� ee? I thought you would. You can
chuck it away again, be cause we shan’t be need ing it. Look here.’

She fell on her knees, threw open the bag, and tum bled out some span ners
and a screw driver that �lled the top part of it. Un der neath were a num ber of
neat pa per pack ets. �e �rst packet that she passed to Win ston had a strange
and yet vaguely fa mil iar feel ing. It was �lled with some kind of heavy, sand-
like stu� which yielded wher ever you touched it.

‘It isn’t sugar?’ he said.
‘Real sugar. Not sac cha rine, sugar. And here’s a loaf of bread—proper white

bread, not our bloody stu�—and a lit tle pot of jam. And here’s a tin of milk
—but look! �is is the one I’m re ally proud of. I had to wrap a bit of sack ing
round it, be cause——’

But she did not need to tell him why she had wrapped it up. �e smell was
al ready �ll ing the room, a rich hot smell which seemed like an em a na tion
from his early child hood, but which one did oc ca sion ally meet with even
now, blow ing down a pas sage-way be fore a door slammed, or di� us ing it self
mys te ri ously in a crowded street, sni�ed for an in stant and then lost again.

‘It’s co� ee,’ he mur mured, ‘real co� ee.’
‘It’s In ner Party co� ee. �ere’s a whole kilo here,’ she said.
‘How did you man age to get hold of all these things?’
‘It’s all In ner Party stu�. �ere’s noth ing those swine don’t have, noth ing.

But of course wait ers and ser vants and peo ple pinch things, and—look, I got
a lit tle packet of tea as well.’

Win ston had squat ted down be side her. He tore open a cor ner of the
packet.

‘It’s real tea. Not black berry leaves.’
‘�ere’s been a lot of tea about lately. �ey’ve cap tured In dia, or some thing,’

she said vaguely. ‘But lis ten, dear. I want you to turn your back on me for
three min utes. Go and sit on the other side of the bed. Don’t go too near the
win dow. And don’t turn round till I tell you.’

Win ston gazed ab stract edly through the muslin cur tain. Down in the yard
the red-armed woman was still march ing to and fro be tween the wash tub
and the line. She took two more pegs out of her mouth and sang with deep
feel ing:

�ey sye that time ‘eals all things,  
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�ey sye you can al ways for get;  

But the smiles an’ the tears acrorss the years  

�ey twist my  

‘eart-strings yet!

She knew the whole driv el ling song by heart, it seemed. Her voice �oated
up ward with the sweet sum mer air, very tune ful, charged with a sort of
happy melan choly. One had the feel ing that she would have been per fectly
con tent, if the June evening had been end less and the sup ply of clothes in ex- 
haustible, to re main there for a thou sand years, peg ging out di a pers and
singing rub bish. It struck him as a cu ri ous fact that he had never heard a
mem ber of the Party singing alone and spon ta neously. It would even have
seemed slightly un ortho dox, a dan ger ous ec cen tric ity, like talk ing to one self.
Per haps it was only when peo ple were some where near the star va tion level
that they had any thing to sing about.

‘You can turn round now,’ said Ju lia.
He turned round, and for a sec ond al most failed to rec og nize her. What he

had ac tu ally ex pected was to see her naked. But she was not naked. �e
trans for ma tion that had hap pened was much more sur pris ing than that. She
had painted her face.

She must have slipped into some shop in the pro le tar ian quar ters and
bought her self a com plete set of make-up ma te ri als. Her lips were deeply
red dened, her cheeks rouged, her nose pow dered; there was even a touch of
some thing un der the eyes to make them brighter. It was not very skil fully
done, but Win ston’s stan dards in such mat ters were not high. He had never
be fore seen or imag ined a woman of the Party with cos met ics on her face.
�e im prove ment in her ap pear ance was star tling. With just a few dabs of
colour in the right places she had be come not only very much pret tier, but,
above all, far more fem i nine. Her short hair and boy ish over alls merely
added to the e� ect. As he took her in his arms a wave of syn thetic vi o lets
�ooded his nos trils. He re mem bered the half-dark ness of a base ment
kitchen, and a woman’s cav ernous mouth. It was the very same scent that she
had used; but at the mo ment it did not seem to mat ter.

‘Scent too!’ he said.
‘Yes, dear, scent too. And do you know what I’m go ing to do next? I’m go- 

ing to get hold of a real woman’s frock from some where and wear it in stead



118

of these bloody trousers. I’ll wear silk stock ings and high-heeled shoes! In
this room I’m go ing to be a woman, not a Party com rade.’
�ey �ung their clothes o� and climbed into the huge ma hogany bed. It

was the �rst time that he had stripped him self naked in her pres ence. Un til
now he had been too much ashamed of his pale and mea gre body, with the
vari cose veins stand ing out on his calves and the dis coloured patch over his
an kle. �ere were no sheets, but the blan ket they lay on was thread bare and
smooth, and the size and springi ness of the bed as ton ished both of them. ‘It’s
sure to be full of bugs, but who cares?’ said Ju lia. One never saw a dou ble
bed nowa days, ex cept in the homes of the pro les. Win ston had oc ca sion ally
slept in one in his boy hood: Ju lia had never been in one be fore, so far as she
could re mem ber.

Presently they fell asleep for a lit tle while. When Win ston woke up the
hands of the clock had crept round to nearly nine. He did not stir, be cause
Ju lia was sleep ing with her head in the crook of his arm. Most of her make-
up had trans ferred it self to his own face or the bol ster, but a light stain of
rouge still brought out the beauty of her cheek bone. A yel low ray from the
sink ing sun fell across the foot of the bed and lighted up the �re place, where
the wa ter in the pan was boil ing fast. Down in the yard the woman had
stopped singing, but the faint shouts of chil dren �oated in from the street.
He won dered vaguely whether in the abol ished past it had been a nor mal ex- 
pe ri ence to lie in bed like this, in the cool of a sum mer evening, a man and a
woman with no clothes on, mak ing love when they chose, talk ing of what
they chose, not feel ing any com pul sion to get up, sim ply ly ing there and lis- 
ten ing to peace ful sounds out side. Surely there could never have been a time
when that seemed or di nary? Ju lia woke up, rubbed her eyes, and raised her- 
self on her el bow to look at the oil stove.

‘Half that wa ter’s boiled away,’ she said. ‘I’ll get up and make some co� ee in
an other mo ment. We’ve got an hour. What time do they cut the lights o� at
your �ats?’

‘Twenty-three thirty.’
‘It’s twenty-three at the hos tel. But you have to get in ear lier than that, be- 

cause—Hi! Get out, you �lthy brute!’
She sud denly twisted her self over in the bed, seized a shoe from the �oor,

and sent it hurtling into the cor ner with a boy ish jerk of her arm, ex actly as
he had seen her �ing the dic tio nary at Gold stein, that morn ing dur ing the
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Two Min utes Hate.
‘What was it?’ he said in sur prise.
‘A rat. I saw him stick his beastly nose out of the wain scot ing. �ere’s a hole

down there. I gave him a good fright, any way.’
‘Rats!’ mur mured Win ston. ‘In this room!’
‘�ey’re all over the place,’ said Ju lia in di� er ently as she lay down again.

‘We’ve even got them in the kitchen at the hos tel. Some parts of Lon don are
swarm ing with them. Did you know they at tack chil dren? Yes, they do. In
some of these streets a woman daren’t leave a baby alone for two min utes. It’s
the great huge brown ones that do it. And the nasty thing is that the brutes
al ways——’

‘DON’T GO ON!’ said Win ston, with his eyes tightly shut.
‘Dear est! You’ve gone quite pale. What’s the mat ter? Do they make you feel

sick?’
‘Of all hor rors in the world—a rat!’
She pressed her self against him and wound her limbs round him, as

though to re as sure him with the warmth of her body. He did not re open his
eyes im me di ately. For sev eral mo ments he had had the feel ing of be ing back
in a night mare which had re curred from time to time through out his life. It
was al ways very much the same. He was stand ing in front of a wall of dark- 
ness, and on the other side of it there was some thing un en durable, some- 
thing too dread ful to be faced. In the dream his deep est feel ing was al ways
one of self-de cep tion, be cause he did in fact know what was be hind the wall
of dark ness. With a deadly e� ort, like wrench ing a piece out of his own
brain, he could even have dragged the thing into the open. He al ways woke
up with out dis cov er ing what it was: but some how it was con nected with
what Ju lia had been say ing when he cut her short.

‘I’m sorry,’ he said, ‘it’s noth ing. I don’t like rats, that’s all.’
‘Don’t worry, dear, we’re not go ing to have the �lthy brutes in here. I’ll stu�

the hole with a bit of sack ing be fore we go. And next time we come here I’ll
bring some plas ter and bung it up prop erly.’

Al ready the black in stant of panic was half-for got ten. Feel ing slightly
ashamed of him self, he sat up against the bed head. Ju lia got out of bed,
pulled on her over alls, and made the co� ee. �e smell that rose from the
saucepan was so pow er ful and ex cit ing that they shut the win dow lest any- 
body out side should no tice it and be come in quis i tive. What was even bet ter
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than the taste of the co� ee was the silky tex ture given to it by the sugar, a
thing Win ston had al most for got ten a� er years of sac cha rine. With one
hand in her pocket and a piece of bread and jam in the other, Ju lia wan dered
about the room, glanc ing in di� er ently at the book case, point ing out the best
way of re pair ing the gate leg ta ble, plump ing her self down in the ragged arm-
chair to see if it was com fort able, and ex am in ing the ab surd twelve-hour
clock with a sort of tol er ant amuse ment. She brought the glass pa per weight
over to the bed to have a look at it in a bet ter light. He took it out of her
hand, fas ci nated, as al ways, by the so�, rain wa tery ap pear ance of the glass.

‘What is it, do you think?’ said Ju lia.
‘I don’t think it’s any thing—I mean, I don’t think it was ever put to any use.
�at’s what I like about it. It’s a lit tle chunk of his tory that they’ve for got ten
to al ter. It’s a mes sage from a hun dred years ago, if one knew how to read it.’

‘And that pic ture over there’—she nod ded at the en grav ing on the op po site
wall—’would that be a hun dred years old?’

‘More. Two hun dred, I dare say. One can’t tell. It’s im pos si ble to dis cover
the age of any thing nowa days.’

She went over to look at it. ‘Here’s where that brute stuck his nose out,’ she
said, kick ing the wain scot ing im me di ately be low the pic ture. ‘What is this
place? I’ve seen it be fore some where.’

‘It’s a church, or at least it used to be. St Clement Danes its name was.’ �e
frag ment of rhyme that Mr Char ring ton had taught him came back into his
head, and he added half-nos tal gi cally: ‘Or anges and lemons, say the bells of
St Clement’s!’

To his as ton ish ment she capped the line:

’You owe me three far things, say the bells of St Mar tin’s,  

When will you pay me? say the bells of Old Bai ley——’

‘I can’t re mem ber how it goes on a� er that. But any way I re mem ber it ends
up, ‘Here comes a can dle to light you to bed, here comes a chop per to chop
o� your head!‘‘

It was like the two halves of a coun ter sign. But there must be an other line
a� er ‘the bells of Old Bai ley’. Per haps it could be dug out of Mr Char ring ton’s
mem ory, if he were suit ably prompted.

‘Who taught you that?’ he said.
‘My grand fa ther. He used to say it to me when I was a lit tle girl. He was va- 
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por ized when I was eight—at any rate, he dis ap peared. I won der what a
lemon was,’ she added in con se quently. ‘I’ve seen or anges. �ey’re a kind of
round yel low fruit with a thick skin.’

‘I can re mem ber lemons,’ said Win ston. ‘�ey were quite com mon in the
��ies. �ey were so sour that it set your teeth on edge even to smell them.’

‘I bet that pic ture’s got bugs be hind it,’ said Ju lia. ‘I’ll take it down and give
it a good clean some day. I sup pose it’s al most time we were leav ing. I must
start wash ing this paint o�. What a bore! I’ll get the lip stick o� your face af- 
ter wards.’

Win ston did not get up for a few min utes more. �e room was dark en ing.
He turned over to wards the light and lay gaz ing into the glass pa per weight.
�e in ex haustibly in ter est ing thing was not the frag ment of coral but the in- 
te rior of the glass it self. �ere was such a depth of it, and yet it was al most as
trans par ent as air. It was as though the sur face of the glass had been the arch
of the sky, en clos ing a tiny world with its at mos phere com plete. He had the
feel ing that he could get in side it, and that in fact he was in side it, along with
the ma hogany bed and the gate leg ta ble, and the clock and the steel en grav- 
ing and the pa per weight it self. �e pa per weight was the room he was in, and
the coral was Ju lia’s life and his own, �xed in a sort of eter nity at the heart of
the crys tal.
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yme had van ished. A morn ing came, and he was miss ing from work: a
few thought less peo ple com mented on his ab sence. On the next day no- 

body men tioned him. On the third day Win ston went into the vestibule of
the Records De part ment to look at the no tice-board. One of the no tices car- 
ried a printed list of the mem bers of the Chess Com mit tee, of whom Syme
had been one. It looked al most ex actly as it had looked be fore—noth ing had
been crossed out—but it was one name shorter. It was enough. Syme had
ceased to ex ist: he had never ex isted.
�e weather was bak ing hot. In the labyrinthine Min istry the win dow less,

air-con di tioned rooms kept their nor mal tem per a ture, but out side the pave- 
ments scorched one’s feet and the stench of the Tubes at the rush hours was a
hor ror. �e prepa ra tions for Hate Week were in full swing, and the sta�s of
all the Min istries were work ing over time. Pro ces sions, meet ings, mil i tary
pa rades, lec tures, wax works, dis plays, �lm shows, tele screen pro grammes all
had to be or ga nized; stands had to be erected, e�  gies built, slo gans coined,
songs writ ten, ru mours cir cu lated, pho to graphs faked. Ju lia’s unit in the Fic- 
tion De part ment had been taken o� the pro duc tion of nov els and was rush- 
ing out a se ries of atroc ity pam phlets. Win ston, in ad di tion to his reg u lar
work, spent long pe ri ods ev ery day in go ing through back �les of ‘�e
Times’ and al ter ing and em bel lish ing news items which were to be quoted in
speeches. Late at night, when crowds of rowdy pro les roamed the streets, the
town had a cu ri ously febrile air. �e rocket bombs crashed o� ener than ever,
and some times in the far dis tance there were enor mous ex plo sions which no
one could ex plain and about which there were wild ru mours.
�e new tune which was to be the theme-song of Hate Week (the Hate

Song, it was called) had al ready been com posed and was be ing end lessly
plugged on the tele screens. It had a sav age, bark ing rhythm which could not
ex actly be called mu sic, but re sem bled the beat ing of a drum. Roared out by
hun dreds of voices to the tramp of march ing feet, it was ter ri fy ing. �e pro- 
les had taken a fancy to it, and in the mid night streets it com peted with the
still-pop u lar ‘It was only a hope less fancy’. �e Par sons chil dren played it at
all hours of the night and day, un bear ably, on a comb and a piece of toi let
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pa per. Win ston’s evenings were fuller than ever. Squads of vol un teers, or ga- 
nized by Par sons, were pre par ing the street for Hate Week, stitch ing ban- 
ners, paint ing posters, erect ing �agsta�s on the roofs, and per ilously sling ing
wires across the street for the re cep tion of stream ers. Par sons boasted that
Vic tory Man sions alone would dis play four hun dred me tres of bunting. He
was in his na tive el e ment and as happy as a lark. �e heat and the man ual
work had even given him a pre text for re vert ing to shorts and an open shirt
in the evenings. He was ev ery where at once, push ing, pulling, saw ing, ham- 
mer ing, im pro vis ing, jol ly ing ev ery one along with com radely ex hor ta tions
and giv ing out from ev ery fold of his body what seemed an in ex haustible
sup ply of acrid-smelling sweat.

A new poster had sud denly ap peared all over Lon don. It had no cap tion,
and rep re sented sim ply the mon strous �g ure of a Eurasian sol dier, three or
four me tres high, strid ing for ward with ex pres sion less Mon go lian face and
enor mous boots, a sub ma chine gun pointed from his hip. From what ever
an gle you looked at the poster, the muz zle of the gun, mag ni �ed by the fore- 
short en ing, seemed to be pointed straight at you. �e thing had been plas- 
tered on ev ery blank space on ev ery wall, even out num ber ing the por traits
of Big Brother. �e pro les, nor mally ap a thetic about the war, were be ing
lashed into one of their pe ri od i cal fren zies of pa tri o tism. As though to har- 
mo nize with the gen eral mood, the rocket bombs had been killing larger
num bers of peo ple than usual. One fell on a crowded �lm the atre in Step ney,
bury ing sev eral hun dred vic tims among the ru ins. �e whole pop u la tion of
the neigh bour hood turned out for a long, trail ing fu neral which went on for
hours and was in e� ect an in dig na tion meet ing. An other bomb fell on a
piece of waste ground which was used as a play ground and sev eral dozen
chil dren were blown to pieces. �ere were fur ther an gry demon stra tions,
Gold stein was burned in e� gy, hun dreds of copies of the poster of the
Eurasian sol dier were torn down and added to the �ames, and a num ber of
shops were looted in the tur moil; then a ru mour �ew round that spies were
di rect ing the rocket bombs by means of wire less waves, and an old cou ple
who were sus pected of be ing of for eign ex trac tion had their house set on �re
and per ished of su� o ca tion.

In the room over Mr Char ring ton’s shop, when they could get there, Ju lia
and Win ston lay side by side on a stripped bed un der the open win dow,
naked for the sake of cool ness. �e rat had never come back, but the bugs
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had mul ti plied hideously in the heat. It did not seem to mat ter. Dirty or
clean, the room was par adise. As soon as they ar rived they would sprin kle
ev ery thing with pep per bought on the black mar ket, tear o� their clothes,
and make love with sweat ing bod ies, then fall asleep and wake to �nd that
the bugs had ral lied and were mass ing for the counter-at tack.

Four, �ve, six—seven times they met dur ing the month of June. Win ston
had dropped his habit of drink ing gin at all hours. He seemed to have lost
the need for it. He had grown fat ter, his vari cose ul cer had sub sided, leav ing
only a brown stain on the skin above his an kle, his �ts of cough ing in the
early morn ing had stopped. �e process of life had ceased to be in tol er a ble,
he had no longer any im pulse to make faces at the tele screen or shout curses
at the top of his voice. Now that they had a se cure hid ing-place, al most a
home, it did not even seem a hard ship that they could only meet in fre- 
quently and for a cou ple of hours at a time. What mat tered was that the
room over the junk-shop should ex ist. To know that it was there, in vi o late,
was al most the same as be ing in it. �e room was a world, a pocket of the
past where ex tinct an i mals could walk. Mr Char ring ton, thought Win ston,
was an other ex tinct an i mal. He usu ally stopped to talk with Mr Char ring ton
for a few min utes on his way up stairs. �e old man seemed sel dom or never
to go out of doors, and on the other hand to have al most no cus tomers. He
led a ghost like ex is tence be tween the tiny, dark shop, and an even tinier back
kitchen where he pre pared his meals and which con tained, among other
things, an un be liev ably an cient gramo phone with an enor mous horn. He
seemed glad of the op por tu nity to talk. Wan der ing about among his worth- 
less stock, with his long nose and thick spec ta cles and his bowed shoul ders
in the vel vet jacket, he had al ways vaguely the air of be ing a col lec tor rather
than a trades man. With a sort of faded en thu si asm he would �n ger this
scrap of rub bish or that—a china bot tle-stop per, the painted lid of a bro ken
snu� ox, a pinch beck locket con tain ing a strand of some long-dead baby’s
hair—never ask ing that Win ston should buy it, merely that he should ad- 
mire it. To talk to him was like lis ten ing to the tin kling of a worn-out mu si- 
cal-box. He had dragged out from the cor ners of his mem ory some more
frag ments of for got ten rhymes. �ere was one about four and twenty black- 
birds, and an other about a cow with a crum pled horn, and an other about
the death of poor Cock Robin. ‘It just oc curred to me you might be in ter- 
ested,’ he would say with a dep re cat ing lit tle laugh when ever he pro duced a
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new frag ment. But he could never re call more than a few lines of any one
rhyme.

Both of them knew—in a way, it was never out of their minds that what
was now hap pen ing could not last long. �ere were times when the fact of
im pend ing death seemed as pal pa ble as the bed they lay on, and they would
cling to gether with a sort of de spair ing sen su al ity, like a damned soul grasp- 
ing at his last morsel of plea sure when the clock is within �ve min utes of
strik ing. But there were also times when they had the il lu sion not only of
safety but of per ma nence. So long as they were ac tu ally in this room, they
both felt, no harm could come to them. Get ting there was di�  cult and dan- 
ger ous, but the room it self was sanc tu ary. It was as when Win ston had gazed
into the heart of the pa per weight, with the feel ing that it would be pos si ble
to get in side that glassy world, and that once in side it time could be ar rested.
O� en they gave them selves up to day dreams of es cape. �eir luck would
hold in de�  nitely, and they would carry on their in trigue, just like this, for
the re main der of their nat u ral lives. Or Katharine would die, and by sub tle
ma noeu vrings Win ston and Ju lia would suc ceed in get ting mar ried. Or they
would com mit sui cide to gether. Or they would dis ap pear, al ter them selves
out of recog ni tion, learn to speak with pro le tar ian ac cents, get jobs in a fac- 
tory and live out their lives un de tected in a back-street. It was all non sense,
as they both knew. In re al ity there was no es cape. Even the one plan that was
prac ti ca ble, sui cide, they had no in ten tion of car ry ing out. To hang on from
day to day and from week to week, spin ning out a present that had no fu- 
ture, seemed an un con quer able in stinct, just as one’s lungs will al ways draw
the next breath so long as there is air avail able.

Some times, too, they talked of en gag ing in ac tive re bel lion against the
Party, but with no no tion of how to take the �rst step. Even if the fab u lous
Broth er hood was a re al ity, there still re mained the di�  culty of �nd ing one’s
way into it. He told her of the strange in ti macy that ex isted, or seemed to ex- 
ist, be tween him self and O’Brien, and of the im pulse he some times felt, sim- 
ply to walk into O’Brien’s pres ence, an nounce that he was the en emy of the
Party, and de mand his help. Cu ri ously enough, this did not strike her as an
im pos si bly rash thing to do. She was used to judg ing peo ple by their faces,
and it seemed nat u ral to her that Win ston should be lieve O’Brien to be
trust wor thy on the strength of a sin gle �ash of the eyes. More over she took it
for granted that ev ery one, or nearly ev ery one, se cretly hated the Party and
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would break the rules if he thought it safe to do so. But she re fused to be lieve
that wide spread, or ga nized op po si tion ex isted or could ex ist. �e tales about
Gold stein and his un der ground army, she said, were sim ply a lot of rub bish
which the Party had in vented for its own pur poses and which you had to
pre tend to be lieve in. Times be yond num ber, at Party ral lies and spon ta- 
neous demon stra tions, she had shouted at the top of her voice for the ex e cu-
tion of peo ple whose names she had never heard and in whose sup posed
crimes she had not the faintest be lief. When pub lic tri als were hap pen ing
she had taken her place in the de tach ments from the Youth League who sur- 
rounded the courts from morn ing to night, chant ing at in ter vals ‘Death to
the traitors!’ Dur ing the Two Min utes Hate she al ways ex celled all oth ers in
shout ing in sults at Gold stein. Yet she had only the dimmest idea of who
Gold stein was and what doc trines he was sup posed to rep re sent. She had
grown up since the Rev o lu tion and was too young to re mem ber the ide o log- 
i cal bat tles of the ��ies and six ties. Such a thing as an in de pen dent po lit i cal
move ment was out side her imag i na tion: and in any case the Party was in vin- 
ci ble. It would al ways ex ist, and it would al ways be the same. You could only
rebel against it by se cret dis obe di ence or, at most, by iso lated acts of vi o lence
such as killing some body or blow ing some thing up.

In some ways she was far more acute than Win ston, and far less sus cep ti ble
to Party pro pa ganda. Once when he hap pened in some con nex ion to men- 
tion the war against Eura sia, she star tled him by say ing ca su ally that in her
opin ion the war was not hap pen ing. �e rocket bombs which fell daily on
Lon don were prob a bly �red by the Gov ern ment of Ocea nia it self, ‘just to
keep peo ple fright ened’. �is was an idea that had lit er ally never oc curred to
him. She also stirred a sort of envy in him by telling him that dur ing the
Two Min utes Hate her great di�  culty was to avoid burst ing out laugh ing.
But she only ques tioned the teach ings of the Party when they in some way
touched upon her own life. O� en she was ready to ac cept the o�  cial
mythol ogy, sim ply be cause the di� er ence be tween truth and false hood did
not seem im por tant to her. She be lieved, for in stance, hav ing learnt it at
school, that the Party had in vented aero planes. (In his own school days,
Win ston re mem bered, in the late ��ies, it was only the he li copter that the
Party claimed to have in vented; a dozen years later, when Ju lia was at school,
it was al ready claim ing the aero plane; one gen er a tion more, and it would be
claim ing the steam en gine.) And when he told her that aero planes had been
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in ex is tence be fore he was born and long be fore the Rev o lu tion, the fact
struck her as to tally un in ter est ing. A� er all, what did it mat ter who had in- 
vented aero planes? It was rather more of a shock to him when he dis cov ered
from some chance re mark that she did not re mem ber that Ocea nia, four
years ago, had been at war with Eas t a sia and at peace with Eura sia. It was
true that she re garded the whole war as a sham: but ap par ently she had not
even no ticed that the name of the en emy had changed. ‘I thought we’d al- 
ways been at war with Eura sia,’ she said vaguely. It fright ened him a lit tle.
�e in ven tion of aero planes dated from long be fore her birth, but the
switchover in the war had hap pened only four years ago, well a� er she was
grown up. He ar gued with her about it for per haps a quar ter of an hour. In
the end he suc ceeded in forc ing her mem ory back un til she did dimly re call
that at one time Eas t a sia and not Eura sia had been the en emy. But the is sue
still struck her as unim por tant. ‘Who cares?’ she said im pa tiently. ‘It’s al ways
one bloody war a� er an other, and one knows the news is all lies any way.’

Some times he talked to her of the Records De part ment and the im pu dent
forg eries that he com mit ted there. Such things did not ap pear to hor rify her.
She did not feel the abyss open ing be neath her feet at the thought of lies be- 
com ing truths. He told her the story of Jones, Aaron son, and Ruther ford and
the mo men tous slip of pa per which he had once held be tween his �n gers. It
did not make much im pres sion on her. At �rst, in deed, she failed to grasp
the point of the story.

‘Were they friends of yours?’ she said.
‘No, I never knew them. �ey were In ner Party mem bers. Be sides, they

were far older men than I was. �ey be longed to the old days, be fore the
Rev o lu tion. I barely knew them by sight.’

‘�en what was there to worry about? Peo ple are be ing killed o� all the
time, aren’t they?’

He tried to make her un der stand. ‘�is was an ex cep tional case. It wasn’t
just a ques tion of some body be ing killed. Do you re al ize that the past, start- 
ing from yes ter day, has been ac tu ally abol ished? If it sur vives any where, it’s
in a few solid ob jects with no words at tached to them, like that lump of glass
there. Al ready we know al most lit er ally noth ing about the Rev o lu tion and
the years be fore the Rev o lu tion. Ev ery record has been de stroyed or fal si �ed,
ev ery book has been rewrit ten, ev ery pic ture has been re painted, ev ery
statue and street and build ing has been re named, ev ery date has been al- 
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tered. And that process is con tin u ing day by day and minute by minute. His- 
tory has stopped. Noth ing ex ists ex cept an end less present in which the
Party is al ways right. I know, of course, that the past is fal si �ed, but it would
never be pos si ble for me to prove it, even when I did the fal si � ca tion my self.
A� er the thing is done, no ev i dence ever re mains. �e only ev i dence is in- 
side my own mind, and I don’t know with any cer tainty that any other hu- 
man be ing shares my mem o ries. Just in that one in stance, in my whole life, I
did pos sess ac tual con crete ev i dence a� er the event—years a� er it.’

‘And what good was that?’
‘It was no good, be cause I threw it away a few min utes later. But if the same

thing hap pened to day, I should keep it.’
‘Well, I wouldn’t!’ said Ju lia. ‘I’m quite ready to take risks, but only for

some thing worth while, not for bits of old news pa per. What could you have
done with it even if you had kept it?’

‘Not much, per haps. But it was ev i dence. It might have planted a few
doubts here and there, sup pos ing that I’d dared to show it to any body. I don’t
imag ine that we can al ter any thing in our own life time. But one can imag ine
lit tle knots of re sis tance spring ing up here and there—small groups of peo- 
ple band ing them selves to gether, and grad u ally grow ing, and even leav ing a
few records be hind, so that the next gen er a tions can carry on where we leave
o�.’

‘I’m not in ter ested in the next gen er a tion, dear. I’m in ter ested in US.’
‘You’re only a rebel from the waist down wards,’ he told her.
She thought this bril liantly witty and �ung her arms round him in de light.
In the ram i � ca tions of party doc trine she had not the faintest in ter est.

When ever he be gan to talk of the prin ci ples of In g soc, dou ble think, the mu- 
ta bil ity of the past, and the de nial of ob jec tive re al ity, and to use Newspeak
words, she be came bored and con fused and said that she never paid any at- 
ten tion to that kind of thing. One knew that it was all rub bish, so why let
one self be wor ried by it? She knew when to cheer and when to boo, and that
was all one needed. If he per sisted in talk ing of such sub jects, she had a dis- 
con cert ing habit of fall ing asleep. She was one of those peo ple who can go to
sleep at any hour and in any po si tion. Talk ing to her, he re al ized how easy it
was to present an ap pear ance of or tho doxy while hav ing no grasp what ever
of what or tho doxy meant. In a way, the world-view of the Party im posed it- 
self most suc cess fully on peo ple in ca pable of un der stand ing it. �ey could
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be made to ac cept the most �a grant vi o la tions of re al ity, be cause they never
fully grasped the enor mity of what was de manded of them, and were not
su�  ciently in ter ested in pub lic events to no tice what was hap pen ing. By lack
of un der stand ing they re mained sane. �ey sim ply swal lowed ev ery thing,
and what they swal lowed did them no harm, be cause it le� no residue be- 
hind, just as a grain of corn will pass undi gested through the body of a bird.
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t had hap pened at last. �e ex pected mes sage had come. All his life, it
seemed to him, he had been wait ing for this to hap pen.

He was walk ing down the long cor ri dor at the Min istry and he was al most
at the spot where Ju lia had slipped the note into his hand when he be came
aware that some one larger than him self was walk ing just be hind him. �e
per son, who ever it was, gave a small cough, ev i dently as a pre lude to speak- 
ing. Win ston stopped abruptly and turned. It was O’Brien.

At last they were face to face, and it seemed that his only im pulse was to
run away. His heart bounded vi o lently. He would have been in ca pable of
speak ing. O’Brien, how ever, had con tin ued for ward in the same move ment,
lay ing a friendly hand for a mo ment on Win ston’s arm, so that the two of
them were walk ing side by side. He be gan speak ing with the pe cu liar grave
cour tesy that di� er en ti ated him from the ma jor ity of In ner Party mem bers.

‘I had been hop ing for an op por tu nity of talk ing to you,’ he said. ‘I was
read ing one of your Newspeak ar ti cles in ‘�e Times’ the other day. You take
a schol arly in ter est in Newspeak, I be lieve?’

Win ston had re cov ered part of his self-pos ses sion. ‘Hardly schol arly,’ he
said. ‘I’m only an am a teur. It’s not my sub ject. I have never had any thing to
do with the ac tual con struc tion of the lan guage.’

‘But you write it very el e gantly,’ said O’Brien. ‘�at is not only my own
opin ion. I was talk ing re cently to a friend of yours who is cer tainly an ex- 
pert. His name has slipped my mem ory for the mo ment.’

Again Win ston’s heart stirred painfully. It was in con ceiv able that this was
any thing other than a ref er ence to Syme. But Syme was not only dead, he
was abol ished, an un per son. Any iden ti � able ref er ence to him would have
been mor tally dan ger ous. O’Brien’s re mark must ob vi ously have been in- 
tended as a sig nal, a code word. By shar ing a small act of thoughtcrime he
had turned the two of them into ac com plices. �ey had con tin ued to stroll
slowly down the cor ri dor, but now O’Brien halted. With the cu ri ous, dis- 
arm ing friend li ness that he al ways man aged to put in to the ges ture he re set- 
tled his spec ta cles on his nose. �en he went on:

‘What I had re ally in tended to say was that in your ar ti cle I no ticed you
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had used two words which have be come ob so lete. But they have only be- 
come so very re cently. Have you seen the tenth edi tion of the Newspeak Dic- 
tio nary?’

‘No,’ said Win ston. ‘I didn’t think it had been is sued yet. We are still us ing
the ninth in the Records De part ment.’

‘�e tenth edi tion is not due to ap pear for some months, I be lieve. But a
few ad vance copies have been cir cu lated. I have one my self. It might in ter est
you to look at it, per haps?’

‘Very much so,’ said Win ston, im me di ately see ing where this tended.
‘Some of the new de vel op ments are most in ge nious. �e re duc tion in the

num ber of verbs—that is the point that will ap peal to you, I think. Let me
see, shall I send a mes sen ger to you with the dic tio nary? But I am afraid I in- 
vari ably for get any thing of that kind. Per haps you could pick it up at my �at
at some time that suited you? Wait. Let me give you my ad dress.’
�ey were stand ing in front of a tele screen. Some what ab sent mind edly

O’Brien felt two of his pock ets and then pro duced a small leather-cov ered
note book and a gold ink-pen cil. Im me di ately be neath the tele screen, in such
a po si tion that any one who was watch ing at the other end of the in stru ment
could read what he was writ ing, he scrib bled an ad dress, tore out the page
and handed it to Win ston.

‘I am usu ally at home in the evenings,’ he said. ‘If not, my ser vant will give
you the dic tio nary.’

He was gone, leav ing Win ston hold ing the scrap of pa per, which this time
there was no need to con ceal. Nev er the less he care fully mem o rized what
was writ ten on it, and some hours later dropped it into the mem ory hole
along with a mass of other pa pers.
�ey had been talk ing to one an other for a cou ple of min utes at the most.
�ere was only one mean ing that the episode could pos si bly have. It had
been con trived as a way of let ting Win ston know O’Brien’s ad dress. �is was
nec es sary, be cause ex cept by di rect en quiry it was never pos si ble to dis cover
where any one lived. �ere were no di rec to ries of any kind. ‘If you ever want
to see me, this is where I can be found,’ was what O’Brien had been say ing to
him. Per haps there would even be a mes sage con cealed some where in the
dic tio nary. But at any rate, one thing was cer tain. �e con spir acy that he had
dreamed of did ex ist, and he had reached the outer edges of it.

He knew that sooner or later he would obey O’Brien’s sum mons. Per haps
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to mor row, per haps a� er a long de lay—he was not cer tain. What was hap- 
pen ing was only the work ing-out of a process that had started years ago. �e
�rst step had been a se cret, in vol un tary thought, the sec ond had been the
open ing of the di ary. He had moved from thoughts to words, and now from
words to ac tions. �e last step was some thing that would hap pen in the
Min istry of Love. He had ac cepted it. �e end was con tained in the be gin- 
ning. But it was fright en ing: or, more ex actly, it was like a fore taste of death,
like be ing a lit tle less alive. Even while he was speak ing to O’Brien, when the
mean ing of the words had sunk in, a chilly shud der ing feel ing had taken
pos ses sion of his body. He had the sen sa tion of step ping into the damp ness
of a grave, and it was not much bet ter be cause he had al ways known that the
grave was there and wait ing for him.
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in ston had wo ken up with his eyes full of tears. Ju lia rolled sleep ily
against him, mur mur ing some thing that might have been ‘What’s the

mat ter?’
‘I dreamt—’ he be gan, and stopped short. It was too com plex to be put into

words. �ere was the dream it self, and there was a mem ory con nected with
it that had swum into his mind in the few sec onds a� er wak ing.

He lay back with his eyes shut, still sod den in the at mos phere of the dream.
It was a vast, lu mi nous dream in which his whole life seemed to stretch out
be fore him like a land scape on a sum mer evening a� er rain. It had all oc- 
curred in side the glass pa per weight, but the sur face of the glass was the
dome of the sky, and in side the dome ev ery thing was �ooded with clear so�
light in which one could see into in ter minable dis tances. �e dream had also
been com pre hended by—in deed, in some sense it had con sisted in—a ges- 
ture of the arm made by his mother, and made again thirty years later by the
Jew ish woman he had seen on the news �lm, try ing to shel ter the small boy
from the bul lets, be fore the he li copter blew them both to pieces.

‘Do you know,’ he said, ‘that un til this mo ment I be lieved I had mur dered
my mother?’

‘Why did you mur der her?’ said Ju lia, al most asleep.
‘I didn’t mur der her. Not phys i cally.’
In the dream he had re mem bered his last glimpse of his mother, and

within a few mo ments of wak ing the clus ter of small events sur round ing it
had all come back. It was a mem ory that he must have de lib er ately pushed
out of his con scious ness over many years. He was not cer tain of the date, but
he could not have been less than ten years old, pos si bly twelve, when it had
hap pened.

His fa ther had dis ap peared some time ear lier, how much ear lier he could
not re mem ber. He re mem bered bet ter the rack ety, un easy cir cum stances of
the time: the pe ri od i cal pan ics about air-raids and the shel ter ing in Tube sta- 
tions, the piles of rub ble ev ery where, the un in tel li gi ble procla ma tions posted
at street cor ners, the gangs of youths in shirts all the same colour, the enor- 
mous queues out side the bak eries, the in ter mit tent ma chine-gun �re in the
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dis tance—above all, the fact that there was never enough to eat. He re mem- 
bered long a� er noons spent with other boys in scroung ing round dust bins
and rub bish heaps, pick ing out the ribs of cab bage leaves, potato peel ings,
some times even scraps of stale bread crust from which they care fully scraped
away the cin ders; and also in wait ing for the pass ing of trucks which trav- 
elled over a cer tain route and were known to carry cat tle feed, and which,
when they jolted over the bad patches in the road, some times spilt a few
frag ments of oil-cake.

When his fa ther dis ap peared, his mother did not show any sur prise or any
vi o lent grief, but a sud den change came over her. She seemed to have be- 
come com pletely spir it less. It was ev i dent even to Win ston that she was wait- 
ing for some thing that she knew must hap pen. She did ev ery thing that was
needed—cooked, washed, mended, made the bed, swept the �oor, dusted
the man tel piece—al ways very slowly and with a cu ri ous lack of su per �u ous
mo tion, like an artist’s lay-�g ure mov ing of its own ac cord. Her large shapely
body seemed to re lapse nat u rally into still ness. For hours at a time she
would sit al most im mo bile on the bed, nurs ing his young sis ter, a tiny, ail ing,
very silent child of two or three, with a face made simian by thin ness. Very
oc ca sion ally she would take Win ston in her arms and press him against her
for a long time with out say ing any thing. He was aware, in spite of his youth- 
ful ness and sel� sh ness, that this was some how con nected with the never-
men tioned thing that was about to hap pen.

He re mem bered the room where they lived, a dark, close-smelling room
that seemed half �lled by a bed with a white coun ter pane. �ere was a gas
ring in the fender, and a shelf where food was kept, and on the land ing out- 
side there was a brown earth en ware sink, com mon to sev eral rooms. He re- 
mem bered his mother’s stat uesque body bend ing over the gas ring to stir at
some thing in a saucepan. Above all he re mem bered his con tin u ous hunger,
and the �erce sor did bat tles at meal times. He would ask his mother nag- 
gingly, over and over again, why there was not more food, he would shout
and storm at her (he even re mem bered the tones of his voice, which was be- 
gin ning to break pre ma turely and some times boomed in a pe cu liar way), or
he would at tempt a sniv el ling note of pathos in his e� orts to get more than
his share. His mother was quite ready to give him more than his share. She
took it for granted that he, ‘the boy’, should have the big gest por tion; but
how ever much she gave him he in vari ably de manded more. At ev ery meal
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she would be seech him not to be sel� sh and to re mem ber that his lit tle sis ter
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 sis ter’s plate. He knew that he
was starv ing the other two, but he could not help it; he even felt that he had
a right to do it. �e clam orous hunger in his belly seemed to jus tify him. Be-
tween meals, if his mother did not stand guard, he was con stantly pil fer ing
at the wretched store of food on the shelf.

One day a choco late-ra tion was is sued. �ere had been no such is sue for
weeks or months past. He re mem bered quite clearly that pre cious lit tle
morsel of choco late. It was a two-ounce slab (they still talked about ounces
in those days) be tween the three of them. It was ob vi ous that it ought to be
di vided into three equal parts. Sud denly, as though he were lis ten ing to
some body else, Win ston heard him self de mand ing in a loud boom ing voice
that he should be given the whole piece. His mother told him not to be
greedy. �ere was a long, nag ging ar gu ment that went round and round,
with shouts, whines, tears, re mon strances, bar gain ings. His tiny sis ter, cling- 
ing to her mother with both hands, ex actly like a baby mon key, sat look ing
over her shoul der at him with large, mourn ful eyes. In the end his mother
broke o� three-quar ters of the choco late and gave it to Win ston, giv ing the
other quar ter to his sis ter. �e lit tle girl took hold of it and looked at it dully,
per haps not know ing what it was. Win ston stood watch ing her for a mo- 
ment. �en with a sud den swi� spring he had snatched the piece of choco- 
late out of his sis ter’s hand and was �ee ing for the door.

‘Win ston, Win ston!’ his mother called a� er him. ‘Come back! Give your
sis ter back her choco late!’

He stopped, but did not come back. His mother’s anx ious eyes were �xed
on his face. Even now he was think ing about the thing, he did not know
what it was that was on the point of hap pen ing. His sis ter, con scious of hav- 
ing been robbed of some thing, had set up a fee ble wail. His mother drew her
arm round the child and pressed its face against her breast. Some thing in the
ges ture told him that his sis ter was dy ing. He turned and �ed down the
stairs, with the choco late grow ing sticky in his hand.

He never saw his mother again. A� er he had de voured the choco late he felt
some what ashamed of him self and hung about in the streets for sev eral
hours, un til hunger drove him home. When he came back his mother had
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dis ap peared. �is was al ready be com ing nor mal at that time. Noth ing was
gone from the room ex cept his mother and his sis ter. �ey had not taken
any clothes, not even his mother’s over coat. To this day he did not know
with any cer tainty that his mother was dead. It was per fectly pos si ble that
she had merely been sent to a forced-labour camp. As for his sis ter, she
might have been re moved, like Win ston him self, to one of the colonies for
home less chil dren (Recla ma tion Cen tres, they were called) which had
grown up as a re sult of the civil war, or she might have been sent to the
labour camp along with his mother, or sim ply le� some where or other to
die.
�e dream was still vivid in his mind, es pe cially the en velop ing pro tect ing

ges ture of the arm in which its whole mean ing seemed to be con tained. His
mind went back to an other dream of two months ago. Ex actly as his mother
had sat on the dingy white quilted bed, with the child cling ing to her, so she
had sat in the sunken ship, far un der neath him, and drown ing deeper ev ery
minute, but still look ing up at him through the dark en ing wa ter.

He told Ju lia the story of his mother’s dis ap pear ance. With out open ing her
eyes she rolled over and set tled her self into a more com fort able po si tion.

‘I ex pect you were a beastly lit tle swine in those days,’ she said in dis tinctly.
‘All chil dren are swine.’

‘Yes. But the real point of the story——’
From her breath ing it was ev i dent that she was go ing o� to sleep again. He

would have liked to con tinue talk ing about his mother. He did not sup pose,
from what he could re mem ber of her, that she had been an un usual woman,
still less an in tel li gent one; and yet she had pos sessed a kind of no bil ity, a
kind of pu rity, sim ply be cause the stan dards that she obeyed were pri vate
ones. Her feel ings were her own, and could not be al tered from out side. It
would not have oc curred to her that an ac tion which is in e� ec tual thereby
be comes mean ing less. If you loved some one, you loved him, and when you
had noth ing else to give, you still gave him love. When the last of the choco- 
late was gone, his mother had clasped the child in her arms. It was no use, it
changed noth ing, it did not pro duce more choco late, it did not avert the
child’s death or her own; but it seemed nat u ral to her to do it. �e refugee
woman in the boat had also cov ered the lit tle boy with her arm, which was
no more use against the bul lets than a sheet of pa per. �e ter ri ble thing that
the Party had done was to per suade you that mere im pulses, mere feel ings,
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were of no ac count, while at the same time rob bing you of all power over the
ma te rial world. When once you were in the grip of the Party, what you felt
or did not feel, what you did or re frained from do ing, made lit er ally no dif- 
fer ence. What ever hap pened you van ished, and nei ther you nor your ac tions
were ever heard of again. You were li�ed clean out of the stream of his tory.
And yet to the peo ple of only two gen er a tions ago this would not have
seemed all-im por tant, be cause they were not at tempt ing to al ter his tory.
�ey were gov erned by pri vate loy al ties which they did not ques tion. What
mat tered were in di vid ual re la tion ships, and a com pletely help less ges ture, an
em brace, a tear, a word spo ken to a dy ing man, could have value in it self.
�e pro les, it sud denly oc curred to him, had re mained in this con di tion.
�ey were not loyal to a party or a coun try or an idea, they were loyal to one
an other. For the �rst time in his life he did not de spise the pro les or think of
them merely as an in ert force which would one day spring to life and re gen- 
er ate the world. �e pro les had stayed hu man. �ey had not be come hard- 
ened in side. �ey had held on to the prim i tive emo tions which he him self
had to re-learn by con scious e� ort. And in think ing this he re mem bered,
with out ap par ent rel e vance, how a few weeks ago he had seen a sev ered
hand ly ing on the pave ment and had kicked it into the gut ter as though it
had been a cab bage-stalk.

‘�e pro les are hu man be ings,’ he said aloud. ‘We are not hu man.’
‘Why not?’ said Ju lia, who had wo ken up again.
He thought for a lit tle while. ‘Has it ever oc curred to you,’ he said, ‘that the

best thing for us to do would be sim ply to walk out of here be fore it’s too
late, and never see each other again?’

‘Yes, dear, it has oc curred to me, sev eral times. But I’m not go ing to do it,
all the same.’

‘We’ve been lucky,’ he said ‘but it can’t last much longer. You’re young. You
look nor mal and in no cent. If you keep clear of peo ple like me, you might
stay alive for an other ��y years.’

‘No. I’ve thought it all out. What you do, I’m go ing to do. And don’t be too
down hearted. I’m rather good at stay ing alive.’

‘We may be to gether for an other six months—a year—there’s no know ing.
At the end we’re cer tain to be apart. Do you re al ize how ut terly alone we
shall be? When once they get hold of us there will be noth ing, lit er ally noth- 
ing, that ei ther of us can do for the other. If I con fess, they’ll shoot you, and
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if I refuse to con fess, they’ll shoot you just the same. Noth ing that I can do
or say, or stop my self from say ing, will put o� your death for as much as �ve
min utes. Nei ther of us will even know whether the other is alive or dead. We
shall be ut terly with out power of any kind. �e one thing that mat ters is that
we shouldn’t be tray one an other, al though even that can’t make the slight est
di� er ence.’

‘If you mean con fess ing,’ she said, ‘we shall do that, right enough. Ev ery- 
body al ways con fesses. You can’t help it. �ey tor ture you.’

‘I don’t mean con fess ing. Con fes sion is not be trayal. What you say or do
doesn’t mat ter: only feel ings mat ter. If they could make me stop lov ing you
—that would be the real be trayal.’

She thought it over. ‘�ey can’t do that,’ she said � nally. ‘It’s the one thing
they can’t do. �ey can make you say any thing—ANY THING—but they
can’t make you be lieve it. �ey can’t get in side you.’

‘No,’ he said a lit tle more hope fully, ‘no; that’s quite true. �ey can’t get in- 
side you. If you can FEEL that stay ing hu man is worth while, even when it
can’t have any re sult what ever, you’ve beaten them.’

He thought of the tele screen with its never-sleep ing ear. �ey could spy
upon you night and day, but if you kept your head you could still out wit
them. With all their clev er ness they had never mas tered the se cret of �nd ing
out what an other hu man be ing was think ing. Per haps that was less true
when you were ac tu ally in their hands. One did not know what hap pened
in side the Min istry of Love, but it was pos si ble to guess: tor tures, drugs, del i- 
cate in stru ments that reg is tered your ner vous re ac tions, grad ual wear ing-
down by sleep less ness and soli tude and per sis tent ques tion ing. Facts, at any
rate, could not be kept hid den. �ey could be tracked down by en quiry, they
could be squeezed out of you by tor ture. But if the ob ject was not to stay
alive but to stay hu man, what di� er ence did it ul ti mately make? �ey could
not al ter your feel ings: for that mat ter you could not al ter them your self,
even if you wanted to. �ey could lay bare in the ut most de tail ev ery thing
that you had done or said or thought; but the in ner heart, whose work ings
were mys te ri ous even to your self, re mained im preg nable.
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hey had done it, they had done it at last!
�e room they were stand ing in was long-shaped and so�ly lit. �e

tele screen was dimmed to a low mur mur; the rich ness of the dark-blue car- 
pet gave one the im pres sion of tread ing on vel vet. At the far end of the room
O’Brien was sit ting at a ta ble un der a green-shaded lamp, with a mass of pa- 
pers on ei ther side of him. He had not both ered to look up when the ser vant
showed Ju lia and Win ston in.

Win ston’s heart was thump ing so hard that he doubted whether he would
be able to speak. �ey had done it, they had done it at last, was all he could
think. It had been a rash act to come here at all, and sheer folly to ar rive to- 
gether; though it was true that they had come by di� er ent routes and only
met on O’Brien’s doorstep. But merely to walk into such a place needed an
e� ort of the nerve. It was only on very rare oc ca sions that one saw in side the
dwelling-places of the In ner Party, or even pen e trated into the quar ter of the
town where they lived. �e whole at mos phere of the huge block of �ats, the
rich ness and spa cious ness of ev ery thing, the un fa mil iar smells of good food
and good to bacco, the silent and in cred i bly rapid li�s slid ing up and down,
the white-jack eted ser vants hur ry ing to and fro—ev ery thing was in tim i dat- 
ing. Al though he had a good pre text for com ing here, he was haunted at ev- 
ery step by the fear that a black-uni formed guard would sud denly ap pear
from round the cor ner, de mand his pa pers, and or der him to get out.
O’Brien’s ser vant, how ever, had ad mit ted the two of them with out de mur.
He was a small, dark-haired man in a white jacket, with a di a mond-shaped,
com pletely ex pres sion less face which might have been that of a Chi nese. �e
pas sage down which he led them was so�ly car peted, with cream-pa pered
walls and white wain scot ing, all exquisitely clean. �at too was in tim i dat ing.
Win ston could not re mem ber ever to have seen a pas sage way whose walls
were not grimy from the con tact of hu man bod ies.

O’Brien had a slip of pa per be tween his �n gers and seemed to be study ing
it in tently. His heavy face, bent down so that one could see the line of the
nose, looked both for mi da ble and in tel li gent. For per haps twenty sec onds he
sat with out stir ring. �en he pulled the speak write to wards him and rapped
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out a mes sage in the hy brid jar gon of the Min istries:

’Items one comma �ve comma seven ap proved full wise stop sug ges tion con tained

item six dou ble plus ridicu lous verg ing crime think can cel stop un pro ceed con struc -

tion wise an teget ting plus full es ti mates ma chin ery over heads stop end mes sage.’

He rose de lib er ately from his chair and came to wards them across the
sound less car pet. A lit tle of the o�  cial at mos phere seemed to have fallen
away from him with the Newspeak words, but his ex pres sion was grim mer
than usual, as though he were not pleased at be ing dis turbed. �e ter ror that
Win ston al ready felt was sud denly shot through by a streak of or di nary em- 
bar rass ment. It seemed to him quite pos si ble that he had sim ply made a
stupid mis take. For what ev i dence had he in re al ity that O’Brien was any
kind of po lit i cal con spir a tor? Noth ing but a �ash of the eyes and a sin gle
equiv o cal re mark: be yond that, only his own se cret imag in ings, founded on
a dream. He could not even fall back on the pre tence that he had come to
bor row the dic tio nary, be cause in that case Ju lia’s pres ence was im pos si ble to
ex plain. As O’Brien passed the tele screen a thought seemed to strike him.
He stopped, turned aside and pressed a switch on the wall. �ere was a sharp
snap. �e voice had stopped.

Ju lia ut tered a tiny sound, a sort of squeak of sur prise. Even in the midst of
his panic, Win ston was too much taken aback to be able to hold his tongue.

‘You can turn it o�!’ he said.
‘Yes,’ said O’Brien, ‘we can turn it o�. We have that priv i lege.’
He was op po site them now. His solid form tow ered over the pair of them,

and the ex pres sion on his face was still in de ci pher able. He was wait ing,
some what sternly, for Win ston to speak, but about what? Even now it was
quite con ceiv able that he was sim ply a busy man won der ing ir ri ta bly why he
had been in ter rupted. No body spoke. A� er the stop ping of the tele screen
the room seemed deadly silent. �e sec onds marched past, enor mous. With
di�  culty Win ston con tin ued to keep his eyes �xed on O’Brien’s. �en sud- 
denly the grim face broke down into what might have been the be gin nings
of a smile. With his char ac ter is tic ges ture O’Brien re set tled his spec ta cles on
his nose.

‘Shall I say it, or will you?’ he said.
‘I will say it,’ said Win ston promptly. ‘�at thing is re ally turned o�?’
‘Yes, ev ery thing is turned o�. We are alone.’
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‘We have come here be cause——’
He paused, re al iz ing for the �rst time the vague ness of his own mo tives.

Since he did not in fact know what kind of help he ex pected from O’Brien, it
was not easy to say why he had come here. He went on, con scious that what
he was say ing must sound both fee ble and pre ten tious:

‘We be lieve that there is some kind of con spir acy, some kind of se cret or ga- 
ni za tion work ing against the Party, and that you are in volved in it. We want
to join it and work for it. We are en e mies of the Party. We dis be lieve in the
prin ci ples of In g soc. We are thought-crim i nals. We are also adul ter ers. I tell
you this be cause we want to put our selves at your mercy. If you want us to
in crim i nate our selves in any other way, we are ready.’

He stopped and glanced over his shoul der, with the feel ing that the door
had opened. Sure enough, the lit tle yel low-faced ser vant had come in with- 
out knock ing. Win ston saw that he was car ry ing a tray with a de canter and
glasses.

‘Mar tin is one of us,’ said O’Brien im pas sively. ‘Bring the drinks over here,
Mar tin. Put them on the round ta ble. Have we enough chairs? �en we may
as well sit down and talk in com fort. Bring a chair for your self, Mar tin. �is
is busi ness. You can stop be ing a ser vant for the next ten min utes.’
�e lit tle man sat down, quite at his ease, and yet still with a ser vant-like

air, the air of a valet en joy ing a priv i lege. Win ston re garded him out of the
cor ner of his eye. It struck him that the man’s whole life was play ing a part,
and that he felt it to be dan ger ous to drop his as sumed per son al ity even for a
mo ment. O’Brien took the de canter by the neck and �lled up the glasses
with a dark-red liq uid. It aroused in Win ston dim mem o ries of some thing
seen long ago on a wall or a hoard ing—a vast bot tle com posed of elec tric
lights which seemed to move up and down and pour its con tents into a glass.
Seen from the top the stu� looked al most black, but in the de canter it
gleamed like a ruby. It had a sour-sweet smell. He saw Ju lia pick up her glass
and sni� at it with frank cu rios ity.

‘It is called wine,’ 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 think it is �t ting that we
should be gin by drink ing a health. To our Leader: To Em manuel Gold stein.’

Win ston took up his glass with a cer tain ea ger ness. Wine was a thing he
had read and dreamed about. Like the glass pa per weight or Mr Char ring- 
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ton’s half-re mem bered rhymes, it be longed to the van ished, ro man tic past,
the olden time as he liked to call it in his se cret thoughts. For some rea son
he had al ways thought of wine as hav ing an in tensely sweet taste, like that of
black berry jam and an im me di ate in tox i cat ing e� ect. Ac tu ally, when he
came to swal low it, the stu� was dis tinctly dis ap point ing. �e truth was that
a� er years of gin-drink ing he could barely taste it. He set down the empty
glass.

‘�en there is such a per son as Gold stein?’ he said.
‘Yes, there is such a per son, and he is alive. Where, I do not know.’
‘And the con spir acy—the or ga ni za tion? Is it real? It is not sim ply an in ven- 

tion of the �ought Po lice?’
‘No, it is real. �e Broth er hood, we call it. You will never learn much more

about the Broth er hood than that it ex ists and that you be long to it. I will
come back to that presently.’ He looked at his wrist-watch. ‘It is un wise even
for mem bers of the In ner Party to turn o� the tele screen for more than half
an hour. You ought not to have come here to gether, and you will have to
leave sep a rately. You, com rade’—he bowed his head to Ju lia—’will leave �rst.
We have about twenty min utes at our dis posal. You will un der stand that I
must start by ask ing you cer tain ques tions. In gen eral terms, what are you
pre pared to do?’

‘Any thing that we are ca pa ble of,’ said Win ston.
O’Brien had turned him self a lit tle in his chair so that he was fac ing Win- 

ston. He al most ig nored Ju lia, seem ing to take it for granted that Win ston
could speak for her. For a mo ment the lids �it ted down over his eyes. He be- 
gan ask ing his ques tions in a low, ex pres sion less voice, as though this were a
rou tine, a sort of cat e chism, most of whose an swers were known to him al- 
ready.

‘You are pre pared to give your lives?’
‘Yes.’
‘You are pre pared to com mit mur der?’
‘Yes.’
‘To com mit acts of sab o tage which may cause the death of hun dreds of in- 

no cent peo ple?’
‘Yes.’
‘To be tray your coun try to for eign pow ers?’
‘Yes.’
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‘You are pre pared to cheat, to forge, to black mail, to cor rupt the minds of
chil dren, to dis trib ute habit-form ing drugs, to en cour age pros ti tu tion, to
dis sem i nate vene real dis eases—to do any thing which is likely to cause de- 
mor al iza tion and weaken the power of the Party?’

‘Yes.’
‘If, for ex am ple, it would some how serve our in ter ests to throw sul phuric

acid in a child’s face—are you pre pared to do that?’
‘Yes.’
‘You are pre pared to lose your iden tity and live out the rest of your life as a

waiter or a dock-worker?’
‘Yes.’
‘You are pre pared to com mit sui cide, if and when we or der you to do so?’
‘Yes.’
‘You are pre pared, the two of you, to sep a rate and never see one an other

again?’
‘No!’ broke in Ju lia.
It ap peared to Win ston that a long time passed be fore he an swered. For a

mo ment he seemed even to have been de prived of the power of speech. His
tongue worked sound lessly, form ing the open ing syl la bles �rst of one word,
then of the other, over and over again. Un til he had said it, he did not know
which word he was go ing to say. ‘No,’ he said � nally.

‘You did well to tell me,’ said O’Brien. ‘It is nec es sary for us to know ev ery- 
thing.’

He turned him self to ward Ju lia and added in a voice with some what more
ex pres sion in it:

‘Do you un der stand that even if he sur vives, it may be as a di� er ent per- 
son? We may be obliged to give him a new iden tity. His face, his move ments,
the shape of his hands, the colour of his hair—even his voice would be dif- 
fer ent. And you your self might have be come a di� er ent per son. Our sur- 
geons can al ter peo ple be yond recog ni tion. Some times it is nec es sary. Some- 
times we even am pu tate a limb.’

Win ston could not help snatch ing an other side long glance at Mar tin’s
Mon go lian face. �ere were no scars that he could see. Ju lia had turned a
shade paler, so that her freck les were show ing, but she faced O’Brien boldly.
She mur mured some thing that seemed to be as sent.

‘Good. �en that is set tled.’
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�ere was a sil ver box of cig a rettes on the ta ble. With a rather ab sent-
minded air O’Brien pushed them to wards the oth ers, took one him self, then
stood up and be gan to pace slowly to and fro, as though he could think bet- 
ter stand ing. �ey were very good cig a rettes, very thick and well-packed,
with an un fa mil iar silk i ness in the pa per. O’Brien looked at his wrist-watch
again.

‘You had bet ter go back to your Pantry, Mar tin,’ he said. ‘I shall switch on
in a quar ter of an hour. Take a good look at these com rades’ faces be fore you
go. You will be see ing them again. I may not.’

Ex actly as they had done at the front door, the lit tle man’s dark eyes �ick- 
ered over their faces. �ere was not a trace of friend li ness in his man ner. He
was mem o riz ing their ap pear ance, but he felt no in ter est in them, or ap- 
peared to feel none. It oc curred to Win ston that a syn thetic face was per haps
in ca pable of chang ing its ex pres sion. With out speak ing or giv ing any kind of
salu ta tion, Mar tin went out, clos ing the door silently be hind him. O’Brien
was strolling up and down, one hand in the pocket of his black over alls, the
other hold ing his cig a rette.

‘You un der stand,’ he said, ‘that you will be �ght ing in the dark. You will al- 
ways be in the dark. You will re ceive or ders and you will obey them, with out
know ing why. Later I shall send you a book from which you will learn the
true na ture of the so ci ety we live in, and the strat egy by which we shall de- 
stroy it. When you have read the book, you will be full mem bers of the
Broth er hood. But be tween the gen eral aims that we are �ght ing for and the
im medi ate tasks of the mo ment, you will never know any thing. I tell you
that the Broth er hood ex ists, but I can not tell you whether it num bers a hun- 
dred mem bers, or ten mil lion. From your per sonal knowl edge you will
never be able to say that it num bers even as many as a dozen. You will have
three or four con tacts, who will be re newed from time to time as they dis ap- 
pear. As this was your �rst con tact, it will be pre served. When you re ceive
or ders, they will come from me. If we �nd it nec es sary to com mu ni cate with
you, it will be through Mar tin. When you are � nally caught, you will con fess.
�at is un avoid able. But you will have very lit tle to con fess, other than your
own ac tions. You will not be able to be tray more than a hand ful of unim por- 
tant peo ple. Prob a bly you will not even be tray me. By that time I may be
dead, or I shall have be come a di� er ent per son, with a di� er ent face.’

He con tin ued to move to and fro over the so� car pet. In spite of the bulk i- 



145

ness of his body there was a re mark able grace in his move ments. It came out
even in the ges ture with which he thrust a hand into his pocket, or ma nip u- 
lated a cig a rette. More even than of strength, he gave an im pres sion of con �- 
dence and of an un der stand ing tinged by irony. How ever much in earnest he
might be, he had noth ing of the sin gle-mind ed ness that be longs to a fa natic.
When he spoke of mur der, sui cide, vene real dis ease, am pu tated limbs, and
al tered faces, it was with a faint air of per si �age. ‘�is is un avoid able,’ his
voice seemed to say; ‘this is what we have got to do, un �inch ingly. But this is
not what we shall be do ing when life is worth liv ing again.’ A wave of ad mi- 
ra tion, al most of wor ship, �owed out from Win ston to wards O’Brien. For
the mo ment he had for got ten the shad owy �g ure of Gold stein. When you
looked at O’Brien’s pow er ful shoul ders and his blunt-fea tured face, so ugly
and yet so civ i lized, it was im pos si ble to be lieve that he could be de feated.
�ere was no strat a gem that he was not equal to, no dan ger that he could
not fore see. Even Ju lia seemed to be im pressed. She had let her cig a rette go
out and was lis ten ing in tently. O’Brien went on:

‘You will have heard ru mours of the ex is tence of the Broth er hood. No
doubt you have formed your own pic ture of it. You have imag ined, prob a bly,
a huge un der world of con spir a tors, meet ing se cretly in cel lars, scrib bling
mes sages on walls, rec og niz ing one an other by code words or by spe cial
move ments of the hand. Noth ing of the kind ex ists. �e mem bers of the
Broth er hood have no way of rec og niz ing one an other, and it is im pos si ble
for any one mem ber to be aware of the iden tity of more than a few oth ers.
Gold stein him self, if he fell into the hands of the �ought Po lice, could not
give them a com plete list of mem bers, or any in for ma tion that would lead
them to a com plete list. No such list ex ists. �e Broth er hood can not be
wiped out be cause it is not an or ga ni za tion in the or di nary sense. Noth ing
holds it to gether ex cept an idea which is in de struc tible. You will never have
any thing to sus tain you, ex cept the idea. You will get no com rade ship and no
en cour age ment. When � nally you are caught, you will get no help. We never
help our mem bers. At most, when it is ab so lutely nec es sary that some one
should be si lenced, we are oc ca sion ally able to smug gle a ra zor blade into a
pris oner’s cell. You will have to get used to liv ing with out re sults and with out
hope. You will work for a while, you will be caught, you will con fess, and
then you will die. �ose are the only re sults that you will ever see. �ere is
no pos si bil ity that any per cep ti ble change will hap pen within our own life- 
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time. We are the dead. Our only true life is in the fu ture. We shall take part
in it as hand fuls of dust and splin ters of bone. But how far away that fu ture
may be, there is no know ing. It might be a thou sand years. At present noth- 
ing is pos si ble ex cept to ex tend the area of san ity lit tle by lit tle. We can not
act col lec tively. We can only spread our knowl edge out wards from in di vid- 
ual to in di vid ual, gen er a tion a� er gen er a tion. In the face of the �ought Po- 
lice there is no other way.’

He halted and looked for the third time at his wrist-watch.
‘It is al most time for you to leave, com rade,’ he said to Ju lia. ‘Wait. �e de- 

canter is still half full.’
He �lled the glasses and raised his own glass by the stem.
‘What shall it be this time?’ he said, still with the same faint sug ges tion of

irony. ‘To the con fu sion of the �ought Po lice? To the death of Big Brother?
To hu man ity? To the fu ture?’

‘To the past,’ said Win ston.
‘�e past is more im por tant,’ agreed O’Brien gravely.
�ey emp tied their glasses, and a mo ment later Ju lia stood up to go.

O’Brien took a small box from the top of a cab i net and handed her a �at
white tablet which he told her to place on her tongue. It was im por tant, he
said, not to go out smelling of wine: the li� at ten dants were very ob ser vant.
As soon as the door had shut be hind her he ap peared to for get her ex is tence.
He took an other pace or two up and down, then stopped.

‘�ere are de tails to be set tled,’ he said. ‘I as sume that you have a hid ing-
place of some kind?’

Win ston ex plained about the room over Mr Char ring ton’s shop.
‘�at will do for the mo ment. Later we will ar range some thing else for you.

It is im por tant to change one’s hid ing-place fre quently. Mean while I shall
send you a copy of THE BOOK’—even O’Brien, Win ston no ticed, seemed
to pro nounce the words as though they were in ital ics—’Gold stein’s book,
you un der stand, as soon as pos si ble. It may be some days be fore I can get
hold of one. �ere are not many in ex is tence, as you can imag ine. �e
�ought Po lice hunt them down and de stroy them al most as fast as we can
pro duce them. It makes very lit tle di� er ence. �e book is in de struc tible. If
the last copy were gone, we could re pro duce it al most word for word. Do
you carry a brief-case to work with you?’ he added.

‘As a rule, yes.’
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‘What is it like?’
‘Black, very shabby. With two straps.’
‘Black, two straps, very shabby—good. One day in the fairly near fu ture—I

can not give a date—one of the mes sages among your morn ing’s work will
con tain a mis printed word, and you will have to ask for a re peat. On the fol- 
low ing day you will go to work with out your brief-case. At some time dur ing
the day, in the street, a man will touch you on the arm and say ‘I think you
have dropped your brief-case.’ �e one he gives you will con tain a copy of
Gold stein’s book. You will re turn it within four teen days.’
�ey were silent for a mo ment.
‘�ere are a cou ple of min utes be fore you need go,’ said O’Brien. ‘We shall

meet again—if we do meet again——’
Win ston looked up at him. ‘In the place where there is no dark ness?’ he

said hes i tantly.
O’Brien nod ded with out ap pear ance of sur prise. ‘In the place where there

is no dark ness,’ he said, as though he had rec og nized the al lu sion. ‘And in the
mean time, is there any thing that you wish to say be fore you leave? Any mes- 
sage? Any ques tion?.’

Win ston thought. �ere did not seem to be any fur ther ques tion that he
wanted to ask: still less did he feel any im pulse to ut ter high-sound ing gen er- 
al i ties. In stead of any thing di rectly con nected with O’Brien or the Broth er- 
hood, there came into his mind a sort of com pos ite pic ture of the dark bed- 
room where his mother had spent her last days, and the lit tle room over Mr
Char ring ton’s shop, and the glass pa per weight, and the steel en grav ing in its
rose wood frame. Al most at ran dom he said:

‘Did you ever hap pen to hear an old rhyme that be gins ‘Or anges and
lemons, say the bells of St Clement’s’?’

Again O’Brien nod ded. With a sort of grave cour tesy he com pleted the
stanza:

’Or anges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement’s,  

You owe me three far things, say the bells of St Mar tin’s,  

When will you pay me? say the bells of Old Bai ley,  

When I grow rich, say the bells of Shored itch.’

‘You knew the last line!’ said Win ston.
‘Yes, I knew the last line. And now, I am afraid, it is time for you to go. But
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wait. You had bet ter let me give you one of these tablets.’
As Win ston stood up O’Brien held out a hand. His pow er ful grip crushed

the bones of Win ston’s palm. At the door Win ston looked back, but O’Brien
seemed al ready to be in process of putting him out of mind. He was wait ing
with his hand on the switch that con trolled the tele screen. Be yond him Win- 
ston could see the writ ing-ta ble with its green-shaded lamp and the speak- 
write and the wire bas kets deep-laden with pa pers. �e in ci dent was closed.
Within thirty sec onds, it oc curred to him, O’Brien would be back at his in- 
ter rupted and im por tant work on be half of the Party.
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in ston was gelati nous with fa tigue. Gelati nous was the right word. It
had come into his head spon ta neously. His body seemed to have not

only the weak ness of a jelly, but its translu cency. 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 enor mous de bauch of work, leav ing only
a frail struc ture of nerves, bones, and skin. All sen sa tions seemed to be mag- 
ni �ed. His over alls fret ted his shoul ders, the pave ment tick led his feet, even
the open ing and clos ing of a hand was an e� ort that made his joints creak.

He had worked more than ninety hours in �ve days. So had ev ery one else
in the Min istry. Now it was all over, and he had lit er ally noth ing to do, no
Party work of any de scrip tion, un til to mor row morn ing. He could spend six
hours in the hid ing-place and an other nine in his own bed. Slowly, in mild
a� er noon sun shine, he walked up a dingy street in the di rec tion of Mr Char- 
ring ton’s shop, keep ing one eye open for the pa trols, but ir ra tionally con- 
vinced that this a� er noon there was no dan ger of any one in ter fer ing with
him. �e heavy brief-case that he was car ry ing bumped against his knee at
each step, send ing a tin gling sen sa tion up and down the skin of his leg. In- 
side it was the book, which he had now had in his pos ses sion for six days
and had not yet opened, nor even looked at.

On the sixth day of Hate Week, a� er the pro ces sions, the speeches, the
shout ing, the singing, the ban ners, the posters, the �lms, the wax works, the
rolling of drums and squeal ing of trum pets, the tramp of march ing feet, the
grind ing of the cater pil lars of tanks, the roar of massed planes, the boom ing
of guns—a� er six days of this, when the great or gasm was quiv er ing to its
cli max and the gen eral ha tred of Eura sia had boiled up into such delir ium
that if the crowd could have got their hands on the 2,000 Eurasian war-crim- 
i nals who were to be pub licly hanged on the last day of the pro ceed ings, they
would un ques tion ably have torn them to pieces—at just this mo ment it had
been an nounced that Ocea nia was not a� er all at war with Eura sia. Ocea nia
was at war with Eas t a sia. Eura sia was an ally.
�ere was, of course, no ad mis sion that any change had taken place.

Merely it be came known, with ex treme sud den ness and ev ery where at once,
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that Eas t a sia and not Eura sia was the en emy. Win ston was tak ing part in a
demon stra tion in one of the cen tral Lon don squares at the mo ment when it
hap pened. It was night, and the white faces and the scar let ban ners were
luridly �ood lit. �e square was packed with sev eral thou sand peo ple, in- 
clud ing a block of about a thou sand school child ren in the uni form of the
Spies. On a scar let-draped plat form an or a tor of the In ner Party, a small lean
man with dis pro por tion ately long arms and a large bald skull over which a
few lank locks strag gled, was ha rangu ing the crowd. A lit tle Rumpel stilt skin
�g ure, con torted with ha tred, he gripped the neck of the mi cro phone with
one hand while the other, enor mous at the end of a bony arm, clawed the air
men ac ingly above his head. His voice, made metal lic by the am pli �ers,
boomed forth an end less cat a logue of atroc i ties, mas sacres, de por ta tions,
loot ings, rap ings, tor ture of pris on ers, bomb ing of civil ians, ly ing pro pa- 
ganda, un just ag gres sions, bro ken treaties. It was al most im pos si ble to lis ten
to him with out be ing �rst con vinced and then mad dened. At ev ery few mo- 
ments the fury of the crowd boiled over and the voice of the speaker was
drowned by a wild beast-like roar ing that rose un con trol lably from thou- 
sands of throats. �e most sav age yells of all came from the school child ren.
�e speech had been pro ceed ing for per haps twenty min utes when a mes- 
sen ger hur ried on to the plat form and a scrap of pa per was slipped into the
speaker’s hand. He un rolled and read it with out paus ing in his speech. Noth- 
ing al tered in his voice or man ner, or in the con tent of what he was say ing,
but sud denly the names were di� er ent. With out words said, a wave of un- 
der stand ing rip pled through the crowd. Ocea nia was at war with Eas t a sia!
�e next mo ment there was a tremen dous com mo tion. �e ban ners and
posters with which the square was dec o rated were all wrong! Quite half of
them had the wrong faces on them. It was sab o tage! �e agents of Gold stein
had been at work! �ere was a ri otous in ter lude while posters were ripped
from the walls, ban ners torn to shreds and tram pled un der foot. �e Spies
per formed prodi gies of ac tiv ity in clam ber ing over the roo�ops and cut ting
the stream ers that �ut tered from the chim neys. But within two or three min- 
utes it was all over. �e or a tor, still grip ping the neck of the mi cro phone, his
shoul ders hunched for ward, his free hand claw ing at the air, had gone
straight on with his speech. One minute more, and the feral roars of rage
were again burst ing from the crowd. �e Hate con tin ued ex actly as be fore,
ex cept that the tar get had been changed.
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�e thing that im pressed Win ston in look ing back was that the speaker
had switched from one line to the other ac tu ally in mid sen tence, not only
with out a pause, but with out even break ing the syn tax. But at the mo ment
he had other things to pre oc cupy him. It was dur ing the mo ment of dis or der
while the posters were be ing torn down that a man whose face he did not see
had tapped him on the shoul der and said, ‘Ex cuse me, I think you’ve
dropped your brief-case.’ He took the brief-case ab stract edly, with out speak- 
ing. He knew that it would be days be fore he had an op por tu nity to look in- 
side it. �e in stant that the demon stra tion was over he went straight to the
Min istry of Truth, though the time was now nearly twenty-three hours. �e
en tire sta� of the Min istry had done like wise. �e or ders al ready is su ing
from the tele screen, re call ing them to their posts, were hardly nec es sary.

Ocea nia was at war with Eas t a sia: Ocea nia had al ways been at war with
Eas t a sia. A large part of the po lit i cal lit er a ture of �ve years was now com- 
pletely ob so lete. Re ports and records of all kinds, news pa pers, books, pam- 
phlets, �lms, sound-tracks, pho to graphs—all had to be rec ti �ed at light ning
speed. Al though no di rec tive was ever is sued, it was known that the chiefs of
the De part ment in tended that within one week no ref er ence to the war with
Eura sia, or the al liance with Eas t a sia, should re main in ex is tence any where.
�e work was over whelm ing, all the more so be cause the pro cesses that it
in volved could not be called by their true names. Ev ery one in the Records
De part ment worked eigh teen hours in the twenty-four, with two three-hour
snatches of sleep. Mat tresses were brought up from the cel lars and pitched
all over the cor ri dors: meals con sisted of sand wiches and Vic tory Co� ee
wheeled round on trol leys by at ten dants from the can teen. Each time that
Win ston broke o� 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 aching, it was
to �nd that an other shower of pa per cylin ders had cov ered the desk like a
snow dri�, hal� ury ing the speak write and over �ow ing on to the �oor, so
that the �rst job was al ways to stack them into a neat enough pile to give
him room to work. What was worst of all was that the work was by no
means purely me chan i cal. O� en it was enough merely to sub sti tute one
name for an other, but any de tailed re port of events de manded care and
imag i na tion. Even the ge o graph i cal knowl edge that one needed in trans fer- 
ring the war from one part of the world to an other was con sid er able.

By the third day his eyes ached un bear ably and his spec ta cles needed wip- 
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ing ev ery few min utes. It was like strug gling with some crush ing phys i cal
task, some thing which one had the right to refuse and which one was nev er- 
the less neu rot i cally anx ious to ac com plish. In so far as he had time to re- 
mem ber it, he was not trou bled by the fact that ev ery word he mur mured
into the speak write, ev ery stroke of his ink-pen cil, was a de lib er ate lie. He
was as anx ious as any one else in the De part ment that the forgery should be
per fect. On the morn ing of the sixth day the drib ble of cylin ders slowed
down. For as much as half an hour noth ing came out of the tube; then one
more cylin der, then noth ing. Ev ery where at about the same time the work
was eas ing o�. A deep and as it were se cret sigh went through the De part- 
ment. A mighty deed, which could never be men tioned, had been achieved.
It was now im pos si ble for any hu man be ing to prove by doc u men tary ev i- 
dence that the war with Eura sia had ever hap pened. At twelve hun dred it
was un ex pect edly an nounced that all work ers in the Min istry were free till
to mor row morn ing. Win ston, still car ry ing the brief-case con tain ing the
book, which had re mained be tween his feet while he worked and un der his
body while he slept, went home, shaved him self, and al most fell asleep in his
bath, al though the wa ter was barely more than tepid.

With a sort of volup tuous creak ing in his joints he climbed the stair above
Mr Char ring ton’s shop. He was tired, but not sleepy any longer. He opened
the win dow, lit the dirty lit tle oil stove and put on a pan of wa ter for co� ee.
Ju lia would ar rive presently: mean while there was the book. He sat down in
the slut tish arm chair and un did the straps of the brief-case.

A heavy black vol ume, am a teur ishly bound, with no name or ti tle on the
cover. �e print also looked slightly ir reg u lar. �e pages were worn at the
edges, and fell apart, eas ily, as though the book had passed through many
hands. �e in scrip tion on the ti tle-page ran:

THE THE ORY AND PRAC TICE OF  

OLI GARCHI CAL COL LEC TIVISM  

by  

Em manuel Gold stein

Win ston be gan read ing:

Chap ter I  

 

Ig no rance is Strength
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�rough out recorded time, and prob a bly since the end of the Ne olithic
Age, there have been three kinds of peo ple in the world, the High, the Mid- 
dle, and the Low. �ey have been sub di vided in many ways, they have borne
count less di� er ent names, and their rel a tive num bers, as well as their at ti- 
tude to wards one an other, have var ied from age to age: but the es sen tial
struc ture of so ci ety has never al tered. Even a� er enor mous up heavals and
seem ingly ir rev o ca ble changes, the same pat tern has al ways re asserted it self,
just as a gy ro scope will al ways re turn to equi lib rium, how ever far it is
pushed one way or the other.
�e aims of these groups are en tirely ir rec on cil able...
Win ston stopped read ing, chie�y in or der to ap pre ci ate the fact that he was

read ing, in com fort and safety. He was alone: no tele screen, no ear at the
key hole, no ner vous im pulse to glance over his shoul der or cover the page
with his hand. �e sweet sum mer air played against his cheek. From some- 
where far away there �oated the faint shouts of chil dren: in the room it self
there was no sound ex cept the in sect voice of the clock. He set tled deeper
into the arm-chair and put his feet up on the fender. It was bliss, it was
etemity. Sud denly, as one some times does with a book of which one knows
that one will ul ti mately read and re-read ev ery word, he opened it at a di� er- 
ent place and found him self at Chap ter III. He went on read ing:

Chap ter III  

 

War is Peace

�e split ting up of the world into three great su per-states was an event
which could be and in deed was fore seen be fore the mid dle of the twen ti eth
cen tury. With the ab sorp tion of Eu rope by Rus sia and of the British Em pire
by the United States, two of the three ex ist ing pow ers, Eura sia and Ocea nia,
were al ready e� ec tively in be ing. �e third, Eas t a sia, only emerged as a dis- 
tinct unit a� er an other decade of con fused �ght ing. �e fron tiers be tween
the three su per-states are in some places ar bi trary, and in oth ers they �uc tu- 
ate ac cord ing to the for tunes of war, but in gen eral they fol low ge o graph i cal
lines. Eura sia com prises the whole of the north ern part of the Eu ro pean and
Asi atic land-mass, from Por tu gal to the Bering Strait. Ocea nia com prises the
Amer i cas, the At lantic is lands in clud ing the British Isles, Aus trala sia, and
the south ern por tion of Africa. Eas t a sia, smaller than the oth ers and with a
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less de�  nite west ern fron tier, com prises China and the coun tries to the
south of it, the Ja pa nese is lands and a large but �uc tu at ing por tion of
Manchuria, Mon go lia, and Ti bet.

In one com bi na tion or an other, these three su per-states are per ma nently at
war, and have been so for the past twenty-�ve years. War, how ever, is no
longer the des per ate, an ni hi lat ing strug gle that it was in the early decades of
the twen ti eth cen tury. It is a war fare of lim ited aims be tween com bat ants
who are un able to de stroy one an other, have no ma te rial cause for �ght ing
and are not di vided by any gen uine ide o log i cal di� er ence �is is not to say
that ei ther the con duct of war, or the pre vail ing at ti tude to wards it, has be- 
come less blood thirsty or more chival rous. On the con trary, war hys te ria is
con tin u ous and uni ver sal in all coun tries, and such acts as rap ing, loot ing,
the slaugh ter of chil dren, the re duc tion of whole pop u la tions to slav ery, and
reprisals against pris on ers which ex tend even to boil ing and bury ing alive,
are looked upon as nor mal, and, when they are com mit ted by one’s own side
and not by the en emy, mer i to ri ous. But in a phys i cal sense war in volves very
small num bers of peo ple, mostly highly-trained spe cial ists, and causes com- 
par a tively few ca su al ties. �e �ght ing, when there is any, takes place on the
vague fron tiers whose where abouts the av er age man can only guess at, or
round the Float ing Fortresses which guard strate gic spots on the sea lanes.
In the cen tres of civ i liza tion war means no more than a con tin u ous short age
of con sump tion goods, and the oc ca sional crash of a rocket bomb which
may cause a few scores of deaths. War has in fact changed its char ac ter. More
ex actly, the rea sons for which war is waged have changed in their or der of
im por tance. Mo tives which were al ready present to some small ex tent in the
great wars of the early twen ti eth cen tu ury have now be come dom i nant and
are con sciously rec og nized and acted upon.

To un der stand the na ture of the present war—for in spite of the re group ing
which oc curs ev ery few years, it is al ways the same war—one must re al ize in
the �rst place that it is im pos si ble for it to be de ci sive. None of the three su- 
per-states could be de�ni tively con quered even by the other two in com bi- 
na tion. �ey are too evenly matched, and their nat u ral de fences are too for- 
mi da ble. Eura sia is pro tected by its vast land spa ces, Ocea nia by the width of
the At lantic and the Pa ci�c, Eas t a sia by the fe cun dity and in dus tri ous ness of
its in hab i tants. Sec ondly, there is no longer, in a ma te rial sense, any thing to
�ght about. With the es tab lish ment of self-con tained economies, in which
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pro duc tion and con sump tion are geared to one an other, the scram ble for
mar kets which was a main cause of pre vi ous wars has come to an end, while
the com pe ti tion for raw ma te ri als is no longer a mat ter of life and death. In
any case each of the three su per-states is so vast that it can ob tain al most all
the ma te ri als that it needs within its own bound aries. In so far as the war has
a di rect eco nomic pur pose, it is a war for labour power. Be tween the fron- 
tiers of the su per-states, and not per ma nently in the pos ses sion of any of
them, there lies a rough quadri lat eral with its cor ners at Tang ier, Braz zav ille,
Dar win, and Hong Kong, con tain ing within it about a ��h of the pop u la tion
of the earth. It is for the pos ses sion of these thickly-pop u lated re gions, and
of the north ern ice-cap, that the three pow ers are con stantly strug gling. In
prac tice no one power ever con trols the whole of the dis puted area. Por tions
of it are con stantly chang ing hands, and it is the chance of seiz ing this or
that frag ment by a sud den stroke of treach ery that dic tates the end less
changes of align ment.

All of the dis puted ter ri to ries con tain valu able min er als, and some of them
yield im por tant veg etable prod ucts such as rub ber which in colder cli mates
it is nec es sary to syn the size by com par a tively ex pen sive meth ods. But above
all they con tain a bot tom less re serve of cheap labour. Which ever power con- 
trols equa to rial Africa, or the coun tries of the Mid dle East, or South ern In- 
dia, or the In done sian Ar chi pel ago, dis poses also of the bod ies of scores or
hun dreds of mil lions of ill-paid and hard-work ing coolies. �e in hab i tants
of these ar eas, re duced more or less openly to the sta tus of slaves, pass con- 
tin u ally from con queror to con queror, and are ex pended like so much coal
or oil in the race to turn out more ar ma ments, to cap ture more ter ri tory, to
con trol more labour power, to turn out more ar ma ments, to cap ture more
ter ri tory, and so on in de�  nitely. It should be noted that the �ght ing never re- 
ally moves be yond the edges of the dis puted ar eas. �e fron tiers of Eura sia
�ow back and forth be tween the basin of the Congo and the north ern shore
of the Mediter ranean; the is lands of the In dian Ocean and the Pa ci�c are
con stantly be ing cap tured and re cap tured by Ocea nia or by Eas t a sia; in
Mon go lia the di vid ing line be tween Eura sia and Eas t a sia is never sta ble;
round the Pole all three pow ers lay claim to enor mous ter ri to ries which in
fact are largely uni habited and un ex plored: but the bal ance of power al ways
re mains roughly even, and the ter ri tory which forms the heart land of each
su per-state al ways re mains in vi o late. More over, the labour of the ex ploited
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peo ples round the Equa tor is not re ally nec es sary to the world’s econ omy.
�ey add noth ing to the wealth of the world, since what ever they pro duce is
used for pur poses of war, and the ob ject of wag ing a war is al ways to be in a
bet ter po si tion in which to wage an other war. By their labour the slave pop- 
u la tions al low the tempo of con tin u ous war fare to be speeded up. But if they
did not ex ist, the struc ture of world so ci ety, and the process by which it
main tains it self, would not be es sen tially di� er ent.
�e pri mary aim of mod ern war fare (in ac cor dance with the prin ci ples of

DOU BLE THINK, this aim is si mul ta ne ously rec og nized and not rec og nized
by the di rect ing brains of the In ner Party) is to use up the prod ucts of the
ma chine with out rais ing the gen eral stan dard of liv ing. Ever since the end of
the nine teenth cen tury, the prob lem of what to do with the sur plus of con- 
sump tion goods has been la tent in in dus trial so ci ety. At present, when few
hu man be ings even have enough to eat, this prob lem is ob vi ously not ur- 
gent, and it might not have be come so, even if no ar ti � cial pro cesses of de- 
struc tion had been at work. �e world of to day is a bare, hun gry, di lap i dated
place com pared with the world that ex isted be fore 1914, and still more so if
com pared with the imag i nary fu ture to which the peo ple of that pe riod
looked for ward. In the early twen ti eth cen tury, the vi sion of a fu ture so ci ety
un be liev ably rich, leisured, or derly, and e�  cient—a glit ter ing an ti sep tic
world of glass and steel and snow-white con crete—was part of the con- 
scious ness of nearly ev ery lit er ate per son. Sci ence and tech nol ogy were de- 
vel op ing at a prodi gious speed, and it seemed nat u ral to as sume that they
would go on de vel op ing. �is failed to hap pen, partly be cause of the im pov- 
er ish ment caused by a long se ries of wars and rev o lu tions, partly be cause
sci en ti�c and tech ni cal progress de pended on the em pir i cal habit of
thought, which could not sur vive in a strictly reg i mented so ci ety. As a whole
the world is more prim i tive to day than it was ��y years ago. Cer tain back- 
ward ar eas have ad vanced, and var i ous de vices, al ways in some way con- 
nected with war fare and po lice es pi onage, have been de vel oped, but ex per i- 
ment and in ven tion have largely stopped, and the rav ages of the atomic war
of the nine teen-��ies have never been fully re paired. Nev er the less the dan- 
gers in her ent in the ma chine are still there. From the mo ment when the ma- 
chine �rst made its ap pear ance it was clear to all think ing peo ple that the
need for hu man drudgery, and there fore to a great ex tent for hu man in- 
equal ity, had dis ap peared. If the ma chine were used de lib er ately for that end,
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hunger, over work, dirt, il lit er acy, and dis ease could be elim i nated within a
few gen er a tions. And in fact, with out be ing used for any such pur pose, but
by a sort of au to matic process—by pro duc ing wealth which it was some- 
times im pos si ble not to dis trib ute—the ma chine did raise the liv ing stan- 
dards of the av er age hu mand be ing very greatly over a pe riod of about ��y
years at the end of the nine teenth and the be gin ning of the twen ti eth cen- 
turies.

But it was also clear that an all-round in crease in wealth threat ened the de- 
struc tion—in deed, in some sense was the de struc tion—of a hi er ar chi cal so- 
ci ety. In a world in which ev ery one worked short hours, had enough to eat,
lived in a house with a bath room and a re frig er a tor, and pos sessed a mo tor-
car or even an aero plane, the most ob vi ous and per haps the most im por tant
form of in equal ity would al ready have dis ap peared. If it once be came gen- 
eral, wealth would con fer no dis tinc tion. It was pos si ble, no doubt, to imag- 
ine a so ci ety in which WEALTH, in the sense of per sonal pos ses sions and
lux u ries, should be evenly dis trib uted, while POWER re mained in the hands
of a small priv i leged caste. But in prac tice such a so ci ety could not long re- 
main sta ble. For if leisure and se cu rity were en joyed by all alike, the great
mass of hu man be ings who are nor mally stu pe �ed by poverty would be come
lit er ate and would learn to think for them selves; and when once they had
done this, they would sooner or later re al ize that the priv i leged mi nor ity had
no func tion, and they would sweep it away. In the long run, a hi er ar chi cal
so ci ety was only pos si ble on a ba sis of poverty and ig no rance. To re turn to
the agri cul tural past, as some thinkers about the be gin ning of the twen ti eth
cen tury dreamed of do ing, was not a prac ti ca ble so lu tion. It con �icted with
the ten dency to wards mech a niza tion which had be come quasi-in stinc tive
through out al most the whole world, and more over, any coun try which re- 
mained in dus tri ally back ward was help less in a mil i tary sense and was
bound to be dom i nated, di rectly or in di rectly, by its more ad vanced ri vals.

Nor was it a sat is fac tory so lu tion to keep the masses in poverty by re strict- 
ing the out put of goods. �is hap pened to a great ex tent dur ing the � nal
phase of cap i tal ism, roughly be tween 1920 and 1940. �e econ omy of many
coun tries was al lowed to stag nate, land went out of cul ti va tion, cap i tal
equip ment was not added to, great blocks of the pop u la tion were pre vented
from work ing and kept half alive by State char ity. But this, too, en tailed mil i- 
tary weak ness, and since the pri va tions it in �icted were ob vi ously un nec es- 



158

sary, it made op po si tion in evitable. �e prob lem was how to keep the wheels
of in dus try turn ing with out in creas ing the real wealth of the world. Goods
must be pro duced, but they must not be dis trib uted. And in prac tice the
only way of achiev ing this was by con tin u ous war fare.
�e es sen tial act of war is de struc tion, not nec es sar ily of hu man lives, but

of the prod ucts of hu man labour. War is a way of shat ter ing to pieces, or
pour ing into the strato sphere, or sink ing in the depths of the sea, ma te ri als
which might oth er wise be used to make the masses too com fort able, and
hence, in the long run, too in tel li gent. Even when weapons of war are not ac- 
tu ally de stroyed, their man u fac ture is still a con ve nient way of ex pend ing
labour power with out pro duc ing any thing that can be con sumed. A Float ing
Fortress, for ex am ple, has locked up in it the labour that would build sev eral
hun dred cargo-ships. Ul ti mately it is scrapped as ob so lete, never hav ing
brought any ma te rial ben e �t to any body, and with fur ther enor mous labours
an other Float ing Fortress is built. In prin ci ple the war e� ort is al ways so
planned as to eat up any sur plus that might ex ist a� er meet ing the bare
needs of the pop u la tion. In prac tice the needs of the pop u la tion are al ways
un der es ti mated, with the re sult that there is a chronic short age of half the
ne ces si ties of life; but this is looked on as an ad van tage. It is de lib er ate pol icy
to keep even the favoured groups some where near the brink of hard ship, be- 
cause a gen eral state of scarcity in creases the im por tance of small priv i leges
and thus mag ni �es the dis tinc tion be tween one group and an other. By the
stan dards of the early twen ti eth cen tury, even a mem ber of the In ner Party
lives an aus tere, la bo ri ous kind of life. Nev er the less, the few lux u ries that he
does en joy his large, well-ap pointed �at, the bet ter tex ture of his clothes, the
bet ter qual ity of his food and drink and to bacco, his two or three ser vants,
his pri vate mo tor-car or he li copter—set him in a di� er ent world from a
mem ber of the Outer Party, and the mem bers of the Outer Party have a sim- 
i lar ad van tage in com par i son with the sub merged masses whom we call ‘the
pro les’. �e so cial at mos phere is that of a be sieged city, where the pos ses sion
of a lump of horse �esh makes the di� er ence be tween wealth and poverty.
And at the same time the con scious ness of be ing at war, and there fore in
dan ger, makes the hand ing-over of all power to a small caste seem the nat u- 
ral, un avoid able con di tion of sur vival.

War, it will be seen, ac com plishes the nec es sary de struc tion, but ac com- 
plishes it in a psy cho log i cally ac cept able way. In prin ci ple it would be quite
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sim ple to waste the sur plus labour of the world by build ing tem ples and
pyra mids, by dig ging holes and �ll ing them up again, or even by pro duc ing
vast quan ti ties of goods and then set ting �re to them. But this would pro vide
only the eco nomic and not the emo tional ba sis for a hi er ar chi cal so ci ety.
What is con cerned here is not the morale of masses, whose at ti tude is unim- 
por tant so long as they are kept steadily at work, but the morale of the Party
it self. Even the hum blest Party mem ber is ex pected to be com pe tent, in dus- 
tri ous, and even in tel li gent within nar row lim its, but it is also nec es sary that
he should be a cred u lous and ig no rant fa natic whose pre vail ing moods are
fear, ha tred, adu la tion, and or gias tic tri umph. In other words it is nec es sary
that he should have the men tal ity ap pro pri ate to a state of war. It does not
mat ter whether the war is ac tu ally hap pen ing, and, since no de ci sive vic tory
is pos si ble, it does not mat ter whether the war is go ing well or badly. All that
is needed is that a state of war should ex ist. �e split ting of the in tel li gence
which the Party re quires of its mem bers, and which is more eas ily achieved
in an at mos phere of war, is now al most uni ver sal, but the higher up the
ranks one goes, the more marked it be comes. It is pre cisely in the In ner
Party that war hys te ria and ha tred of the en emy are strong est. In his ca pac ity
as an ad min is tra tor, it is o� en nec es sary for a mem ber of the In ner Party to
know that this or that item of war news is un truth ful, and he may o� en be
aware that the en tire war is spu ri ous and is ei ther not hap pen ing or is be ing
waged for pur poses quite other than the de clared ones: but such knowl edge
is eas ily neu tral ized by the tech nique of DOU BLE THINK. Mean while no
In ner Party mem ber wa vers for an in stant in his mys ti cal be lief that the war
is real, and that it is bound to end vic to ri ously, with Ocea nia the undis puted
mas ter of the en tire world.

All mem bers of the In ner Party be lieve in this com ing con quest as an ar ti- 
cle of faith. It is to be achieved ei ther by grad u ally ac quir ing more and more
ter ri tory and so build ing up an over whelm ing pre pon der ance of power, or
by the dis cov ery of some new and unan swer able weapon. �e search for new
weapons con tin ues un ceas ingly, and is one of the very few re main ing ac tiv i- 
ties in which the in ven tive or spec u la tive type of mind can �nd any out let.
In Ocea nia at the present day, Sci ence, in the old sense, has al most ceased to
ex ist. In Newspeak there is no word for ‘Sci ence’. �e em pir i cal method of
thought, on which all the sci en ti�c achieve ments of the past were founded,
is op posed to the most fun da men tal prin ci ples of In g soc. And even tech no- 



160

log i cal progress only hap pens when its prod ucts can in some way be used for
the diminu tion of hu man lib erty. In all the use ful arts the world is ei ther
stand ing still or go ing back wards. �e �elds are cul ti vated with horse-
ploughs while books are writ ten by ma chin ery. But in mat ters of vi tal im- 
por tance—mean ing, in e� ect, war and po lice es pi onage—the em pir i cal ap- 
proach is still en cour aged, or at least tol er ated. �e two aims of the Party are
to con quer the whole sur face of the earth and to ex tin guish once and for all
the pos si bil ity of in de pen dent thought. �ere are there fore two great prob- 
lems which the Party is con cerned to solve. One is how to dis cover, against
his will, what an other hu man be ing is think ing, and the other is how to kill
sev eral hun dred mil lion peo ple in a few sec onds with out giv ing warn ing be- 
fore hand. In so far as sci en ti�c re search still con tin ues, this is its sub ject
mat ter. �e sci en tist of to day is ei ther a mix ture of psy chol o gist and in quisi- 
tor, study ing with real or di nary minute ness the mean ing of fa cial ex pres- 
sions, ges tures, and tones of voice, and test ing the truth-pro duc ing e� ects of
drugs, shock ther apy, hyp no sis, and phys i cal tor ture; or he is chemist, physi- 
cist, or bi ol o gist con cerned only with such branches of his spe cial sub ject as
are rel e vant to the tak ing of life. In the vast lab o ra to ries of the Min istry of
Peace, and in the ex per i men tal sta tions hid den in the Brazil ian forests, or in
the Aus tralian desert, or on lost is lands of the Antarc tic, the teams of ex perts
are in de fati ga bly at work. Some are con cerned sim ply with plan ning the lo- 
gis tics of fu ture wars; oth ers de vise larger and larger rocket bombs, more
and more pow er ful ex plo sives, and more and more im pen e tra ble ar mour-
plat ing; oth ers search for new and dead lier gases, or for sol u ble poi sons ca- 
pa ble of be ing pro duced in such quan ti ties as to de stroy the veg e ta tion of
whole con ti nents, or for breeds of dis ease germs im mu nized against all pos- 
si ble an ti bod ies; oth ers strive to pro duce a ve hi cle that shall bore its way un- 
der the soil like a sub ma rine un der the wa ter, or an aero plane as in de pen- 
dent of its base as a sail ing-ship; oth ers ex plore even re moter pos si bil i ties
such as fo cus ing the sun’s rays through lenses sus pended thou sands of kilo- 
me tres away in space, or pro duc ing ar ti � cial earth quakes and tidal waves by
tap ping the heat at the earth’s cen tre.

But none of these projects ever comes any where near re al iza tion, and none
of the three su per-states ever gains a sig ni�  cant lead on the oth ers. What is
more re mark able is that all three pow ers al ready pos sess, in the atomic
bomb, a weapon far more pow er ful than any that their present re searches are
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likely to dis cover. Al though the Party, ac cord ing to its habit, claims the in- 
ven tion for it self, atomic bombs �rst ap peared as early as the nine teen-for- 
ties, and were �rst used on a large scale about ten years later. At that time
some hun dreds of bombs were dropped on in dus trial cen tres, chie�y in Eu- 
ro pean Rus sia, West ern Eu rope, and North Amer ica. �e e� ect was to con- 
vince the rul ing groups of all coun tries that a few more atomic bombs would
mean the end of or ga nized so ci ety, and hence of their own power. �ere- 
a�er, al though no for mal agree ment was ever made or hinted at, no more
bombs were dropped. All three pow ers merely con tinue to pro duce atomic
bombs and store them up against the de ci sive op por tu nity which they all be- 
lieve will come sooner or later. And mean while the art of war has re mained
al most sta tion ary for thirty or forty years. He li copters are more used than
they were for merly, bomb ing planes have been largely su per seded by self-
pro pelled pro jec tiles, and the frag ile mov able bat tle ship has given way to the
al most un sink able Float ing Fortress; but oth er wise there has been lit tle de- 
vel op ment. �e tank, the sub ma rine, the tor pedo, the ma chine gun, even the
ri �e and the hand grenade are still in use. And in spite of the end less slaugh- 
ters re ported in the Press and on the tele screens, the des per ate bat tles of ear- 
lier wars, in which hun dreds of thou sands or even mil lions of men were of- 
ten killed in a few weeks, have never been re peated.

None of the three su per-states ever at tempts any ma noeu vre which in- 
volves the risk of se ri ous de feat. When any large op er a tion is un der taken, it
is usu ally a sur prise at tack against an ally. �e strat egy that all three pow ers
are fol low ing, or pre tend to them selves that they are fol low ing, is the same.
�e plan is, by a com bi na tion of �ght ing, bar gain ing, and well-timed strokes
of treach ery, to ac quire a ring of bases com pletely en cir cling one or other of
the ri val states, and then to sign a pact of friend ship with that ri val and re- 
main on peace ful terms for so many years as to lull sus pi cion to sleep. Dur- 
ing this time rock ets loaded with atomic bombs can be as sem bled at all the
strate gic spots; � nally they will all be �red si mul ta ne ously, with e� ects so
dev as tat ing as to make re tal i a tion im pos si ble. It will then be time to sign a
pact of friend ship with the re main ing world-power, in prepa ra tion for an- 
other at tack. �is scheme, it is hardly nec es sary to say, is a mere day dream,
im pos si ble of re al iza tion. More over, no �ght ing ever oc curs ex cept in the
dis puted ar eas round the Equa tor and the Pole: no in va sion of en emy ter ri- 
tory is ever un der taken. �is ex plains the fact that in some places the fron- 
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tiers be tween the su per states are ar bi trary. Eura sia, for ex am ple, could eas ily
con quer the British Isles, which are ge o graph i cally part of Eu rope, or on the
other hand it would be pos si ble for Ocea nia to push its fron tiers to the
Rhine or even to the Vis tula. But this would vi o late the prin ci ple, fol lowed
on all sides though never for mu lated, of cul tural in tegrity. If Ocea nia were to
con quer the ar eas that used once to be known as France and Ger many, it
would be nec es sary ei ther to ex ter mi nate the in hab i tants, a task of great
phys i cal di�  culty, or to as sim i late a pop u la tion of about a hun dred mil lion
peo ple, who, so far as tech ni cal de vel op ment goes, are roughly on the
Oceanic level. �e prob lem is the same for all three su per-states. It is ab so- 
lutely nec es sary to their struc ture that there should be no con tact with for- 
eign ers, ex cept, to a lim ited ex tent, with war pris on ers and coloured slaves.
Even the o�  cial ally of the mo ment is al ways re garded with the dark est sus- 
pi cion. War pris on ers apart, the av er age cit i zen of Ocea nia never sets eyes
on a cit i zen of ei ther Eura sia or Eas t a sia, and he is for bid den the knowl edge
of for eign lan guages. If he were al lowed con tact with for eign ers he would
dis cover that they are crea tures sim i lar to him self and that most of what he
has been told about them is lies. �e sealed world in which he lives would be
bro ken, and the fear, ha tred, and self-right eous ness on which his morale de- 
pends might evap o rate. It is there fore re al ized on all sides that how ever o� en
Per sia, or Egypt, or Java, or Cey lon may change hands, the main fron tiers
must never be crossed by any thing ex cept bombs.

Un der this lies a fact never men tioned aloud, but tac itly un der stood and
acted upon: namely, that the con di tions of life in all three su per-states are
very much the same. In Ocea nia the pre vail ing phi los o phy is called In g soc,
in Eura sia it is called Neo-Bol she vism, and in Eas t a sia it is called by a Chi- 
nese name usu ally trans lated as Death-Wor ship, but per haps bet ter ren dered
as Oblit er a tion of the Self. �e cit i zen of Ocea nia is not al lowed to know
any thing of the tenets of the other two philoso phies, but he is taught to ex e- 
crate them as bar barous out rages upon moral ity and com mon sense. Ac tu- 
ally the three philoso phies are barely dis tin guish able, and the so cial sys tems
which they sup port are not dis tin guish able at all. Ev ery where there is the
same pyra mi dal struc ture, the same wor ship of semi-di vine leader, the same
econ omy ex ist ing by and for con tin u ous war fare. It fol lows that the three su-
per-states not only can not con quer one an other, but would gain no ad van- 
tage by do ing so. On the con trary, so long as they re main in con �ict they
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prop one an other up, like three sheaves of corn. And, as usual, the rul ing
groups of all three pow ers are si mul ta ne ously aware and un aware of what
they are do ing. �eir lives are ded i cated to world con quest, but they also
know that it is nec es sary that the war should con tinue ev er last ingly and
with out vic tory. Mean while the fact that there IS no dan ger of con quest
makes pos si ble the de nial of re al ity which is the spe cial fea ture of In g soc and
its ri val sys tems of thought. Here it is nec es sary to re peat what has been said
ear lier, that by be com ing con tin u ous war has fun da men tally changed its
char ac ter.

In past ages, a war, al most by de�  ni tion, was some thing that sooner or later
came to an end, usu ally in un mis tak able vic tory or de feat. In the past, also,
war was one of the main in stru ments by which hu man so ci eties were kept in
touch with phys i cal re al ity. All rulers in all ages have tried to im pose a false
view of the world upon their fol low ers, but they could not a� ord to en cour- 
age any il lu sion that tended to im pair mil i tary e�  ciency. So long as de feat
meant the loss of in de pen dence, or some other re sult gen er ally held to be
un de sir able, the pre cau tions against de feat had to be se ri ous. Phys i cal facts
could not be ig nored. In phi los o phy, or re li gion, or ethics, or pol i tics, two
and two might make �ve, but when one was de sign ing a gun or an aero plane
they had to make four. In e�  cient na tions were al ways con quered sooner or
later, and the strug gle for e�  ciency was in im i cal to il lu sions. More over, to
be e�  cient it was nec es sary to be able to learn from the past, which meant
hav ing a fairly ac cu rate idea of what had hap pened in the past. News pa pers
and his tory books were, of course, al ways coloured and bi ased, but fal si � ca- 
tion of the kind that is prac tised to day would have been im pos si ble. War was
a sure safe guard of san ity, and so far as the rul ing classes were con cerned it
was prob a bly the most im por tant of all safe guards. While wars could be won
or lost, no rul ing class could be com pletely ir re spon si ble.

But when war be comes lit er ally con tin u ous, it also ceases to be dan ger ous.
When war is con tin u ous there is no such thing as mil i tary ne ces sity. Tech ni- 
cal progress can cease and the most pal pa ble facts can be de nied or dis re- 
garded. As we have seen, re searches that could be called sci en ti�c are still
car ried out for the pur poses of war, but they are es sen tially a kind of day- 
dream ing, and their fail ure to show re sults is not im por tant. E�  ciency, even
mil i tary e�  ciency, is no longer needed. Noth ing is e�  cient in Ocea nia ex- 
cept the �ought Po lice. Since each of the three su per-states is un con quer- 
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able, each is in e� ect a sep a rate uni verse within which al most any per ver sion
of thought can be safely prac tised. Re al ity only ex erts its pres sure through
the needs of ev ery day life—the need to eat and drink, to get shel ter and
cloth ing, to avoid swal low ing poi son or step ping out of top-storey win dows,
and the like. Be tween life and death, and be tween phys i cal plea sure and
phys i cal pain, there is still a dis tinc tion, but that is all. Cut o� from con tact
with the outer world, and with the past, the cit i zen of Ocea nia is like a man
in in ter stel lar space, who has no way of know ing which di rec tion is up and
which is down. �e rulers of such a state are ab so lute, as the Pharaohs or the
Cae sars could not be. �ey are obliged to pre vent their fol low ers from starv- 
ing to death in num bers large enough to be in con ve nient, and they are
obliged to re main at the same low level of mil i tary tech nique as their ri vals;
but once that min i mum is achieved, they can twist re al ity into what ever
shape they choose.
�e war, there fore, if we judge it by the stan dards of pre vi ous wars, is

merely an im pos ture. It is like the bat tles be tween cer tain ru mi nant an i mals
whose horns are set at such an an gle that they are in ca pable of hurt ing one
an other. But though it is un real it is not mean ing less. It eats up the sur plus of
con sum able goods, and it helps to pre serve the spe cial men tal at mos phere
that a hi er ar chi cal so ci ety needs. War, it will be seen, is now a purely in ter nal
a� air. In the past, the rul ing groups of all coun tries, al though they might
rec og nize their com mon in ter est and there fore limit the de struc tive ness of
war, did �ght against one an other, and the vic tor al ways plun dered the van- 
quished. In our own day they are not �ght ing against one an other at all. �e
war is waged by each rul ing group against its own sub jects, and the ob ject of
the war is not to make or pre vent con quests of ter ri tory, but to keep the
struc ture of so ci ety in tact. �e very word ‘war’, there fore, has be come mis- 
lead ing. It would prob a bly be ac cu rate to say that by be com ing con tin u ous
war has ceased to ex ist. �e pe cu liar pres sure that it ex erted on hu man be- 
ings be tween the Ne olithic Age and the early twen ti eth cen tury has dis ap-
peared and been re placed by some thing quite di� er ent. �e e� ect would be
much the same if the three su per-states, in stead of �ght ing one an other,
should agree to live in per pet ual peace, each in vi o late within its own bound- 
aries. For in that case each would still be a self-con tained uni verse, freed for
ever from the sober ing in �u ence of ex ter nal dan ger. A peace that was truly
per ma nent would be the same as a per ma nent war. �is—al though the vast
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ma jor ity of Party mem bers un der stand it only in a shal lower sense—is the
in ner mean ing of the Party slo gan: WAR IS PEACE.

Win ston stopped read ing for a mo ment. Some where in re mote dis tance a
rocket bomb thun dered. �e bliss ful feel ing of be ing alone with the for bid- 
den book, in a room with no tele screen, had not worn o�. Soli tude and
safety were phys i cal sen sa tions, mixed up some how with the tired ness of his
body, the so� ness of the chair, the touch of the faint breeze from the win dow
that played upon his cheek. �e book fas ci nated him, or more ex actly it re as- 
sured him. In a sense it told him noth ing that was new, but that was part of
the at trac tion. It said what he would have said, if it had been pos si ble for
him to set his scat tered thoughts in or der. It was the prod uct of a mind sim i- 
lar to his own, but enor mously more pow er ful, more sys tem atic, less fear-
rid den. �e best books, he per ceived, are those that tell you what you know
al ready. He had just turned back to Chap ter I when he heard Ju lia’s foot step
on the stair and started out of his chair to meet her. She dumped her brown
tool-bag on the �oor and �ung her self into his arms. It was more than a
week since they had seen one an other.

‘I’ve got THE BOOK,’ he said as they dis en tan gled them selves.
‘Oh, you’ve got it? Good,’ she said with out much in ter est, and al most im- 

me di ately knelt down be side the oil stove to make the co� ee.
�ey did not re turn to the sub ject un til they had been in bed for half an

hour. �e evening was just cool enough to make it worth while to pull up
the coun ter pane. From be low came the fa mil iar sound of singing and the
scrape of boots on the �ag stones. �e brawny red-armed woman whom
Win ston had seen there on his �rst visit was al most a �x ture in the yard.
�ere seemed to be no hour of day light when she was not march ing to and
fro be tween the wash tub and the line, al ter nately gag ging her self with
clothes pegs and break ing forth into lusty song. Ju lia had set tled down on
her side and seemed to be al ready on the point of fall ing asleep. He reached
out for the book, which was ly ing on the �oor, and sat up against the bed- 
head.

‘We must read it,’ he said. ‘You too. All mem bers of the Broth er hood have
to read it.’

‘You read it,’ she said with her eyes shut. ‘Read it aloud. �at’s the best way.
�en you can ex plain it to me as you go.’
�e clock’s hands said six, mean ing eigh teen. �ey had three or four hours
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ahead of them. He propped the book against his knees and be gan read ing:
Chap ter I Ig no rance is Strength
�rough out recorded time, and prob a bly since the end of the Ne olithic

Age, there have been three kinds of peo ple in the world, the High, the Mid- 
dle, and the Low. �ey have been sub di vided in many ways, they have borne
count less di� er ent names, and their rel a tive num bers, as well as their at ti- 
tude to wards one an other, have var ied from age to age: but the es sen tial
struc ture of so ci ety has never al tered. Even a� er enor mous up heavals and
seem ingly ir rev o ca ble changes, the same pat tern has al ways re asserted it self,
just as a gy ro scope will al ways re turn to equi lib num, how ever far it is
pushed one way or the other

‘Ju lia, are you awake?’ said Win ston.
‘Yes, my love, I’m lis ten ing. Go on. It’s mar vel lous.’
He con tin ued read ing:
�e aims of these three groups are en tirely ir rec on cil able. �e aim of the

High is to re main where they are. �e aim of the Mid dle is to change places
with the High. �e aim of the Low, when they have an aim—for it is an abid- 
ing char ac ter is tic of the Low that they are too much crushed by drudgery to
be more than in ter mit tently con scious of any thing out side their daily lives—
is to abol ish all dis tinc tions and cre ate a so ci ety in which all men shall be
equal. �us through out his tory a strug gle which is the same in its main out- 
lines re curs over and over again. For long pe ri ods the High seem to be se- 
curely in power, but sooner or later there al ways comes a mo ment when they
lose ei ther their be lief in them selves or their ca pac ity to gov ern e�  ciently, or
both. �ey are then over thrown by the Mid dle, who en list the Low on their
side by pre tend ing to them that they are �ght ing for lib erty and jus tice. As
soon as they have reached their ob jec tive, the Mid dle thrust the Low back
into their old po si tion of servi tude, and them selves be come the High.
Presently a new Mid dle group splits o� from one of the other groups, or
from both of them, and the strug gle be gins over again. Of the three groups,
only the Low are never even tem po rar ily suc cess ful in achiev ing their aims.
It would be an ex ag ger a tion to say that through out his tory there has been no
progress of a ma te rial kind. Even to day, in a pe riod of de cline, the av er age
hu man be ing is phys i cally bet ter o� than he was a few cen turies ago. But no
ad vance in wealth, no so� en ing of man ners, no re form or rev o lu tion has
ever brought hu man equal ity a mil lime tre nearer. From the point of view of
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the Low, no his toric change has ever meant much more than a change in the
name of their mas ters.

By the late nine teenth cen tury the re cur rence of this pat tern had be come
ob vi ous to many ob servers. �ere then rose schools of thinkers who in ter- 
preted his tory as a cycli cal process and claimed to show that in equal ity was
the un al ter able law of hu man life. �is doc trine, of course, had al ways had
its ad her ents, but in the man ner in which it was now put for ward there was a
sig ni�  cant change. In the past the need for a hi er ar chi cal form of so ci ety had
been the doc trine speci�  cally of the High. It had been preached by kings and
aris to crats and by the priests, lawyers, and the like who were par a sit i cal
upon them, and it had gen er ally been so� ened by prom ises of com pen sa tion
in an imag i nary world be yond the grave. �e Mid dle, so long as it was strug- 
gling for power, had al ways made use of such terms as free dom, jus tice, and
fra ter nity. Now, how ever, the con cept of hu man broth er hood be gan to be as- 
sailed by peo ple who were not yet in po si tions of com mand, but merely
hoped to be so be fore long. In the past the Mid dle had made rev o lu tions un- 
der the ban ner of equal ity, and then had es tab lished a fresh tyranny as soon
as the old one was over thrown. �e new Mid dle groups in e� ect pro claimed
their tyranny be fore hand. So cial ism, a the ory which ap peared in the early
nine teenth cen tury and was the last link in a chain of thought stretch ing
back to the slave re bel lions of an tiq uity, was still deeply in fected by the
Utopi anism of past ages. But in each vari ant of So cial ism that ap peared from
about 1900 on wards the aim of es tab lish ing lib erty and equal ity was more
and more openly aban doned. �e new move ments which ap peared in the
mid dle years of the cen tury, In g soc in Ocea nia, Neo-Bol she vism in Eura sia,
Death-Wor ship, as it is com monly called, in Eas t a sia, had the con scious aim
of per pet u at ing UN free dom and IN equal ity. �ese new move ments, of
course, grew out of the old ones and tended to keep their names and pay lip-
ser vice to their ide ol ogy. But the pur pose of all of them was to ar rest
progress and freeze his tory at a cho sen mo ment. �e fa mil iar pen du lum
swing was to hap pen once more, and then stop. As usual, the High were to
be turned out by the Mid dle, who would then be come the High; but this
time, by con scious strat egy, the High would be able to main tain their po si- 
tion per ma nently.
�e new doc trines arose partly be cause of the ac cu mu la tion of his tor i cal

knowl edge, and the growth of the his tor i cal sense, which had hardly ex isted
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be fore the nine teenth cen tury. �e cycli cal move ment of his tory was now in- 
tel li gi ble, or ap peared to be so; and if it was in tel li gi ble, then it was al ter able.
But the prin ci pal, un der ly ing cause was that, as early as the be gin ning of the
twen ti eth cen tury, hu man equal ity had be come tech ni cally pos si ble. It was
still true that men were not equal in their na tive tal ents and that func tions
had to be spe cial ized in ways that favoured some in di vid u als against oth ers;
but there was no longer any real need for class dis tinc tions or for large dif- 
fer ences of wealth. In ear lier ages, class dis tinc tions had been not only in- 
evitable but de sir able. In equal ity was the price of civ i liza tion. With the de- 
vel op ment of ma chine pro duc tion, how ever, the case was al tered. Even if it
was still nec es sary for hu man be ings to do di� er ent kinds of work, it was no
longer nec es sary for them to live at di� er ent so cial or eco nomic lev els.
�ere fore, from the point of view of the new groups who were on the point
of seiz ing power, hu man equal ity was no longer an ideal to be striven a� er,
but a dan ger to be averted. In more prim i tive ages, when a just and peace ful
so ci ety was in fact not pos si ble, it had been fairly easy to be lieve it. �e idea
of an earthly par adise in which men should live to gether in a state of broth- 
er hood, with out laws and with out brute labour, had haunted the hu man
imag i na tion for thou sands of years. And this vi sion had had a cer tain hold
even on the groups who ac tu ally pro� ted by each his tor i cal change. �e
heirs of the French, Eng lish, and Amer i can rev o lu tions had partly be lieved
in their own phrases about the rights of man, free dom of speech, equal ity
be fore the law, and the like, and have even al lowed their con duct to be in �u- 
enced by them to some ex tent. But by the fourth decade of the twen ti eth
cen tury all the main cur rents of po lit i cal thought were au thor i tar ian. �e
earthly par adise had been dis cred ited at ex actly the mo ment when it be came
re al iz able. Ev ery new po lit i cal the ory, by what ever name it called it self, led
back to hi er ar chy and reg i men ta tion. And in the gen eral hard en ing of out- 
look that set in round about 1930, prac tices which had been long aban- 
doned, in some cases for hun dreds of years—im pris on ment with out trial,
the use of war pris on ers as slaves, pub lic ex e cu tions, tor ture to ex tract con- 
fes sions, the use of hostages, and the de por ta tion of whole pop u la tions—not
only be came com mon again, but were tol er ated and even de fended by peo- 
ple who con sid ered them selves en light ened and pro gres sive.

It was only a� er a decade of na tional wars, civil wars, rev o lu tions, and
counter-rev o lu tions in all parts of the world that In g soc and its ri vals



169

emerged as fully worked-out po lit i cal the o ries. But they had been fore shad- 
owed by the var i ous sys tems, gen er ally called to tal i tar ian, which had ap- 
peared ear lier in the cen tury, and the main out lines of the world which
would emerge from the pre vail ing chaos had long been ob vi ous. What kind
of peo ple would con trol this world had been equally ob vi ous. �e new aris- 
toc racy was made up for the most part of bu reau crats, sci en tists, tech ni cians,
trade-union or ga niz ers, pub lic ity ex perts, so ci ol o gists, teach ers, jour nal ists,
and pro fes sional politi cians. �ese peo ple, whose ori gins lay in the salaried
mid dle class and the up per grades of the work ing class, had been shaped and
brought to gether by the bar ren world of mo nop oly in dus try and cen tral ized
gov ern ment. As com pared with their op po site num bers in past ages, they
were less avari cious, less tempted by lux ury, hun grier for pure power, and,
above all, more con scious of what they were do ing and more in tent on
crush ing op po si tion. �is last di� er ence was car di nal. By com par i son with
that ex ist ing to day, all the tyran nies of the past were half-hearted and in e� - 
cient. �e rul ing groups were al ways in fected to some ex tent by lib eral ideas,
and were con tent to leave loose ends ev ery where, to re gard only the overt act
and to be un in ter ested in what their sub jects were think ing. Even the
Catholic Church of the Mid dle Ages was tol er ant by mod ern stan dards. Part
of the rea son for this was that in the past no gov ern ment had the power to
keep its cit i zens un der con stant sur veil lance. �e in ven tion of print, how- 
ever, made it eas ier to ma nip u late pub lic opin ion, and the �lm and the ra dio
car ried the process fur ther. With the de vel op ment of tele vi sion, and the
tech ni cal ad vance which made it pos si ble to re ceive and trans mit si mul ta ne- 
ously on the same in stru ment, pri vate life came to an end. Ev ery cit i zen, or
at least ev ery cit i zen im por tant enough to be worth watch ing, could be kept
for twenty-four hours a day un der the eyes of the po lice and in the sound of
o�  cial pro pa ganda, with all other chan nels of com mu ni ca tion closed. �e
pos si bil ity of en forc ing not only com plete obe di ence to the will of the State,
but com plete uni for mity of opin ion on all sub jects, now ex isted for the �rst
time.

A� er the rev o lu tion ary pe riod of the ��ies and six ties, so ci ety re grouped
it self, as al ways, into High, Mid dle, and Low. But the new High group, un like
all its fore run ners, did not act upon in stinct but knew what was needed to
safe guard its po si tion. It had long been re al ized that the only se cure ba sis for
oli garchy is col lec tivism. Wealth and priv i lege are most eas ily de fended
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when they are pos sessed jointly. �e so-called ‘abo li tion of pri vate prop erty’
which took place in the mid dle years of the cen tury meant, in e� ect, the
con cen tra tion of prop erty in far fewer hands than be fore: but with this dif- 
fer ence, that the new own ers were a group in stead of a mass of in di vid u als.
In di vid u ally, no mem ber of the Party owns any thing, ex cept petty per sonal
be long ings. Col lec tively, the Party owns ev ery thing in Ocea nia, be cause it
con trols ev ery thing, and dis poses of the prod ucts as it thinks �t. In the years
fol low ing the Rev o lu tion it was able to step into this com mand ing po si tion
al most un op posed, be cause the whole process was rep re sented as an act of
col lec tiviza tion. It had al ways been as sumed that if the cap i tal ist class were
ex pro pri ated, So cial ism must fol low: and un ques tion ably the cap i tal ists had
been ex pro pri ated. Fac to ries, mines, land, houses, trans port—ev ery thing
had been taken away from them: and since these things were no longer pri- 
vate prop erty, it fol lowed that they must be pub lic prop erty. In g soc, which
grew out of the ear lier So cial ist move ment and in her ited its phrase ol ogy, has
in fact car ried out the main item in the So cial ist pro gramme; with the re sult,
fore seen and in tended be fore hand, that eco nomic in equal ity has been made
per ma nent.

But the prob lems of per pet u at ing a hi er ar chi cal so ci ety go deeper than
this. �ere are only four ways in which a rul ing group can fall from power.
Ei ther it is con quered from with out, or it gov erns so in e�  ciently that the
masses are stirred to re volt, or it al lows a strong and dis con tented Mid dle
group to come into be ing, or it loses its own self-con � dence and will ing ness
to gov ern. �ese causes do not op er ate singly, and as a rule all four of them
are present in some de gree. A rul ing class which could guard against all of
them would re main in power per ma nently. Ul ti mately the de ter min ing fac- 
tor is the men tal at ti tude of the rul ing class it self.

A� er the mid dle of the present cen tury, the �rst dan ger had in re al ity dis- 
ap peared. Each of the three pow ers which now di vide the world is in fact
un con quer able, and could only be come con quer able through slow de mo- 
graphic changes which a gov ern ment with wide pow ers can eas ily avert. �e
sec ond dan ger, also, is only a the o ret i cal one. �e masses never re volt of
their own ac cord, and they never re volt merely be cause they are op pressed.
In deed, so long as they are not per mit ted to have stan dards of com par i son,
they never even be come aware that they are op pressed. �e re cur rent eco- 
nomic crises of past times were to tally un nec es sary and are not now per mit- 
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ted to hap pen, but other and equally large dis lo ca tions can and do hap pen
with out hav ing po lit i cal re sults, be cause there is no way in which dis con tent
can be come ar tic u late. As for the prob lem of over-pro duc tion, which has
been la tent in our so ci ety since the de vel op ment of ma chine tech nique, it is
solved by the de vice of con tin u ous war fare (see Chap ter III), which is also
use ful in key ing up pub lic morale to the nec es sary pitch. From the point of
view of our present rulers, there fore, the only gen uine dan gers are the split- 
ting-o� of a new group of able, un der-em ployed, power-hun gry peo ple, and
the growth of lib er al ism and scep ti cism in their own ranks. �e prob lem,
that is to say, is ed u ca tional. It is a prob lem of con tin u ously mould ing the
con scious ness both of the di rect ing group and of the larger ex ec u tive group
that lies im me di ately be low it. �e con scious ness of the masses needs only to
be in �u enced in a neg a tive way.

Given this back ground, one could in fer, if one did not know it al ready, the
gen eral struc ture of Oceanic so ci ety. At the apex of the pyra mid comes Big
Brother. Big Brother is in fal li ble and all-pow er ful. Ev ery suc cess, ev ery
achieve ment, ev ery vic tory, ev ery sci en ti�c dis cov ery, all knowl edge, all wis- 
dom, all hap pi ness, all virtue, are held to is sue di rectly from his lead er ship
and in spi ra tion. No body has ever seen Big Brother. He is a face on the
hoard ings, a voice on the tele screen. We may be rea son ably sure that he will
never die, and there is al ready con sid er able un cer tainty as to when he was
born. Big Brother is the guise in which the Party chooses to ex hibit it self to
the world. His func tion is to act as a fo cus ing point for love, fear, and rev er- 
ence, emo tions which are more eas ily felt to wards an in di vid ual than to- 
wards an or ga ni za tion. Be low Big Brother comes the In ner Party. Its num- 
bers lim ited to six mil lions, or some thing less than 2 per cent of the pop u la- 
tion of Ocea nia. Be low the In ner Party comes the Outer Party, which, if the
In ner Party is de scribed as the brain of the State, may be justly likened to the
hands. Be low that come the dumb masses whom we ha bit u ally re fer to as
‘the pro les’, num ber ing per haps 85 per cent of the pop u la tion. In the terms
of our ear lier clas si � ca tion, the pro les are the Low: for the slave pop u la tion
of the equa to rial lands who pass con stantly from con queror to con queror,
are not a per ma nent or nec es sary part of the struc ture.

In prin ci ple, mem ber ship of these three groups is not hered i tary. �e child
of In ner Party par ents is in the ory not born into the In ner Party. Ad mis sion
to ei ther branch of the Party is by ex am i na tion, taken at the age of six teen.
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Nor is there any racial dis crim i na tion, or any marked dom i na tion of one
prov ince by an other. Jews, Ne groes, South Amer i cans of pure In dian blood
are to be found in the high est ranks of the Party, and the ad min is tra tors of
any area are al ways drawn from the in hab i tants of that area. In no part of
Ocea nia do the in hab i tants have the feel ing that they are a colo nial pop u la-
tion ruled from a dis tant cap i tal. Ocea nia has no cap i tal, and its tit u lar head
is a per son whose where abouts no body knows. Ex cept that Eng lish is its
chief LIN GUA FRANCA and Newspeak its o�  cial lan guage, it is not cen- 
tral ized in any way. Its rulers are not held to gether by blood-ties but by ad- 
her ence to a com mon doc trine. It is true that our so ci ety is strat i �ed, and
very rigidly strat i �ed, on what at �rst sight ap pear to be hered i tary lines.
�ere is far less to-and-fro move ment be tween the di� er ent groups than
hap pened un der cap i tal ism or even in the pre-in dus trial age. Be tween the
two branches of the Party there is a cer tain amount of in ter change, but only
so much as will en sure that weak lings are ex cluded from the In ner Party and
that am bi tious mem bers of the Outer Party are made harm less by al low ing
them to rise. Pro le tar i ans, in prac tice, are not al lowed to grad u ate into the
Party. �e most gi�ed among them, who might pos si bly be come nu clei of
dis con tent, are sim ply marked down by the �ought Po lice and elim i nated.
But this state of a� airs is not nec es sar ily per ma nent, nor is it a mat ter of
prin ci ple. �e Party is not a class in the old sense of the word. It does not
aim at trans mit ting power to its own chil dren, as such; and if there were no
other way of keep ing the ablest peo ple at the top, it would be per fectly pre- 
pared to re cruit an en tire new gen er a tion from the ranks of the pro le tariat.
In the cru cial years, the fact that the Party was not a hered i tary body did a
great deal to neu tral ize op po si tion. �e older kind of So cial ist, who had
been trained to �ght against some thing called ‘class priv i lege’ as sumed that
what is not hered i tary can not be per ma nent. He did not see that the con ti- 
nu ity of an oli garchy need not be phys i cal, nor did he pause to re �ect that
hered i tary aris toc ra cies have al ways been short lived, whereas adop tive or ga- 
ni za tions such as the Catholic Church have some times lasted for hun dreds
or thou sands of years. �e essence of oli garchi cal rule is not fa ther-to-son
in her i tance, but the per sis tence of a cer tain world-view and a cer tain way of
life, im posed by the dead upon the liv ing. A rul ing group is a rul ing group
so long as it can nom i nate its suc ces sors. �e Party is not con cerned with
per pet u at ing its blood but with per pet u at ing it self. WHO wields power is
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not im por tant, pro vided that the hi er ar chi cal struc ture re mains al ways the
same.

All the be liefs, habits, tastes, emo tions, men tal at ti tudes that char ac ter ize
our time are re ally de signed to sus tain the mys tique of the Party and pre vent
the true na ture of present-day so ci ety from be ing per ceived. Phys i cal re bel- 
lion, or any pre lim i nary move to wards re bel lion, is at present not pos si ble.
From the pro le tar i ans noth ing is to be feared. Le� to them selves, they will
con tinue from gen er a tion to gen er a tion and from cen tury to cen tury, work- 
ing, breed ing, and dy ing, not only with out any im pulse to rebel, but with out
the power of grasp ing that the world could be other than it is. �ey could
only be come dan ger ous if the ad vance of in dus trial tech nique made it nec es- 
sary to ed u cate them more highly; but, since mil i tary and com mer cial ri- 
valry are no longer im por tant, the level of pop u lar ed u ca tion is ac tu ally de- 
clin ing. What opin ions the masses hold, or do not hold, is looked on as a
mat ter of in di� er ence. �ey can be granted in tel lec tual lib erty be cause they
have no in tel lect. In a Party mem ber, on the other hand, not even the small- 
est de vi a tion of opin ion on the most unim por tant sub ject can be tol er ated.

A Party mem ber lives from birth to death un der the eye of the �ought Po- 
lice. Even when he is alone he can never be sure that he is alone. Wher ever
he may be, asleep or awake, work ing or rest ing, in his bath or in bed, he can
be in spected with out warn ing and with out know ing that he is be ing in- 
spected. Noth ing that he does is in di� er ent. His friend ships, his re lax ations,
his be hav iour to wards his wife and chil dren, the ex pres sion of his face when
he is alone, the words he mut ters in sleep, even the char ac ter is tic move ments
of his body, are all jeal ously scru ti nized. Not only any ac tual mis de meanour,
but any ec cen tric ity, how ever small, any change of habits, any ner vous man- 
ner ism that could pos si bly be the symp tom of an in ner strug gle, is cer tain to
be de tected. He has no free dom of choice in any di rec tion what ever. On the
other hand his ac tions are not reg u lated by law or by any clearly for mu lated
code of be hav iour. In Ocea nia there is no law. �oughts and ac tions which,
when de tected, mean cer tain death are not for mally for bid den, and the end- 
less purges, ar rests, tor tures, im pris on ments, and va por iza tions are not in- 
�icted as pun ish ment for crimes which have ac tu ally been com mit ted, but
are merely the wip ing-out of per sons who might per haps com mit a crime at
some time in the fu ture. A Party mem ber is re quired to have not only the
right opin ions, but the right in stincts. Many of the be liefs and at ti tudes de- 
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manded of him are never plainly stated, and could not be stated with out lay- 
ing bare the con tra dic tions in her ent in In g soc. If he is a per son nat u rally or- 
tho dox (in Newspeak a GOOD THINKER), he will in all cir cum stances
know, with out tak ing thought, what is the true be lief or the de sir able emo- 
tion. But in any case an elab o rate men tal train ing, un der gone in child hood
and group ing it self round the Newspeak words CRIMESTOP, BLACK- 
WHITE, and DOU BLE THINK, makes him un will ing and un able to think
too deeply on any sub ject what ever.

A Party mem ber is ex pected to have no pri vate emo tions and no respites
from en thu si asm. He is sup posed to live in a con tin u ous frenzy of ha tred of
for eign en e mies and in ter nal traitors, tri umph over vic to ries, and self-abase- 
ment be fore the power and wis dom of the Party. �e dis con tents pro duced
by his bare, un sat is fy ing life are de lib er ately turned out wards and dis si pated
by such de vices as the Two Min utes Hate, and the spec u la tions which might
pos si bly in duce a scep ti cal or re bel lious at ti tude are killed in ad vance by his
early ac quired in ner dis ci pline. �e �rst and sim plest stage in the dis ci pline,
which can be taught even to young chil dren, is called, in Newspeak,
CRIMESTOP. CRIMESTOP means the fac ulty of stop ping short, as though
by in stinct, at the thresh old of any dan ger ous thought. It in cludes the power
of not grasp ing analo gies, of fail ing to per ceive log i cal er rors, of mis un der- 
stand ing the sim plest ar gu ments if they are in im i cal to In g soc, and of be ing
bored or re pelled by any train of thought which is ca pa ble of lead ing in a
hereti cal di rec tion. CRIMESTOP, in short, means pro tec tive stu pid ity. But
stu pid ity is not enough. On the con trary, or tho doxy in the full sense de- 
mands a con trol over one’s own men tal pro cesses as com plete as that of a
con tor tion ist over his body. Oceanic so ci ety rests ul ti mately on the be lief
that Big Brother is om nipo tent and that the Party is in fal li ble. But since in
re al ity Big Brother is not om nipo tent and the party is not in fal li ble, there is
need for an un weary ing, mo ment-to-mo ment �ex i bil ity in the treat ment of
facts. �e key word here is BLACK WHITE. Like so many Newspeak words,
this word has two mu tu ally con tra dic tory mean ings. Ap plied to an op po- 
nent, it means the habit of im pu dently claim ing that black is white, in con- 
tra dic tion of the plain facts. Ap plied to a Party mem ber, it means a loyal
will ing ness to say that black is white when Party dis ci pline de mands this.
But it means also the abil ity to BE LIEVE that black is white, and more, to
KNOW that black is white, and to for get that one has ever be lieved the con- 
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trary. �is de mands a con tin u ous al ter ation of the past, made pos si ble by the
sys tem of thought which re ally em braces all the rest, and which is known in
Newspeak as DOU BLE THINK.
�e al ter ation of the past is nec es sary for two rea sons, one of which is sub- 

sidiary and, so to speak, pre cau tion ary. �e sub sidiary rea son is that the
Party mem ber, like the pro le tar ian, tol er ates present-day con di tions partly
be cause he has no stan dards of com par i son. He must be cut o� from the
past, just as he must be cut o� from for eign coun tries, be cause it is nec es sary
for him to be lieve that he is bet ter o� than his an ces tors and that the av er age
level of ma te rial com fort is con stantly ris ing. But by far the more im por tant
rea son for the read just ment of the past is the need to safe guard the in fal li bil- 
ity of the Party. It is not merely that speeches, sta tis tics, and records of ev ery
kind must be con stantly brought up to date in or der to show that the pre dic- 
tions of the Party were in all cases right. It is also that no change in doc trine
or in po lit i cal align ment can ever be ad mit ted. For to change one’s mind, or
even one’s pol icy, is a con fes sion of weak ness. If, for ex am ple, Eura sia or Eas- 
t a sia (which ever it may be) is the en emy to day, then that coun try must al- 
ways have been the en emy. And if the facts say oth er wise then the facts must
be al tered. �us his tory is con tin u ously rewrit ten. �is day-to-day fal si � ca- 
tion of the past, car ried out by the Min istry of Truth, is as nec es sary to the
sta bil ity of the regime as the work of re pres sion and es pi onage car ried out by
the Min istry of Love.
�e mu ta bil ity of the past is the cen tral tenet of In g soc. Past events, it is ar- 

gued, have no ob jec tive ex is tence, but sur vive only in writ ten records and in
hu man mem o ries. �e past is what ever the records and the mem o ries agree
upon. And since the Party is in full con trol of all records and in equally full
con trol of the minds of its mem bers, it fol lows that the past is what ever the
Party chooses to make it. It also fol lows that though the past is al ter able, it
never has been al tered in any spe ci�c in stance. For when it has been recre- 
ated in what ever shape is needed at the mo ment, then this new ver sion IS
the past, and no di� er ent past can ever have ex isted. �is holds good even
when, as o� en hap pens, the same event has to be al tered out of recog ni tion
sev eral times in the course of a year. At all times the Party is in pos ses sion of
ab so lute truth, and clearly the ab so lute can never have been di� er ent from
what it is now. It will be seen that the con trol of the past de pends above all
on the train ing of mem ory. To make sure that all writ ten records agree with
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the or tho doxy of the mo ment is merely a me chan i cal act. But it is also nec es- 
sary to RE MEM BER that events hap pened in the de sired man ner. And if it is
nec es sary to re ar range one’s mem o ries or to tam per with writ ten records,
then it is nec es sary to FOR GET that one has done so. �e trick of do ing this
can be learned like any other men tal tech nique. It is learned by the ma jor ity
of Party mem bers, and cer tainly by all who are in tel li gent as well as or tho- 
dox. In Old speak it is called, quite frankly, ‘re al ity con trol’. In Newspeak it is
called DOU BLE THINK, though DOU BLE THINK com prises much else as
well.

DOU BLE THINK means the power of hold ing two con tra dic tory be liefs in
one’s mind si mul ta ne ously, and ac cept ing both of them. �e Party in tel lec- 
tual knows in which di rec tion his mem o ries must be al tered; he there fore
knows that he is play ing tricks with re al ity; but by the ex er cise of DOU BLE- 
THINK he also sat is �es him self that re al ity is not vi o lated. �e process has
to be con scious, or it would not be car ried out with su�  cient pre ci sion, but
it also has to be un con scious, or it would bring with it a feel ing of fal sity and
hence of guilt. DOU BLE THINK lies at the very heart of In g soc, since the es- 
sen tial act of the Party is to use con scious de cep tion while re tain ing the
�rm ness of pur pose that goes with com plete hon esty. To tell de lib er ate lies
while gen uinely be liev ing in them, to for get any fact that has be come in con- 
ve nient, and then, when it be comes nec es sary again, to draw it back from
obliv ion for just so long as it is needed, to deny the ex is tence of ob jec tive re- 
al ity and all the while to take ac count of the re al ity which one de nies—all
this is in dis pens ably nec es sary. Even in us ing the word DOU BLE THINK it
is nec es sary to ex er cise DOU BLE THINK. For by us ing the word one ad mits
that one is tam per ing with re al ity; by a fresh act of DOU BLE THINK one
erases this knowl edge; and so on in de�  nitely, with the lie al ways one leap
ahead of the truth. Ul ti mately it is by means of DOU BLE THINK that the
Party has been able—and may, for all we know, con tinue to be able for thou- 
sands of years—to ar rest the course of his tory.

All past oli garchies have fallen from power ei ther be cause they os si �ed or
be cause they grew so�. Ei ther they be came stupid and ar ro gant, failed to ad- 
just them selves to chang ing cir cum stances, and were over thrown; or they
be came lib eral and cow ardly, made con ces sions when they should have used
force, and once again were over thrown. �ey fell, that is to say, ei ther
through con scious ness or through un con scious ness. It is the achieve ment of



177

the Party to have pro duced a sys tem of thought in which both con di tions
can ex ist si mul ta ne ously. And upon no other in tel lec tual ba sis could the do- 
min ion of the Party be made per ma nent. If one is to rule, and to con tinue
rul ing, one must be able to dis lo cate the sense of re al ity. For the se cret of
ruler ship is to com bine a be lief in one’s own in fal li bil ity with the Power to
learn from past mis takes.

It need hardly be said that the sub tlest prac ti tion ers of DOU BLE THINK
are those who in vented DOU BLE THINK and know that it is a vast sys tem
of men tal cheat ing. In our so ci ety, those who have the best knowl edge of
what is hap pen ing are also those who are fur thest from see ing the world as it
is. In gen eral, the greater the un der stand ing, the greater the delu sion; the
more in tel li gent, the less sane. One clear il lus tra tion of this is the fact that
war hys te ria in creases in in ten sity as one rises in the so cial scale. �ose
whose at ti tude to wards the war is most nearly ra tio nal are the sub ject peo- 
ples of the dis puted ter ri to ries. To these peo ple the war is sim ply a con tin u- 
ous calamity which sweeps to and fro over their bod ies like a tidal wave.
Which side is win ning is a mat ter of com plete in di� er ence to them. �ey are
aware that a change of over lord ship means sim ply that they will be do ing the
same work as be fore for new mas ters who treat them in the same man ner as
the old ones. �e slightly more favoured work ers whom we call ‘the pro les’
are only in ter mit tently con scious of the war. When it is nec es sary they can
be prod ded into fren zies of fear and ha tred, but when le� to them selves they
are ca pa ble of for get ting for long pe ri ods that the war is hap pen ing. It is in
the ranks of the Party, and above all of the In ner Party, that the true war en- 
thu si asm is found. World-con quest is be lieved in most �rmly by those who
know it to be im pos si ble. �is pe cu liar link ing-to gether of op po sites—
knowl edge with ig no rance, cyn i cism with fa nati cism—is one of the chief
dis tin guish ing marks of Oceanic so ci ety. �e o�  cial ide ol ogy abounds with
con tra dic tions even when there is no prac ti cal rea son for them. �us, the
Party re jects and vil i �es ev ery prin ci ple for which the So cial ist move ment
orig i nally stood, and it chooses to do this in the name of So cial ism. It
preaches a con tempt for the work ing class un ex am pled for cen turies past,
and it dresses its mem bers in a uni form which was at one time pe cu liar to
man ual work ers and was adopted for that rea son. It sys tem at i cally un der- 
mines the sol i dar ity of the fam ily, and it calls its leader by a name which is a
di rect ap peal to the sen ti ment of fam ily loy alty. Even the names of the four
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Min istries by which we are gov erned ex hibit a sort of im pu dence in their de- 
lib er ate re ver sal of the facts. �e Min istry of Peace con cerns it self with war,
the Min istry of Truth with lies, the Min istry of Love with tor ture and the
Min istry of Plenty with star va tion. �ese con tra dic tions are not ac ci den tal,
nor do they re sult from or di nary hypocrisy; they are de lib er ate ex er cises in
DOU BLE THINK. For it is only by rec on cil ing con tra dic tions that power
can be re tained in de�  nitely. In no other way could the an cient cy cle be bro- 
ken. If hu man equal ity is to be for ever averted—if the High, as we have
called them, are to keep their places per ma nently—then the pre vail ing men- 
tal con di tion must be con trolled in san ity.

But there is one ques tion which un til this mo ment we have al most ig nored.
It is; WHY should hu man equal ity be averted? Sup pos ing that the me chan- 
ics of the process have been rightly de scribed, what is the mo tive for this
huge, ac cu rately planned e� ort to freeze his tory at a par tic u lar mo ment of
time?

Here we reach the cen tral se cret. As we have seen. the mys tique of the
Party, and above all of the In ner Party, de pends upon DOU BLE THINK But
deeper than this lies the orig i nal mo tive, the never-ques tioned in stinct that
�rst led to the seizure of power and brought DOU BLE THINK, the �ought
Po lice, con tin u ous war fare, and all the other nec es sary para pher na lia into
ex is tence a� er wards. �is mo tive re ally con sists...

Win ston be came aware of si lence, as one be comes aware of a new sound. It
seemed to him that Ju lia had been very still for some time past. She was ly- 
ing on her side, naked from the waist up wards, with her cheek pil lowed on
her hand and one dark lock tum bling across her eyes. Her breast rose and
fell slowly and reg u larly.

‘Ju lia.’
No an swer.
‘Ju lia, are you awake?’
No an swer. She was asleep. He shut the book, put it care fully on the �oor,

lay down, and pulled the cov er let over both of them.
He had still, he re �ected, not learned the ul ti mate se cret. He un der stood

HOW; he did not un der stand WHY. Chap ter I, like Chap ter III, had not ac- 
tu ally told him any thing that he did not know, it had merely sys tem atized
the knowl edge that he pos sessed al ready. But a� er read ing it he knew bet ter
than be fore that he was not mad. Be ing in a mi nor ity, even a mi nor ity of
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one, did not make you mad. �ere was truth and there was un truth, and if
you clung to the truth even against the whole world, you were not mad. A
yel low beam from the sink ing sun slanted in through the win dow and fell
across the pil low. He shut his eyes. �e sun on his face and the girl’s smooth
body touch ing his own gave him a strong, sleepy, con � dent feel ing. He was
safe, ev ery thing was all right. He fell asleep mur mur ing ‘San ity is not sta tis ti- 
cal,’ with the feel ing that this re mark con tained in it a pro found wis dom.

*****
When he woke it was with the sen sa tion of hav ing slept for a long time, but

a glance at the old-fash ioned clock told him that it was only twenty-thirty.
He lay doz ing for a while; then the usual deep-lunged singing struck up
from the yard be low:

‘It was only an ‘ope less fancy,  

It passed like an Ipril dye,  

But a look an’ a word an’ the dreams they stirred  

�ey ‘ave stolen my ‘eart awye!’

�e driv el ing song seemed to have kept its pop u lar ity. You still heard it all
over the place. It had out lived the Hate Song. Ju lia woke at the sound,
stretched her self lux u ri ously, and got out of bed.

‘I’m hun gry,’ she said. ‘Let’s make some more co� ee. Damn! �e stove’s
gone out and the wa ter’s cold.’ She picked the stove up and shook it. ‘�ere’s
no oil in it.’

‘We can get some from old Char ring ton, I ex pect.’
‘�e funny thing is I made sure it was full. I’m go ing to put my clothes on,’

she added. ‘It seems to have got colder.’
Win ston also got up and dressed him self. �e in de fati ga ble voice sang on:

‘�ey sye that time ‘eals all things,  

�ey sye you can al ways for get;  

But the smiles an’ the tears acrorss the years  

�ey twist my ‘eart-strings yet!’

As he fas tened the belt of his over alls he strolled across to the win dow. �e
sun must have gone down be hind the houses; it was not shin ing into the
yard any longer. �e �ag stones were wet as though they had just been
washed, and he had the feel ing that the sky had been washed too, so fresh
and pale was the blue be tween the chim ney-pots. Tire lessly the woman
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marched to and fro, cork ing and un cork ing her self, singing and fall ing
silent, and peg ging out more di a pers, and more and yet more. He won dered
whether she took in wash ing for a liv ing or was merely the slave of twenty or
thirty grand chil dren. Ju lia had come across to his side; to gether they gazed
down with a sort of fas ci na tion at the sturdy �g ure be low. As he looked at
the woman in her char ac ter is tic at ti tude, her thick arms reach ing up for the
line, her pow er ful mare-like but tocks pro truded, it struck him for the �rst
time that she was beau ti ful. It had never be fore oc curred to him that the
body of a woman of ��y, blown up to mon strous di men sions by child bear- 
ing, then hard ened, rough ened by work till it was coarse in the grain like an
over-ripe turnip, could be beau ti ful. But it was so, and a� er all, he thought,
why not? �e solid, con tour less body, like a block of gran ite, and the rasp ing
red skin, bore the same re la tion to the body of a girl as the rose-hip to the
rose. Why should the fruit be held in fe rior to the �ower?

‘She’s beau ti ful,’ he mur mured.
‘She’s a me tre across the hips, eas ily,’ said Ju lia.
‘�at is her style of beauty,’ said Win ston.
He held Ju lia’s sup ple waist eas ily en cir cled by his arm. From the hip to the

knee her �ank was against his. Out of their bod ies no child would ever
come. �at was the one thing they could never do. Only by word of mouth,
from mind to mind, could they pass on the se cret. �e woman down there
had no mind, she had only strong arms, a warm heart, and a fer tile belly. He
won dered how many chil dren she had given birth to. It might eas ily be �f- 
teen. She had had her mo men tary �ow er ing, a year, per haps, of wild-rose
beauty and then she had sud denly swollen like a fer til ized fruit and grown
hard and red and coarse, and then her life had been laun der ing, scrub bing,
darn ing, cook ing, sweep ing, pol ish ing, mend ing, scrub bing, laun der ing, �rst
for chil dren, then for grand chil dren, over thirty un bro ken years. At the end
of it she was still singing. �e mys ti cal rev er ence that he felt for her was
some how mixed up with the as pect of the pale, cloud less sky, stretch ing
away be hind the chim ney-pots into in ter minable dis tance. It was cu ri ous to
think that the sky was the same for ev ery body, in Eura sia or Eas t a sia as well
as here. And the peo ple un der the sky were also very much the same—ev- 
ery where, all over the world, hun dreds of thou sands of mil lions of peo ple
just like this, peo ple ig no rant of one an other’s ex is tence, held apart by walls
of ha tred and lies, and yet al most ex actly the same—peo ple who had never
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learned to think but who were stor ing up in their hearts and bel lies and
mus cles the power that would one day over turn the world. If there was hope,
it lay in the pro les! With out hav ing read to the end of THE BOOK, he knew
that that must be Gold stein’s � nal mes sage. �e fu ture be longed to the pro- 
les. And could he be sure that when their time came the world they con- 
structed would not be just as alien to him, Win ston Smith, as the world of
the Party? Yes, be cause at the least it would be a world of san ity. Where there
is equal ity there can be san ity. Sooner or later it would hap pen, strength
would change into con scious ness. �e pro les were im mor tal, you could not
doubt it when you looked at that valiant �g ure in the yard. In the end their
awak en ing would come. And un til that hap pened, though it might be a
thou sand years, they would stay alive against all the odds, like birds, pass ing
on from body to body the vi tal ity which the Party did not share and could
not kill.

‘Do you re mem ber,’ he said, ‘the thrush that sang to us, that �rst day, at the
edge of the wood?’

‘He wasn’t singing to us,’ said Ju lia. ‘He was singing to please him self. Not
even that. He was just singing.’
�e birds sang, the pro les sang. the Party did not sing. All round the world,

in Lon don and New York, in Africa and Brazil, and in the mys te ri ous, for- 
bid den lands be yond the fron tiers, in the streets of Paris and Berlin, in the
vil lages of the end less Rus sian plain, in the bazaars of China and Japan—ev- 
ery where stood the same solid un con quer able �g ure, made mon strous by
work and child bear ing, toil ing from birth to death and still singing. Out of
those mighty loins a race of con scious be ings must one day come. You were
the dead, theirs was the fu ture. But you could share in that fu ture if you kept
alive the mind as they kept alive the body, and passed on the se cret doc trine
that two plus two make four.

‘We are the dead,’ he said.
‘We are the dead,’ echoed Ju lia du ti fully.
‘You are the dead,’ said an iron voice be hind them.
�ey sprang apart. Win ston’s en trails seemed to have turned into ice. He

could see the white all round the irises of Ju lia’s eyes. Her face had turned a
milky yel low. �e smear of rouge that was still on each cheek bone stood out
sharply, al most as though un con nected with the skin be neath.

‘You are the dead,’ re peated the iron voice.
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‘It was be hind the pic ture,’ breathed Ju lia.
‘It was be hind the pic ture,’ said the voice. ‘Re main ex actly where you are.

Make no move ment un til you are or dered.’
It was start ing, it was start ing at last! �ey could do noth ing ex cept stand

gaz ing into one an other’s eyes. To run for life, to get out of the house be fore
it was too late—no such thought oc curred to them. Un think able to dis obey
the iron voice from the wall. �ere was a snap as though a catch had been
turned back, and a crash of break ing glass. �e pic ture had fallen to the �oor
un cov er ing the tele screen be hind it.

‘Now they can see us,’ said Ju lia.
‘Now we can see you,’ said the voice. ‘Stand out in the mid dle of the room.

Stand back to back. Clasp your hands be hind your heads. Do not touch one
an other.’
�ey were not touch ing, but it seemed to him that he could feel Ju lia’s body

shak ing. Or per haps it was merely the shak ing of his own. He could just stop
his teeth from chat ter ing, but his knees were be yond his con trol. �ere was a
sound of tram pling boots be low, in side the house and out side. �e yard
seemed to be full of men. Some thing was be ing dragged across the stones.
�e woman’s singing had stopped abruptly. �ere was a long, rolling clang,
as though the wash tub had been �ung across the yard, and then a con fu sion
of an gry shouts which ended in a yell of pain.

‘�e house is sur rounded,’ said Win ston.
‘�e house is sur rounded,’ said the voice.
He heard Ju lia snap her teeth to gether. ‘I sup pose we may as well say good-

bye,’ she said.
‘You may as well say good-bye,’ said the voice. And then an other quite dif- 

fer ent voice, a thin, cul ti vated voice which Win ston had the im pres sion of
hav ing heard be fore, struck in; ‘And by the way, while we are on the sub ject,
‘Here comes a can dle to light you to bed, here comes a chop per to chop o�
your head’!’

Some thing crashed on to the bed be hind Win ston’s back. �e head of a
lad der had been thrust through the win dow and had burst in the frame.
Some one was climb ing through the win dow. �ere was a stam pede of boots
up the stairs. �e room was full of solid men in black uni forms, with iron-
shod boots on their feet and trun cheons in their hands.

Win ston was not trem bling any longer. Even his eyes he barely moved. One
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thing alone mat tered; to keep still, to keep still and not give them an ex cuse
to hit you! A man with a smooth prize-�ghter’s jowl in which the mouth was
only a slit paused op po site him bal anc ing his trun cheon med i ta tively be- 
tween thumb and fore �n ger. Win ston met his eyes. �e feel ing of naked ness,
with one’s hands be hind one’s head and one’s face and body all ex posed, was
al most un bear able. �e man pro truded the tip of a white tongue, licked the
place where his lips should have been, and then passed on. �ere was an- 
other crash. Some one had picked up the glass pa per weight from the ta ble
and smashed it to pieces on the hearth-stone.
�e frag ment of coral, a tiny crin kle of pink like a sugar rose bud from a

cake, rolled across the mat. How small, thought Win ston, how small it al- 
ways was! �ere was a gasp and a thump be hind him, and he re ceived a vi o- 
lent kick on the an kle which nearly �ung him o� his bal ance. One of the
men had smashed his �st into Ju lia’s so lar plexus, dou bling her up like a
pocket ruler. She was thrash ing about on the �oor, �ght ing for breath. Win- 
ston dared not turn his head even by a mil lime tre, but some times her livid,
gasp ing face came within the an gle of his vi sion. Even in his ter ror it was as
though he could feel the pain in his own body, the deadly pain which nev er- 
the less was less ur gent than the strug gle to get back her breath. He knew
what it was like; the ter ri ble, ag o niz ing pain which was there all the while
but could not be su� ered yet, be cause be fore all else it was nec es sary to be
able to breathe. �en two of the men hoisted her up by knees and shoul ders,
and car ried her out of the room like a sack. Win ston had a glimpse of her
face, up side down, yel low and con torted, with the eyes shut, and still with a
smear of rouge on ei ther cheek; and that was the last he saw of her.

He stood dead still. No one had hit him yet. �oughts which came of their
own ac cord but seemed to tally un in ter est ing be gan to �it through his mind.
He won dered whether they had got Mr Char ring ton. He won dered what
they had done to the woman in the yard. He no ticed that he badly wanted to
uri nate, and felt a faint sur prise, be cause he had done so only two or three
hours ago. He no ticed that the clock on the man tel piece said nine, mean ing
twenty-one. But the light seemed too strong. Would not the light be fad ing
at twenty-one hours on an Au gust evening? He won dered whether a� er all
he and Ju lia had mis taken the time—had slept the clock round and thought
it was twenty-thirty when re ally it was nought eight-thirty on the fol low ing
morn ing. But he did not pur sue the thought fur ther. It was not in ter est ing.
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�ere ws an other, lighter step in the pas sage. Mr Char ring ton came into
the room. �e de meanour of the black-uni formed men sud denly be came
more sub dued. Some thing had also changed in Mr Char ring ton’s ap pear- 
ance. His eye fell on the frag ments of the glass pa per weight.

‘Pick up those pieces,’ he said sharply.
A man stooped to obey. �e cock ney ac cent had dis ap peared; Win ston

sud denly re al ized whose voice it was that he had heard a few mo ments ago
on the tele screen. Mr Char ring ton was still wear ing his old vel vet jacket, but
his hair, which had been al most white, had turned black. Also he was not
wear ing his spec ta cles. He gave Win ston a sin gle sharp glance, as though
ver i fy ing his iden tity, and then paid no more at ten tion to him. He was still
rec og niz able, but he was not the same per son any longer. His body had
straight ened, and seemed to have grown big ger. His face had un der gone
only tiny changes that had nev er the less worked a com plete trans for ma tion.
�e black eye brows were less bushy, the wrin kles were gone, the whole lines
of the face seemed to have al tered; even the nose seemed shorter. It was the
alert, cold face of a man of about �ve-and-thirty. It oc curred to Win ston that
for the �rst time in his life he was look ing, with knowl edge, at a mem ber of
the �ought Po lice.
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e did not know where he was. Pre sum ably he was in the Min istry of
Love, but there was no way of mak ing cer tain. He was in a high-

ceilinged win dow less cell with walls of glit ter ing white porce lain. Con cealed
lamps �ooded it with cold light, and there was a low, steady hum ming sound
which he sup posed had some thing to do with the air sup ply. A bench, or
shelf, just wide enough to sit on ran round the wall, bro ken only by the door
and, at the end op po site the door, a lava tory pan with no wooden seat. �ere
were four tele screens, one in each wall.
�ere was a dull aching in his belly. It had been there ever since they had

bun dled him into the closed van and driven him away. But he was also hun- 
gry, with a gnaw ing, un whole some kind of hunger. It might be twenty-four
hours since he had eaten, it might be thirty-six. He still did not know, prob a- 
bly never would know, whether it had been morn ing or evening when they
ar rested him. Since he was ar rested he had not been fed.

He sat as still as he could on the nar row bench, with his hands crossed on
his knee. He had al ready learned to sit still. If you made un ex pected move- 
ments they yelled at you from the tele screen. But the crav ing for food was
grow ing upon him. What he longed for above all was a piece of bread. He
had an idea that there were a few bread crumbs in the pocket of his over alls.
It was even pos si ble—he thought this be cause from time to time some thing
seemed to tickle his leg—that there might be a size able bit of crust there. In
the end the temp ta tion to �nd out over came his fear; he slipped a hand into
his pocket.

‘Smith!’ yelled a voice from the tele screen. ‘6079 Smith W.! Hands out of
pock ets in the cells!’

He sat still again, his hands crossed on his knee. Be fore be ing brought here
he had been taken to an other place which must have been an or di nary
prison or a tem po rary lock-up used by the pa trols. He did not know how
long he had been there; some hours at any rate; with no clocks and no day- 
light it was hard to gauge the time. It was a noisy, evil-smelling place. �ey
had put him into a cell sim i lar to the one he was now in, but �lthily dirty
and at all times crowded by ten or �� een peo ple. �e ma jor ity of them were
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com mon crim i nals, but there were a few po lit i cal pris on ers among them. He
had sat silent against the wall, jos tled by dirty bod ies, too pre oc cu pied by
fear and the pain in his belly to take much in ter est in his sur round ings, but
still notic ing the as ton ish ing di� er ence in de meanour be tween the Party
pris on ers and the oth ers. �e Party pris on ers were al ways silent and ter ri- 
�ed, but the or di nary crim i nals seemed to care noth ing for any body. �ey
yelled in sults at the guards, fought back �ercely when their be long ings were
im pounded, wrote ob scene words on the �oor, ate smug gled food which
they pro duced from mys te ri ous hid ing-places in their clothes, and even
shouted down the tele screen when it tried to re store or der. On the other
hand some of them seemed to be on good terms with the guards, called
them by nick names, and tried to whee dle cig a rettes through the spy hole in
the door. �e guards, too, treated the com mon crim i nals with a cer tain for- 
bear ance, even when they had to han dle them roughly. �ere was much talk
about the forced-labour camps to which most of the pris on ers ex pected to
be sent. It was ‘all right’ in the camps, he gath ered, so long as you had good
con tacts and knew the ropes. �ere was bribery, favouritism, and rack e teer- 
ing of ev ery kind, there was ho mo sex u al ity and pros ti tu tion, there was even
il licit al co hol dis tilled from pota toes. �e po si tions of trust were given only
to the com mon crim i nals, es pe cially the gang sters and the mur der ers, who
formed a sort of aris toc racy. All the dirty jobs were done by the po lit i cals.
�ere was a con stant come-and-go of pris on ers of ev ery de scrip tion: drug-

ped dlers, thieves, ban dits, black-mar ke teers, drunks, pros ti tutes. Some of
the drunks were so vi o lent that the other pris on ers had to com bine to sup- 
press them. An enor mous wreck of a woman, aged about sixty, with great
tum bling breasts and thick coils of white hair which had come down in her
strug gles, was car ried in, kick ing and shout ing, by four guards, who had
hold of her one at each cor ner. �ey wrenched o� the boots with which she
had been try ing to kick them, and dumped her down across Win ston’s lap,
al most break ing his thigh-bones. �e woman hoisted her self up right and
fol lowed them out with a yell of ‘F—— bas tards!’ �en, notic ing that she was
sit ting on some thing un even, she slid o� Win ston’s knees on to the bench.

‘Beg par don, dearie,’ she said. ‘I wouldn’t ‘a sat on you, only the bug gers put
me there. �ey dono ‘ow to treat a lady, do they?’ She paused, pat ted her
breast, and belched. ‘Par don,’ she said, ‘I ain’t me self, quite.’

She leant for ward and vom ited co pi ously on the �oor.
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‘�ass bet ter,’ she said, lean ing back with closed eyes. ‘Never keep it down,
thass what I say. Get it up while it’s fresh on your stom ach, like.’

She re vived, turned to have an other look at Win ston and seemed im me di- 
ately to take a fancy to him. She put a vast arm round his shoul der and drew
him to wards her, breath ing beer and vomit into his face.

‘Wass your name, dearie?’ she said.
‘Smith,’ said Win ston.
‘Smith?’ said the woman. ‘�ass funny. My name’s Smith too. Why,’ she

added sen ti men tally, ‘I might be your mother!’
She might, thought Win ston, be his mother. She was about the right age

and physique, and it was prob a ble that peo ple changed some what a� er
twenty years in a forced-labour camp.

No one else had spo ken to him. To a sur pris ing ex tent the or di nary crim i- 
nals ig nored the Party pris on ers. ‘�e polITS,’ they called them, with a sort
of un in ter ested con tempt. �e Party pris on ers seemed ter ri �ed of speak ing
to any body, and above all of speak ing to one an other. Only once, when two
Party mem bers, both women, were pressed close to gether on the bench, he
over heard amid the din of voices a few hur riedly-whis pered words; and in
par tic u lar a ref er ence to some thing called ‘room one-oh-one’, which he did
not un der stand.

It might be two or three hours ago that they had brought him here. �e
dull pain in his belly never went away, but some times it grew bet ter and
some times worse, and his thoughts ex panded or con tracted ac cord ingly.
When it grew worse he thought only of the pain it self, and of his de sire for
food. When it grew bet ter, panic took hold of him. �ere were mo ments
when he fore saw the things that would hap pen to him with such ac tu al ity
that his heart gal loped and his breath stopped. He felt the smash of trun- 
cheons on his el bows and iron-shod boots on his shins; he saw him self grov- 
el ling on the �oor, scream ing for mercy through bro ken teeth. He hardly
thought of Ju lia. He could not �x his mind on her. He loved her and would
not be tray her; but that was only a fact, known as he knew the rules of arith- 
metic. He felt no love for her, and he hardly even won dered what was hap- 
pen ing to her. He thought o� ener of O’Brien, with a �ick er ing hope. O’Brien
might know that he had been ar rested. �e Broth er hood, he had said, never
tried to save its mem bers. But there was the ra zor blade; they would send the
ra zor blade if they could. �ere would be per haps �ve sec onds be fore the
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guard could rush into the cell. �e blade would bite into him with a sort of
burn ing cold ness, and even the �n gers that held it would be cut to the bone.
Ev ery thing came back to his sick body, which shrank trem bling from the
small est pain. He was not cer tain that he would use the ra zor blade even if
he got the chance. It was more nat u ral to ex ist from mo ment to mo ment, ac- 
cept ing an other ten min utes’ life even with the cer tainty that there was tor- 
ture at the end of it.

Some times he tried to cal cu late the num ber of porce lain bricks in the walls
of the cell. It should have been easy, but he al ways lost count at some point
or an other. More o� en he won dered where he was, and what time of day it
was. At one mo ment he felt cer tain that it was broad day light out side, and at
the next equally cer tain that it was pitch dark ness. In this place, he knew in- 
stinc tively, the lights would never be turned out. It was the place with no
dark ness: he saw now why O’Brien had seemed to rec og nize the al lu sion. In
the Min istry of Love there were no win dows. His cell might be at the heart
of the build ing or against its outer wall; it might be ten �oors be low ground,
or thirty above it. He moved him self men tally from place to place, and tried
to de ter mine by the feel ing of his body whether he was perched high in the
air or buried deep un der ground.
�ere was a sound of march ing boots out side. �e steel door opened with a

clang. A young o�  cer, a trim black-uni formed �g ure who seemed to glit ter
all over with pol ished leather, and whose pale, straight-fea tured face was like
a wax mask, stepped smartly through the door way. He mo tioned to the
guards out side to bring in the pris oner they were lead ing. �e poet Am ple- 
forth sham bled into the cell. �e door clanged shut again.

Am ple forth made one or two un cer tain move ments from side to side, as
though hav ing some idea that there was an other door to go out of, and then
be gan to wan der up and down the cell. He had not yet no ticed Win ston’s
pres ence. His trou bled eyes were gaz ing at the wall about a me tre above the
level of Win ston’s head. He was shoe less; large, dirty toes were stick ing out of
the holes in his socks. He was also sev eral days away from a shave. A
scrubby beard cov ered his face to the cheek bones, giv ing him an air of ru� - 
an ism that went oddly with his large weak frame and ner vous move ments.

Win ston roused hirn self a lit tle from his lethargy. He must speak to Am- 
ple forth, and risk the yell from the tele screen. It was even con ceiv able that
Am ple forth was the bearer of the ra zor blade.
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‘Am ple forth,’ he said.
�ere was no yell from the tele screen. Am ple forth paused, mildly star tled.

His eyes fo cused them selves slowly on Win ston.
‘Ah, Smith!’ he said. ‘You too!’
‘What are you in for?’
‘To tell you the truth—’ He sat down awk wardly on the bench op po site

Win ston. ‘�ere is only one o� ence, is there not?’ he said.
‘And have you com mit ted it?’
‘Ap par ently I have.’
He put a hand to his fore head and pressed his tem ples for a mo ment, as

though try ing to re mem ber some thing.
‘�ese things hap pen,’ he be gan vaguely. ‘I have been able to re call one in- 

stance—a pos si ble in stance. It was an in dis cre tion, un doubt edly. We were
pro duc ing a de �n i tive edi tion of the po ems of Kipling. I al lowed the word
‘God’ to re main at the end of a line. I could not help it!’ he added al most in- 
dig nantly, rais ing his face to look at Win ston. ‘It was im pos si ble to change
the line. �e rhyme was ‘rod”. Do you re al ize that there are only twelve
rhymes to ‘rod’ in the en tire lan guage? For days I had racked my brains.
�ere WAS no other rhyme.’
�e ex pres sion on his face changed. �e an noy ance passed out of it and for

a mo ment he looked al most pleased. A sort of in tel lec tual warmth, the joy of
the pedant who has found out some use less fact, shone through the dirt and
scrubby hair.

‘Has it ever oc curred to you,’ he said, ‘that the whole his tory of Eng lish po- 
etry has been de ter mined by the fact that the Eng lish lan guage lacks
rhymes?’

No, that par tic u lar thought had never oc curred to Win ston. Nor, in the cir- 
cum stances, did it strike him as very im por tant or in ter est ing.

‘Do you know what time of day it is?’ he said.
Am ple forth looked star tled again. ‘I had hardly thought about it. �ey ar- 

rested me—it could be two days ago—per haps three.’ His eyes �it ted round
the walls, as though he half ex pected to �nd a win dow some where. ‘�ere is
no di� er ence be tween night and day in this place. I do not see how one can
cal cu late the time.’
�ey talked desul to rily for some min utes, then, with out ap par ent rea son, a

yell from the tele screen bade them be silent. Win ston sat qui etly, his hands
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crossed. Am ple forth, too large to sit in com fort on the nar row bench, �d- 
geted from side to side, clasp ing his lank hands �rst round one knee, then
round the other. �e tele screen barked at him to keep still. Time passed.
Twenty min utes, an hour—it was di�  cult to judge. Once more there was a
sound of boots out side. Win ston’s en trails con tracted. Soon, very soon, per- 
haps in �ve min utes, per haps now, the tramp of boots would mean that his
own turn had come.
�e door opened. �e cold-faced young o�  cer stepped into the cell. With

a brief move ment of the hand he in di cated Am ple forth.
‘Room 101,’ he said.
Am ple forth marched clum sily out be tween the guards, his face vaguely

per turbed, but un com pre hend ing.
What seemed like a long time passed. �e pain in Win ston’s belly had re- 

vived. His mind sagged round and round on the same trick, like a ball fall ing
again and again into the same se ries of slots. He had only six thoughts. �e
pain in his belly; a piece of bread; the blood and the scream ing; O’Brien; Ju- 
lia; the ra zor blade. �ere was an other spasm in his en trails, the heavy boots
were ap proach ing. As the door opened, the wave of air that it cre ated
brought in a pow er ful smell of cold sweat. Par sons walked into the cell. He
was wear ing khaki shorts and a sports-shirt.
�is time Win ston was star tled into self-for get ful ness.
‘YOU here!’ he said.
Par sons gave Win ston a glance in which there was nei ther in ter est nor sur- 

prise, but only mis ery. He be gan walk ing jerk ily up and down, ev i dently un- 
able to keep still. Each time he straight ened his pudgy knees it was ap par ent
that they were trem bling. His eyes had a wide-open, star ing look, as though
he could not pre vent him self from gaz ing at some thing in the mid dle dis- 
tance.

‘What are you in for?’ said Win ston.
‘�oughtcrime!’ said Par sons, al most blub ber ing. �e tone of his voice im- 

plied at once a com plete ad mis sion of his guilt and a sort of in cred u lous hor- 
ror that such a word could be ap plied to him self. He paused op po site Win- 
ston and be gan ea gerly ap peal ing to him: ‘You don’t think they’ll shoot me,
do you, old chap? �ey don’t shoot you if you haven’t ac tu ally done any thing
—only thoughts, which you can’t help? I know they give you a fair hear ing.
Oh, I trust them for that! �ey’ll know my record, won’t they? YOU know
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what kind of chap I was. Not a bad chap in my way. Not brainy, of course,
but keen. I tried to do my best for the Party, didn’t I? I’ll get o� with �ve
years, don’t you think? Or even ten years? A chap like me could make him- 
self pretty use ful in a labour-camp. �ey wouldn’t shoot me for go ing o� the
rails just once?’

‘Are you guilty?’ said Win ston.
‘Of course I’m guilty!’ cried Par sons with a servile glance at the tele screen.

‘You don’t think the Party would ar rest an in no cent man, do you?’ His frog-
like face grew calmer, and even took on a slightly sanc ti mo nious ex pres sion.
‘�oughtcrime is a dread ful thing, old man,’ he said sen ten tiously. ‘It’s in sid i- 
ous. It can get hold of you with out your even know ing it. Do you know how
it got hold of me? In my sleep! Yes, that’s a fact. �ere I was, work ing away,
try ing to do my bit—never knew I had any bad stu� in my mind at all. And
then I started talk ing in my sleep. Do you know what they heard me say ing?’

He sank his voice, like some one who is obliged for med i cal rea sons to ut ter
an ob scen ity.

‘’Down with Big Brother!’ Yes, I said that! Said it over and over again, it
seems. Be tween you and me, old man, I’m glad they got me be fore it went
any fur ther. Do you know what I’m go ing to say to them when I go up be fore
the tri bunal? ‘�ank you,’ I’m go ing to say, ‘thank you for sav ing me be fore it
was too late.‘‘

‘Who de nounced you?’ said Win ston.
‘It was my lit tle daugh ter,’ said Par sons with a sort of dole ful pride. ‘She lis- 

tened at the key hole. Heard what I was say ing, and nipped o� to the pa trols
the very next day. Pretty smart for a nip per of seven, eh? 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, any way.’

He made a few more jerky move ments up and down, sev eral times, cast ing
a long ing glance at the lava tory pan. �en he sud denly ripped down his
shorts.

‘Ex cuse me, old man,’ he said. ‘I can’t help it. It’s the wait ing.’
He plumped his large pos te rior into the lava tory pan. Win ston cov ered his

face with his hands.
‘Smith!’ yelled the voice from the tele screen. ‘6079 Smith W! Un cover your

face. No faces cov ered in the cells.’
Win ston un cov ered his face. Par sons used the lava tory, loudly and abun- 
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dantly. It then turned out that the plug was de fec tive and the cell stank
abom inably for hours a� er wards.

Par sons was re moved. More pris on ers came and went, mys te ri ously. One, a
woman, was con signed to ‘Room 101’, and, Win ston no ticed, seemed to
shrivel and turn a di� er ent colour when she heard the words. A time came
when, if it had been morn ing when he was brought here, it would be a� er- 
noon; or if it had been a� er noon, then it would be mid night. �ere were six
pris on ers in the cell, men and women. All sat very still. Op po site Win ston
there sat a man with a chin less, toothy face ex actly like that of some large,
harm less ro dent. His fat, mot tled cheeks were so pouched at the bot tom that
it was di�  cult not to be lieve that he had lit tle stores of food tucked away
there. His pale-grey eyes �it ted tim o rously from face to face and turned
quickly away again when he caught any one’s eye.
�e door opened, and an other pris oner was brought in whose ap pear ance

sent a mo men tary chill through Win ston. He was a com mon place, mean-
look ing man who might have been an en gi neer or tech ni cian of some kind.
But what was star tling was the ema ci a tion of his face. It was like a skull. Be- 
cause of its thin ness the mouth and eyes looked dis pro por tion ately large,
and the eyes seemed �lled with a mur der ous, un ap peasable ha tred of some- 
body or some thing.
�e man sat down on the bench at a lit tle dis tance from Win ston. Win ston

did not look at him again, but the tor mented, skull-like face was as vivid in
his mind as though it had been straight in front of his eyes. Sud denly he re- 
al ized what was the mat ter. �e man was dy ing of star va tion. �e same
thought seemed to oc cur al most si mul ta ne ously to ev ery one in the cell.
�ere was a very faint stir ring all the way round the bench. �e eyes of the
chin less man kept �it ting to wards the skull-faced man, then turn ing guiltily
away, then be ing dragged back by an ir re sistible at trac tion. Presently he be- 
gan to �d get on his seat. At last he stood up, wad dled clum sily across the
cell, dug down into the pocket of his over alls, and, with an abashed air, held
out a grimy piece of bread to the skull-faced man.
�ere was a fu ri ous, deaf en ing roar from the tele screen. �e chin less man

jumped in his tracks. �e skull-faced man had quickly thrust his hands be- 
hind his back, as though demon strat ing to all the world that he re fused the
gi�.

‘Bum stead!’ roared the voice. ‘2713 Bum stead J.! Let fall that piece of
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bread!’
�e chin less man dropped the piece of bread on the �oor.
‘Re main stand ing where you are,’ said the voice. ‘Face the door. Make no

move ment.’
�e chin less man obeyed. His large pouchy cheeks were quiv er ing un con- 

trol lably. �e door clanged open. As the young o�  cer en tered and stepped
aside, there emerged from be hind him a short stumpy guard with enor mous
arms and shoul ders. He took his stand op po site the chin less man, and then,
at a sig nal from the o�  cer, let free a fright ful blow, with all the weight of his
body be hind it, full in the chin less man’s mouth. �e force of it seemed al- 
most to knock him clear of the �oor. His body was �ung across the cell and
fetched up against the base of the lava tory seat. For a mo ment he lay as
though stunned, with dark blood ooz ing from his mouth and nose. A very
faint whim per ing or squeak ing, which seemed un con scious, came out of
him. �en he rolled over and raised him self un steadily on hands and knees.
Amid a stream of blood and saliva, the two halves of a den tal plate fell out of
his mouth.
�e pris on ers sat very still, their hands crossed on their knees. �e chin less

man climbed back into his place. Down one side of his face the �esh was
dark en ing. His mouth had swollen into a shape less cherry-coloured mass
with a black hole in the mid dle of it.

From time to time a lit tle blood dripped on to the breast of his over alls. His
grey eyes still �it ted from face to face, more guiltily than ever, as though he
were try ing to dis cover how much the oth ers de spised him for his hu mil i a- 
tion.
�e door opened. With a small ges ture the o�  cer in di cated the skull-faced

man.
‘Room 101,’ he said.
�ere was a gasp and a �urry at Win ston’s side. �e man had ac tu ally �ung

him self on his knees on the �oor, with his hand clasped to gether.
‘Com rade! O�  cer!’ he cried. ‘You don’t have to take me to that place!

Haven’t I told you ev ery thing al ready? What else is it you want to know?
�ere’s noth ing I wouldn’t con fess, noth ing! Just tell me what it is and I’ll
con fess straight o�. Write it down and I’ll sign it—any thing! Not room 101!’

‘Room 101,’ said the o�  cer.
�e man’s face, al ready very pale, turned a colour Win ston would not have
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be lieved pos si ble. It was de�  nitely, un mis tak ably, a shade of green.
‘Do any thing to me!’ he yelled. ‘You’ve been starv ing me for weeks. Fin ish

it o� and let me die. Shoot me. Hang me. Sen tence me to twenty-�ve years.
Is there some body else you want me to give away? Just say who it is and I’ll
tell you any thing you want. I don’t care who it is or what you do to them. I’ve
got a wife and three chil dren. �e big gest of them isn’t six years old. You can
take the whole lot of them and cut their throats in front of my eyes, and I’ll
stand by and watch it. But not Room 101!’

‘Room 101,’ said the o�  cer.
�e man looked fran ti cally round at the other pris on ers, as though with

some idea that he could put an other vic tim in his own place. His eyes set tled
on the smashed face of the chin less man. He �ung out a lean arm.

‘�at’s the one you ought to be tak ing, not me!’ he shouted. ‘You didn’t
hear what he was say ing a� er they bashed his face. Give me a chance and I’ll
tell you ev ery word of it. HE’S the one that’s against the Party, not me.’ �e
guards stepped for ward. �e man’s voice rose to a shriek. ‘You didn’t hear
him!’ he re peated. ‘Some thing went wrong with the tele screen. HE’S the one
you want. Take him, not me!’
�e two sturdy guards had stooped to take him by the arms. But just at this

mo ment he �ung him self across the �oor of the cell and grabbed one of the
iron legs that sup ported the bench. He had set up a word less howl ing, like an
an i mal. �e guards took hold of him to wrench him loose, but he clung on
with as ton ish ing strength. For per haps twenty sec onds they were haul ing at
him. �e pris on ers sat quiet, their hands crossed on their knees, look ing
straight in front of them. �e howl ing stopped; the man had no breath le�
for any thing ex cept hang ing on. �en there was a di� er ent kind of cry. A
kick from a guard’s boot had bro ken the �n gers of one of his hands. �ey
dragged him to his feet.

‘Room 101,’ said the o�  cer.
�e man was led out, walk ing un steadily, with head sunken, nurs ing his

crushed hand, all the �ght had gone out of him.
A long time passed. If it had been mid night when the skull-faced man was

taken away, it was morn ing: if morn ing, it was a� er noon. Win ston was
alone, and had been alone for hours. �e pain of sit ting on the nar row bench
was such that o� en he got up and walked about, un re proved by the tele- 
screen. �e piece of bread still lay where the chin less man had dropped it. At
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the be gin ning it needed a hard e� ort not to look at it, but presently hunger
gave way to thirst. His mouth was sticky and evil-tast ing. �e hum ming
sound and the un vary ing white light in duced a sort of faint ness, an empty
feel ing in side his head. He would get up be cause the ache in his bones was
no longer bear able, and then would sit down again al most at once be cause
he was too dizzy to make sure of stay ing on his feet. When ever his phys i cal
sen sa tions were a lit tle un der con trol the ter ror re turned. Some times with a
fad ing hope he thought of O’Brien and the ra zor blade. It was think able that
the ra zor blade might ar rive con cealed in his food, if he were ever fed. More
dimly he thought of Ju lia. Some where or other she was su� er ing per haps far
worse than he. She might be scream ing with pain at this mo ment. He
thought: ‘If I could save Ju lia by dou bling my own pain, would I do it? Yes, I
would.’ But that was merely an in tel lec tual de ci sion, taken be cause he knew
that he ought to take it. He did not feel it. In this place you could not feel
any thing, ex cept pain and fore knowl edge of pain. Be sides, was it pos si ble,
when you were ac tu ally su� er ing it, to wish for any rea son that your own
pain should in crease? But that ques tion was not an swer able yet.
�e boots were ap proach ing again. �e door opened. O’Brien came in.
Win ston started to his feet. �e shock of the sight had driven all cau tion

out of him. For the �rst time in many years he for got the pres ence of the
tele screen.

‘�ey’ve got you too!’ he cried.
‘�ey got me a long time ago,’ said O’Brien with a mild, al most re gret ful

irony. He stepped aside. From be hind him there emerged a broad-chested
guard with a long black trun cheon in his hand.

‘You know this, Win ston,’ said O’Brien. ‘Don’t de ceive your self. You did
know it—you have al ways known it.’

Yes, he saw now, he had al ways known it. But there was no time to think of
that. All he had eyes for was the trun cheon in the guard’s hand. It might fall
any where; on the crown, on the tip of the ear, on the up per arm, on the el- 
bow——
�e el bow! He had slumped to his knees, al most paral ysed, clasp ing the

stricken el bow with his other hand. Ev ery thing had ex ploded into yel low
light. In con ceiv able, in con ceiv able that one blow could cause such pain! �e
light cleared and he could see the other two look ing down at him. �e guard
was laugh ing at his con tor tions. One ques tion at any rate was an swered.
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Never, for any rea son on earth, could you wish for an in crease of pain. Of
pain you could wish only one thing: that it should stop. Noth ing in the world
was so bad as phys i cal pain. In the face of pain there are no he roes, no he- 
roes, he thought over and over as he writhed on the �oor, clutch ing use lessly
at his dis abled le� arm.



198

H

C��� ��� �

e was ly ing on some thing that felt like a camp bed, ex cept that it was
higher o� the ground and that he was �xed down in some way so that

he could not move. Light that seemed stronger than usual was fall ing on his
face. O’Brien was stand ing at his side, look ing down at him in tently. At the
other side of him stood a man in a white coat, hold ing a hy po der mic sy- 
ringe.

Even a� er his eyes were open he took in his sur round ings only grad u ally.
He had the im pres sion of swim ming up into this room from some quite dif- 
fer ent world, a sort of un der wa ter world far be neath it. How long he had
been down there he did not know. Since the mo ment when they ar rested
him he had not seen dark ness or day light. Be sides, his mem o ries were not
con tin u ous. �ere had been times when con scious ness, even the sort of con- 
scious ness that one has in sleep, had stopped dead and started again a� er a
blank in ter val. But whether the in ter vals were of days or weeks or only sec- 
onds, there was no way of know ing.

With that �rst blow on the el bow the night mare had started. Later he was
to re al ize that all that then hap pened was merely a pre lim i nary, a rou tine in- 
ter ro ga tion to which nearly all pris on ers were sub jected. �ere was a long
range of crimes—es pi onage, sab o tage, and the like—to which ev ery one had
to con fess as a mat ter of course. �e con fes sion was a for mal ity, though the
tor ture was real. How many times he had been beaten, how long the beat ings
had con tin ued, he could not re mem ber. Al ways there were �ve or six men in
black uni forms at him si mul ta ne ously. Some times it was �sts, some times it
was trun cheons, some times it was steel rods, some times it was boots. �ere
were times when he rolled about the �oor, as shame less as an an i mal,
writhing his body this way and that in an end less, hope less e� ort to dodge
the kicks, and sim ply invit ing more and yet more kicks, in his ribs, in his
belly, on his el bows, on his shins, in his groin, in his tes ti cles, on the bone at
the base of his spine. �ere were times when it went on and on un til the
cruel, wicked, un for giv able thing seemed to him not that the guards con tin- 
ued to beat him but that he could not force hirn self into los ing con scious- 
ness. �ere were times when his nerve so for sook him that he be gan shout- 
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ing for mercy even be fore the beat ing be gan, when the mere sight of a �st
drawn back for a blow was enough to make him pour forth a con fes sion of
real and imag i nary crimes. �ere were other times when he started out with
the re solve of con fess ing noth ing, when ev ery word had to be forced out of
him be tween gasps of pain, and there were times when he fee bly tried to
com pro mise, when he said to him self: ‘I will con fess, but not yet. I must hold
out till the pain be comes un bear able. �ree more kicks, two more kicks, and
then I will tell them what they want.’ Some times he was beaten till he could
hardly stand, then �ung like a sack of pota toes on to the stone �oor of a cell,
le� to re cu per ate for a few hours, and then taken out and beaten again.
�ere were also longer pe ri ods of re cov ery. He re mem bered them dimly, be- 
cause they were spent chie�y in sleep or stu por. He re mem bered a cell with a
plank bed, a sort of shelf stick ing out from the wall, and a tin wash-basin,
and meals of hot soup and bread and some times co� ee. He re mem bered a
surly bar ber ar riv ing to scrape his chin and crop his hair, and busi nesslike,
un sym pa thetic men in white coats feel ing his pulse, tap ping his re �exes,
turn ing up his eye lids, run ning harsh �n gers over him in search for bro ken
bones, and shoot ing nee dles into his arm to make him sleep.
�e beat ings grew less fre quent, and be came mainly a threat, a hor ror to

which he could be sent back at any mo ment when his an swers were un sat is- 
fac tory. His ques tion ers now were not ru�  ans in black uni forms but Party
in tel lec tu als, lit tle ro tund men with quick move ments and �ash ing spec ta- 
cles, who worked on him in re lays over pe ri ods which lasted—he thought,
he could not be sure—ten or twelve hours at a stretch. �ese other ques tion- 
ers saw to it that he was in con stant slight pain, but it was not chie�y pain
that they re lied on. �ey slapped his face, wrung his ears, pulled his hair,
made him stand on one leg, re fused him leave to uri nate, shone glar ing
lights in his face un til his eyes ran with wa ter; but the aim of this was sim ply
to hu mil i ate him and de stroy his power of ar gu ing and rea son ing. �eir real
weapon was the mer ci less ques tion ing that went on and on, hour a� er hour,
trip ping him up, lay ing traps for him, twist ing ev ery thing that he said, con- 
vict ing him at ev ery step of lies and self-con tra dic tion un til he be gan weep- 
ing as much from shame as from ner vous fa tigue. Some times he would weep
half a dozen times in a sin gle ses sion. Most of the time they screamed abuse
at him and threat ened at ev ery hes i ta tion to de liver him over to the guards
again; but some times they would sud denly change their tune, call him com- 
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rade, ap peal to him in the name of In g soc and Big Brother, and ask him sor- 
row fully whether even now he had not enough loy alty to the Party le� to
make him wish to undo the evil he had done. When his nerves were in rags
a� er hours of ques tion ing, even this ap peal could re duce him to sniv el ling
tears. In the end the nag ging voices broke him down more com pletely than
the boots and �sts of the guards. He be came sim ply a mouth that ut tered, a
hand that signed, what ever was de manded of him. His sole con cern was to
�nd out what they wanted him to con fess, and then con fess it quickly, be fore
the bul ly ing started anew. He con fessed to the as sas si na tion of em i nent
Party mem bers, the dis tri bu tion of sedi tious pam phlets, em bez zle ment of
pub lic funds, sale of mil i tary se crets, sab o tage of ev ery kind. He con fessed
that he had been a spy in the pay of the Eas t asian gov ern ment as far back as
1968. He con fessed that he was a re li gious be liever, an ad mirer of cap i tal ism,
and a sex ual per vert. He con fessed that he had mur dered his wife, al though
he knew, and his ques tion ers must have known, that his wife was still alive.
He con fessed that for years he had been in per sonal touch with Gold stein
and had been a mem ber of an un der ground or ga ni za tion which had in- 
cluded al most ev ery hu man be ing he had ever known. It was eas ier to con- 
fess ev ery thing and im pli cate ev ery body. Be sides, in a sense it was all true. It
was true that he had been the en emy of the Party, and in the eyes of the
Party there was no dis tinc tion be tween the thought and the deed.
�ere were also mem o ries of an other kind. �ey stood out in his mind dis- 

con nect edly, like pic tures with black ness all round them.
He was in a cell which might have been ei ther dark or light, be cause he

could see noth ing ex cept a pair of eyes. Near at hand some kind of in stru- 
ment was tick ing slowly and reg u larly. �e eyes grew larger and more lu mi- 
nous. Sud denly he �oated out of his seat, dived into the eyes, and was swal- 
lowed up.

He was strapped into a chair sur rounded by di als, un der daz zling lights. A
man in a white coat was read ing the di als. �ere was a tramp of heavy boots
out side. �e door clanged open. �e waxed-faced o�  cer marched in, fol- 
lowed by two guards.

‘Room 101,’ said the o�  cer.
�e man in the white coat did not turn round. He did not look at Win ston

ei ther; he was look ing only at the di als.
He was rolling down a mighty cor ri dor, a kilo me tre wide, full of glo ri ous,
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golden light, roar ing with laugh ter and shout ing out con fes sions at the top of
his voice. He was con fess ing ev ery thing, even the things he had suc ceeded in
hold ing back un der the tor ture. He was re lat ing the en tire his tory of his life
to an au di ence who knew it al ready. With him were the guards, the other
ques tion ers, the men in white coats, O’Brien, Ju lia, Mr Char ring ton, all
rolling down the cor ri dor to gether and shout ing with laugh ter. Some dread- 
ful thing which had lain em bed ded in the fu ture had some how been skipped
over and had not hap pened. Ev ery thing was all right, there was no more
pain, the last de tail of his life was laid bare, un der stood, for given.

He was start ing up from the plank bed in the half-cer tainty that he had
heard O’Brien’s voice. All through his in ter ro ga tion, al though he had never
seen him, he had had the feel ing that O’Brien was at his el bow, just out of
sight. It was O’Brien who was di rect ing ev ery thing. It was he who set the
guards on to Win ston and who pre vented them from killing him. It was he
who de cided when Win ston 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 ques tions and sug- 
gested the an swers. He was the tor men tor, he was the pro tec tor, he was the
in quisi tor, he was the friend. And once—Win ston could not re mem ber
whether it was in drugged sleep, or in nor mal sleep, or even in a mo ment of
wake ful ness—a voice mur mured in his ear: ‘Don’t worry, Win ston; you are
in my keep ing. For seven years I have watched over you. Now the turn ing-
point has come. I shall save you, I shall make you per fect.’ He was not sure
whether it was O’Brien’s voice; but it was the same voice that had said to
him, ‘We shall meet in the place where there is no dark ness,’ in that other
dream, seven years ago.

He did not re mem ber any end ing to his in ter ro ga tion. �ere was a pe riod
of black ness and then the cell, or room, in which he now was had grad u ally
ma te ri al ized round him. He was al most �at on his back, and un able to move.
His body was held down at ev ery es sen tial point. Even the back of his head
was gripped in some man ner. O’Brien was look ing down at him gravely and
rather sadly. His face, seen from be low, looked coarse and worn, with
pouches un der the eyes and tired lines from nose to chin. He was older than
Win ston had thought him; he was per haps forty-eight or ��y. Un der his
hand there was a dial with a lever on top and �g ures run ning round the face.

‘I told you,’ said O’Brien, ‘that if we met again it would be here.’
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‘Yes,’ said Win ston.
With out any warn ing ex cept a slight move ment of O’Brien’s hand, a wave

of pain �ooded his body. It was a fright en ing pain, be cause he could not see
what was hap pen ing, and he had the feel ing that some mor tal in jury was be- 
ing done to him. He did not know whether the thing was re ally hap pen ing,
or whether the e� ect was elec tri cally pro duced; but his body was be ing
wrenched out of shape, the joints were be ing slowly torn apart. Al though the
pain had brought the sweat out on his fore head, the worst of all was the fear
that his back bone was about to snap. He set his teeth and breathed hard
through his nose, try ing to keep silent as long as pos si ble.

‘You are afraid,’ said O’Brien, watch ing his face, ‘that in an other mo ment
some thing is go ing to break. Your es pe cial fear is that it will be your back- 
bone. You have a vivid men tal pic ture of the ver te brae snap ping apart and
the spinal �uid drip ping out of them. �at is what you are think ing, is it not,
Win ston?’

Win ston did not an swer. O’Brien drew back the lever on the dial. �e wave
of pain re ceded al most as quickly as it had come.

‘�at was forty,’ said O’Brien. ‘You can see that the num bers on this dial
run up to a hun dred. Will you please re mem ber, through out our con ver sa- 
tion, that I have it in my power to in �ict pain on you at any mo ment and to
what ever de gree I choose? If you tell me any lies, or at tempt to pre var i cate in
any way, or even fall be low your usual level of in tel li gence, you will cry out
with pain, in stantly. Do you un der stand that?’

‘Yes,’ said Win ston.
O’Brien’s man ner be came less se vere. He re set tled his spec ta cles thought- 

fully, and took a pace or two up and down. When he spoke his voice was
gen tle and pa tient. He had the air of a doc tor, a teacher, even a priest, anx- 
ious to ex plain and per suade rather than to pun ish.

‘I am tak ing trou ble with you, Win ston,’ he said, ‘be cause you are worth
trou ble. You know per fectly well what is the mat ter with you. You have
known it for years, though you have fought against the knowl edge. You are
men tally de ranged. You su� er from a de fec tive mem ory. You are un able to
re mem ber real events and you per suade your self that you re mem ber other
events which never hap pened. For tu nately it is cur able. You have never
cured your self of it, be cause you did not choose to. �ere was a small e� ort
of the will that you were not ready to make. Even now, I am well aware, you
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are cling ing to your dis ease un der the im pres sion that it is a virtue. Now we
will take an ex am ple. At this mo ment, which power is Ocea nia at war with?’

‘When I was ar rested, Ocea nia was at war with Eas t a sia.’
‘With Eas t a sia. Good. And Ocea nia has al ways been at war with Eas t a sia,

has it not?’
Win ston 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.
‘�e truth, please, Win ston. YOUR truth. Tell me what you think you re- 

mem ber.’
‘I re mem ber that un til only a week be fore I was ar rested, we were not at

war with Eas t a sia at all. We were in al liance with them. �e war was against
Eura sia. �at had lasted for four years. Be fore that——’

O’Brien stopped him with a move ment of the hand.
‘An other ex am ple,’ he said. ‘Some years ago you had a very se ri ous delu sion

in deed. You be lieved that three men, three one-time Party mem bers named
Jones, Aaron son, and Ruther ford—men who were ex e cuted for treach ery
and sab o tage a� er mak ing the fullest pos si ble con fes sion—were not guilty of
the crimes they were charged with. You be lieved that you had seen un mis- 
tak able doc u men tary ev i dence prov ing that their con fes sions were false.
�ere was a cer tain pho to graph about which you had a hal lu ci na tion. You
be lieved that you had ac tu ally held it in your hands. It was a pho to graph
some thing like this.’

An ob long slip of news pa per had ap peared be tween O’Brien’s �n gers. For
per haps �ve sec onds it was within the an gle of Win ston’s vi sion. It was a
pho to graph, and there was no ques tion of its iden tity. It was THE pho to- 
graph. It was an other copy of the pho to graph of Jones, Aaron son, and
Ruther ford at the party func tion in New York, which he had chanced upon
eleven years ago and promptly de stroyed. For only an in stant it was be fore
his eyes, then it was out of sight again. But he had seen it, un ques tion ably he
had seen it! He made a des per ate, ag o niz ing e� ort to wrench the top half of
his body free. It was im pos si ble to move so much as a cen time tre in any di- 
rec tion. For the mo ment he had even for got ten the dial. All he wanted was
to hold the pho to graph in his �n gers again, or at least to see it.

‘It ex ists!’ he cried.
‘No,’ said O’Brien.
He stepped across the room. �ere was a mem ory hole in the op po site
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wall. O’Brien li�ed the grat ing. Un seen, the frail slip of pa per was whirling
away on the cur rent of warm air; it was van ish ing in a �ash of �ame. O’Brien
turned away from the wall.

‘Ashes,’ he said. ‘Not even iden ti � able ashes. Dust. It does not ex ist. It never
ex isted.’

‘But it did ex ist! It does ex ist! It ex ists in mem ory. I re mem ber it. You re- 
mem ber it.’

‘I do not re mem ber it,’ said O’Brien.
Win ston’s heart sank. �at was dou ble think. He had a feel ing of deadly

help less ness. If he could have been cer tain that O’Brien was ly ing, it would
not have seemed to mat ter. But it was per fectly pos si ble that O’Brien had re- 
ally for got ten the pho to graph. And if so, then al ready he would have for got- 
ten his de nial of re mem ber ing it, and for got ten the act of for get ting. How
could one be sure that it was sim ple trick ery? Per haps that lu natic dis lo ca- 
tion in the mind could re ally hap pen: that was the thought that de feated
him.

O’Brien was look ing down at him spec u la tively. More than ever he had the
air of a teacher tak ing pains with a way ward but promis ing child.

‘�ere is a Party slo gan deal ing with the con trol of the past,’ he said. ‘Re- 
peat it, if you please.’

‘’Who con trols the past con trols the fu ture: who con trols the present con- 
trols the past,‘‘ re peated Win ston obe di ently.

‘’Who con trols the present con trols the past,‘‘ said O’Brien, nod ding his
head with slow ap proval. ‘Is it your opin ion, Win ston, that the past has real
ex is tence?’

Again the feel ing of help less ness de scended upon Win ston. His eyes �it ted
to wards the dial. He not only did not know whether ‘yes’ or ‘no’ was the an- 
swer that would save him from pain; he did not even know which an swer he
be lieved to be the true one.

O’Brien smiled faintly. ‘You are no meta physi cian, Win ston,’ he said. ‘Un til
this mo ment you had never con sid ered what is meant by ex is tence. I will put
it more pre cisely. Does the past ex ist con cretely, in space? Is there some- 
where or other a place, a world of solid ob jects, where the past is still hap- 
pen ing?’

‘No.’
‘�en where does the past ex ist, if at all?’
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‘In records. It is writ ten down.’
‘In records. And——?’
‘In the mind. In hu man mem o ries.’
‘In mem ory. Very well, then. We, the Party, con trol all records, and we con- 

trol all mem o ries. �en we con trol the past, do we not?’
‘But how can you stop peo ple re mem ber ing things?’ cried Win ston again

mo men tar ily for get ting the dial. ‘It is in vol un tary. It is out side one self. How
can you con trol mem ory? You have not con trolled mine!’

O’Brien’s man ner grew stern again. He laid his hand on the dial.
‘On the con trary,’ he said, ‘YOU have not con trolled it. �at is what has

brought you here. You are here be cause you have failed in hu mil ity, in self-
dis ci pline. You would not make the act of sub mis sion which is the price of
san ity. You pre ferred to be a lu natic, a mi nor ity of one. Only the dis ci plined
mind can see re al ity, Win ston. You be lieve that re al ity is some thing ob jec- 
tive, ex ter nal, ex ist ing in its own right. You also be lieve that the na ture of re- 
al ity is self-ev i dent. When you de lude your self into think ing that you see
some thing, you as sume that ev ery one else sees the same thing as you. But I
tell you, Win ston, that re al ity is not ex ter nal. Re al ity ex ists in the hu man
mind, and nowhere else. Not in the in di vid ual mind, which can make mis- 
takes, and in any case soon per ishes: only in the mind of the Party, which is
col lec tive and im mor tal. What ever the Party holds to be the truth, is truth. It
is im pos si ble to see re al ity ex cept by look ing through the eyes of the Party.
�at is the fact that you have got to re learn, Win ston. It needs an act of self-
de struc tion, an e� ort of the will. You must hum ble your self be fore you can
be come sane.’

He paused for a few mo ments, as though to al low what he had been say ing
to sink in.

‘Do you re mem ber,’ he went on, ‘writ ing in your di ary, ‘Free dom is the
free dom to say that two plus two make four’?’

‘Yes,’ said Win ston.
O’Brien held up his le� hand, its back to wards Win ston, with the thumb

hid den and the four �n gers ex tended.
‘How many �n gers am I hold ing up, Win ston?’
‘Four.’
‘And if the party says that it is not four but �ve—then how many?’
‘Four.’
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�e word ended in a gasp of pain. �e nee dle of the dial had shot up to
��y-�ve. �e sweat had sprung out all over Win ston’s body. �e air tore into
his lungs and is sued again in deep groans which even by clench ing his teeth
he could not stop. O’Brien watched him, the four �n gers still ex tended. He
drew back the lever. �is time the pain was only slightly eased.

‘How many �n gers, Win ston?’
‘Four.’
�e nee dle went up to sixty.
‘How many �n gers, Win ston?’
‘Four! Four! What else can I say? Four!’
�e nee dle must have risen again, but he did not look at it. �e heavy, stern

face and the four �n gers �lled his vi sion. �e �n gers stood up be fore his eyes
like pil lars, enor mous, blurry, and seem ing to vi brate, but un mis tak ably four.

‘How many �n gers, Win ston?’
‘Four! Stop it, stop it! How can you go on? Four! Four!’
‘How many �n gers, Win ston?’
‘Five! Five! Five!’
‘No, Win ston, that is no use. You are ly ing. You still think there are four.

How many �n gers, please?’
‘Four! �ve! Four! Any thing you like. Only stop it, stop the pain!’
Abruptly he was sit ting up with O’Brien’s arm round his shoul ders. He had

per haps lost con scious ness for a few sec onds. �e bonds that had held his
body down were loos ened. He felt very cold, he was shak ing un con trol lably,
his teeth were chat ter ing, the tears were rolling down his cheeks. For a mo- 
ment he clung to O’Brien like a baby, cu ri ously com forted by the heavy arm
round his shoul ders. He had the feel ing that O’Brien was his pro tec tor, that
the pain was some thing that came from out side, from some other source,
and that it was O’Brien who would save him from it.

‘You are a slow learner, Win ston,’ said O’Brien gen tly.
‘How can I help it?’ he blub bered. ‘How can I help see ing what is in front of

my eyes? Two and two are four.’
Some times, Win ston. Some times they are �ve. Some times they are three.

Some times they are all of them at once. You must try harder. It is not easy to
be come sane.’

He laid Win ston down on the bed. �e grip of his limbs tight ened again,
but the pain had ebbed away and the trem bling had stopped, leav ing him
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merely weak and cold. O’Brien mo tioned with his head to the man in the
white coat, who had stood im mo bile through out the pro ceed ings. �e man
in the white coat bent down and looked closely into Win ston’s eyes, felt his
pulse, laid an ear against his chest, tapped here and there, then he nod ded to
O’Brien.

‘Again,’ said O’Brien.
�e pain �owed into Win ston’s body. �e nee dle must be at sev enty, sev- 

enty-�ve. He had shut his eyes this time. He knew that the �n gers were still
there, and still four. All that mat tered was some how to stay alive un til the
spasm was over. He had ceased to no tice whether he was cry ing out or not.
�e pain less ened again. He opened his eyes. O’Brien had drawn back the
lever.

‘How many �n gers, Win ston?’
‘Four. I sup pose there are four. I would see �ve if I could. I am try ing to see

�ve.’
‘Which do you wish: to per suade me that you see �ve, or re ally to see

them?’
‘Re ally to see them.’
‘Again,’ said O’Brien.
Per haps the nee dle was eighty—ninety. Win ston could not in ter mit tently

re mem ber why the pain was hap pen ing. Be hind his screwed-up eye lids a
for est of �n gers seemed to be mov ing in a sort of dance, weav ing in and out,
dis ap pear ing be hind one an other and reap pear ing again. He was try ing to
count them, he could not re mem ber why. He knew only that it was im pos si- 
ble to count them, and that this was some how due to the mys te ri ous iden tity
be tween �ve and four. �e pain died down again. When he opened his eyes
it was to �nd that he was still see ing the same thing. In nu mer able �n gers,
like mov ing trees, were still stream ing past in ei ther di rec tion, cross ing and
re cross ing. He shut his eyes again.

‘How many �n gers am I hold ing up, Win ston?’
‘I don’t know. I don’t know. You will kill me if you do that again. Four, �ve,

six—in all hon esty I don’t know.’
‘Bet ter,’ said O’Brien.
A nee dle slid into Win ston’s arm. Al most in the same in stant a bliss ful,

heal ing warmth spread all through his body. �e pain was al ready half-for- 
got ten. He opened his eyes and looked up grate fully at O’Brien. At sight of
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the heavy, lined face, so ugly and so in tel li gent, his heart seemed to turn
over. If he could have moved he would have stretched out a hand and laid it
on O’Brien’s arm. He had never loved him so deeply as at this mo ment, and
not merely be cause he had stopped the pain. �e old feel ing, that at bot tom
it did not mat ter whether O’Brien was a friend or an en emy, had come back.
O’Brien was a per son who could be talked to. Per haps one did not want to
be loved so much as to be un der stood. O’Brien had tor tured him to the edge
of lu nacy, and in a lit tle while, it was cer tain, he would send him to his
death. It made no di� er ence. In some sense that went deeper than friend- 
ship, they were in ti mates: some where or other, al though the ac tual words
might never be spo ken, there was a place where they could meet and talk.
O’Brien was look ing down at him with an ex pres sion which sug gested that
the same thought might be in his own mind. When he spoke it was in an
easy, con ver sa tional tone.

‘Do you know where you are, Win ston?’ he said.
‘I don’t know. I can guess. In the Min istry of Love.’
‘Do you know how long you have been here?’
‘I don’t know. Days, weeks, months—I think it is months.’
‘And why do you imag ine that we bring peo ple to this place?’
‘To make them con fess.’
‘No, that is not the rea son. Try again.’
‘To pun ish them.’
‘No!’ ex claimed O’Brien. His voice had changed ex traor di nar ily, and his

face had sud denly be come both stern and an i mated. ‘No! Not merely to ex- 
tract your con fes sion, not to pun ish you. Shall I tell you why we have
brought you here? To cure you! To make you sane! Will you un der stand,
Win ston, that no one whom we bring to this place ever leaves our hands un-
cured? We are not in ter ested in those stupid crimes that you have com mit- 
ted. �e Party is not in ter ested in the overt act: the thought is all we care
about. We do not merely de stroy our en e mies, we change them. Do you un- 
der stand what I mean by that?’

He was bend ing over Win ston. His face looked enor mous be cause of its
near ness, and hideously ugly be cause it was seen from be low. More over it
was �lled with a sort of ex al ta tion, a lu natic in ten sity. Again Win ston’s heart
shrank. If it had been pos si ble he would have cow ered deeper into the bed.
He felt cer tain that O’Brien was about to twist the dial out of sheer wan ton- 
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ness. At this mo ment, how ever, O’Brien turned away. He took a pace or two
up and down. �en he con tin ued less ve he mently:

‘�e �rst thing for you to un der stand is that in this place there are no mar- 
tyr doms. You have read of the re li gious per se cu tions of the past. In the Mid-
dle Ages there was the In quisit lon. It was a fail ure. It set out to erad i cate
heresy, and ended by per pet u at ing it. For ev ery heretic it burned at the stake,
thou sands of oth ers rose up. Why was that? Be cause the In qui si tion killed its
en e mies in the open, and killed them while they were still un re pen tant: in
fact, it killed them be cause they were un re pen tant. Men were dy ing be cause
they would not aban don their true be liefs. Nat u rally all the glory be longed
to the vic tim and all the shame to the In quisi tor who burned him. Later, in
the twen ti eth cen tury, there were the to tal i tar i ans, as they were called. �ere
were the Ger man Nazis and the Rus sian Com mu nists. �e Rus sians per se- 
cuted heresy more cru elly than the In qui si tion had done. And they imag ined
that they had learned from the mis takes of the past; they knew, at any rate,
that one must not make mar tyrs. Be fore they ex posed their vic tims to pub lic
trial, they de lib er ately set them selves to de stroy their dig nity. �ey wore
them down by tor ture and soli tude un til they were de spi ca ble, cring ing
wretches, con fess ing what ever was put into their mouths, cov er ing them- 
selves with abuse, ac cus ing and shel ter ing be hind one an other, whim per ing
for mercy. And yet a� er only a few years the same thing had hap pened over
again. �e dead men had be come mar tyrs and their degra da tion was for got- 
ten. Once again, why was it? In the �rst place, be cause the con fes sions that
they had made were ob vi ously ex torted and un true. We do not make mis- 
takes of that kind. All the con fes sions that are ut tered here are true. We
make them true. And above all we do not al low the dead to rise up against
us. You must stop imag in ing that pos ter ity will vin di cate you, Win ston. Pos- 
ter ity will never hear of you. You will be li�ed clean out from the stream of
his tory. We shall turn you into gas and pour you into the strato sphere. Noth- 
ing will re main of you, not a name in a reg is ter, not a mem ory in a liv ing
brain. You will be an ni hi lated in the past as well as in the fu ture. You will
never have ex isted.’
�en why bother to tor ture me? thought Win ston, with a mo men tary bit- 

ter ness. O’Brien checked his step as though Win ston had ut tered the
thought aloud. His large ugly face came nearer, with the eyes a lit tle nar-
rowed.
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‘You are think ing,’ he said, ‘that since we in tend to de stroy you ut terly, so
that noth ing that you say or do can make the small est di� er ence—in that
case, why do we go to the trou ble of in ter ro gat ing you �rst? �at is what you
were think ing, was it not?’

‘Yes,’ said Win ston.
O’Brien smiled slightly. ‘You are a �aw in the pat tern, Win ston. You are a

stain that must be wiped out. Did I not tell you just now that we are di� er ent
from the per se cu tors of the past? We are not con tent with neg a tive obe di- 
ence, nor even with the most ab ject sub mis sion. When � nally you sur ren der
to us, it must be of your own free will. We do not de stroy the heretic be cause
he re sists us: so long as he re sists us we never de stroy him. We con vert him,
we cap ture his in ner mind, we re shape him. We burn all evil and all il lu sion
out of him; we bring him over to our side, not in ap pear ance, but gen uinely,
heart and soul. We make him one of our selves be fore we kill him. It is in tol- 
er a ble to us that an er ro neous thought should ex ist any where in the world,
how ever se cret and pow er less it may be. Even in the in stant of death we can- 
not per mit any de vi a tion. In the old days the heretic walked to the stake still
a heretic, pro claim ing his heresy, ex ult ing in it. Even the vic tim of the Rus- 
sian purges could carry re bel lion locked up in his skull as he walked down
the pas sage wait ing for the bul let. But we make the brain per fect be fore we
blow it out. �e com mand of the old despo tisms was ‘�ou shalt not”. �e
com mand of the to tal i tar i ans was ‘�ou shalt”. Our com mand is ‘THOU
ART”. No one whom we bring to this place ever stands out against us. Ev ery- 
one is washed clean. Even those three mis er able traitors in whose in no cence
you once be lieved—Jones, Aaron son, and Ruther ford—in the end we broke
them down. I took part in their in ter ro ga tion my self. I saw them grad u ally
worn down, whim per ing, grov el ling, weep ing—and in the end it was not
with pain or fear, only with pen i tence. By the time we had �n ished with
them they were only the shells of men. �ere was noth ing le� in them ex cept
sor row for what they had done, and love of Big Brother. It was touch ing to
see how they loved him. �ey begged to be shot quickly, so that they could
die while their minds were still clean.’

His voice had grown al most dreamy. �e ex al ta tion, the lu natic en thu si- 
asm, was still in his face. He is not pre tend ing, thought Win ston, he is not a
hyp ocrite, he be lieves ev ery word he says. What most op pressed him was the
con scious ness of his own in tel lec tual in fe ri or ity. He watched the heavy yet
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grace ful form strolling to and fro, in and out of the range of his vi sion.
O’Brien was a be ing in all ways larger than him self. �ere was no idea that
he had ever had, or could have, that O’Brien had not long ago known, ex am- 
ined, and re jected. His mind CON TAINED Win ston’s mind. But in that case
how could it be true that O’Brien was mad? It must be he, Win ston, who was
mad. O’Brien halted and looked down at him. His voice had grown stern
again.

‘Do not imag ine that you will save your self, Win ston, how ever com pletely
you sur ren der to us. No one who has once gone astray is ever spared. And
even if we chose to let you live out the nat u ral term of your life, still you
would never es cape from us. What hap pens to you here is for ever. Un der- 
stand that in ad vance. We shall crush you down to the point from which
there is no com ing back. �ings will hap pen to you from which you could
not re cover, if you lived a thou sand years. Never again will you be ca pa ble of
or di nary hu man feel ing. Ev ery thing will be dead in side you. Never again
will you be ca pa ble of love, or friend ship, or joy of liv ing, or laugh ter, or cu- 
rios ity, or courage, or in tegrity. You will be hol low. We shall squeeze you
empty, and then we shall �ll you with our selves.’

He paused and signed to the man in the white coat. Win ston was aware of
some heavy piece of ap pa ra tus be ing pushed into place be hind his head.
O’Brien had sat down be side the bed, so that his face was al most on a level
with Win ston’s.

‘�ree thou sand,’ he said, speak ing over Win ston’s head to the man in the
white coat.

Two so� pads, which felt slightly moist, clamped them selves against Win- 
ston’s tem ples. He quailed. �ere was pain com ing, a new kind of pain.
O’Brien laid a hand re as sur ingly, al most kindly, on his.

‘�is time it will not hurt,’ he said. ‘Keep your eyes �xed on mine.’
At this mo ment there was a dev as tat ing ex plo sion, or what seemed like an

ex plo sion, though it was not cer tain whether there was any noise. �ere was
un doubt edly a blind ing �ash of light. Win ston was not hurt, only pros trated.
Al though he had al ready been ly ing on his back when the thing hap pened,
he had a cu ri ous feel ing that he had been knocked into that po si tion. A ter- 
ri�c pain less blow had �at tened him out. Also some thing had hap pened in- 
side his head. As his eyes re gained their fo cus he re mem bered who he was,
and where he was, and rec og nized the face that was gaz ing into his own; but
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some where or other there was a large patch of empti ness, as though a piece
had been taken out of his brain.

‘It will not last,’ said O’Brien. ‘Look me in the eyes. What coun try is Ocea- 
nia at war with?’

Win ston thought. He knew what was meant by Ocea nia and that he him- 
self was a cit i zen of Ocea nia. He also re mem bered Eura sia and Eas t a sia; 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 re mem ber.’
‘Ocea nia is at war with Eas t a sia. Do you re mem ber that now?’
‘Yes.’
‘Ocea nia has al ways been at war with Eas t a sia. Since the be gin ning of your

life, since the be gin ning of the Party, since the be gin ning of his tory, the war
has con tin ued with out a break, al ways the same war. Do you re mem ber
that?’

‘Yes.’
‘Eleven years ago you cre ated a leg end about three men who had been con- 

demned to death for treach ery. You pre tended that you had seen a piece of
pa per which proved them in no cent. No such piece of pa per ever ex isted. You
in vented it, and later you grew to be lieve in it. You re mem ber now the very
mo ment at which you �rst in vented it. Do you re mem ber that?’

‘Yes.’
‘Just now I held up the �n gers of my hand to you. You saw �ve �n gers. Do

you re mem ber that?’
‘Yes.’
O’Brien held up the �n gers of his le� hand, with the thumb con cealed.
‘�ere are �ve �n gers there. Do you see �ve �n gers?’
‘Yes.’
And he did see them, for a �eet ing in stant, be fore the scenery of his mind

changed. He saw �ve �n gers, and there was no de for mity. �en ev ery thing
was nor mal again, and the old fear, the ha tred, and the be wil der ment came
crowd ing back again. But there had been a mo ment—he did not know how
long, thirty sec onds, per haps—of lu mi nous cer tainty, when each new sug-
ges tion of O’Brien’s had �lled up a patch of empti ness and be come ab so lute
truth, and when two and two could have been three as eas ily as �ve, if that
were what was needed. It had faded but be fore O’Brien had dropped his
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hand; but though he could not re cap ture it, he could re mem ber it, as one re- 
mem bers a vivid ex pe ri ence at some pe riod of one’s life when one was in ef- 
fect a di� er ent per son.

‘You see now,’ said O’Brien, ‘that it is at any rate pos si ble.’
‘Yes,’ said Win ston.
O’Brien stood up with a sat is �ed air. Over to his le� Win ston saw the man

in the white coat break an am poule and draw back the plunger of a sy ringe.
O’Brien turned to Win ston with a smile. In al most the old man ner he re set- 
tled his spec ta cles on his nose.

‘Do you re mem ber writ ing in your di ary,’ he said, ‘that it did not mat ter
whether I was a friend or an en emy, since I was at least a per son who un der- 
stood you and could be talked to? You were right. I en joy talk ing to you.
Your mind ap peals to me. It re sem bles my own mind ex cept that you hap pen
to be in sane. Be fore we bring the ses sion to an end you can ask me a few
ques tions, if you choose.’

‘Any ques tion I like?’
‘Any thing.’ He saw that Win ston’s eyes were upon the dial. ‘It is switched

o�. What is your �rst ques tion?’
‘What have you done with Ju lia?’ said Win ston.
O’Brien smiled again. ‘She be trayed you, Win ston. Im me di ately—un re- 

servedly. I have sel dom seen any one come over to us so promptly. You would
hardly rec og nize her if you saw her. All her re bel lious ness, her de ceit, her
folly, her dirty-mind ed ness—ev ery thing has been burned out of her. It was a
per fect con ver sion, a text book case.’

‘You tor tured her?’
O’Brien le� this unan swered. ‘Next ques tion,’ he said.
‘Does Big Brother ex ist?’
‘Of course he ex ists. �e Party ex ists. Big Brother is the em bod i ment of the

Party.’
‘Does he ex ist in the same way as I ex ist?’
‘You do not ex ist,’ said O’Brien.
Once again the sense of help less ness as sailed him. He knew, or he could

imag ine, the ar gu ments which proved his own nonex is tence; but they were
non sense, they were only a play on words. Did not the state ment, ‘You do
not ex ist’, con tain a log i cal ab sur dity? But what use was it to say so? His
mind shriv elled as he thought of the unan swer able, mad ar gu ments with
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which O’Brien would de mol ish him.
‘I think I ex ist,’ he said wearily. ‘I am con scious of my own iden tity. I was

born and I shall die. I have arms and legs. I oc cupy a par tic u lar point in
space. No other solid ob ject can oc cupy the same point si mul ta ne ously. In
that sense, does Big Brother ex ist?’

‘It is of no im por tance. He ex ists.’
‘Will Big Brother ever die?’
‘Of course not. How could he die? Next ques tion.’
‘Does the Broth er hood ex ist?’
‘�at, Win ston, you will never know. If we choose to set you free when we

have �n ished with you, and if you live to be ninety years old, still you will
never learn whether the an swer to that ques tion is Yes or No. As long as you
live it will be an un solved rid dle in your mind.’

Win ston lay silent. His breast rose and fell a lit tle faster. He still had not
asked the ques tion that had come into his mind the �rst. He had got to ask
it, and yet it was as though his tongue would not ut ter it. �ere was a trace of
amuse ment in O’Brien’s face. Even his spec ta cles seemed to wear an iron i cal
gleam. He knows, thought Win ston sud denly, he knows what I am go ing to
ask! At the thought the words burst out of him:

‘What is in Room 101?’
�e ex pres sion on O’Brien’s face did not change. He an swered drily:
‘You know what is in Room 101, Win ston. Ev ery one knows what is in

Room 101.’
He raised a �n ger to the man in the white coat. Ev i dently the ses sion was at

an end. A nee dle jerked into Win ston’s arm. He sank al most in stantly into
deep sleep.
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‘

C��� ��� �

�ere are three stages in your rein te gra tion,’ said O’Brien. ‘�ere is learn- 
ing, there is un der stand ing, and there is ac cep tance. It is time for you to

en ter upon the sec ond stage.’
As al ways, Win ston was ly ing �at on his back. But of late his bonds were

looser. �ey still held him to the bed, but he could move his knees a lit tle
and could turn his head from side to side and raise his arms from the el bow.
�e dial, also, had grown to be less of a ter ror. He could evade its pangs if he
was quick-wit ted enough: it was chie�y when he showed stu pid ity that
O’Brien pulled the lever. Some times they got through a whole ses sion with- 
out use of the dial. He could not re mem ber how many ses sions there had
been. �e whole process seemed to stretch out over a long, in de�  nite time—
weeks, pos si bly—and the in ter vals be tween the ses sions might some times
have been days, some times only an hour or two.

‘As you lie there,’ said O’Brien, ‘you have o� en won dered—you have even
asked me—why the Min istry of Love should ex pend so much time and trou- 
ble on you. And when you were free you were puz zled by what was es sen- 
tially the same ques tion. You could grasp the me chan ics of the So ci ety you
lived in, but not its un der ly ing mo tives. Do you re mem ber writ ing in your
di ary, ‘I un der stand HOW: I do not un der stand WHY’? It was when you
thought about ‘why’ that you doubted your own san ity. You have read THE
BOOK, Gold stein’s book, or parts of it, at least. Did it tell you any thing that
you did not know al ready?’

‘You have read it?’ said Win ston.
‘I wrote it. �at is to say, I col lab o rated in writ ing it. No book is pro duced

in di vid u ally, as you know.’
‘Is it true, what it says?’
‘As de scrip tion, yes. �e pro gramme it sets forth is non sense. �e se cret ac- 

cu mu la tion of knowl edge—a grad ual spread of en light en ment—ul ti mately a
pro le tar ian re bel lion—the over throw of the Party. You fore saw your self that
that was what it would say. It is all non sense. �e pro le tar i ans will never re- 
volt, not in a thou sand years or a mil lion. �ey can not. I do not have to tell
you the rea son: you know it al ready. If you have ever cher ished any dreams
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of vi o lent in sur rec tion, you must aban don them. �ere is no way in which
the Party can be over thrown. �e rule of the Party is for ever. Make that the
start ing-point of your thoughts.’

He came closer to the bed. ‘For ever!’ he re peated. ‘And now let us get back
to the ques tion of ‘how’ and ‘why”. You un der stand well enough HOW the
Party main tains it self in power. Now tell me WHY we cling to power. What
is our mo tive? Why should we want power? Go on, speak,’ he added as Win- 
ston re mained silent.

Nev er the less Win ston did not speak for an other mo ment or two. A feel ing
of weari ness had over whelmed him. �e faint, mad gleam of en thu si asm had
come back into O’Brien’s face. He knew in ad vance what O’Brien would say.
�at the Party did not seek power for its own ends, but only for the good of
the ma jor ity. �at it sought power be cause men in the mass were frail, cow- 
ardly crea tures who could not en dure lib erty or face the truth, and must be
ruled over and sys tem at i cally de ceived by oth ers who were stronger than
them selves. �at the choice for mankind lay be tween free dom and hap pi- 
ness, and that, for the great bulk of mankind, hap pi ness was bet ter. �at the
party was the eter nal guardian of the weak, a ded i cated sect do ing evil that
good might come, sac ri �c ing its own hap pi ness to that of oth ers. �e ter ri ble
thing, thought Win ston, the ter ri ble thing was that when O’Brien said this
he would be lieve it. You could see it in his face. O’Brien knew ev ery thing. A
thou sand times bet ter than Win ston he knew what the world was re ally like,
in what degra da tion the mass of hu man be ings lived and by what lies and
bar bar i ties the Party kept them there. He had un der stood it all, weighed it
all, and it made no di� er ence: all was jus ti �ed by the ul ti mate pur pose.
What can you do, thought Win ston, against the lu natic who is more in tel li- 
gent than your self, who gives your ar gu ments a fair hear ing and then sim ply
per sists in his lu nacy?

‘You are rul ing over us for our own good,’ he said fee bly. ‘You be lieve that
hu man be ings are not �t to gov ern them selves, and there fore——’

He started and al most cried out. A pang of pain had shot through his body.
O’Brien had pushed the lever of the dial up to thirty-�ve.

‘�at was stupid, Win ston, stupid!’ he said. ‘You should know bet ter than
to say a thing like that.’

He pulled the lever back and con tin ued:
‘Now I will tell you the an swer to my ques tion. It is this. �e Party seeks
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power en tirely for its own sake. We are not in ter ested in the good of oth ers;
we are in ter ested solely in power. Not wealth or lux ury or long life or hap pi- 
ness: only power, pure power. What pure power means you will un der stand
presently. We are di� er ent from all the oli garchies of the past, in that we
know what we are do ing. All the oth ers, even those who re sem bled our- 
selves, were cow ards and hyp ocrites. �e Ger man Nazis and the Rus sian
Com mu nists came very close to us in their meth ods, but they never had the
courage to rec og nize their own mo tives. �ey pre tended, per haps they even
be lieved, that they had seized power un will ingly and for a lim ited time, and
that just round the cor ner there lay a par adise where hu man be ings would
be free and equal. We are not like that. We know that no one ever seizes
power with the in ten tion of re lin quish ing it. Power is not a means, it is an
end. One does not es tab lish a dic ta tor ship in or der to safe guard a rev o lu tion;
one makes the rev o lu tion in or der to es tab lish the dic ta tor ship. �e ob ject of
per se cu tion is per se cu tion. �e ob ject of tor ture is tor ture. �e ob ject of
power is power. Now do you be gin to un der stand me?’

Win ston was struck, as he had been struck be fore, by the tired ness of
O’Brien’s face. It was strong and �eshy and bru tal, it was full of in tel li gence
and a sort of con trolled pas sion be fore which he felt him self help less; but it
was tired. �ere were pouches un der the eyes, the skin sagged from the
cheek bones. O’Brien leaned over him, de lib er ately bring ing the worn face
nearer.

‘You are think ing,’ he said, ‘that my face is old and tired. You are think ing
that I talk of power, and yet I am not even able to pre vent the de cay of my
own body. Can you not un der stand, Win ston, that the in di vid ual is only a
cell? �e weari ness of the cell is the vigour of the or gan ism. Do you die
when you cut your �n ger nails?’

He turned away from the bed and be gan strolling 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 con cerned. It is time for you to gather some
idea of what power means. �e �rst thing you must re al ize is that power is
col lec tive. �e in di vid ual only has power in so far as he ceases to be an in di- 
vid ual. You know the Party slo gan: ‘Free dom is Slav ery”. Has it ever oc curred
to you that it is re versible? Slav ery is free dom. Alone—free—the hu man be- 
ing is al ways de feated. It must be so, be cause ev ery hu man be ing is doomed
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to die, which is the great est of all fail ures. But if he can make com plete, ut ter
sub mis sion, if he can es cape from his iden tity, if he can merge him self in the
Party so that he IS the Party, then he is all-pow er ful and im mor tal. �e sec- 
ond thing for you to re al ize is that power is power over hu man be ings. Over
the body—but, above all, over the mind. Power over mat ter—ex ter nal re al- 
ity, as you would call it—is not im por tant. Al ready our con trol over mat ter is
ab so lute.’

For a mo ment Win ston ig nored the dial. He made a vi o lent e� ort to raise
him self into a sit ting po si tion, and merely suc ceeded in wrench ing his body
painfully.

‘But how can you con trol mat ter?’ he burst out. ‘You don’t even con trol the
cli mate or the law of grav ity. And there are dis ease, pain, death——’

O’Brien si lenced him by a move ment of his hand. ‘We con trol mat ter be- 
cause we con trol the mind. Re al ity is in side the skull. You will learn by de- 
grees, Win ston. �ere is noth ing that we could not do. In vis i bil ity, lev i ta tion
—any thing. I could �oat o� this �oor like a soap bub ble if I wish to. I do not
wish to, be cause the Party does not wish it. You must get rid of those nine- 
teenth-cen tury ideas about the laws of Na ture. We make the laws of Na ture.’

‘But you do not! You are not even mas ters of this planet. What about Eura- 
sia and Eas t a sia? You have not con quered them yet.’

‘Unim por tant. We shall con quer them when it suits us. And if we did not,
what di� er ence would it make? We can shut them out of ex is tence. Ocea nia
is the world.’

‘But the world it self is only a speck of dust. And man is tiny—help less!
How long has he been in ex is tence? For mil lions of years the earth was un in- 
hab ited.’

‘Non sense. �e earth is as old as we are, no older. How could it be older?
Noth ing ex ists ex cept through hu man con scious ness.’

‘But the rocks are full of the bones of ex tinct an i mals—mam moths and
mastodons and enor mous rep tiles which lived here long be fore man was
ever heard of.’

‘Have you ever seen those bones, Win ston? Of course not. Nine teenth-cen- 
tury bi ol o gists in vented them. Be fore man there was noth ing. A� er man, if
he could come to an end, there would be noth ing. Out side man there is
noth ing.’

‘But the whole uni verse is out side us. Look at the stars! Some of them are a
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mil lion light-years away. �ey are out of our reach for ever.’
‘What are the stars?’ said O’Brien in di� er ently. ‘�ey are bits of �re a few

kilo me tres away. We could reach them if we wanted to. Or we could blot
them out. �e earth is the cen tre of the uni verse. �e sun and the stars go
round it.’

Win ston made an other con vul sive move ment. �is time he did not say
any thing. O’Brien con tin ued as though an swer ing a spo ken ob jec tion:

‘For cer tain pur poses, of course, that is not true. When we nav i gate the
ocean, or when we pre dict an eclipse, we o� en �nd it con ve nient to as sume
that the earth goes round the sun and that the stars are mil lions upon mil- 
lions of kilo me tres away. But what of it? Do you sup pose it is be yond us to
pro duce a dual sys tem of as tron omy? �e stars can be near or dis tant, ac- 
cord ing as we need them. Do you sup pose our math e ma ti cians are un equal
to that? Have you for got ten dou ble think?’

Win ston shrank back upon the bed. What ever he said, the swi� an swer
crushed him like a blud geon. And yet he knew, he KNEW, that he was in the
right. �e be lief that noth ing ex ists out side your own mind—surely there
must be some way of demon strat ing that it was false? Had it not been ex- 
posed long ago as a fal lacy? �ere was even a name for it, which he had for- 
got ten. A faint smile twitched the cor ners of O’Brien’s mouth as he looked
down at him.

‘I told you, Win ston,’ he said, ‘that meta physics is not your strong point.
�e word you are try ing to think of is solip sism. But you are mis taken. �is
is not solip sism. Col lec tive solip sism, if you like. But that is a di� er ent thing:
in fact, the op po site thing. All this is a di gres sion,’ he added in a di� er ent
tone. ‘�e real power, the power we have to �ght for night and day, is not
power over things, but over men.’ He paused, and for a mo ment as sumed
again his air of a school mas ter ques tion ing a promis ing pupil: ‘How does
one man as sert his power over an other, Win ston?’

Win ston thought. ‘By mak ing him su� er,’ he said.
‘Ex actly. By mak ing him su� er. Obe di ence is not enough. Un less he is suf- 

fer ing, how can you be sure that he is obey ing your will and not his own?
Power is in in �ict ing pain and hu mil i a tion. Power is in tear ing hu man
minds to pieces and putting them to gether again in new shapes of your own
choos ing. Do you be gin to see, then, what kind of world we are cre at ing? It
is the ex act op po site of the stupid he do nis tic Utopias that the old re form ers
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imag ined. A world of fear and treach ery and tor ment, a world of tram pling
and be ing tram pled upon, a world which will grow not less but MORE mer- 
ci less as it re �nes it self. Progress in our world will be progress to wards more
pain. �e old civ i liza tions claimed that they were founded on love or jus tice.
Ours is founded upon ha tred. In our world there will be no emo tions ex cept
fear, rage, tri umph, and self-abase ment. Ev ery thing else we shall de stroy—
ev ery thing. Al ready we are break ing down the habits of thought which have
sur vived from be fore the Rev o lu tion. We have cut the links be tween child
and par ent, and be tween man and man, and be tween man and woman. No
one dares trust a wife or a child or a friend any longer. But in the fu ture
there will be no wives and no friends. Chil dren will be taken from their
moth ers at birth, as one takes eggs from a hen. �e sex in stinct will be erad i- 
cated. Pro cre ation will be an an nual for mal ity like the re newal of a ra tion
card. We shall abol ish the or gasm. Our neu rol o gists are at work upon it now.
�ere will be no loy alty, ex cept loy alty to wards the Party. �ere will be no
love, ex cept the love of Big Brother. �ere will be no laugh ter, ex cept the
laugh of tri umph over a de feated en emy. �ere will be no art, no lit er a ture,
no sci ence. When we are om nipo tent we shall have no more need of sci ence.
�ere will be no dis tinc tion be tween beauty and ug li ness. �ere will be no
cu rios ity, no en joy ment of the process of life. All com pet ing plea sures will be
de stroyed. But al ways—do not for get this, Win ston—al ways there will be the
in tox i ca tion of power, con stantly in creas ing and con stantly grow ing sub tler.
Al ways, at ev ery mo ment, there will be the thrill of vic tory, the sen sa tion of
tram pling on an en emy who is help less. If you want a pic ture of the fu ture,
imag ine a boot stamp ing on a hu man face—for ever.’

He paused as though he ex pected Win ston to speak. Win ston had tried to
shrink back into the sur face of the bed again. He could not say any thing. His
heart seemed to be frozen. O’Brien went on:

‘And re mem ber that it is for ever. �e face will al ways be there to be
stamped upon. �e heretic, the en emy of so ci ety, will al ways be there, so that
he can be de feated and hu mil i ated over again. Ev ery thing that you have un- 
der gone since you have been in our hands—all that will con tinue, and
worse. �e es pi onage, the be tray als, the ar rests, the tor tures, the ex e cu tions,
the dis ap pear ances will never cease. It will be a world of ter ror as much as a
world of tri umph. �e more the Party is pow er ful, the less it will be tol er ant:
the weaker the op po si tion, the tighter the despo tism. Gold stein and his
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here sies will live for ever. Ev ery day, at ev ery mo ment, they will be de feated,
dis cred ited, ridiculed, spat upon and yet they will al ways sur vive. �is
drama that I have played out with you dur ing seven years will be played out
over and over again gen er a tion a� er gen er a tion, al ways in sub tler forms. Al- 
ways we shall have the heretic here at our mercy, scream ing with pain, bro- 
ken up, con temptible—and in the end ut terly pen i tent, saved from him self,
crawl ing to our feet of his own ac cord. �at is the world that we are pre par- 
ing, Win ston. A world of vic tory a� er vic tory, tri umph a� er tri umph a� er
tri umph: an end less press ing, press ing, press ing upon the nerve of power.
You are be gin ning, I can see, to re al ize what that world will be like. But in
the end you will do more than un der stand it. You will ac cept it, wel come it,
be come part of it.’

Win ston had re cov ered him self su�  ciently to speak. ‘You can’t!’ he said
weakly.

‘What do you mean by that re mark, Win ston?’
‘You could not cre ate such a world as you have just de scribed. It is a dream.

It is im pos si ble.’
‘Why?’
‘It is im pos si ble to found a civ i liza tion on fear and ha tred and cru elty. It

would never en dure.’
‘Why not?’
‘It would have no vi tal ity. It would dis in te grate. It would com mit sui cide.’
‘Non sense. You are un der the im pres sion that ha tred is more ex haust ing

than love. Why should it be? And if it were, what di� er ence would that
make? Sup pose that we choose to wear our selves out faster. Sup pose that we
quicken the tempo of hu man life till men are se nile at thirty. Still what dif- 
fer ence would it make? Can you not un der stand that the death of the in di- 
vid ual is not death? �e party is im mor tal.’

As usual, the voice had bat tered Win ston into help less ness. More over he
was in dread that if he per sisted in his dis agree ment O’Brien would twist the
dial again. And yet he could not keep silent. Fee bly, with out ar gu ments, with
noth ing to sup port him ex cept his inar tic u late hor ror of what O’Brien had
said, he re turned to the at tack.

‘I don’t know—I don’t care. Some how you will fail. Some thing will de feat
you. Life will de feat you.’

‘We con trol life, Win ston, at all its lev els. You are imag in ing that there is
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some thing called hu man na ture which will be out raged by what we do and
will turn against us. But we cre ate hu man na ture. Men are in �n itely mal- 
leable. Or per haps you have re turned to your old idea that the pro le tar i ans
or the slaves will arise and over throw us. Put it out of your mind. �ey are
help less, like the an i mals. Hu man ity is the Party. �e oth ers are out side—ir- 
rel e vant.’

‘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 ev i dence that that is hap pen ing? Or any rea son why it
should?’

‘No. I be lieve it. I KNOW that you will fail. �ere is some thing in the uni- 
verse—I don’t know, some spirit, some prin ci ple—that you will never over- 
come.’

‘Do you be lieve in God, Win ston?’
‘No.’
‘�en what is it, this prin ci ple that will de feat us?’
‘I don’t know. �e spirit of Man.’
‘And do you con sider your self a man?’
‘Yes.’
‘If you are a man, Win ston, you are the last man. Your kind is ex tinct; we

are the in her i tors. Do you un der stand that you are ALONE? You are out side
his tory, you are non-ex is tent.’ His man ner changed and he said more
harshly: ‘And you con sider your self morally su pe rior to us, with our lies and
our cru elty?’

‘Yes, I con sider my self su pe rior.’
O’Brien did not speak. Two other voices were speak ing. A� er a mo ment

Win ston rec og nized one of them as his own. It was a sound-track of the
con ver sa tion he had had with O’Brien, on the night when he had en rolled
him self in the Broth er hood. He heard him self promis ing to lie, to steal, to
forge, to mur der, to en cour age drug-tak ing and pros ti tu tion, to dis sem i nate
vene real dis eases, to throw vit riol in a child’s face. O’Brien made a small im- 
pa tient ges ture, as though to say that the demon stra tion was hardly worth
mak ing. �en he turned a switch and the voices stopped.

‘Get up from that bed,’ he said.
�e bonds had loos ened them selves. Win ston low ered him self to the �oor

and stood up un steadily.
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‘You are the last man,’ said O’Brien. ‘You are the guardian of the hu man
spirit. You shall see your self as you are. Take o� your clothes.’

Win ston un did the bit of string that held his over alls to gether. �e zip fas- 
tener had long since been wrenched out of them. He could not re mem ber
whether at any time since his ar rest he had taken o� all his clothes at one
time. Be neath the over alls his body was looped with �lthy yel low ish rags,
just rec og niz able as the rem nants of un der clothes. As he slid them to the
ground he saw that there was a three-sided mir ror at the far end of the
room. He ap proached it, then stopped short. An in vol un tary cry had bro ken
out of him.

‘Go on,’ said O’Brien. ‘Stand be tween the wings of the mir ror. You shall see
the side view as well.’

He had stopped be cause he was fright ened. A bowed, grey-coloured, skele- 
ton-like thing was com ing to wards him. Its ac tual ap pear ance was fright en- 
ing, and not merely the fact that he knew it to be him self. He moved closer
to the glass. �e crea ture’s face seemed to be pro truded, be cause of its bent
car riage. A for lorn, jail bird’s face with a nobby fore head run ning back into a
bald scalp, a crooked nose, and bat tered-look ing cheek bones above which
his eyes were �erce and watch ful. �e cheeks were seamed, the mouth had a
drawn-in look. Cer tainly it was his own face, but it seemed to him that it
had changed more than he had changed in side. �e emo tions it reg is tered
would be di� er ent from the ones he felt. He had gone par tially bald. For the
�rst mo ment he had thought that he had gone grey as well, but it was only
the scalp that was grey. Ex cept for his hands and a cir cle of his face, his body
was grey all over with an cient, in grained dirt. Here and there un der the dirt
there were the red scars of wounds, and near the an kle the vari cose ul cer
was an in �amed mass with �akes of skin peel ing o� it. But the truly fright- 
en ing thing was the ema ci a tion of his body. �e bar rel of the ribs was as nar- 
row as that of a skele ton: the legs had shrunk so that the knees were thicker
than the thighs. He saw now what O’Brien had meant about see ing the side
view. �e cur va ture of the spine was as ton ish ing. �e thin shoul ders were
hunched for ward so as to make a cav ity of the chest, the scraggy neck
seemed to be bend ing dou ble un der the weight of the skull. At a guess he
would have said that it was the body of a man of sixty, su� er ing from some
ma lig nant dis ease.

‘You have thought some times,’ said O’Brien, ‘that my face—the face of a
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mem ber of the In ner Party—looks old and worn. What do you think of your
own face?’

He seized Win ston’s shoul der and spun him round so that he was fac ing
him.

‘Look at the con di tion you are in!’ he said. ‘Look at this �lthy grime all over
your body. Look at the dirt be tween your toes. Look at that dis gust ing run- 
ning sore on your leg. Do you know that you stink like a goat? Prob a bly you
have ceased to no tice it. Look at your ema ci a tion. Do you see? I can make
my thumb and fore �n ger meet round your bi cep. I could snap your neck like
a car rot. Do you know that you have lost twenty-�ve kilo grams since you
have been in our hands? Even your hair is com ing out in hand fuls. Look!’
He plucked at Win ston’s head and brought away a tu� of hair. ‘Open your
mouth. Nine, ten, eleven teeth le�. How many had you when you came to
us? And the few you have le� are drop ping out of your head. Look here!’

He seized one of Win ston’s re main ing front teeth be tween his pow er ful
thumb and fore �n ger. A twinge of pain shot through Win ston’s jaw. O’Brien
had wrenched the loose tooth out by the roots. He tossed it across the cell.

‘You are rot ting away,’ he said; ‘you are fall ing to pieces. What are you? A
bag of �lth. Now turn around and look into that mir ror again. Do you see
that thing fac ing you? �at is the last man. If you are hu man, that is hu man- 
ity. Now put your clothes on again.’

Win ston be gan to dress him self with slow sti� move ments. Un til now he
had not seemed to no tice how thin and weak he was. Only one thought
stirred in his mind: that he must have been in this place longer than he had
imag ined. �en sud denly as he �xed the mis er able rags round him self a feel- 
ing of pity for his ru ined body over came him. Be fore he knew what he was
do ing he had col lapsed on to a small stool that stood be side the bed and
burst into tears. He was aware of his ug li ness, his grace less ness, a bun dle of
bones in �lthy un der clothes sit ting weep ing in the harsh white light: but he
could not stop him self. O’Brien laid a hand on his shoul der, al most kindly.

‘It will not last for ever,’ he said. ‘You can es cape from it when ever you
choose. Ev ery thing de pends on your self.’

‘You did it!’ sobbed Win ston. ‘You re duced me to this state.’
‘No, Win ston, you re duced your self to it. �is is what you ac cepted when

you set your self up against the Party. It was all con tained in that �rst act.
Noth ing has hap pened that you did not fore see.’
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He paused, and then went on:
‘We have beaten you, Win ston. We have bro ken you up. You have seen

what your body is like. Your mind is in the same state. I do not think there
can be much pride le� in you. You have been kicked and �ogged and in- 
sulted, you have screamed with pain, you have rolled on the �oor in your
own blood and vomit. You have whim pered for mercy, you have be trayed
ev ery body and ev ery thing. Can you think of a sin gle degra da tion that has
not hap pened to you?’

Win ston had stopped weep ing, though the tears were still ooz ing out of his
eyes. He looked up at O’Brien.

‘I have not be trayed Ju lia,’ he said.
O’Brien looked down at him thought fully. ‘No,’ he said; ‘no; that is per- 

fectly true. You have not be trayed Ju lia.’
�e pe cu liar rev er ence for O’Brien, which noth ing seemed able to de stroy,

�ooded Win ston’s heart again. How in tel li gent, he thought, how in tel li gent!
Never did O’Brien fail to un der stand what was said to him. Any one else on
earth would have an swered promptly that he HAD be trayed Ju lia. For what
was there that they had not screwed out of him un der the tor ture? He had
told them ev ery thing he knew about her, her habits, her char ac ter, her past
life; he had con fessed in the most triv ial de tail ev ery thing that had hap pened
at their meet ings, all that he had said to her and she to him, their black-mar- 
ket meals, their adul ter ies, their vague plot tings against the Party—ev ery- 
thing. And yet, in the sense in which he in tended the word, he had not be- 
trayed her. He had not stopped lov ing her; his feel ings to wards her had re- 
mained the same. O’Brien had seen what he meant with out the need for ex- 
pla na tion.

‘Tell me,’ he said, ‘how soon will they shoot me?’
‘It might be a long time,’ said O’Brien. ‘You are a di�  cult case. But don’t

give up hope. Ev ery one is cured sooner or later. In the end we shall shoot
you.’
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e was much bet ter. He was grow ing fat ter and stronger ev ery day, if it
was proper to speak of days.

�e white light and the hum ming sound were the same as ever, but the cell
was a lit tle more com fort able than the oth ers he had been in. �ere was a
pil low and a mat tress on the plank bed, and a stool to sit on. �ey had given
him a bath, and they al lowed him to wash him self fairly fre quently in a tin
basin. �ey even gave him warm wa ter to wash with. �ey had given him
new un der clothes and a clean suit of over alls. �ey had dressed his vari cose
ul cer with sooth ing oint ment. �ey had pulled out the rem nants of his teeth
and given him a new set of den tures.

Weeks or months must have passed. It would have been pos si ble now to
keep count of the pas sage of time, if he had felt any in ter est in do ing so,
since he was be ing fed at what ap peared to be reg u lar in ter vals. He was get- 
ting, he judged, three meals in the twenty-four hours; some times he won- 
dered dimly whether he was get ting them by night or by day. �e food was
sur pris ingly good, with meat at ev ery third meal. Once there was even a
packet of cig a rettes. He had no matches, but the never-speak ing guard who
brought his food would give him a light. �e �rst time he tried to smoke it
made him sick, but he per se vered, and spun the packet out for a long time,
smok ing half a cig a rette a� er each meal.
�ey had given him a white slate with a stump of pen cil tied to the cor ner.

At �rst he made no use of it. Even when he was awake he was com pletely
tor pid. O� en he would lie from one meal to the next al most with out stir- 
ring, some times asleep, some times wak ing into vague rever ies in which it
was too much trou ble to open his eyes. He had long grown used to sleep ing
with a strong light on his face. It seemed to make no di� er ence, ex cept that
one’s dreams were more co her ent. He dreamed a great deal all through this
time, and they were al ways happy dreams. He was in the Golden Coun try, or
he was sit ting among enor mous glo ri ous, sun lit ru ins, with his mother, with
Ju lia, with O’Brien—not do ing any thing, merely sit ting in the sun, talk ing of
peace ful things. Such thoughts as he had when he was awake were mostly
about his dreams. He seemed to have lost the power of in tel lec tual e� ort,



227

now that the stim u lus of pain had been re moved. He was not bored, he had
no de sire for con ver sa tion or dis trac tion. Merely to be alone, not to be
beaten or ques tioned, to have enough to eat, and to be clean all over, was
com pletely sat is fy ing.

By de grees he came to spend less time in sleep, but he still felt no im pulse
to get o� the bed. All he cared for was to lie quiet and feel the strength gath- 
er ing in his body. He would �n ger him self here and there, try ing to make
sure that it was not an il lu sion that his mus cles were grow ing rounder and
his skin tauter. Fi nally it was es tab lished be yond a doubt that he was grow- 
ing fat ter; his thighs were now de�  nitely thicker than his knees. A� er that,
re luc tantly at �rst, he be gan ex er cis ing him self reg u larly. In a lit tle while he
could walk three kilo me tres, mea sured by pac ing the cell, and his bowed
shoul ders were grow ing straighter. He at tempted more elab o rate ex er cises,
and was as ton ished and hu mil i ated to �nd 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 with out fall ing over. He squat ted down on his
heels, and found that with ag o niz ing pains in thigh and calf he could just li�
him self to a stand ing po si tion. He lay �at on his belly and tried to li� his
weight by his hands. It was hope less, he could not raise him self a cen time tre.
But a� er a few more days—a few more meal times—even that feat was ac- 
com plished. A time came when he could do it six times run ning. He be gan
to grow ac tu ally proud of his body, and to cher ish an in ter mit tent be lief that
his face also was grow ing back to nor mal. Only when he chanced to put his
hand on his bald scalp did he re mem ber the seamed, ru ined face that had
looked back at him out of the mir ror.

His mind grew more ac tive. He sat down on the plank bed, his back against
the wall and the slate on his knees, and set to work de lib er ately at the task of
re-ed u cat ing him self.

He had ca pit u lated, that was agreed. In re al ity, as he saw now, he had been
ready to ca pit u late long be fore he had taken the de ci sion. From the mo ment
when he was in side the Min istry of Love—and yes, even dur ing those min- 
utes when he and Ju lia had stood help less while the iron voice from the tele- 
screen told them what to do—he had grasped the fri vol ity, the shal low ness
of his at tempt to set him self up against the power of the Party. He knew now
that for seven years the �ought Po lice had watched him like a bee tle un der
a mag ni fy ing glass. �ere was no phys i cal act, no word spo ken aloud, that
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they had not no ticed, no train of thought that they had not been able to in- 
fer. Even the speck of whitish dust on the cover of his di ary they had care- 
fully re placed. �ey had played sound-tracks to him, shown him pho to- 
graphs. Some of them were pho to graphs of Ju lia and him self. Yes, even... He
could not �ght against the Party any longer. Be sides, the Party was in the
right. It must be so; how could the im mor tal, col lec tive brain be mis taken?
By what ex ter nal stan dard could you check its judge ments? San ity was sta tis- 
ti cal. It was merely a ques tion of learn ing to think as they thought. Only
——!
�e pen cil felt thick and awk ward in his �n gers. He be gan to write down

the thoughts that came into his head. He wrote �rst in large clumsy cap i tals:

FREE DOM IS SLAV ERY

�en al most with out a pause he wrote be neath it:

TWO AND TWO MAKE FIVE

But then there came a sort of check. His mind, as though shy ing away from
some thing, seemed un able to con cen trate. He knew that he knew what came
next, but for the mo ment he could not re call it. When he did re call it, it was
only by con sciously rea son ing out what it must be: it did not come of its own
ac cord. He wrote:

GOD IS POWER

He ac cepted ev ery thing. �e past was al ter able. �e past never had been al- 
tered. Ocea nia was at war with Eas t a sia. Ocea nia had al ways been at war
with Eas t a sia. Jones, Aaron son, and Ruther ford were guilty of the crimes
they were charged with. He had never seen the pho to graph that dis proved
their guilt. It had never ex isted, he had in vented it. He re mem bered re mem- 
ber ing con trary things, but those were false mem o ries, prod ucts of self-de- 
cep tion. How easy it all was! Only sur ren der, and ev ery thing else fol lowed. It
was like swim ming against a cur rent that swept you back wards how ever
hard you strug gled, and then sud denly de cid ing to turn round and go with
the cur rent in stead of op pos ing it. Noth ing had changed ex cept your own at- 
ti tude: the pre des tined thing hap pened in any case. He hardly knew why he
had ever re belled. Ev ery thing was easy, ex cept——!

Any thing could be true. �e so-called laws of Na ture were non sense. �e
law of grav ity was non sense. ‘If I wished,’ O’Brien had said, ‘I could �oat o�
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this �oor like a soap bub ble.’ Win ston worked it out. ‘If he THINKS he �oats
o� the �oor, and if I si mul ta ne ously THINK I see him do it, then the thing
hap pens.’ Sud denly, like a lump of sub merged wreck age break ing the sur face
of wa ter, the thought burst into his mind: ‘It doesn’t re ally hap pen. We imag- 
ine it. It is hal lu ci na tion.’ He pushed the thought un der in stantly. �e fal lacy
was ob vi ous. It pre sup posed that some where or other, out side one self, there
was a ‘real’ world where ‘real’ things hap pened. But how could there be such
a world? What knowl edge have we of any thing, save through our own
minds? All hap pen ings are in the mind. What ever hap pens in all minds,
truly hap pens.

He had no di�  culty in dis pos ing of the fal lacy, and he was in no dan ger of
suc cumb ing to it. He re al ized, nev er the less, that it ought never to have oc- 
curred to him. �e mind should de velop a blind spot when ever a dan ger ous
thought pre sented it self. �e process should be au to matic, in stinc tive.
CRIMESTOP, they called it in Newspeak.

He set to work to ex er cise him self in crimestop. He pre sented him self with
propo si tions—’the Party says the earth is �at’, ‘the party says that ice is heav- 
ier than wa ter’—and trained him self in not see ing or not un der stand ing the
ar gu ments that con tra dicted them. It was not easy. It needed great pow ers of
rea son ing and im pro vi sa tion. �e arith meti cal prob lems raised, for in stance,
by such a state ment as ‘two and two make �ve’ were be yond his in tel lec tual
grasp. It needed also a sort of ath leti cism of mind, an abil ity at one mo ment
to make the most del i cate use of logic and at the next to be un con scious of
the crud est log i cal er rors. Stu pid ity was as nec es sary as in tel li gence, and as
di�  cult to at tain.

All the while, with one part of his mind, he won dered how soon they
would shoot him. ‘Ev ery thing de pends on your self,’ O’Brien had said; but he
knew that there was no con scious act by which he could bring it nearer. It
might be ten min utes hence, or ten years. �ey might keep him for years in
soli tary con �ne ment, they might send him to a labour-camp, they might re- 
lease him for a while, as they some times did. It was per fectly pos si ble that
be fore he was shot the whole drama of his ar rest and in ter ro ga tion would be
en acted all over again. �e one cer tain thing was that death never came at an
ex pected mo ment. �e tra di tion—the un spo ken tra di tion: some how you
knew it, though you never heard it said—was that they shot you from be- 
hind; al ways in the back of the head, with out warn ing, as you walked down a
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cor ri dor from cell to cell.
One day—but ‘one day’ was not the right ex pres sion; just as prob a bly it was

in the mid dle of the night: once—he fell into a strange, bliss ful reverie. He
was walk ing down the cor ri dor, wait ing for the bul let. He knew that it was
com ing in an other mo ment. Ev ery thing was set tled, smoothed out, rec on- 
ciled. �ere were no more doubts, no more ar gu ments, no more pain, no
more fear. His body was healthy and strong. He walked eas ily, with a joy of
move ment and with a feel ing of walk ing in sun light. He was not any longer
in the nar row white cor ri dors in the Min istry of Love, he was in the enor- 
mous sun lit pas sage, a kilo me tre wide, down which he had seemed to walk
in the delir ium in duced by drugs. He was in the Golden Coun try, fol low ing
the foot-track across the old rab bit-cropped pas ture. He could feel the short
springy turf un der his feet and the gen tle sun shine on his face. At the edge
of the �eld were the elm trees, faintly stir ring, and some where be yond that
was the stream where the dace lay in the green pools un der the wil lows.

Sud denly he started up with a shock of hor ror. �e sweat broke out on his
back bone. He had heard him self cry aloud:

‘Ju lia! Ju lia! Ju lia, my love! Ju lia!’
For a mo ment he had had an over whelm ing hal lu ci na tion of her pres ence.

She had seemed to be not merely with him, but in side him. It was as though
she had got into the tex ture of his skin. In that mo ment he had loved her far
more than he had ever done when they were to gether and free. Also he knew
that some where or other she was still alive and needed his help.

He lay back on the bed and tried to com pose him self. What had he done?
How many years had he added to his servi tude by that mo ment of weak- 
ness?

In an other mo ment he would hear the tramp of boots out side. �ey could
not let such an out burst go un pun ished. �ey would know now, if they had
not known be fore, that he was break ing the agree ment he had made with
them. He obeyed the Party, but he still hated the Party. In the old days he
had hid den a hereti cal mind be neath an ap pear ance of con form ity. Now he
had re treated a step fur ther: in the mind he had sur ren dered, but he had
hoped to keep the in ner heart in vi o late. He knew that he was in the wrong,
but he pre ferred to be in the wrong. �ey would un der stand that—O’Brien
would un der stand it. It was all con fessed in that sin gle fool ish cry.

He would have to start all over again. It might take years. He ran a hand
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over his face, try ing to fa mil iar ize him self with the new shape. �ere were
deep fur rows in the cheeks, the cheek bones felt sharp, the nose �at tened. Be- 
sides, since last see ing him self in the glass he had been given a com plete new
set of teeth. It was not easy to pre serve in scrutabil ity when you did not know
what your face looked like. In any case, mere con trol of the fea tures was not
enough. For the �rst time he per ceived that if you want to keep a se cret you
must also hide it from your self. You must know all the while that it is there,
but un til it is needed you must never let it emerge into your con scious ness in
any shape that could be given a name. From now on wards he must not only
think right; he must feel right, dream right. And all the while he must keep
his ha tred locked up in side him like a ball of mat ter which was part of him- 
self and yet un con nected with the rest of him, a kind of cyst.

One day they would de cide to shoot him. You could not tell when it would
hap pen, but a few sec onds be fore hand it should be pos si ble to guess. It was
al ways from be hind, walk ing down a cor ri dor. Ten sec onds would be
enough. In that time the world in side him could turn over. And then sud- 
denly, with out a word ut tered, with out a check in his step, with out the
chang ing of a line in his face—sud denly the cam ou �age would be down and
bang! would go the bat ter ies of his ha tred. Ha tred would �ll him like an
enor mous roar ing �ame. And al most in the same in stant bang! would go the
bul let, too late, or too early. �ey would have blown his brain to pieces be- 
fore they could re claim it. �e hereti cal thought would be un pun ished, un- 
re pented, out of their reach for ever. �ey would have blown a hole in their
own per fec tion. To die hat ing them, that was free dom.

He shut his eyes. It was more di�  cult than ac cept ing an in tel lec tual dis ci- 
pline. It was a ques tion of de grad ing him self, mu ti lat ing him self. He had got
to plunge into the �lth i est of �lth. What was the most hor ri ble, sick en ing
thing of all? He thought of Big Brother. �e enor mous face (be cause of con- 
stantly see ing it on posters he al ways thought of it as be ing a me tre wide),
with its heavy black mous tache and the eyes that fol lowed you to and fro,
seemed to �oat into his mind of its own ac cord. What were his true feel ings
to wards Big Brother?
�ere was a heavy tramp of boots in the pas sage. �e steel door swung

open with a clang. O’Brien walked into the cell. Be hind him were the waxen-
faced o�  cer and the black-uni formed guards.

‘Get up,’ said O’Brien. ‘Come here.’
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Win ston stood op po site him. O’Brien took Win ston’s shoul ders be tween
his strong hands and looked at him closely.

‘You have had thoughts of de ceiv ing me,’ he said. ‘�at was stupid. Stand
up straighter. Look me in the face.’

He paused, and went on in a gen tler tone:
‘You are im prov ing. In tel lec tu ally there is very lit tle wrong with you. It is

only emo tion ally that you have failed to make progress. Tell me, Win ston—
and re mem ber, no lies: you know that I am al ways able to de tect a lie—tell
me, what are your true feel ings to wards Big Brother?’

‘I hate him.’
‘You hate him. Good. �en the time 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 re leased Win ston with a lit tle push to wards the guards.
‘Room 101,’ he said.
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t each stage of his im pris on ment he had known, or seemed to know,
where abouts he was in the win dow less build ing. Pos si bly there were

slight di� er ences in the air pres sure. �e cells where the guards had beaten
him were be low ground level. �e room where he had been in ter ro gated by
O’Brien was high up near the roof. �is place was many me tres un der- 
ground, as deep down as it was pos si ble to go.

It was big ger than most of the cells he had been in. But he hardly no ticed
his sur round ings. All he no ticed was that there were two small ta bles
straight in front of him, each cov ered with green baize. One was only a me- 
tre or two from him, the other was fur ther away, near the door. He was
strapped up right in a chair, so tightly that he could move noth ing, not even
his head. A sort of pad gripped his head from be hind, forc ing him to look
straight in front of him.

For a mo ment he was alone, then the door opened and O’Brien came in.
‘You asked me once,’ said O’Brien, ‘what was in Room 101. I told you that

you knew the an swer al ready. Ev ery one knows it. �e thing that is in Room
101 is the worst thing in the world.’
�e door opened again. A guard came in, car ry ing some thing made of

wire, a box or bas ket of some kind. He set it down on the fur ther ta ble. Be- 
cause of the po si tion in which O’Brien was stand ing. Win ston could not see
what the thing was.

‘�e worst thing in the world,’ said O’Brien, ‘varies from in di vid ual to in di- 
vid ual. It may be burial alive, or death by �re, or by drown ing, or by im pale- 
ment, or ��y other deaths. �ere are cases where it is some quite triv ial
thing, not even fa tal.’

He had moved a lit tle to one side, so that Win ston had a bet ter view of the
thing on the ta ble. It was an ob long wire cage with a han dle on top for car ry- 
ing it by. Fixed to the front of it was some thing that looked like a fenc ing
mask, with the con cave side out wards. Al though it was three or four me tres
away from him, he could see that the cage was di vided length ways into two
com part ments, and that there was some kind of crea ture in each. �ey were
rats.
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‘In your case,’ said O’Brien, ‘the worst thing in the world hap pens to be
rats.’

A sort of pre mon i tory tremor, a fear of he was not cer tain what, had passed
through Win ston as soon as he caught his �rst glimpse of the cage. But at
this mo ment the mean ing of the mask-like at tach ment in front of it sud- 
denly sank into him. His bow els seemed to turn to wa ter.

‘You can’t do that!’ he cried out in a high cracked voice. ‘You couldn’t, you
couldn’t! It’s im pos si ble.’

‘Do you re mem ber,’ said O’Brien, ‘the mo ment of panic that used to oc cur
in your dreams? �ere was a wall of black ness in front of you, and a roar ing
sound in your ears. �ere was some thing ter ri ble 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 Win ston, mak ing an e� ort to con trol his voice. ‘You know
this is not nec es sary. What is it that you want me to do?’

O’Brien made no di rect an swer. When he spoke it was in the school mas ter- 
ish man ner that he some times a� ected. He looked thought fully into the dis- 
tance, as though he were ad dress ing an au di ence some where be hind Win- 
ston’s back.

‘By it self,’ he said, ‘pain is not al ways enough. �ere are oc ca sions when a
hu man be ing will stand out against pain, even to the point of death. But for
ev ery one there is some thing un en durable—some thing that can not be con- 
tem plated. Courage and cow ardice are not in volved. If you are fall ing from a
height it is not cow ardly to clutch at a rope. If you have come up from deep
wa ter it is not cow ardly to �ll your lungs with air. It is merely an in stinct
which can not be de stroyed. It is the same with the rats. For you, they are un- 
en durable. �ey are a form of pres sure that you can not with stand, even if
you wished to. You will do what is re quired of you.’

‘But what is it, what is it? How can I do it if I don’t know what it is?’
O’Brien picked up the cage and brought it across to the nearer ta ble. He set

it down care fully on the baize cloth. Win ston could hear the blood singing
in his ears. He had the feel ing of sit ting in ut ter lone li ness. He was in the
mid dle of a great empty plain, a �at desert drenched with sun light, across
which all sounds came to him out of im mense dis tances. Yet the cage with
the rats was not two me tres away from him. �ey were enor mous rats. �ey
were at the age when a rat’s muz zle grows blunt and �erce and his fur brown
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in stead of grey.
‘�e rat,’ said O’Brien, still ad dress ing his in vis i ble au di ence, ‘al though a

ro dent, is car niv o rous. You are aware of that. You will have heard of the
things that hap pen in the poor quar ters of this town. In some streets a
woman dare not leave her baby alone in the house, even for �ve min utes.
�e rats are cer tain to at tack it. Within quite a small time they will strip it to
the bones. �ey also at tack sick or dy ing peo ple. �ey show as ton ish ing in- 
tel li gence in know ing when a hu man be ing is help less.’
�ere was an out burst of squeals from the cage. It seemed to reach Win- 

ston from far away. �e rats were �ght ing; they were try ing to get at each
other through the par ti tion. He heard also a deep groan of de spair. �at, too,
seemed to come from out side him self.

O’Brien picked up the cage, and, as he did so, pressed some thing in it.
�ere was a sharp click. Win ston made a fran tic e� ort to tear him self loose
from the chair. It was hope less; ev ery part of him, even his head, was held
im mov ably. O’Brien moved the cage nearer. It was less than a me tre from
Win ston’s face.

‘I have pressed the �rst lever,’ said O’Brien. ‘You un der stand the con struc- 
tion of this cage. �e mask will �t over your head, leav ing no exit. When I
press this other lever, the door of the cage will slide up. �ese starv ing brutes
will shoot out of it like bul lets. Have you ever seen a rat leap through the air?
�ey will leap on to your face and bore straight into it. Some times they at- 
tack the eyes �rst. Some times they bur row through the cheeks and de vour
the tongue.’
�e cage was nearer; it was clos ing in. Win ston heard a suc ces sion of shrill

cries which ap peared to be oc cur ring in the air above his head. But he
fought fu ri ously against his panic. To think, to think, even with a split sec- 
ond le�—to think was the only hope. Sud denly the foul musty odour of the
brutes struck his nos trils. �ere was a vi o lent con vul sion of nau sea in side
him, and he al most lost con scious ness. Ev ery thing had gone black. For an
in stant he was in sane, a scream ing an i mal. Yet he came out of the black ness
clutch ing an idea. �ere was one and only one way to save him self. He must
in ter pose an other hu man be ing, the BODY of an other hu man be ing, be- 
tween him self and the rats.
�e cir cle of the mask was large enough now to shut out the vi sion of any- 

thing else. �e wire door was a cou ple of hand-spans from his face. �e rats
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knew what was com ing now. One of them was leap ing up and down, the
other, an old scaly grand fa ther of the sew ers, stood up, with his pink hands
against the bars, and �ercely sni�ed the air. Win ston could see the whiskers
and the yel low teeth. Again the black panic took hold of him. He was blind,
help less, mind less.

‘It was a com mon pun ish ment in Im pe rial China,’ said O’Brien as di dac ti- 
cally as ever.
�e mask was clos ing on his face. �e wire brushed his cheek. And then—

no, it was not re lief, only hope, a tiny frag ment of hope. Too late, per haps
too late. But he had sud denly un der stood that in the whole world there was
just ONE per son to whom he could trans fer his pun ish ment—ONE body
that he could thrust be tween him self and the rats. And he was shout ing
fran ti cally, over and over.

‘Do it to Ju lia! Do it to Ju lia! Not me! Ju lia! I don’t care what you do to her.
Tear her face o�, strip her to the bones. Not me! Ju lia! Not me!’

He was fall ing back wards, into enor mous depths, away from the rats. He
was still strapped in the chair, but he had fallen through the �oor, through
the walls of the build ing, through the earth, through the oceans, through the
at mos phere, into outer space, into the gulfs be tween the stars—al ways away,
away, away from the rats. He was light years dis tant, but O’Brien was still
stand ing at his side. �ere was still the cold touch of wire against his cheek.
But through the dark ness that en veloped him he heard an other metal lic
click, and knew that the cage door had clicked shut and not open.
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he Chest nut Tree was al most empty. A ray of sun light slant ing through
a win dow fell on dusty ta ble-tops. It was the lonely hour of �� een. A

tinny mu sic trick led from the tele screens.
Win ston sat in his usual cor ner, gaz ing into an empty glass. Now and again

he glanced up at a vast face which eyed him from the op po site wall. BIG
BROTHER IS WATCH ING YOU, the cap tion said. Un bid den, a waiter came
and �lled his glass up with Vic tory Gin, shak ing into it a few drops from an- 
other bot tle with a quill through the cork. It was sac cha rine �avoured with
cloves, the spe cial ity of the cafe.

Win ston was lis ten ing to the tele screen. At present only mu sic was com ing
out of it, but there was a pos si bil ity that at any mo ment there might be a spe- 
cial bul letin from the Min istry of Peace. �e news from the African front
was dis qui et ing in the ex treme. On and o� he had been wor ry ing about it all
day. A Eurasian army (Ocea nia was at war with Eura sia: Ocea nia had al ways
been at war with Eura sia) was mov ing south ward at ter ri fy ing speed. �e
mid-day bul letin had not men tioned any de�  nite area, but it was prob a ble
that al ready the mouth of the Congo was a bat tle �eld. Braz zav ille and
Leopoldville were in dan ger. One did not have to look at the map to see what
it meant. It was not merely a ques tion of los ing Cen tral Africa: for the �rst
time in the whole war, the ter ri tory of Ocea nia it self was men aced.

A vi o lent emo tion, not fear ex actly but a sort of un di� er en ti ated ex cite- 
ment, �ared up in him, then faded again. He stopped think ing about the
war. In these days he could never �x his mind on any one sub ject for more
than a few mo ments at a time. He picked up his glass and drained it at a
gulp. As al ways, the gin made him shud der and even retch slightly. �e stu�
was hor ri ble. �e cloves and sac cha rine, them selves dis gust ing enough in
their sickly way, could not dis guise the �at oily smell; and what was worst of
all was that the smell of gin, which dwelt with him night and day, was in ex- 
tri ca bly mixed up in his mind with the smell of those——

He never named them, even in his thoughts, and so far as it was pos si ble
he never vi su al ized them. �ey were some thing that he was half-aware of,
hov er ing close to his face, a smell that clung to his nos trils. As the gin rose in
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him he belched through pur ple lips. He had grown fat ter since they re leased
him, and had re gained his old colour—in deed, more than re gained it. His
fea tures had thick ened, the skin on nose and cheek bones was coarsely red,
even the bald scalp was too deep a pink. A waiter, again un bid den, brought
the chess board and the cur rent is sue of ‘�e Times’, with the page turned
down at the chess prob lem. �en, see ing that Win ston’s glass was empty, he
brought the gin bot tle and �lled it. �ere was no need to give or ders. �ey
knew his habits. �e chess board was al ways wait ing for him, his cor ner ta ble
was al ways re served; even when the place was full he had it to him self, since
no body cared to be seen sit ting too close to him. He never even both ered to
count his drinks. At ir reg u lar in ter vals they pre sented him with a dirty slip
of pa per which they said was the bill, but he had the im pres sion that they al- 
ways un der charged him. It would have made no di� er ence if it had been the
other way about. He had al ways plenty of money nowa days. He even had a
job, a sinecure, more highly-paid than his old job had been.
�e mu sic from the tele screen stopped and a voice took over. Win ston

raised his head to lis ten. No bul letins from the front, how ever. It was merely
a brief an nounce ment from the Min istry of Plenty. In the pre ced ing quar ter,
it ap peared, the Tenth �ree-Year Plan’s quota for boot laces had been over- 
ful �lled by 98 per cent.

He ex am ined the chess prob lem and set out the pieces. It was a tricky end- 
ing, in volv ing a cou ple of knights. ‘White to play and mate in two moves.’
Win ston looked up at the por trait of Big Brother. White al ways mates, he
thought with a sort of cloudy mys ti cism. Al ways, with out ex cep tion, it is so
ar ranged. In no chess prob lem since the be gin ning of the world has black
ever won. Did it not sym bol ize the eter nal, un vary ing tri umph of Good over
Evil? �e huge face gazed back at him, full of calm power. White al ways
mates.
�e voice from the tele screen paused and added in a di� er ent and much

graver tone: ‘You are warned to stand by for an im por tant an nounce ment at
�� een-thirty. Fi� een-thirty! �is is news of the high est im por tance. Take
care not to miss it. Fi� een-thirty!’ �e tin kling mu sic struck up again.

Win ston’s heart stirred. �at was the bul letin from the front; in stinct told
him that it was bad news that was com ing. All day, with lit tle spurts of ex- 
cite ment, the thought of a smash ing de feat in Africa had been in and out of
his mind. He seemed ac tu ally to see the Eurasian army swarm ing across the
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never-bro ken fron tier and pour ing down into the tip of Africa like a col umn
of ants. Why had it not been pos si ble to out �ank them in some way? �e
out line of the West African coast stood out vividly in his mind. He picked
up the white knight and moved it across the board. THERE was the proper
spot. Even while he saw the black horde rac ing south ward he saw an other
force, mys te ri ously as sem bled, sud denly planted in their rear, cut ting their
co mu ni ca tions by land and sea. He felt that by will ing it he was bring ing that
other force into ex is tence. But it was nec es sary to act quickly. If they could
get con trol of the whole of Africa, if they had air �elds and sub ma rine bases
at the Cape, it would cut Ocea nia in two. It might mean any thing: de feat,
break down, the re di vi sion of the world, the de struc tion of the Party! He
drew a deep breath. An ex tra or di nary med ley of feel ing—but it was not a
med ley, ex actly; rather it was suc ces sive lay ers of feel ing, in which one could
not say which layer was un der most—strug gled in side him.
�e spasm passed. He put the white knight back in its place, but for the

mo ment he could not set tle down to se ri ous study of the chess prob lem. His
thoughts wan dered again. Al most un con sciously he traced with his �n ger in
the dust on the ta ble:

2+2=5

‘�ey can’t get in side you,’ she had said. But they could get in side you.
‘What hap pens to you here is FOR EVER,’ O’Brien had said. �at was a true
word. �ere were things, your own acts, from which you could never re- 
cover. Some thing was killed in your breast: burnt out, cau ter ized out.

He had seen her; he had even spo ken to her. �ere was no dan ger in it. He
knew as though in stinc tively that they now took al most no in ter est in his
do ings. He could have ar ranged to meet her a sec ond time if ei ther of them
had wanted to. Ac tu ally it was by chance that they had met. It was in the
Park, on a vile, bit ing day in March, when the earth was like iron and all the
grass seemed dead and there was not a bud any where ex cept a few cro cuses
which had pushed them selves up to be dis mem bered by the wind. He was
hur ry ing along with frozen hands and wa ter ing eyes when he saw her not
ten me tres away from him. It struck him at once that she had changed in
some ill-de �ned way. �ey al most passed one an other with out a sign, then
he turned and fol lowed her, not very ea gerly. He knew that there was no
dan ger, no body would take any in ter est in him. She did not speak. She
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walked obliquely away across the grass as though try ing to get rid of him,
then seemed to re sign her self to hav ing him at her side. Presently they were
in among a clump of ragged lea� ess shrubs, use less ei ther for con ceal ment
or as pro tec tion from the wind. �ey halted. It was vilely cold. �e wind
whis tled through the twigs and fret ted the oc ca sional, dirty-look ing cro- 
cuses. He put his arm round her waist.
�ere was no tele screen, but there must be hid den mi cro phones: be sides,

they could be seen. It did not mat ter, noth ing mat tered. �ey could have lain
down on the ground and done THAT if they had wanted to. His �esh froze
with hor ror at the thought of it. She made no re sponse what ever to the clasp
of his arm; she did not even try to dis en gage her self. He knew now what had
changed in her. Her face was sal lower, and there was a long scar, partly hid- 
den by the hair, across her fore head and tem ple; but that was not the change.
It was that her waist had grown thicker, and, in a sur pris ing way, had sti�- 
ened. He re mem bered how once, a� er the ex plo sion of a rocket bomb, he
had helped to drag a corpse out of some ru ins, and had been as ton ished not
only by the in cred i ble weight of the thing, but by its rigid ity and awk ward- 
ness to han dle, which made it seem more like stone than �esh. Her body felt
like that. It oc curred to him that the tex ture of her skin would be quite dif- 
fer ent from what it had once been.

He did not at tempt to kiss her, nor did they speak. As they walked back
across the grass, she looked di rectly at him for the �rst time. It was only a
mo men tary glance, full of con tempt and dis like. He won dered whether it
was a dis like that came purely out of the past or whether it was in spired also
by his bloated face and the wa ter that the wind kept squeez ing from his eyes.
�ey sat down on two iron chairs, side by side but not too close to gether. He
saw that she was about to speak. She moved her clumsy shoe a few cen time- 
tres and de lib er ately crushed a twig. Her feet seemed to have grown broader,
he no ticed.

‘I be trayed you,’ she said baldly.
‘I be trayed you,’ he said.
She gave him an other quick look of dis like.
‘Some times,’ she said, ‘they threaten you with some thing some thing you

can’t stand up to, can’t even think about. And then you say, ‘Don’t do it to
me, do it to some body else, do it to so-and-so.’ And per haps you might pre- 
tend, a� er wards, that it was only a trick and that you just said it to make
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them stop and didn’t re ally mean it. But that isn’t true. At the time when it
hap pens you do mean it. You think there’s no other way of sav ing your self,
and you’re quite ready to save your self that way. You WANT it to hap pen to
the other per son. You don’t give a damn what they su� er. All you care about
is your self.’

‘All you care about is your self,’ he echoed.
‘And a� er that, you don’t feel the same to wards the other per son any

longer.’
‘No,’ he said, ‘you don’t feel the same.’
�ere did not seem to be any thing more to say. �e wind plas tered their

thin over alls against their bod ies. Al most at once it be came em bar rass ing to
sit there in si lence: be sides, it was too cold to keep still. She said some thing
about catch ing her Tube and stood up to go.

‘We must meet again,’ he said.
‘Yes,’ she said, ‘we must meet again.’
He fol lowed ir res o lutely for a lit tle dis tance, half a pace be hind her. �ey

did not speak again. She did not ac tu ally try to shake him o�, but walked at
just such a speed as to pre vent his keep ing abreast of her. He had made up
his mind that he would ac com pany her as far as the Tube sta tion, but sud- 
denly this process of trail ing along in the cold seemed point less and un bear- 
able. He was over whelmed by a de sire not so much to get away from Ju lia as
to get back to the Chest nut Tree Cafe, which had never seemed so at trac tive
as at this mo ment. He had a nos tal gic vi sion of his cor ner ta ble, with the
news pa per and the chess board and the ever-�ow ing gin. Above all, it would
be warm in there. �e next mo ment, not al to gether by ac ci dent, he al lowed
him self to be come sep a rated from her by a small knot of peo ple. He made a
hal� earted at tempt to catch up, then slowed down, turned, and made o� in
the op po site di rec tion. When he had gone ��y me tres he looked back. �e
street was not crowded, but al ready he could not dis tin guish her. Any one of
a dozen hur ry ing �g ures might have been hers. Per haps her thick ened, sti�- 
ened body was no longer rec og niz able from be hind.

‘At the time when it hap pens,’ 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 de liv ered over to the——

Some thing changed in the mu sic that trick led from the tele screen. A
cracked and jeer ing note, a yel low note, came into it. And then—per haps it
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was not hap pen ing, per haps it was only a mem ory tak ing on the sem blance
of sound—a voice was singing:

‘Un der the spread ing chest nut tree  

I sold you and you sold me——’

�e tears welled up in his eyes. A pass ing waiter no ticed that his glass was
empty and came back with the gin bot tle.

He took up his glass and sni�ed at it. �e stu� grew not less but more hor- 
ri ble with ev ery mouth ful he drank. But it had be come the el e ment he swam
in. It was his life, his death, and his res ur rec tion. It was gin that sank him
into stu por ev ery night, and gin that re vived him ev ery morn ing. When he
woke, sel dom be fore eleven hun dred, with gummed-up eye lids and �ery
mouth and a back that seemed to be bro ken, it would have been im pos si ble
even to rise from the hor i zon tal if it had not been for the bot tle and teacup
placed be side the bed overnight. �rough the mid day hours he sat with
glazed face, the bot tle handy, lis ten ing to the tele screen. From �� een to clos- 
ing-time he was a �x ture in the Chest nut Tree. No one cared what he did any
longer, no whis tle woke him, no tele screen ad mon ished him. Oc ca sion ally,
per haps twice a week, he went to a dusty, for got ten-look ing o� ce in the
Min istry of Truth and did a lit tle work, or what was called work. He had
been ap pointed to a sub-com mit tee of a sub-com mit tee which had sprouted
from one of the in nu mer able com mit tees deal ing with mi nor di�  cul ties that
arose in the com pi la tion of the Eleventh Edi tion of the Newspeak Dic tio- 
nary. �ey were en gaged in pro duc ing some thing called an In terim Re port,
but what it was that they were re port ing on he had never de�  nitely found
out. It was some thing to do with the ques tion of whether com mas should be
placed in side brack ets, or out side. �ere were four oth ers on the com mit tee,
all of them per sons sim i lar to him self. �ere were days when they as sem bled
and then promptly dis persed again, frankly ad mit ting to one an other that
there was not re ally any thing to be done. But there were other days when
they set tled down to their work al most ea gerly, mak ing a tremen dous show
of en ter ing up their min utes and dra� ing long mem o randa which were
never �n ished—when the ar gu ment as to what they were sup pos edly ar gu- 
ing about grew ex traor di nar ily in volved and ab struse, with sub tle hag gling
over de�  ni tions, enor mous di gres sions, quar rels—threats, even, to ap peal to
higher au thor ity. And then sud denly the life would go out of them and they
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would sit round the ta ble look ing at one an other with ex tinct eyes, like
ghosts fad ing at cock-crow.
�e tele screen was silent for a mo ment. Win ston raised his head again. �e

bul letin! But no, they were merely chang ing the mu sic. He had the map of
Africa be hind his eye lids. �e move ment of the armies was a di a gram: a
black ar row tear ing ver ti cally south ward, and a white ar row hor i zon tally
east ward, across the tail of the �rst. As though for re as sur ance he looked up
at the im per turbable face in the por trait. Was it con ceiv able that the sec ond
ar row did not even ex ist?

His in ter est �agged again. He drank an other mouth ful of gin, picked up
the white knight and made a ten ta tive move. Check. But it was ev i dently not
the right move, be cause——

Un called, a mem ory �oated into his mind. He saw a can dle-lit room with a
vast white-coun ter paned bed, and him self, a boy of nine or ten, sit ting on
the �oor, shak ing a dice-box, and laugh ing ex cit edly. His mother was sit ting
op po site him and also laugh ing.

It must have been about a month be fore she dis ap peared. It was a mo ment
of rec on cil i a tion, when the nag ging hunger in his belly was for got ten and his
ear lier a� ec tion for her had tem po rar ily re vived. He re mem bered the day
well, a pelt ing, drench ing day when the wa ter streamed down the win dow-
pane and the light in doors was too dull to read by. �e bore dom of the two
chil dren in the dark, cramped bed room be came un bear able. Win ston
whined and griz zled, made fu tile de mands for food, fret ted about the room
pulling ev ery thing out of place and kick ing the wain scot ing un til the neigh- 
bours banged on the wall, while the younger child wailed in ter mit tently. In
the end his mother said, ‘Now be good, and I’Il buy you a toy. A lovely toy—
you’ll love it’; and then she had gone out in the rain, to a lit tle gen eral shop
which was still spo rad i cally open nearby, and came back with a card board
box con tain ing an out �t of Snakes and Lad ders. He could still re mem ber the
smell of the damp card board. It was a mis er able out �t. �e board was
cracked and the tiny wooden dice were so ill-cut that they would hardly lie
on their sides. Win ston looked at the thing sulk ily and with out in ter est. But
then his mother lit a piece of can dle and they sat down on the �oor to play.
Soon he was wildly ex cited and shout ing with laugh ter as the tid dly-winks
climbed hope fully up the lad ders and then came slith er ing down the snakes
again, al most to the start ing-point. �ey played eight games, win ning four
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each. His tiny sis ter, too young to un der stand what the game was about, had
sat propped up against a bol ster, laugh ing be cause the oth ers were laugh ing.
For a whole a� er noon they had all been happy to gether, as in his ear lier
child hood.

He pushed the pic ture out of his mind. It was a false mem ory. He was trou- 
bled by false mem o ries oc ca sion ally. �ey did not mat ter so long as one
knew them for what they were. Some things had hap pened, oth ers had not
hap pened. He turned back to the chess board and picked up the white knight
again. Al most in the same in stant it dropped on to the board with a clat ter.
He had started as though a pin had run into him.

A shrill trum pet-call had pierced the air. It was the bul letin! Vic tory! It al- 
ways meant vic tory when a trum pet-call pre ceded the news. A sort of elec- 
tric drill ran through the cafe. Even the wait ers had started and pricked up
their ears.
�e trum pet-call had let loose an enor mous vol ume of noise. Al ready an

ex cited voice was gab bling from the tele screen, but even as it started it was
al most drowned by a roar of cheer ing from out side. �e news had run
round the streets like magic. He could hear just enough of what was is su ing
from the tele screen to re al ize that it had all hap pened, as he had fore seen; a
vast seaborne ar mada had se cretly as sem bled a sud den blow in the en emy’s
rear, the white ar row tear ing across the tail of the black. Frag ments of tri- 
umphant phrases pushed them selves through the din: ‘Vast strate gic ma- 
noeu vre—per fect co-or di na tion—ut ter rout—half a mil lion pris on ers—
com plete de mor al iza tion—con trol of the whole of Africa—bring the war
within mea sur able dis tance of its end—vic tory—great est vic tory in hu man
his tory—vic tory, vic tory, vic tory!’

Un der the ta ble Win ston’s feet made con vul sive move ments. He had not
stirred from his seat, but in his mind he was run ning, swi�ly run ning, he
was with the crowds out side, cheer ing him self deaf. He looked up again at
the por trait of Big Brother. �e colos sus that be strode the world! �e rock
against which the hordes of Asia dashed them selves in vain! He thought how
ten min utes ago—yes, only ten min utes—there had still been equiv o ca tion
in his heart as he won dered whether the news from the front would be of
vic tory or de feat. Ah, it was more than a Eurasian army that had per ished!
Much had changed in him since that �rst day in the Min istry of Love, but
the � nal, in dis pens able, heal ing change had never hap pened, un til this mo- 
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ment.
�e voice from the tele screen was still pour ing forth its tale of pris on ers

and booty and slaugh ter, but the shout ing out side had died down a lit tle. �e
wait ers were turn ing back to their work. One of them ap proached with the
gin bot tle. Win ston, sit ting in a bliss ful dream, paid no at ten tion as his glass
was �lled up. He was not run ning or cheer ing any longer. He was back in the
Min istry of Love, with ev ery thing for given, his soul white as snow. He was
in the pub lic dock, con fess ing ev ery thing, im pli cat ing ev ery body. He was
walk ing down the white-tiled cor ri dor, with the feel ing of walk ing in sun- 
light, and an armed guard at his back. �e long-hoped-for bul let was en ter- 
ing his brain.

He gazed up at the enor mous face. Forty years it had taken him to learn
what kind of smile was hid den be neath the dark mous tache. O cruel, need- 
less mis un der stand ing! O stub born, self-willed ex ile from the lov ing breast!
Two gin-scented tears trick led down the sides of his nose. But it was all
right, ev ery thing was all right, the strug gle was �n ished. He had won the
vic tory over him self. He loved Big Brother.

THE END
AP PEN DIX.
�e Prin ci ples of Newspeak
Newspeak was the o�  cial lan guage of Ocea nia and had been de vised to

meet the ide o log i cal needs of In g soc, or Eng lish So cial ism. In the year 1984
there was not as yet any one who used Newspeak as his sole means of com- 
mu ni ca tion, ei ther in speech or writ ing. �e lead ing ar ti cles in ‘�e Times’
were writ ten in it, but this was a TOUR DE FORCE which could only be
car ried out by a spe cial ist. It was ex pected that Newspeak would have � nally
su per seded Old speak (or Stan dard Eng lish, as we should call it) by about the
year 2050. Mean while it gained ground steadily, all Party mem bers tend ing
to use Newspeak words and gram mat i cal con struc tions more and more in
their ev ery day speech. �e ver sion in use in 1984, and em bod ied in the
Ninth and Tenth Edi tions of the Newspeak Dic tio nary, was a pro vi sional
one, and con tained many su per �u ous words and ar chaic for ma tions which
were due to be sup pressed later. It is with the � nal, per fected ver sion, as em- 
bod ied in the Eleventh Edi tion of the Dic tio nary, that we are con cerned
here.
�e pur pose of Newspeak was not only to pro vide a medium of ex pres sion
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for the world-view and men tal habits proper to the devo tees of In g soc, but
to make all other modes of thought im pos si ble. It was in tended that when
Newspeak had been adopted once and for all and Old speak for got ten, a
hereti cal thought—that is, a thought di verg ing from the prin ci ples of In g soc
—should be lit er ally un think able, at least so far as thought is de pen dent on
words. Its vo cab u lary was so con structed as to give ex act and o� en very sub- 
tle ex pres sion to ev ery mean ing that a Party mem ber could prop erly wish to
ex press, while ex clud ing all other mean ings and also the pos si bil ity of ar riv- 
ing at them by in di rect meth ods. �is was done partly by the in ven tion of
new words, but chie�y by elim i nat ing un de sir able words and by strip ping
such words as re mained of un ortho dox mean ings, and so far as pos si ble of
all sec ondary mean ings what ever. To give a sin gle ex am ple. �e word FREE
still ex isted in Newspeak, but it could only be used in such state ments as
‘�is dog is free from lice’ or ‘�is �eld is free from weeds’. It could not be
used in its old sense of ‘po lit i cally free’ or ‘in tel lec tu ally free’ since po lit i cal
and in tel lec tual free dom no longer ex isted even as con cepts, and were there-
fore of ne ces sity name less. Quite apart from the sup pres sion of de�  nitely
hereti cal words, re duc tion of vo cab u lary was re garded as an end in it self,
and no word that could be dis pensed with was al lowed to sur vive. Newspeak
was de signed not to ex tend but to DI MIN ISH the range of thought, and this
pur pose was in di rectly as sisted by cut ting the choice of words down to a
min i mum.

Newspeak was founded on the Eng lish lan guage as we now know it,
though many Newspeak sen tences, even when not con tain ing newly-cre ated
words, would be barely in tel li gi ble to an Eng lish-speaker of our own day.
Newspeak words were di vided into three dis tinct classes, known as the A vo- 
cab u lary, the B vo cab u lary (also called com pound words), and the C vo cab- 
u lary. It will be sim pler to dis cuss each class sep a rately, but the gram mat i cal
pe cu liar i ties of the lan guage can be dealt with in the sec tion de voted to the
A vo cab u lary, since the same rules held good for all three cat e gories.

THE A VO CAB U LARY. �e A vo cab u lary con sisted of the words needed
for the busi ness of ev ery day life—for such things as eat ing, drink ing, work- 
ing, putting on one’s clothes, go ing up and down stairs, rid ing in ve hi cles,
gar den ing, cook ing, and the like. It was com posed al most en tirely of words
that we al ready pos sess words like HIT, RUN, DOG, TREE, SUGAR,
HOUSE, FIELD—but in com par i son with the present-day Eng lish vo cab u- 
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lary their num ber was ex tremely small, while their mean ings were far more
rigidly de �ned. All am bi gu i ties and shades of mean ing had been purged out
of them. So far as it could be achieved, a Newspeak word of this class was
sim ply a stac cato sound ex press ing ONE clearly un der stood con cept. It
would have been quite im pos si ble to use the A vo cab u lary for lit er ary pur- 
poses or for po lit i cal or philo soph i cal dis cus sion. It was in tended only to ex- 
press sim ple, pur po sive thoughts, usu ally in volv ing con crete ob jects or phys- 
i cal ac tions.
�e gram mar of Newspeak had two out stand ing pe cu liar i ties. �e �rst of

these was an al most com plete in ter change abil ity be tween di� er ent parts of
speech. Any word in the lan guage (in prin ci ple this ap plied even to very ab- 
stract words such as IF or WHEN) could be used ei ther as verb, noun, ad jec- 
tive, or ad verb. Be tween the verb and the noun form, when they were of the
same root, there was never any vari a tion, this rule of it self in volv ing the de- 
struc tion of many ar chaic forms. �e word THOUGHT, for ex am ple, did
not ex ist in Newspeak. Its place was taken by THINK, which did duty for
both noun and verb. No et y mo log i cal prin ci ple was fol lowed here: in some
cases it was the orig i nal noun that was cho sen for re ten tion, in other cases
the verb. Even where a noun and verb of kin dred mean ing were not et y mo- 
log i cally con nected, one or other of them was fre quently sup pressed. �ere
was, for ex am ple, no such word as CUT, its mean ing be ing su�  ciently cov- 
ered by the noun-verb KNIFE. Ad jec tives were formed by adding the su� x -
FUL to the noun-verb, and ad verbs by adding -WISE. �us for ex am ple,
SPEED FUL meant ‘rapid’ and SPEED WISE meant ‘quickly’. Cer tain of our
present-day ad jec tives, such as GOOD, STRONG, BIG, BLACK, SOFT, were
re tained, but their to tal num ber was very small. �ere was lit tle need for
them, since al most any ad jec ti val mean ing could be ar rived at by adding -
FUL to a noun-verb. None of the now-ex ist ing ad verbs was re tained, ex cept
for a very few al ready end ing in -WISE: the -WISE ter mi na tion was in vari- 
able. �e word WELL, for ex am ple, was re placed by GOOD WISE.

In ad di tion, any word—this again ap plied in prin ci ple to ev ery word in the
lan guage—could be neg a tived by adding the a� x UN-, or could be strength- 
ened by the a� x PLUS-, or, for still greater em pha sis, DOU BLE PLUS-. �us,
for ex am ple, UN COLD meant ‘warm’, while PLUS COLD and DOU BLE- 
PLUS COLD meant, re spec tively, ‘very cold’ and ‘su perla tively cold’. It was
also pos si ble, as in present-day Eng lish, to mod ify the mean ing of al most
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any word by prepo si tional a� xes such as ANTE-, POST-, UP-, DOWN-, etc.
By such meth ods it was found pos si ble to bring about an enor mous diminu- 
tion of vo cab u lary. Given, for in stance, the word GOOD, there was no need
for such a word as BAD, since the re quired mean ing was equally well—in- 
deed, bet ter—ex pressed by UN GOOD. All that was nec es sary, in any case
where two words formed a nat u ral pair of op po sites, was to de cide which of
them to sup press. DARK, for ex am ple, could be re placed by UN LIGHT, or
LIGHT by UN DARK, ac cord ing to pref er ence.
�e sec ond dis tin guish ing mark of Newspeak gram mar was its reg u lar ity.

Sub ject to a few ex cep tions which are men tioned be low all in �ex ions fol- 
lowed the same rules. �us, in all verbs the preterite and the past par tici ple
were the same and ended in -ED. �e preterite of STEAL was STEALED, the
preterite of THINK was THINKED, and so on through out the lan guage, all
such forms as SWAM, GAVE, BROUGHT, SPOKE, TAKEN, etc., be ing
abol ished. All plu rals were made by adding -S or -ES as the case might be.
�e plu rals OF MAN, OX, LIFE, were MANS, OXES, LIFES. Com par i son of
ad jec tives was in vari ably made by adding -ER, -EST (GOOD, GOODER,
GOOD EST), ir reg u lar forms and the MORE, MOST for ma tion be ing sup- 
pressed.
�e only classes of words that were still al lowed to in �ect ir reg u larly were

the pro nouns, the rel a tives, the demon stra tive ad jec tives, and the aux il iary
verbs. All of these fol lowed their an cient us age, ex cept that WHOM had
been scrapped as un nec es sary, and the SHALL, SHOULD tenses had been
dropped, all their uses be ing cov ered by WILL and WOULD. �ere were
also cer tain ir reg u lar i ties in word-for ma tion aris ing out of the need for rapid
and easy speech. A word which was di�  cult to ut ter, or was li able to be in- 
cor rectly heard, was held to be ipso facto a bad word; oc ca sion ally there fore,
for the sake of eu phony, ex tra let ters were in serted into a word or an ar chaic
for ma tion was re tained. But this need made it self felt chie�y in con nex ion
with the B vo cab u lary. WHY so great an im por tance was at tached to ease of
pro nun ci a tion will be made clear later in this es say.

THE B VO CAB U LARY. �e B vo cab u lary con sisted of words which had
been de lib er ately con structed for po lit i cal pur poses: words, that is to say,
which not only had in ev ery case a po lit i cal im pli ca tion, but were in tended
to im pose a de sir able men tal at ti tude upon the per son us ing them. With out
a full un der stand ing of the prin ci ples of In g soc it was di�  cult to use these
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words cor rectly. In some cases they could be trans lated into Old speak, or
even into words taken from the A vo cab u lary, but this usu ally de manded a
long para phrase and al ways in volved the loss of cer tain over tones. �e B
words were a sort of ver bal short hand, o� en pack ing whole ranges of ideas
into a few syl la bles, and at the same time more ac cu rate and forcible than or- 
di nary lan guage.
�e B words were in all cases com pound words. [Com pound words such

as SPEAK WRITE, were of course to be found in the A vo cab u lary, but these
were merely con ve nient ab bre vi a tions and had no spe cial ide olog cal colour.]
�ey con sisted of two or more words, or por tions of words, welded to gether
in an eas ily pro nounce able form. �e re sult ing amal gam was al ways a noun-
verb, and in �ected ac cord ing to the or di nary rules. To take a sin gle ex am ple:
the word GOOD THINK, mean ing, very roughly, ‘or tho doxy’, or, if one
chose to re gard it as a verb, ‘to think in an or tho dox man ner’. �is in �ected
as fol lows: noun-verb, GOOD THINK; past tense and past par tici ple,
GOOD THINKED; present par tici ple, GOOD-THINK ING; ad jec tive,
GOOD THINK FUL; ad verb, GOOD THINK WISE; ver bal noun, GOOD- 
THINKER.
�e B words were not con structed on any et y mo log i cal plan. �e words of

which they were made up could be any parts of speech, and could be placed
in any or der and mu ti lated in any way which made them easy to pro nounce
while in di cat ing their deriva tion. In the word CRIME THINK
(thoughtcrime), for in stance, the THINK came sec ond, whereas in
THINKPOL (�ought Po lice) it came �rst, and in the lat ter word PO LICE
had lost its sec ond syl la ble. Be cause of the great di�  culty in se cur ing eu- 
phony, ir reg u lar for ma tions were com moner in the B vo cab u lary than in the
A vo cab u lary. For ex am ple, the ad jec tive forms of MINI TRUE, MINI PAX,
and MINILUV were, re spec tively, MINI TRUTH FUL, MINI PEACE FUL,
and MINILOVELY, sim ply be cause -TRUE FUL, -PAX FUL, and -LOVE FUL
were slightly awk ward to pro nounce. In prin ci ple, how ever, all B words
could in �ect, and all in �ected in ex actly the same way.

Some of the B words had highly sub tilized mean ings, barely in tel li gi ble to
any one who had not mas tered the lan guage as a whole. Con sider, for ex am- 
ple, such a typ i cal sen tence from a ‘Times’ lead ing ar ti cle as OLD- 
THINKERS UN BEL LYFEEL IN G SOC. �e short est ren der ing that one
could make of this in Old speak would be: ‘�ose whose ideas were formed
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be fore the Rev o lu tion can not have a full emo tional un der stand ing of the
prin ci ples of Eng lish So cial ism.’ But this is not an ad e quate trans la tion. To
be gin with, in or der to grasp the full mean ing of the Newspeak sen tence
quoted above, one would have to have a clear idea of what is meant by IN G- 
SOC. And in ad di tion, only a per son thor oughly grounded in In g soc could
ap pre ci ate the full force of the word BEL LYFEEL, which im plied a blind, en- 
thu si as tic ac cep tance di�  cult to imag ine to day; or of the word OLD THINK,
which was in ex tri ca bly mixed up with the idea of wicked ness and deca- 
dence. But the spe cial func tion of cer tain Newspeak words, of which OLD- 
THINK was one, was not so much to ex press mean ings as to de stroy them.
�ese words, nec es sar ily few in num ber, had had their mean ings ex tended
un til they con tained within them selves whole bat ter ies of words which, as
they were su�  ciently cov ered by a sin gle com pre hen sive term, could now be
scrapped and for got ten. �e great est di�  culty fac ing the com pil ers of the
Newspeak Dic tio nary was not to in vent new words, but, hav ing in vented
them, to make sure what they meant: to make sure, that is to say, what
ranges of words they can celled by their ex is tence.

As we have al ready seen in the case of the word FREE, words which had
once borne a hereti cal mean ing were some times re tained for the sake of
con ve nience, but only with the un de sir able mean ings purged out of them.
Count less other words such as HON OUR, JUS TICE, MORAL ITY, IN TER- 
NA TION AL ISM, DEMOC RACY, SCI ENCE, and RE LI GION had sim ply
ceased to ex ist. A few blan ket words cov ered them, and, in cov er ing them,
abol ished them. All words group ing them selves round the con cepts of lib- 
erty and equal ity, for in stance, were con tained in the sin gle word CRIME- 
THINK, while all words group ing them selves round the con cepts of ob jec- 
tiv ity and ra tio nal ism were con tained in the sin gle word OLD THINK.
Greater pre ci sion would have been dan ger ous. What was re quired in a Party
mem ber was an out look sim i lar to that of the an cient He brew who knew,
with out know ing much else, that all na tions other than his own wor shipped
‘false gods’. He did not need to know that these gods were called Baal, Osiris,
Moloch, Ashtaroth, and the like: prob a bly the less he knew about them the
bet ter for his or tho doxy. He knew Je ho vah and the com mand ments of Je ho- 
vah: he knew, there fore, that all gods with other names or other at tributes
were false gods. In some what the same way, the party mem ber knew what
con sti tuted right con duct, and in ex ceed ingly vague, gen er al ized terms he
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knew what kinds of de par ture from it were pos si ble. His sex ual life, for ex- 
am ple, was en tirely reg u lated by the two Newspeak words SEX CRIME (sex- 
ual im moral ity) and GOOD SEX (chastity). SEX CRIME cov ered all sex ual
mis deeds what ever. It cov ered for ni ca tion, adul tery, ho mo sex u al ity, and
other per ver sions, and, in ad di tion, nor mal in ter course prac tised for its own
sake. �ere was no need to enu mer ate them sep a rately, since they were all
equally cul pa ble, and, in prin ci ple, all pun ish able by death. In the C vo cab u- 
lary, which con sisted of sci en ti�c and tech ni cal words, it might be nec es sary
to give spe cial ized names to cer tain sex ual aber ra tions, but the or di nary cit i- 
zen had no need of them. He knew what was meant by GOOD SEX—that is
to say, nor mal in ter course be tween man and wife, for the sole pur pose of
beget ting chil dren, and with out phys i cal plea sure on the part of the woman:
all else was SEX CRIME. In Newspeak it was sel dom pos si ble to fol low a
hereti cal thought fur ther than the per cep tion that it WAS hereti cal: be yond
that point the nec es sary words were nonex is tent.

No word in the B vo cab u lary was ide o log i cally neu tral. A great many were
eu phemisms. Such words, for in stance, as JOY CAMP (forced-labour camp)
or MINI PAX Min istry of Peace, i.e. Min istry of War) meant al most the ex act
op po site of what they ap peared to mean. Some words, on the other hand,
dis played a frank and con temp tu ous un der stand ing of the real na ture of
Oceanic so ci ety. An ex am ple was PRO LE FEED, mean ing the rub bishy en- 
ter tain ment and spu ri ous news which the Party handed out to the masses.
Other words, again, were am biva lent, hav ing the con no ta tion ‘good’ when
ap plied to the Party and ‘bad’ when ap plied to its en e mies. But in ad di tion
there were great num bers of words which at �rst sight ap peared to be mere
ab bre vi a tions and which de rived their ide o log i cal colour not from their
mean ing, but from their struc ture.

So far as it could be con trived, ev ery thing that had or might have po lit i cal
sig ni�  cance of any kind was �t ted into the B vo cab u lary. �e name of ev ery
or ga ni za tion, or body of peo ple, or doc trine, or coun try, or in sti tu tion, or
pub lic build ing, was in vari ably cut down into the fa mil iar shape; that is, a
sin gle eas ily pro nounced word with the small est num ber of syl la bles that
would pre serve the orig i nal deriva tion. In the Min istry of Truth, for ex am- 
ple, the Records De part ment, in which Win ston Smith worked, was called
RECDEP, the Fic tion De part ment was called FICDEP, the Telepro grammes
De part ment was called TELEDEP, and so on. �is was not done solely with
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the ob ject of sav ing time. Even in the early decades of the twen ti eth cen tury,
tele scoped words and phrases had been one of the char ac ter is tic fea tures of
po lit i cal lan guage; and it had been no ticed that the ten dency to use ab bre vi- 
a tions of this kind was most marked in to tal i tar ian coun tries and to tal i tar ian
or ga ni za tions. Ex am ples were such words as NAZI, GESTAPO, COM- 
INTERN, IN PRE CORR, AG IT PROP. In the be gin ning the prac tice had
been adopted as it were in stinc tively, but in Newspeak it was used with a
con scious pur pose. It was per ceived that in thus ab bre vi at ing a name one
nar rowed and sub tly al tered its mean ing, by cut ting out most of the as so ci a- 
tions that would oth er wise cling to it. �e words COM MU NIST IN TER NA- 
TIONAL, for in stance, call up a com pos ite pic ture of uni ver sal hu man
broth er hood, red �ags, bar ri cades, Karl Marx, and the Paris Com mune. �e
word COM INTERN, on the other hand, sug gests merely a tightly-knit or ga- 
ni za tion and a well-de �ned body of doc trine. It refers to some thing al most
as eas ily rec og nized, and as lim ited in pur pose, as a chair or a ta ble. COM- 
INTERN is a word that can be ut tered al most with out tak ing thought,
whereas COM MU NIST IN TER NA TIONAL is a phrase over which one is
obliged to linger at least mo men tar ily. In the same way, the as so ci a tions
called up by a word like MINI TRUE are fewer and more con trol lable than
those called up by MIN ISTRY OF TRUTH. �is ac counted not only for the
habit of ab bre vi at ing when ever pos si ble, but also for the al most ex ag ger ated
care that was taken to make ev ery word eas ily pro nounce able.

In Newspeak, eu phony out weighed ev ery con sid er a tion other than ex ac ti- 
tude of mean ing. Reg u lar ity of gram mar was al ways sac ri �ced to it when it
seemed nec es sary. And rightly so, since what was re quired, above all for po- 
lit i cal pur poses, was short clipped words of un mis tak able mean ing which
could be ut tered rapidly and which roused the min i mum of echoes in the
speaker’s mind. �e words of the B vo cab u lary even gained in force from the
fact that nearly all of them were very much alike. Al most in vari ably these
words—GOOD THINK, MINI PAX, PRO LE FEED, SEX CRIME, JOY CAMP,
IN G SOC, BEL LYFEEL, THINKPOL, and count less oth ers—were words of
two or three syl la bles, with the stress dis trib uted equally be tween the �rst
syl la ble and the last. �e use of them en cour aged a gab bling style of speech,
at once stac cato and mo not o nous. And this was ex actly what was aimed at.
�e in ten tion was to make speech, and es pe cially speech on any sub ject not
ide o log i cally neu tral, as nearly as pos si ble in de pen dent of con scious ness.
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For the pur poses of ev ery day life it was no doubt nec es sary, or some times
nec es sary, to re �ect be fore speak ing, but a Party mem ber called upon to
make a po lit i cal or eth i cal judge ment should be able to spray forth the cor- 
rect opin ions as au to mat i cally as a ma chine gun spray ing forth bul lets. His
train ing �t ted him to do this, the lan guage gave him an al most fool proof in- 
stru ment, and the tex ture of the words, with their harsh sound and a cer tain
wil ful ug li ness which was in ac cord with the spirit of In g soc, as sisted the
process still fur ther.

So did the fact of hav ing very few words to choose from. Rel a tive to our
own, the Newspeak vo cab u lary was tiny, and new ways of re duc ing it were
con stantly be ing de vised. Newspeak, in deed, di� ered from most all other
lan guages in that its vo cab u lary grew smaller in stead of larger ev ery year.
Each re duc tion was a gain, since the smaller the area of choice, the smaller
the temp ta tion to take thought. Ul ti mately it was hoped to make ar tic u late
speech is sue from the lar ynx with out in volv ing the higher brain cen tres at
all. �is aim was frankly ad mit ted in the Newspeak word DUCK S PEAK,
mean ing ‘to quack like a duck’. Like var i ous other words in the B vo cab u lary,
DUCK S PEAK was am biva lent in mean ing. Pro vided that the opin ions
which were quacked out were or tho dox ones, it im plied noth ing but praise,
and when ‘�e Times’ re ferred to one of the or a tors of the Party as a DOU- 
BLE PLUS GOOD DUCK S PEAKER it was pay ing a warm and val ued com- 
pli ment.

THE C VO CAB U LARY. �e C vo cab u lary was sup ple men tary to the oth- 
ers and con sisted en tirely of sci en ti�c and tech ni cal terms. �ese re sem bled
the sci en ti�c terms in use to day, and were con structed from the same roots,
but the usual care was taken to de �ne them rigidly and strip them of un de- 
sir able mean ings. �ey fol lowed the same gram mat i cal rules as the words in
the other two vo cab u lar ies. Very few of the C words had any cur rency ei ther
in ev ery day speech or in po lit i cal speech. Any sci en ti�c worker or tech ni- 
cian could �nd all the words he needed in the list de voted to his own spe- 
cial ity, but he sel dom had more than a smat ter ing of the words oc cur ring in
the other lists. Only a very few words were com mon to all lists, and there
was no vo cab u lary ex press ing the func tion of Sci ence as a habit of mind, or a
method of thought, ir re spec tive of its par tic u lar branches. �ere was, in- 
deed, no word for ‘Sci ence’, any mean ing that it could pos si bly bear be ing al- 
ready su�  ciently cov ered by the word IN G SOC.
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From the fore go ing ac count it will be seen that in Newspeak the ex pres sion
of un ortho dox opin ions, above a very low level, was well-nigh im pos si ble. It
was of course pos si ble to ut ter here sies of a very crude kind, a species of
blas phemy. It would have been pos si ble, for ex am ple, to say BIG BROTHER
IS UN GOOD. But this state ment, which to an or tho dox ear merely con- 
veyed a self-ev i dent ab sur dity, could not have been sus tained by rea soned
ar gu ment, be cause the nec es sary words were not avail able. Ideas in im i cal to
In g soc could only be en ter tained in a vague word less form, and could only
be named in very broad terms which lumped to gether and con demned
whole groups of here sies with out de�n ing them in do ing so. One could, in
fact, only use Newspeak for un ortho dox pur poses by il le git i mately trans lat- 
ing some of the words back into Old speak. For ex am ple, ALL MANS ARE
EQUAL was a pos si ble Newspeak sen tence, but only in the same sense in
which ALL MEN ARE RED HAIRED is a pos si ble Old speak sen tence. It did
not con tain a gram mat i cal er ror, but it ex pressed a pal pa ble un truth—i.e.
that all men are of equal size, weight, or strength. �e con cept of po lit i cal
equal ity no longer ex isted, and this sec ondary mean ing had ac cord ingly
been purged out of the word EQUAL. In 1984, when Old speak was still the
nor mal means of com mu ni ca tion, the dan ger the o ret i cally ex isted that in
us ing Newspeak words one might re mem ber their orig i nal mean ings. In
prac tice it was not di�  cult for any per son well grounded in DOU BLE- 
THINK to avoid do ing this, but within a cou ple of gen er a tions even the pos- 
si bil ity of such a lapse would have vaished. A per son grow ing up with
Newspeak as his sole lan guage would no more know that EQUAL had once
had the sec ondary mean ing of ‘po lit i cally equal’, or that FREE had once
meant ‘in tel lec tu ally free’, than for in stance, a per son who had never heard
of chess would be aware of the sec ondary mean ings at tach ing to QUEEN
and ROOK. �ere would be many crimes and er rors which it would be be- 
yond his power to com mit, sim ply be cause they were name less and there fore
unimag in able. And it was to be fore seen that with the pas sage of time the
dis tin guish ing char ac ter is tics of Newspeak would be come more and more
pro nounced—its words grow ing fewer and fewer, their mean ings more and
more rigid, and the chance of putting them to im proper uses al ways di min- 
ish ing.

When Old speak had been once and for all su per seded, the last link with
the past would have been sev ered. His tory had al ready been rewrit ten, but
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frag ments of the lit er a ture of the past sur vived here and there, im per fectly
cen sored, and so long as one re tained one’s knowl edge of Old speak it was
pos si ble to read them. In the fu ture such frag ments, even if they chanced to
sur vive, would be un in tel li gi ble and un trans lat able. It was im pos si ble to
trans late any pas sage of Old speak into Newspeak un less it ei ther re ferred to
some tech ni cal process or some very sim ple ev ery day ac tion, or was al ready
or tho dox (GOOD THINK FUL would be the Newspeak ex pres sion) in ten- 
dency. In prac tice this meant that no book writ ten be fore ap prox i mately
1960 could be trans lated as a whole. Pre-rev o lu tion ary lit er a ture could only
be sub jected to ide o log i cal trans la tion—that is, al ter ation in sense as well as
lan guage. Take for ex am ple the well-known pas sage from the Dec la ra tion of
In de pen dence:

WE HOLD THESE TRUTHS TO BE SELF-EV I DENT, THAT ALL MEN ARE CRE -

ATED EQUAL, THAT THEY ARE EN DOWED BY THEIR CRE ATOR WITH CER -

TAIN IN ALIEN ABLE RIGHTS, THAT AMONG THESE ARE LIFE, LIB ERTY, AND

THE PUR SUIT OF HAP PI NESS. THAT TO SE CURE THESE RIGHTS, GOV ERN -

MENTS ARE IN STI TUTED AMONG MEN, DE RIV ING THEIR POW ERS FROM
THE CON SENT OF THE GOV ERNED. THAT WHEN EVER ANY FORM OF GOV -

ERN MENT BE COMES DE STRUC TIVE OF THOSE ENDS, IT IS THE RIGHT OF

THE PEO PLE TO AL TER OR ABOL ISH IT, AND TO IN STI TUTE NEW GOV ERN -

MENT...

It would have been quite im pos si ble to ren der this into Newspeak while
keep ing to the sense of the orig i nal. �e near est one could come to do ing so
would be to swal low the whole pas sage up in the sin gle word CRIME- 
THINK. A full trans la tion could only be an ide o log i cal trans la tion, whereby
Je� er son’s words would be changed into a pan e gyric on ab so lute gov ern- 
ment.

A good deal of the lit er a ture of the past was, in deed, al ready be ing trans- 
formed in this way. Con sid er a tions of pres tige made it de sir able to pre serve
the mem ory of cer tain his tor i cal �g ures, while at the same time bring ing
their achieve ments into line with the phi los o phy of In g soc. Var i ous writ ers,
such as Shake speare, Mil ton, Swi�, By ron, Dick ens, and some oth ers were
there fore in process of trans la tion: when the task had been com pleted, their
orig i nal writ ings, with all else that sur vived of the lit er a ture of the past,
would be de stroyed. �ese trans la tions were a slow and di�  cult busi ness,



256

and it was not ex pected that they would be �n ished be fore the �rst or sec- 
ond decade of the twenty-�rst cen tury. �ere were also large quan ti ties of
merely util i tar ian lit er a ture—in dis pens able tech ni cal man u als, and the like
—that had to be treated in the same way. It was chie�y in or der to al low time
for the pre lim i nary work of trans la tion that the � nal adop tion of Newspeak
had been �xed for so late a date as 2050.
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