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Title: Ni net een ei ghty-four

Aut hor : George Orwell (pseudonym of Eric Blair) (1903-1950)

PART ONE

Chapter 1

It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking thirteen.

Wnston Smith, his chin nuzzled into his breast in an effort to escape the
vile wind, slipped quickly through the glass doors of Victory Mansions,

t hough not quickly enough to prevent a swirl of gritty dust fromentering
along with him
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The hal lway snelt of boiled cabbage and old rag nats. At one end of it a
col oured poster, too large for indoor display, had been tacked to the wall
It depicted sinply an enornobus face, nore than a netre wi de: the face of a
man of about forty-five, with a heavy bl ack nmoustache and ruggedl y handsone
features. Wnston made for the stairs. It was no use trying the lift. Even
at the best of times it was sel domworking, and at present the electric
current was cut off during daylight hours. It was part of the econony drive
in preparation for Hate Week. The flat was seven flights up, and W nston,
who was thirty-nine and had a varicose ul cer above his right ankle, went
slowy, resting several tinmes on the way. On each | andi ng, opposite the
lift-shaft, the poster with the enornous face gazed fromthe wall. It was
one of those pictures which are so contrived that the eyes foll ow you about
when you nove. BI G BROTHER | S WATCHI NG YQU, the caption beneath it ran.

Inside the flat a fruity voice was reading out a list of figures which had
something to do with the production of pig-iron. The voice cane from an
obl ong nmetal plaque like a dulled mrror which formed part of the surface
of the right-hand wall. Wnston turned a switch and the voi ce sank
somewhat, though the words were still distinguishable. The instrunent
(the telescreen, it was called) could be dimred, but there was no way of
shutting it off conpletely. He noved over to the window a smallish, frai
figure, the meagreness of his body nerely enphasized by the blue overalls
which were the uniformof the party. H's hair was very fair, his face
natural |y sangui ne, his skin roughened by coarse soap and blunt razor

bl ades and the cold of the winter that had just ended.

Qut si de, even through the shut w ndow pane, the world | ooked cold. Down in
the street little eddies of wind were whirling dust and torn paper into
spirals, and though the sun was shining and the sky a harsh blue, there
seened to be no colour in anything, except the posters that were plastered
everywhere. The bl acknmoustachi o'd face gazed down from every comandi ng
corner. There was one on the house-front i mediately opposite. Bl G BROTHER
I'S WATCHI NG YQU, the caption said, while the dark eyes | ooked deep into
Wnston's own. Down at street |evel another poster, torn at one corner,
flapped fitfully in the wind, alternately covering and uncovering the
single word INGSCC. In the far distance a helicopter skimmed down between
the roofs, hovered for an instant |like a bluebottle, and darted away again
with a curving flight. It was the police patrol, snooping into people's

wi ndows. The patrols did not matter, however. Only the Thought Police
mat t er ed.

Behi nd Wnston's back the voice fromthe tel escreen was still babbling away
about pig-iron and the overful filment of the Ninth Three-Year Plan. The

tel escreen received and transmtted simnultaneously. Any sound that Wnston
made, above the level of a very | ow whisper, would be picked up by it,
nmoreover, so long as he remained within the field of vision which the netal
pl aque conmmanded, he coul d be seen as well as heard. There was of course

no way of know ng whether you were being watched at any given nonent. How
often, or on what system the Thought Police plugged in on any individua
wire was guesswork. It was even conceivabl e that they watched everybody al
the tinme. But at any rate they could plug in your wire whenever they wanted
to. You had to live--did live, fromhabit that became instinct--in the
assunption that every sound you made was overheard, and, except in
darkness, every novenent scrutinized

W nston kept his back turned to the telescreen. It was safer, though, as he
wel | knew, even a back can be revealing. A kilonetre away the Mnistry of
Truth, his place of work, towered vast and white above the grimy |andscape.
This, he thought with a sort of vague distaste--this was London, chi ef

city of Airstrip One, itself the third nost popul ous of the provinces of
Cceania. He tried to squeeze out sonme chil dhood menory that should tell him
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whet her London had al ways been quite like this. Wre there always these
vistas of rotting nineteenth-century houses, their sides shored up with
baul ks of tinber, their w ndows patched with cardboard and their roofs
with corrugated iron, their crazy garden walls sagging in all directions?
And the bonbed sites where the plaster dust swirled in the air and the
will ow herb straggl ed over the heaps of rubble; and the places where the
bonbs had cleared a | arger patch and there had sprung up sordid col onies
of wooden dwel lings |ike chicken-houses? But it was no use, he could not
remenber: nothing remai ned of his childhood except a series of bright-lit
tabl eaux occurring agai nst no background and nostly unintelligible.

The Mnistry of Truth--Mnitrue, in Newspeak [ Newspeak was the officia

| anguage of Cceania. For an account of its structure and etymnol ogy see
Appendi x.]--was startlingly different fromany other object in sight. It
was an enornous pyramidal structure of glittering white concrete, soaring
up, terrace after terrace, 300 netres into the air. From where W nston
stood it was just possible to read, picked out onits white face in

el egant lettering, the three slogans of the Party:

WAR | S PEACE
FREEDOM | S SLAVERY
| GNORANCE | S STRENGTH

The Mnistry of Truth contained, it was said, three thousand roons above
ground | evel, and correspondi ng ram fications bel ow Scattered about London
there were just three other buildings of simlar appearance and size. So
conpletely did they dwarf the surrounding architecture that fromthe roof
of Victory Mansions you could see all four of them sinultaneously. They
were the hones of the four Mnistries between which the entire apparatus

of governnent was divided. The Mnistry of Truth, which concerned itself
with news, entertainnment, education, and the fine arts. The Mnistry of
Peace, which concerned itself with war. The Mnistry of Love, which

mai ntai ned | aw and order. And the Mnistry of Plenty, which was responsible
for economc affairs. Their names, in Newspeak: Mnitrue, Mnipax, Mniluv,
and M niplenty.

The M nistry of Love was the really frightening one. There were no w ndows
init at all. Wnston had never been inside the Mnistry of Love, nor
within half a kilonmetre of it. It was a place inpossible to enter except
on official business, and then only by penetrating through a naze of
barbed-wi re entangl enments, steel doors, and hidden nmachi ne-gun nests. Even
the streets leading up to its outer barriers were roaned by gorilla-faced
guards in black uniforns, armed with jointed truncheons.

Wnston turned round abruptly. He had set his features into the
expression of quiet optimsmwhich it was advi sable to wear when facing
the tel escreen. He crossed the roominto the tiny kitchen. By |eaving
the Mnistry at this time of day he had sacrificed his lunch in the
canteen, and he was aware that there was no food in the kitchen except
a hunk of dark-col oured bread which had got to be saved for tonmorrow s
breakfast. He took down fromthe shelf a bottle of colourless liquid
with a plain white [ abel marked VICTORY G N. It gave off a sickly, oily
snell, as of Chinese rice-spirit. Wnston poured out nearly a teacupful,
nerved hinmself for a shock, and gulped it down |ike a dose of nedicine.

Instantly his face turned scarlet and the water ran out of his eyes. The
stuff was like nitric acid, and noreover, in swallowing it one had the
sensation of being hit on the back of the head with a rubber club. The
next nonent, however, the burning in his belly died down and the world
began to | ook nore cheerful. He took a cigarette froma crunpl ed packet
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mar ked VI CTORY Cl GARETTES and i ncautiously held it upright, whereupon the
tobacco fell out on to the floor. Wth the next he was nore successful

He went back to the living-roomand sat down at a small table that stood
to the left of the telescreen. Fromthe table drawer he took out a

penhol der, a bottle of ink, and a thick, quarto-sized blank book with a
red back and a narbl ed cover.

For some reason the telescreen in the living-roomwas in an unusua
position. Instead of being placed, as was normal, in the end wall, where
it could cormand the whole room it was in the | onger wall, opposite the
wi ndow. To one side of it there was a shall ow al cove in which Wnston

was now sitting, and which, when the flats were built, had probably been
i ntended to hol d bookshelves. By sitting in the al cove, and keeping well
back, Wnston was able to remain outside the range of the tel escreen, so
far as sight went. He could be heard, of course, but so |long as he stayed
in his present position he could not be seen. It was partly the unusua
geography of the roomthat had suggested to himthe thing that he was now
about to do.

But it had al so been suggested by the book that he had just taken out of
the drawer. It was a peculiarly beautiful book. Its snmooth creany paper,
alittle yellowed by age, was of a kind that had not been manufactured for
at least forty years past. He coul d guess, however, that the book was nuch
ol der than that. He had seen it lying in the window of a frowsy little
junk-shop in a slummy quarter of the town (just what quarter he did not

now renmenber) and had been stricken i medi ately by an overwhel mi ng desire
to possess it. Party nenbers were supposed not to go into ordinary shops
('dealing on the free market', it was called), but the rule was not
strictly kept, because there were various things, such as shoel aces and
razor bl ades, which it was inpossible to get hold of in any other way. He
had gi ven a quick glance up and down the street and then had slipped inside
and bought the book for two dollars fifty. At the tinme he was not conscious
of wanting it for any particular purpose. He had carried it guiltily hone
in his briefcase. Even with nothing witten in it, it was a conpronmi sing
possessi on.

The thing that he was about to do was to open a diary. This was not illega
(nothing was illegal, since there were no |longer any laws), but if detected
it was reasonably certain that it would be punished by death, or at |east
by twenty-five years in a forced-|abour canp. Wnston fitted a nib into

t he penhol der and sucked it to get the grease off. The pen was an archaic
i nstrunment, seldom used even for signatures, and he had procured one,
furtively and with sone difficulty, sinply because of a feeling that the
beautiful creany paper deserved to be witten on with a real nib instead
of being scratched with an ink-pencil. Actually he was not used to witing
by hand. Apart fromvery short notes, it was usual to dictate everything
into the speak-write which was of course inpossible for his present

pur pose. He dipped the pen into the ink and then faltered for just a
second. A trenor had gone through his bowels. To nark the paper was the
decisive act. In small clunsy letters he wote:

April 4th, 1984.

He sat back. A sense of conplete hel pl essness had descended upon him To
begin with, he did not knowwith any certainty that this was 1984. It
must be round about that date, since he was fairly sure that his age was
thirty-nine, and he believed that he had been born in 1944 or 1945; but
it was never possible nowadays to pin down any date within a year or two.

For whom it suddenly occurred to himto wonder, was he witing this diary?
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For the future, for the unborn. Hs mnd hovered for a nonent round the
doubtful date on the page, and then fetched up with a bunp agai nst the
Newspeak word DOUBLETHI NK. For the first tine the magni tude of what he had
undertaken came home to him How could you comunicate with the future? It
was of its nature inpossible. Either the future would resenbl e the present,
in which case it would not listen to him or it would be different fromit,
and his predi canment woul d be neani ngl ess.

For some time he sat gazing stupidly at the paper. The tel escreen had
changed over to strident military nmusic. It was curious that he seened
not nerely to have | ost the power of expressing himself, but even to have
forgotten what it was that he had originally intended to say. For weeks
past he had been making ready for this nmonent, and it had never crossed
his mnd that anything woul d be needed except courage. The actual witing
woul d be easy. Al he had to do was to transfer to paper the interninable
restl ess nonol ogue that had been running inside his head, literally for
years. At this nmoment, however, even the nonol ogue had dried up. Mreover
his varicose ul cer had begun itching unbearably. He dared not scratch it,
because if he did so it always becane inflamed. The seconds were ticking
by. He was consci ous of nothing except the bl ankness of the page in front
of him the itching of the skin above his ankle, the blaring of the nusic,
and a slight booziness caused by the gin.

Suddenly he began witing in sheer panic, only inperfectly aware of what
he was setting down. His snall but childish handwiting straggled up and
down the page, shedding first its capital letters and finally even its
full stops:

April 4th, 1984. Last night to the flicks. Al war filnms. One very good
one of a ship full of refugees bei ng bonrbed somewhere in the Mediterranean
Audi ence much armused by shots of a great huge fat nman trying to sw m away
with a helicopter after him first you saw himwall owi ng along in the
water |ike a porpoise, then you saw himthrough the helicopters gunsights,
then he was full of holes and the sea round himturned pink and he sank as
suddenly as though the holes had let in the water, audience shouting with
| aught er when he sank. then you saw a lifeboat full of children with a
hel i copter hovering over it. there was a m ddl e-aged woman m ght have been
a jewess sitting up in the bowwith a little boy about three years old in
her arms. little boy screanming with fright and hiding his head between her
breasts as if he was trying to burrow right into her and the woman putting
her arms round himand conforting himalthough she was blue with fright
herself, all the time covering himup as much as possible as if she thought
her arms could keep the bullets off him then the helicopter planted a 20
kilo bonb in among themterrific flash and the boat went all to natchwood
then there was a wonderful shot of a child s armgoing up up up right up
into the air a helicopter with a canera in its nose must have followed it
up and there was a | ot of applause fromthe party seats but a wonman down in
the prole part of the house suddenly started kicking up a fuss and shouting
they didnt oughter of showed it not in front of kids they didnt it aint
right not in front of kids it aint until the police turned her turned her
out i dont suppose anythi ng happened to her nobody cares what the proles
say typical prole reaction they never----

W nston stopped witing, partly because he was suffering fromcranp. He did
not know what had made hi m pour out this stream of rubbish. But the curious
thing was that while he was doing so a totally different nmenory had
clarified itself in his mnd, to the point where he alnpost felt equal to
witing it down. It was, he now realized, because of this other incident
that he had suddenly decided to cone honme and begin the diary today.
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It had happened that norning at the Mnistry, if anything so nebul ous could
be said to happen.

It was nearly el even hundred, and in the Records Departnent, where W nston
wor ked, they were dragging the chairs out of the cubicles and groupi ng them
in the centre of the hall opposite the big telescreen, in preparation for
the Two M nutes Hate. Wnston was just taking his place in one of the

m ddl e rows when two peopl e whom he knew by sight, but had never spoken

to, cane unexpectedly into the room One of themwas a girl whom he often
passed in the corridors. He did not know her name, but he knew that she
worked in the Fiction Department. Presumably--since he had sonetimes seen
her with oily hands and carrying a spanner--she had some nechanical job

on one of the novel-witing machi nes. She was a bol d-1ooking girl, of

about twenty-seven, with thick hair, a freckled face, and swift, athletic
movenents. A narrow scarlet sash, enblem of the Junior Anti-Sex League, was
wound several tines round the waist of her overalls, just tightly enough to
bring out the shapeliness of her hips. Wnston had disliked her fromthe
very first nonent of seeing her. He knew the reason. It was because of the
at mosphere of hockey-fields and cold baths and community hi kes and genera
cl ean- m ndedness whi ch she nanaged to carry about with her. He disliked
nearly all women, and especially the young and pretty ones. It was al ways
the wonen, and above all the young ones, who were the nost bigoted
adherents of the Party, the swallowers of slogans, the amateur spies and
nosers-out of unorthodoxy. But this particular girl gave himthe inpression
of being nore dangerous than nost. Once when they passed in the corridor
she gave hima quick sidelong glance which seemed to pierce right into
himand for a nmonent had filled himw th black terror. The idea had even
crossed his nmind that she m ght be an agent of the Thought Police. That,

it was true, was very unlikely. Still, he continued to feel a peculiar
uneasi ness, which had fear mxed up in it as well as hostility, whenever
she was anywhere near him

The ot her person was a man nanmed O Brien, a nenber of the Inner Party and
hol der of sonme post so inportant and renote that Wnston had only a dim
idea of its nature. A nonentary hush passed over the group of people

round the chairs as they saw the bl ack overalls of an Inner Party nenber
approaching. OBrien was a large, burly man with a thick neck and a coarse,
hunorous, brutal face. In spite of his form dabl e appearance he had a
certain charmof nanner. He had a trick of resettling his spectacles on

hi s nose which was curiously disarnm ng--in sonme indefinable way, curiously
civilized. It was a gesture which, if anyone had still thought in such
terns, mght have recalled an ei ghteenth-century nobl eman offering his
snuf f box. Wnston had seen O Brien perhaps a dozen tines in al nost as many
years. He felt deeply drawn to him and not solely because he was intrigued
by the contrast between O Brien's urbane nmanner and his prize-fighter's
physi que. Much nore it was because of a secretly held belief--or perhaps
not even a belief, nmerely a hope--that OBrien's political orthodoxy was
not perfect. Sonething in his face suggested it irresistibly. And again,
perhaps it was not even unorthodoxy that was witten in his face, but
simply intelligence. But at any rate he had the appearance of being a
person that you could talk to if sonmehow you could cheat the tel escreen and
get himalone. Wnston had never nade the snallest effort to verify this
guess: indeed, there was no way of doing so. At this nonment O Brien gl anced
at his wist-watch, saw that it was nearly el even hundred, and evidently
decided to stay in the Records Departnment until the Two M nutes Hate was
over. He took a chair in the sanme row as Wnston, a couple of places away.
A smal |, sandy-haired wonan who worked in the next cubicle to Wnston was
between them The girl with dark hair was sitting i mmedi ately behind.

The next nonent a hideous, grinding speech, as of sonme nonstrous nachine
running without oil, burst fromthe big telescreen at the end of the room
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It was a noise that set one's teeth on edge and bristled the hair at the
back of one's neck. The Hate had started.

As usual, the face of Emmanuel Coldstein, the Eneny of the People, had
flashed on to the screen. There were hisses here and there anong the

audi ence. The little sandy-haired woman gave a squeak of mngled fear and
di sgust. Gol dstein was the renegade and backsli der who once, |ong ago
(how | ong ago, nobody quite renenbered), had been one of the |eading
figures of the Party, alnbst on a level with Big Brother hinself, and
then had engaged in counter-revolutionary activities, had been condemed
to death, and had nysteriously escaped and di sappeared. The progranmnes

of the Two M nutes Hate varied fromday to day, but there was none in

whi ch Gol dstein was not the principal figure. He was the primal traitor,
the earliest defiler of the Party's purity. Al subsequent crinmes against
the Party, all treacheries, acts of sabotage, heresies, deviations,
sprang directly out of his teaching. Somewhere or other he was stil

alive and hatching his conspiracies: perhaps somewhere beyond the sea,
under the protection of his foreign paymasters, perhaps even--so it was
occasional ly rumoured--in some hiding-place in Cceania itself.

Wnston's di aphragm was constricted. He could never see the face of

Gol dstein without a painful nmixture of enptions. It was a | ean Jew sh face,
with a great fuzzy aureole of white hair and a small goatee beard--a

clever face, and yet sonehow i nherently despicable, with a kind of senile
silliness in the long thin nose, near the end of which a pair of spectacles
was perched. It resenbled the face of a sheep, and the voice, too, had a
sheep-like quality. Goldstein was delivering his usual venonbus attack
upon the doctrines of the Party--an attack so exaggerated and perverse that
a child should have been able to see through it, and yet just plausible
enough to fill one with an alarned feeling that other people, |ess

| evel - headed than oneself, mght be taken in by it. He was abusing Big

Brot her, he was denouncing the dictatorship of the Party, he was demandi ng
the i medi ate concl usion of peace with Eurasia, he was advocating freedom
of speech, freedom of the Press, freedom of assenbly, freedom of thought,
he was crying hysterically that the revolution had been betrayed--and all
this in rapid polysyllabic speech which was a sort of parody of the

habi tual style of the orators of the Party, and even contai ned Newspeak
words: nore Newspeak words, indeed, than any Party nmenber would nornally
use inreal life. And all the while, |lest one should be in any doubt as to
the reality which Goldstein's specious claptrap covered, behind his head on
the tel escreen there marched the endl ess columms of the Eurasian arnmny--row
after row of solid-looking nmen with expressionless Asiatic faces, who swam
up to the surface of the screen and vani shed, to be replaced by others
exactly simlar. The dull rhythmc tranp of the soldiers' boots forned the
background to Goldstein's bleating voice.

Bef ore the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncontrollable

excl amations of rage were breaking out fromhalf the people in the room
The sel f-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying power
of the Eurasian army behind it, were too nmuch to be borne: besides,

the sight or even the thought of Col dstein produced fear and anger
automatically. He was an object of hatred nore constant than either Eurasia
or Eastasia, since when Cceania was at war with one of these Powers it was
generally at peace with the other. But what was strange was that although
Col dstein was hated and despi sed by everybody, although every day and a
thousand tines a day, on platforns, on the tel escreen, in newspapers,

in books, his theories were refuted, snmashed, ridiculed, held up to the
general gaze for the pitiful rubbish that they were--in spite of all this,
his influence never seened to grow |l ess. Always there were fresh dupes
waiting to be seduced by him A day never passed when spies and saboteurs
acting under his directions were not unmasked by the Thought Poli ce.
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He was the conmander of a vast shadowy arny, an underground network of
conspirators dedicated to the overthrow of the State. The Brotherhood, its
nane was supposed to be. There were al so whispered stories of a terrible
book, a conpendium of all the heresies, of which Goldstein was the author
and which circul ated clandestinely here and there. It was a book w thout a
title. People referred to it, if at all, sinply as THE BOOK. But one knew
of such things only through vague runours. Neither the Brotherhood nor

THE BOOK was a subject that any ordinary Party nmenber would nention if
there was a way of avoiding it.

Inits second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were | eaping up and
down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort
to drown the maddeni ng bl eating voice that cane fromthe screen. The little
sandy- hai red woman had turned bright pink, and her nouth was openi ng and
shutting like that of a |anded fish. Even O Brien's heavy face was fl ushed.
He was sitting very straight in his chair, his powerful chest swelling and
qui vering as though he were standing up to the assault of a wave. The
dark-haired girl behind Wnston had begun crying out 'Swi ne! Sw ne! Sw ne!
and suddenly she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the
screen. It struck Goldstein's nose and bounced off; the voice continued

i nexorably. In a lucid nonent Wnston found that he was shouting with the
others and kicking his heel violently against the rung of his chair. The
horri bl e thing about the Two M nutes Hate was not that one was obliged to
act a part, but, on the contrary, that it was inpossible to avoid joining
in. Wthin thirty seconds any pretence was al ways unnecessary. A hi deous

ecstasy of fear and vindictiveness, a desire to kill, to torture, to smash
faces in with a sl edge-hamer, seened to flow through the whol e group of
people like an electric current, turning one even against one's will into

a grimacing, screaming lunatic. And yet the rage that one felt was an
abstract, undirected enotion which could be switched fromone object to
another like the flame of a bl ow anp. Thus, at one nmonent Wnston's hatred
was not turned against Coldstein at all, but, on the contrary, against

Big Brother, the Party, and the Thought Police; and at such nonents his
heart went out to the lonely, derided heretic on the screen, sole guardian
of truth and sanity in a world of lies. And yet the very next instant he
was at one with the people about him and all that was said of Goldstein
seemed to himto be true. At those nonents his secret |oathing of Big

Br ot her changed into adoration, and Big Brother seenmed to tower up, an
invincible, fearless protector, standing |ike a rock against the hordes

of Asia, and CGoldstein, in spite of his isolation, his hel pl essness, and
the doubt that hung about his very existence, seened |ike sone sinister
enchanter, capable by the nmere power of his voice of wecking the structure
of civilization.

It was even possible, at nmonents, to switch one's hatred this way or that
by a voluntary act. Suddenly, by the sort of violent effort with which one
wr enches one's head away fromthe pillowin a nightmare, Wnston succeeded
in transferring his hatred fromthe face on the screen to the dark-haired
girl behind him Vivid, beautiful hallucinations flashed through his n nd.
He woul d flog her to death with a rubber truncheon. He would tie her naked
to a stake and shoot her full of arrows |ike Saint Sebastian. He woul d
ravi sh her and cut her throat at the nmonent of climax. Better than before,
nmoreover, he realized WHY it was that he hated her. He hated her because
she was young and pretty and sexl ess, because he wanted to go to bed with
her and woul d never do so, because round her sweet supple waist, which
seened to ask you to encircle it with your arm there was only the odious
scarl et sash, aggressive synbol of chastity.

The Hate rose to its clinmax. The voice of Goldstein had becone an actua
sheep's bleat, and for an instant the face changed into that of a sheep
Then the sheep-face nelted into the figure of a Eurasian sol di er who seened
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to be advanci ng, huge and terrible, his sub-machine gun roaring, and
seem ng to spring out of the surface of the screen, so that sonme of the
people in the front row actually flinched backwards in their seats. But
in the sane nonent, drawing a deep sigh of relief from everybody, the
hostile figure nelted into the face of Big Brother, black-haired,

bl ack- moust achi o' d, full of power and nysterious calm and so vast that
it almobst filled up the screen. Nobody heard what Bi g Brother was saying.
It was nerely a few words of encouragenent, the sort of words that are
uttered in the din of battle, not distinguishable individually but
restoring confidence by the fact of being spoken. Then the face of Big
Brot her faded away again, and instead the three slogans of the Party stood
out in bold capitals:

WAR | S PEACE
FREEDOM | S SLAVERY
| GNORANCE |'S STRENGTH

But the face of Big Brother seened to persist for several seconds on the
screen, as though the inmpact that it had nmade on everyone's eyeballs was
too vivid to wear off immediately. The little sandy-haired woman had fl ung
herself forward over the back of the chair in front of her. Wth a

tremul ous murnur that sounded like 'My Saviour!' she extended her arns
towards the screen. Then she buried her face in her hands. It was apparent
that she was uttering a prayer.

At this nonment the entire group of people broke into a deep, slow,
rhythm cal chant of 'B-B!...B-B!'--over and over again, very slowy, with a
| ong pause between the first 'B' and the second--a heavy, murnurous sound,
sonmehow curiously savage, in the background of which one seened to hear the
stanp of naked feet and the throbbing of tomtons. For perhaps as much as
thirty seconds they kept it up. It was a refrain that was often heard in
monents of overwhelmng enotion. Partly it was a sort of hymm to the wi sdom
and najesty of Big Brother, but still nore it was an act of self-hypnosis,
a del i berate drowni ng of consciousness by neans of rhythm c noise.
Wnston's entrails seenmed to grow cold. In the Two M nutes Hate he could
not help sharing in the general delirium but this sub-human chanting of
"B-Bl...B-B!'" always filled himwith horror. O course he chanted with the
rest: it was inpossible to do otherwi se. To dissenble your feelings, to
control your face, to do what everyone el se was doing, was an instinctive
reaction. But there was a space of a couple of seconds during which the
expression of his eyes mght conceivably have betrayed him And it was
exactly at this nmonent that the significant thing happened--if, indeed,

it did happen.

Monentarily he caught O Brien's eye. O Brien had stood up. He had taken
of f his spectacles and was in the act of resettling themon his nose with
his characteristic gesture. But there was a fraction of a second when
their eyes net, and for as long as it took to happen W nston knew -yes, he
KNEW --that O Brien was thinking the same thing as hinmself. An unni stakabl e
message had passed. It was as though their two mnds had opened and the

t houghts were flowing fromone into the other through their eyes. 'I am
with you," OBrien seenmed to be saying to him 'l know precisely what you
are feeling. | know all about your contenpt, your hatred, your disgust.

But don't worry, | amon your side!' And then the flash of intelligence
was gone, and O Brien's face was as inscrutable as everybody el se's.

That was all, and he was already uncertain whether it had happened. Such
i ncidents never had any sequel. Al that they did was to keep alive in him
the belief, or hope, that others besides hinmself were the enem es of the
Party. Perhaps the runmours of vast underground conspiracies were true after
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all --perhaps the Brotherhood really existed! It was inpossible, in spite

of the endless arrests and confessions and executions, to be sure that the
Br ot herhood was not sinply a nyth. Some days he believed in it, some days
not. There was no evidence, only fleeting glinpses that mnight mean anything
or nothing: snatches of overheard conversation, faint scribbles on |avatory
wal | s--once, even, when two strangers net, a snall novenent of the hand

whi ch had | ooked as though it might be a signal of recognition. It was al
guesswork: very likely he had inmagi ned everything. He had gone back to his
cubicle without |ooking at O Brien again. The idea of following up their
monentary contact hardly crossed his nmind. It would have been inconceivably
dangerous even if he had known how to set about doing it. For a second, two
seconds, they had exchanged an equivocal glance, and that was the end of
the story. But even that was a nenorable event, in the |ocked |loneliness in
whi ch one had to live

W nston roused hinmself and sat up straighter. He let out a belch. The gin
was rising fromhis stomach.

Hi s eyes re-focused on the page. He discovered that while he sat hel plessly
musi ng he had al so been witing, as though by automatic action. And it was
no |l onger the sane cranped, awkward handwiting as before. H's pen had slid
vol upt uously over the snooth paper, printing in large neat capitals--

DOMN W TH Bl G BROTHER
DOMN W TH Bl G BROTHER
DOMN W TH Bl G BROTHER
DOMN W TH Bl G BROTHER
DOMN W TH Bl G BROTHER

over and over again, filling half a page.

He could not help feeling a twinge of panic. It was absurd, since the
witing of those particular words was not nore dangerous than the initial
act of opening the diary, but for a monent he was tenpted to tear out the
spoi | ed pages and abandon the enterprise altogether.

He did not do so, however, because he knew that it was usel ess. Wether he
wote DOAWN WTH Bl G BROTHER, or whether he refrained fromwiting it, made
no difference. Whether he went on with the diary, or whether he did not go
on with it, nmade no difference. The Thought Police would get himjust the
sane. He had committed--would still have committed, even if he had never
set pen to paper--the essential crine that contained all others in itself.
Thoughtcrine, they called it. Thoughtcrine was not a thing that could be
conceal ed for ever. You m ght dodge successfully for a while, even for
years, but sooner or |ater they were bound to get you

It was always at night--the arrests invariably happened at night. The
sudden jerk out of sleep, the rough hand shaki ng your shoul der, the lights
glaring in your eyes, the ring of hard faces round the bed. In the vast
majority of cases there was no trial, no report of the arrest. People
sinply di sappeared, always during the night. Your name was renoved fromthe
regi sters, every record of everything you had ever done was w ped out, your
one-tine existence was deni ed and then forgotten. You were abolished,
anni hil ated: VAPORI ZED was t he usual word.

For a monent he was seized by a kind of hysteria. He began witing in a
hurried untidy scraw :

theyll shoot ne i don't care theyll shoot ne in the back of the neck i
dont care down with big brother they always shoot you in the back of the
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neck i dont care down with big brother----

He sat back in his chair, slightly ashaned of hinmself, and |laid down
the pen. The next nmonment he started violently. There was a knocking at
t he door.

Al ready! He sat as still as a nouse, in the futile hope that whoever it was
m ght go away after a single attenpt. But no, the knocking was repeat ed.
The worst thing of all would be to delay. His heart was thunping like a
drum but his face, fromlong habit, was probably expressionless. He got

up and noved heavily towards the door

Chapter 2

As he put his hand to the door-knob Wnston saw that he had left the
diary open on the table. DOAWN WTH Bl G BROTHER was witten all over it,
in letters alnost big enough to be |legible across the room It was an

i nconcei vably stupid thing to have done. But, he realized, even in his
pani ¢ he had not wanted to snudge the creamny paper by shutting the book
while the ink was wet.

He drew in his breath and opened the door. Instantly a warm wave of relief
fl owed through him A colourless, crushed-I|ooking woman, with wi spy hair
and a lined face, was standi ng outside.

"Ch, conrade,' she began in a dreary, whining sort of voice, 'I thought |
heard you conme in. Do you think you could cone across and have a | ook at
our kitchen sink? It's got bl ocked up and----

It was Ms Parsons, the wi fe of a neighbour on the same floor. (' Ms' was
a word sonewhat discountenanced by the Party--you were supposed to cal
everyone 'conrade'--but with some wonen one used it instinctively.) She was
a wonan of about thirty, but |ooking much older. One had the inpression
that there was dust in the creases of her face. Wnston foll owed her down
the passage. These ammteur repair jobs were an alnost daily irritation
Victory Mansions were old flats, built in 1930 or thereabouts, and were
falling to pieces. The plaster flaked constantly fromceilings and walls,
the pipes burst in every hard frost, the roof |eaked whenever there was
snow, the heating systemwas usually running at half steamwhen it was not
cl osed down altogether fromnotives of economy. Repairs, except what you
could do for yourself, had to be sanctioned by renpte conmittees which
were liable to hold up even the nending of a wi ndow pane for two years.

"OF course it's only because Tomisn't hone,' said Ms Parsons vaguely.

The Parsons' flat was bigger than Wnston's, and dingy in a different
way. Everything had a battered, tranpled-on | ook, as though the

pl ace had just been visited by sone |arge violent aninmal. Ganes

i mpedi ment a- - hockey-sticks, boxing-gloves, a burst football, a pair of
sweaty shorts turned inside out--lay all over the floor, and on the
table there was a litter of dirty dishes and dog-eared exerci se-hbooks.
On the walls were scarlet banners of the Youth League and the Spies, and
a full-sized poster of Big Brother. There was the usual boil ed-cabbage
snmell, conmmon to the whole building, but it was shot through by a sharper
reek of sweat, which--one knewthis at the first sniff, though it was
hard to say how-was the sweat of sone person not present at the nonent.
I n another room soneone with a conb and a piece of toilet paper was
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trying to keep tune with the mlitary music which was still issuing
fromthe tel escreen.

"It's the children,' said Ms Parsons, casting a half-apprehensive gl ance
at the door. 'They haven't been out today. And of course----'

She had a habit of breaking off her sentences in the mddle. The kitchen
sink was full nearly to the brimwith filthy greeni sh water which snelt
worse than ever of cabbage. Wnston knelt down and exam ned the angl e-joint
of the pipe. He hated using his hands, and he hated bendi ng down, which was
always liable to start himcoughing. Ms Parsons | ooked on hel pl essly.

"OfF course if Tomwas honme he'd put it right in a nonment,' she said.
‘"He | oves anything like that. He's ever so good with his hands, Tomis.

Parsons was Wnston's fell owenpl oyee at the Mnistry of Truth. He was

a fattish but active man of paral ysing stupidity, a mass of inbecile

ent husi asns- - one of those compl etely unquestioni ng, devoted drudges on
whom nore even than on the Thought Police, the stability of the Party
depended. At thirty-five he had just been unwillingly evicted fromthe
Yout h League, and before graduating into the Youth League he had managed to
stay on in the Spies for a year beyond the statutory age. At the Mnistry
he was enpl oyed in sone subordi nate post for which intelligence was not
required, but on the other hand he was a | eading figure on the Sports
Conmittee and all the other committees engaged in organizing community

hi kes, spont aneous denobnstrations, savings campai gns, and voluntary
activities generally. He would informyou with quiet pride, between whiffs
of his pipe, that he had put in an appearance at the Comunity Centre every
evening for the past four years. An overpowering snell of sweat, a sort of
unconsci ous testinony to the strenuousness of his life, foll owed hi mabout
wherever he went, and even renai ned behind himafter he had gone.

'Have you got a spanner?' said Wnston, fiddling with the nut on the
angl e-j oi nt.

"A spanner,' said Ms Parsons, imediately becomng invertebrate. '|I don't
know, |'m sure. Perhaps the children----'

There was a trampling of boots and another blast on the conb as the
children charged into the living-room Ms Parsons brought the spanner.
Wnston |l et out the water and di sgustedly renoved the clot of human hair
that had bl ocked up the pipe. He cleaned his fingers as best he could in
the cold water fromthe tap and went back into the other room

"Up with your hands!' yelled a savage voi ce.

A handsone, tough-1ooki ng boy of nine had popped up from behind the table
and was nmenacing himwith a toy automatic pistol, while his snmall sister,
about two years younger, nade the same gesture with a fragnent of wood
Both of them were dressed in the blue shorts, grey shirts, and red
neckerchi efs which were the uniformof the Spies. Wnston raised his hands
above his head, but with an uneasy feeling, so vicious was the boy's
denmeanour, that it was not altogether a gane.

"You're a traitor!' yelled the boy. '"You're a thought-crimnal! You're a
Eurasian spy! 1'll shoot you, |I'll vaporize you, I'lIl send you to the salt
m nes!’

Suddenly they were both | eaping round him shouting 'Traitor!' and
"Thought-crimmnal!' the little girl imtating her brother in every
nmovenent. It was sonehow slightly frightening, |ike the ganbolling of
tiger cubs which will soon grow up into man-eaters. There was a sort of
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calculating ferocity in the boy's eye, a quite evident desire to hit or
ki ck Wnston and a consci ousness of being very nearly big enough to do so.
It was a good job it was not a real pistol he was hol ding, Wnston thought.

Ms Parsons' eyes flitted nervously fromWnston to the children, and back
again. In the better light of the living-roomhe noticed with interest
that there actually was dust in the creases of her face.

'They do get so noisy,' she said. 'They're disappointed because they
couldn't go to see the hanging, that's what it is. I'mtoo busy to take
them and Tomwon't be back fromwork in tine.'

"Wy can't we go and see the hanging? roared the boy in his huge voice.

"Want to see the hanging! Want to see the hanging!' chanted the little
girl, still capering round.

Sone Eurasian prisoners, guilty of war crines, were to be hanged in the
Park that evening, Wnston renmenbered. This happened about once a nonth,
and was a popul ar spectacle. Children always clanpbured to be taken to see
it. He took his | eave of Ms Parsons and rmade for the door. But he had not
gone six steps down the passage when sonething hit the back of his neck an
agoni zingly painful blow. It was as though a red-hot wire had been jabbed
into him He spun round just in time to see Ms Parsons draggi ng her son
back into the doorway while the boy pocketed a catapult.

'Col dstein!' bellowed the boy as the door closed on him But what nost
struck Wnston was the | ook of helpless fright on the woman's greyish face.

Back in the flat he stepped quickly past the tel escreen and sat down at the
table again, still rubbing his neck. The nmusic fromthe tel escreen had
stopped. Instead, a clipped mlitary voice was reading out, with a sort of
brutal relish, a description of the armanents of the new Floating Fortress
whi ch had just been anchored between Icel and and the Faroe | sl ands.

Wth those children, he thought, that wetched woman nust lead a life of
terror. Another year, two years, and they would be watchi ng her night

and day for synptons of unorthodoxy. Nearly all children nowadays were
horri bl e. Wat was worst of all was that by neans of such organizations as
the Spies they were systematically turned into ungovernable little savages,
and yet this produced in them no tendency whatever to rebel against the
discipline of the Party. On the contrary, they adored the Party and
everything connected with it. The songs, the processions, the banners, the
hiking, the drilling with dumry rifles, the yelling of slogans, the worship
of Big Brother--it was all a sort of glorious gane to them Al their
ferocity was turned outwards, against the enenies of the State, against
foreigners, traitors, saboteurs, thought-crimnals. It was al nost nornal
for people over thirty to be frightened of their own children. And with
good reason, for hardly a week passed in which 'The Times' did not carry

a paragraph describing how sonme eavesdropping little sneak--'child hero
was the phrase generally used--had overheard sone conproni sing remark

and denounced its parents to the Thought Poli ce.

The sting of the catapult bullet had worn off. He picked up his pen
hal f-heartedly, wondering whether he could find sonmething nore to wite
in the diary. Suddenly he began thinking of O Brien again.

Years ago--how |l ong was it? Seven years it nust be--he had dreaned that he
was wal ki ng through a pitch-dark room And soneone sitting to one side of
hi m had said as he passed: 'W shall neet in the place where there is no
darkness.' It was said very quietly, alnost casually--a statenent, not a
command. He had wal ked on w t hout pausing. Wat was curious was that at the
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time, in the dream the words had not made mnuch inpression on him It was
only later and by degrees that they had seened to take on significance. He
coul d not now renmenber whether it was before or after having the dreamthat
he had seen O Brien for the first tine, nor could he renenber when he had
first identified the voice as OBrien's. But at any rate the identification
existed. It was O Brien who had spoken to himout of the dark

W nston had never been able to feel sure--even after this norning's flash
of the eyes it was still inmpossible to be sure whether O Brien was a friend
or an eneny. Nor did it even seemto matter greatly. There was a |ink of
under st andi ng between them nore inmportant than affection or partisanship.
"W shall neet in the place where there is no darkness,' he had said.
Wnston did not know what it neant, only that in some way or another it
woul d come true

The voice fromthe tel escreen paused. A trunpet call, clear and beautiful,
floated into the stagnant air. The voice continued raspingly:

"Attention! Your attention, please! A newsflash has this nonent arrived
fromthe Mal abar front. Qur forces in South India have won a gl orious
victory. | amauthorized to say that the action we are now reporting may
well bring the war w thin measurabl e distance of its end. Here is the
newsf | ash----

Bad news com ng, thought Wnston. And sure enough, follow ng on a gory
description of the annihilation of a Eurasian arny, w th stupendous figures
of killed and prisoners, cane the announcerment that, as from next week,

the chocol ate rati on woul d be reduced fromthirty granmes to twenty.

W nston bel ched again. The gin was wearing off, |eaving a deflated feeling.
The tel escreen--perhaps to celebrate the victory, perhaps to drown the
menory of the | ost chocol ate--crashed into 'Cceania, 'tis for thee'. You
were supposed to stand to attention. However, in his present position he
was invisible.

"Cceania, 'tis for thee' gave way to lighter nmusic. Wnston wal ked over to
t he wi ndow, keeping his back to the tel escreen. The day was still cold and
clear. Sonewhere far away a rocket bonb exploded with a dull, reverberating
roar. About twenty or thirty of thema week were falling on London at
present.

Down in the street the wind flapped the torn poster to and fro, and the
word INGSOC fitfully appeared and vani shed. |Ingsoc. The sacred principles
of Ingsoc. Newspeak, doublethink, the nutability of the past. He felt as
though he were wandering in the forests of the sea bottom lost in a
monstrous worl d where he hinmself was the nonster. He was al one. The past
was dead, the future was uni magi nabl e. What certainty had he that a single
human creature now living was on his side? And what way of know ng that the
dom nion of the Party would not endure FOR EVER? Li ke an answer, the three
sl ogans on the white face of the Mnistry of Truth came back to him

WAR | S PEACE
FREEDOM | S SLAVERY
| GNORANCE | S STRENGTH

He took a twenty-five cent piece out of his pocket. There, too, in tiny
clear lettering, the sane sl ogans were inscribed, and on the other face of
the coin the head of Big Brother. Even fromthe coin the eyes pursued you
On coins, on stanps, on the covers of books, on banners, on posters, and on
the wrappings of a cigarette packet--everywhere. A ways the eyes watching
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you and the voice envel opi ng you. Asleep or awake, working or eating,
i ndoors or out of doors, in the bath or in bed--no escape. Nothing was your
own except the few cubic centinetres inside your skull.

The sun had shifted round, and the nyriad wi ndows of the Mnistry of Truth,
with the Iight no |l onger shining on them |ooked grimas the |oopholes of a
fortress. His heart quailed before the enornmous pyram dal shape. It was too
strong, it could not be stormed. A thousand rocket bonbs woul d not batter
it down. He wondered again for whom he was witing the diary. For the
future, for the past--for an age that m ght be imaginary. And in front of
himthere |l ay not death but annihilation. The diary would be reduced to
ashes and hinself to vapour. Only the Thought Police would read what he had
witten, before they wiped it out of existence and out of nenory. How coul d
you make appeal to the future when not a trace of you, not even an
anonynous word scribbled on a piece of paper, could physically survive?

The tel escreen struck fourteen. He nust |l eave in ten mnutes. He had to be
back at work by fourteen-thirty.

Curiously, the chimng of the hour seened to have put new heart into him
He was a lonely ghost uttering a truth that nobody would ever hear. But so
long as he uttered it, in sone obscure way the continuity was not broken
It was not by meking yourself heard but by staying sane that you carried on
the hunman heritage. He went back to the table, dipped his pen, and wote:

To the future or to the past, to a tinme when thought is free, when nen
are different fromone another and do not live alone--to a tine when truth
exi sts and what is done cannot be undone:

Fromthe age of uniformty, fromthe age of solitude, fromthe age of
Big Brother, fromthe age of doubl et hi nk--greetings!

He was al ready dead, he reflected. It seened to himthat it was only now,
when he had begun to be able to formulate his thoughts, that he had taken
the decisive step. The consequences of every act are included in the act
itself. He wote:

Thought cri ne does not entail death: thoughtcrine IS death.

Now he had recogni zed hinself as a dead nman it becane inportant to stay
alive as long as possible. Two fingers of his right hand were inkstained.
It was exactly the kind of detail that m ght betray you. Sone nosing zeal ot
in the Mnistry (a woman, probably: soneone like the little sandy-haired
worman or the dark-haired girl fromthe Fiction Departnment) might start
wonderi ng why he had been witing during the lunch interval, why he had
used an ol d-fashi oned pen, WHAT he had been witing--and then drop a hint
in the appropriate quarter. He went to the bathroom and carefully scrubbed
the ink anay with the gritty dark-brown soap which rasped your skin |ike
sandpaper and was therefore well adapted for this purpose.

He put the diary away in the drawer. It was quite useless to think of
hiding it, but he could at |east nmake sure whether or not its existence had
been di scovered. A hair laid across the page-ends was too obvious. Wth the
tip of his finger he picked up an identifiable grain of whitish dust and
deposited it on the corner of the cover, where it was bound to be shaken
off if the book was noved.
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Chapter 3

W nston was dreani ng of his nother.

He must, he thought, have been ten or el even years old when his nother had
di sappeared. She was a tall, statuesque, rather silent woman with sl ow
movenent s and magnificent fair hair. H s father he remenbered nore vaguely
as dark and thin, dressed always in neat dark clothes (Wnston remenbered
especially the very thin soles of his father's shoes) and wearing
spectacles. The two of them must evidently have been swall owed up in one
of the first great purges of the fifties.

At this nonment his nother was sitting in some place deep down beneath him
with his young sister in her arnms. He did not remenber his sister at all,
except as a tiny, feeble baby, always silent, with |arge, watchful eyes.
Both of them were |ooking up at him They were down in sone subterranean
pl ace--the bottomof a well, for instance, or a very deep grave--but it
was a place which, already far below him was itself noving downwards
They were in the saloon of a sinking ship, |ooking up at himthrough the
darkening water. There was still air in the saloon, they could still see
himand he them but all the while they were sinking down, down into the
green waters which in another nonent nust hide themfrom sight for ever
He was out in the light and air while they were being sucked down to death,
and they were down there because he was up here. He knew it and they knew
it, and he could see the knowl edge in their faces. There was no reproach
either in their faces or in their hearts, only the know edge that they
must die in order that he mght remain alive, and that this was part of

t he unavoi dabl e order of things.

He coul d not renenber what had happened, but he knew in his dreamthat in
some way the lives of his nother and his sister had been sacrificed to his
own. It was one of those dreans which, while retaining the characteristic
dream scenery, are a continuation of one's intellectual life, and in which
one becones aware of facts and ideas which still seem new and val uabl e
after one is awake. The thing that now suddenly struck Wnston was that his
mot her's death, nearly thirty years ago, had been tragic and sorrowful in

a way that was no | onger possible. Tragedy, he perceived, belonged to the
ancient tine, to a time when there was still privacy, love, and friendship,
and when the nenbers of a family stood by one another without needing to
know the reason. His nother's nenory tore at his heart because she had died
I oving him when he was too young and selfish to |l ove her in return, and
because sonehow, he did not renmenmber how, she had sacrificed herself to a
conception of loyalty that was private and unalterable. Such things, he
saw, could not happen today. Today there were fear, hatred, and pain, but
no dignity of enotion, no deep or complex sorrows. All this he seened to
see in the large eyes of his nother and his sister, looking up at him
through the green water, hundreds of fathons down and still sinking.

Suddenly he was standing on short springy turf, on a sumrer eveni ng when
the slanting rays of the sun gilded the ground. The | andscape that he was
| ooking at recurred so often in his dreams that he was never fully certain
whet her or not he had seen it in the real world. In his waking thoughts he
called it the Golden Country. It was an old, rabbit-bitten pasture, with a
foot-track wandering across it and a nolehill here and there. In the ragged
hedge on the opposite side of the field the boughs of the elmtrees were
swayi ng very faintly in the breeze, their |eaves just stirring in dense
masses |i ke wonmen's hair. Sonewhere near at hand, though out of sight,
there was a cl ear, slow noving stream where dace were swiming in the
pool s under the willow trees.
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The girl with dark hair was com ng towards them across the field. Wth

what seened a single novenent she tore off her clothes and flung them

di sdai nful l y aside. Her body was white and snooth, but it aroused no desire
in him indeed he barely |ooked at it. Wat overwhelmed himin that instant
was adniration for the gesture with which she had thrown her clothes aside.
Wth its grace and carel essness it seenmed to annihilate a whole culture,

a whol e system of thought, as though Big Brother and the Party and the
Thought Police could all be swept into nothingness by a single splendid
movenent of the arm That too was a gesture belonging to the ancient tine.
W nston woke up with the word ' Shakespeare' on his lips.

The tel escreen was giving forth an ear-splitting whistle which continued on
the sane note for thirty seconds. It was nought seven fifteen, getting-up
time for office workers. Wnston wenched his body out of bed--naked, for

a menber of the Quter Party received only 3,000 clothing coupons annually,
and a suit of pyjamas was 600--and seized a dingy singlet and a pair of
shorts that were lying across a chair. The Physical Jerks would begin in
three minutes. The next noment he was doubl ed up by a violent coughing fit
whi ch nearly always attacked himsoon after waking up. It enptied his |ungs
so conpletely that he could only begin breathing again by |lying on his back
and taking a series of deep gasps. H s veins had swelled with the effort of
the cough, and the varicose ulcer had started itching.

"Thirty to forty group!' yapped a piercing female voice. 'Thirty to forty
group! Take your places, please. Thirties to forties!

Wnston sprang to attention in front of the tel escreen, upon which the
i mge of a youngi sh wonman, scrawny but nuscul ar, dressed in tunic and
gym shoes, had al ready appear ed.

"Arms bending and stretching!' she rapped out. 'Take your time by nme. ONE
two, three, four! ONE, two, three, four! Come on, conrades, put a bit of
life intoit! ONE, two, three four! ONE two, three, four!...'

The pain of the coughing fit had not quite driven out of Wnston's nind the
i npression nmade by his dream and the rhythm c novenents of the exercise
restored it somewhat. As he nechanically shot his arns back and forth
wearing on his face the | ook of grimenjoynent which was consi dered proper
during the Physical Jerks, he was struggling to think his way backward into
the dimperiod of his early childhood. It was extraordinarily difficult.
Beyond the late fifties everything faded. When there were no externa
records that you could refer to, even the outline of your own life |ost

its sharpness. You renmenbered huge events which had quite probably not
happened, you renmenbered the detail of incidents without being able to
recapture their atnosphere, and there were |ong bl ank periods to which you
coul d assign nothing. Everything had been different then. Even the nanes of
countries, and their shapes on the map, had been different. Airstrip One,
for instance, had not been so called in those days: it had been called

Engl and or Britain, though London, he felt fairly certain, had al ways been
cal | ed London.

Wnston could not definitely remenber a time when his country had not been
at war, but it was evident that there had been a fairly long interval of
peace during his chil dhood, because one of his early nenories was of an air
rai d which appeared to take everyone by surprise. Perhaps it was the tine
when the atomic bonmb had fallen on Colchester. He did not renenber the raid
itself, but he did remenber his father's hand clutching his own as they
hurried down, down, down into some place deep in the earth, round and round
a spiral staircase which rang under his feet and which finally so wearied
his |l egs that he began whinpering and they had to stop and rest. Hi s

mot her, in her slow, dreany way, was followi ng a | ong way behind them She
was carrying his baby sister--or perhaps it was only a bundl e of bl ankets
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that she was carrying: he was not certain whether his sister had been born
then. Finally they had energed into a noisy, crowded place which he had
realized to be a Tube station.

There were people sitting all over the stone-flagged floor, and other
peopl e, packed tightly together, were sitting on netal bunks, one above

the other. Wnston and his nother and father found thensel ves a place on
the floor, and near theman old nan and an old worman were sitting side by
side on a bunk. The old man had on a decent dark suit and a black cloth cap
pushed back fromvery white hair: his face was scarlet and his eyes were
blue and full of tears. He reeked of gin. It seenmed to breathe out of his
skin in place of sweat, and one could have fancied that the tears welling
fromhis eyes were pure gin. But though slightly drunk he was al so
suffering under sone grief that was genui ne and unbearable. In his childish
way W nston grasped that sonme terrible thing, sonmething that was beyond
forgi veness and coul d never be renedi ed, had just happened. It al so seened
to himthat he knew what it was. Sonmeone whomthe old nman |oved--a little
granddaught er, perhaps--had been killed. Every few minutes the old man kept
r epeat i ng:

"W didn't ought to 'ave trusted 'em | said so, Ma, didn't 1? That's what
comes of trusting "em | said so all along. W didn't ought to 'ave trusted
t he buggers.’

But whi ch buggers they didn't ought to have trusted Wnston could not now
remenber .

Since about that tine, war had been literally continuous, though strictly
speaking it had not always been the sane war. For several nonths during his
chi l dhood there had been confused street fighting in London itself, sone

of which he renenbered vividly. But to trace out the history of the whole
period, to say who was fighting whomat any given nonment, woul d have been
utterly inpossible, since no witten record, and no spoken word, ever mnade
mention of any other alignment than the existing one. At this nmonent, for
example, in 1984 (if it was 1984), Cceania was at war with Eurasia and

in alliance with Eastasia. In no public or private utterance was it ever
admitted that the three powers had at any tinme been grouped al ong different
lines. Actually, as Wnston well knew, it was only four years since CQceania
had been at war with Eastasia and in alliance with Eurasia. But that was
merely a piece of furtive know edge which he happened to possess because
his menory was not satisfactorily under control. Oficially the change of
partners had never happened. Cceania was at war with Eurasia: therefore
Cceani a had al ways been at war with Eurasia. The eneny of the nonent always
represented absolute evil, and it followed that any past or future
agreement with himwas inpossible.

The frightening thing, he reflected for the ten thousandth tine as he
forced his shoul ders painfully backward (w th hands on hips, they were
gyrating their bodies fromthe waist, an exercise that was supposed to be
good for the back rnuscles)--the frightening thing was that it mght all be
true. If the Party could thrust its hand into the past and say of this or
that event, | T NEVER HAPPENED--that, surely, was nore terrifying than nmere
torture and deat h?

The Party said that Oceania had never been in alliance with Eurasia. He,
Wnston Smth, knew that Cceania had been in alliance with Eurasia as short
a tinme as four years ago. But where did that knowl edge exist? Only in his
own consciousness, which in any case nust soon be annihilated. And if all
others accepted the Iie which the Party inposed--if all records told the
sanme tale--then the Iie passed into history and becane truth. 'Who controls
the past,' ran the Party slogan, 'controls the future: who controls the
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present controls the past.' And yet the past, though of its nature

al terabl e, never had been altered. Watever was true now was true from
everlasting to everlasting. It was quite sinmple. Al that was needed was
an unendi ng series of victories over your own nenory. 'Reality control'
they called it: in Newspeak, 'doubl ethink'

"Stand easy!' barked the instructress, a little nore genially.

Wnston sank his arns to his sides and slowy refilled his lungs with air.
Hs mind slid away into the |abyrinthine world of doubl ethink. To know
and not to know, to be conscious of conplete truthfulness while telling
carefully constructed lies, to hold sinultaneously two opinions which
cancel | ed out, knowing themto be contradictory and believing in both of
them to use logic against logic, to repudiate norality while laying claim
toit, to believe that denocracy was inpossible and that the Party was the
guardi an of denobcracy, to forget whatever it was necessary to forget, then
to draw it back into nenory again at the nonment when it was needed, and
then pronptly to forget it again: and above all, to apply the sane process
to the process itself. That was the ultinate subtlety: consciously to

i nduce unconsci ousness, and then, once again, to becone unconsci ous of

the act of hypnosis you had just perforned. Even to understand the word

" doubl et hi nk' invol ved the use of doubl et hink

The instructress had called themto attention again. 'And now let's see
whi ch of us can touch our toes!' she said enthusiastically. 'R ght over
fromthe hips, please, conrades. ONE-two! ONE-two!...'

Wnston | oathed this exercise, which sent shooting pains all the way from
his heels to his buttocks and often ended by bringi ng on anot her coughing
fit. The half-pleasant quality went out of his neditations. The past, he
reflected, had not nmerely been altered, it had been actually destroyed. For
how coul d you establish even the nost obvious fact when there existed no
record outside your own nmenory? He tried to renenber in what year he had
first heard nmention of Big Brother. He thought it nust have been at sone
time in the sixties, but it was inpossible to be certain. In the Party

hi stories, of course, Big Brother figured as the | eader and guardi an of the
Revol ution since its very earliest days. H s exploits had been gradually
pushed backwards in time until already they extended into the fabul ous
world of the forties and the thirties, when the capitalists in their
strange cylindrical hats still rode through the streets of London in great
gl eaning notor-cars or horse carriages with glass sides. There was no
knowi ng how nuch of this | egend was true and how nuch invented. W nston
could not even renenber at what date the Party itself had come into

exi stence. He did not believe he had ever heard the word I ngsoc before
1960, but it was possible that in its O dspeak form-'English Socialisnm,
that is to say--it had been current earlier. Everything nelted into m st.
Sonetimes, indeed, you could put your finger on a definite lie. It was not
true, for exanple, as was clainmed in the Party history books, that the
Party had invented aeropl anes. He renenbered aeropl anes since his earliest
chil dhood. But you coul d prove nothing. There was never any evidence. Just
once in his whole life he had held in his hands unm stakabl e docunment ary
proof of the falsification of an historical fact. And on that occasion----

"Smith!' screaned the shrew sh voice fromthe tel escreen. '6079 Smith W!
Yes, YOU' Bend | ower, please! You can do better than that. You're not
trying. Lower, please! THAT' S better, conrade. Now stand at ease, the
whol e squad, and watch ne.'

A sudden hot sweat had broken out all over Wnston's body. H's face

remai ned conpl etely inscrutable. Never show di smay! Never show resentnent!
A single flicker of the eyes could give you away. He stood watching while
the instructress raised her arns above her head and--one could not say

file:/lIF|/rah/George%200rwell/Orwell%20Nineteen%20Eighty%20Four.txt (22 of 170) [1/17/03 5:04:51 AM]



file:///F|/rah/George%200rwell/Orwel [%20Nineteen%20Ei ghty %20Four .txt

gracefully, but with renmarkabl e neatness and efficiency--bent over and
tucked the first joint of her fingers under her toes.

' THERE, conrades! THAT'S how | want to see you doing it. Watch ne again.
I"'mthirty-nine and |'ve had four children. Now | ook.' She bent over again.
'You see MY knees aren't bent. You can all do it if you want to,' she added
as she straightened herself up. 'Anyone under forty-five is perfectly
capabl e of touching his toes. We don't all have the privilege of fighting
inthe front line, but at | east we can all keep fit. Renmenber our boys on
the Mal abar front! And the sailors in the Floating Fortresses! Just think
what THEY have to put up with. Now try again. That's better, conrade,
that's MJCH better,' she added encouragingly as Wnston, with a violent

| unge, succeeded in touching his toes with knees unbent, for the first
time in several years

Chapter 4

Wth the deep, unconscious sigh which not even the nearness of the

tel escreen could prevent himfromuttering when his day's work started,
Wnston pulled the speakwrite towards him blew the dust fromits
mout hpi ece, and put on his spectacles. Then he unrolled and cli pped
together four small cylinders of paper which had al ready flopped out of
the pneumatic tube on the right-hand side of his desk

In the walls of the cubicle there were three orifices. To the right of the
speakwite, a small pneumatic tube for witten nessages, to the left, a

| arger one for newspapers; and in the side wall, within easy reach of
Wnston's arm a large oblong slit protected by a wire grating. This |ast
was for the disposal of waste paper. Simlar slits existed in thousands or
tens of thousands throughout the building, not only in every room but at
short intervals in every corridor. For some reason they were ni cknamed
menory hol es. When one knew that any docunent was due for destruction, or
even when one saw a scrap of waste paper |ying about, it was an automatic
action to lift the flap of the nearest nenory hole and drop it in,
whereupon it would be whirled away on a current of warmair to the enornous
furnaces which were hidden sonewhere in the recesses of the buil ding.

W nston exam ned the four slips of paper which he had unrolled. Each
contai ned a nessage of only one or two lines, in the abbreviated
jargon--not actually Newspeak, but consisting

| argely of Newspeak words--which was used in the Mnistry for interna
pur poses. They ran:

times 17.3.84 bb speech nalreported africa rectify

times 19.12.83 forecasts 3 yp 4th quarter 83 nmisprints verify current issue
times 14.2.84 niniplenty mal quoted chocol ate rectify

times 3.12.83 reporting bb dayorder doubl epl usungood refs unpersons rewite

full wse upsub antefiling

Wth a faint feeling of satisfaction Wnston laid the fourth message asi de.
It was an intricate and responsible job and had better be dealt with |ast.
The other three were routine matters, though the second one woul d probably
mean sone tedi ous wadi ng through lists of figures.
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Wnston dialled 'back numbers' on the telescreen and called for the
appropriate issues of 'The Times', which slid out of the pneunatic tube
after only a few minutes' delay. The nmessages he had received referred to
articles or news itens which for one reason or another it was thought
necessary to alter, or, as the official phrase had it, to rectify. For
exanple, it appeared from' The Times' of the seventeenth of March that Big
Brother, in his speech of the previous day, had predicted that the South
Indian front would remain quiet but that a Eurasian offensive would shortly
be launched in North Africa. As it happened, the Eurasian H gher Command
had | aunched its offensive in South India and left North Africa alone. It
was therefore necessary to rewite a paragraph of Big Brother's speech, in
such a way as to nake himpredict the thing that had actually happened. O
again, 'The Tines' of the nineteenth of Decenber had published the officia
forecasts of the output of various classes of consunption goods in the
fourth quarter of 1983, which was also the sixth quarter of the Ninth
Three- Year Plan. Today's issue contained a statenent of the actual output,
fromwhich it appeared that the forecasts were in every instance grossly
wong. Wnston's job was to rectify the original figures by nmaking them
agree with the later ones. As for the third nmessage, it referred to a very
simple error which could be set right in a couple of mnutes. As short

a tine ago as February, the Mnistry of Plenty had issued a prom se

(a 'categorical pledge' were the official words) that there would be

no reduction of the chocolate ration during 1984. Actually, as Wnston

was aware, the chocolate ration was to be reduced fromthirty grames

to twenty at the end of the present week. Al that was needed was to
substitute for the original promse a warning that it would probably be
necessary to reduce the ration at sone tine in April

As soon as Wnston had dealt with each of the nessages, he clipped his
speakwitten corrections to the appropriate copy of 'The Tinmes' and pushed
theminto the pneumatic tube. Then, with a novenent which was as nearly as
possi bl e unconsci ous, he crunpled up the original nessage and any notes
that he hinmsel f had nade, and dropped theminto the nmenory hole to be
devoured by the flanes.

What happened in the unseen |abyrinth to which the pneumatic tubes |ed, he
did not know in detail, but he did know in general terns. As soon as al

the corrections which happened to be necessary in any particul ar nunber

of 'The Tines' had been assenbl ed and coll ated, that nunber woul d be
reprinted, the original copy destroyed, and the corrected copy placed on
the files inits stead. This process of continuous alteration was applied
not only to newspapers, but to books, periodicals, panphlets, posters,

|l eaflets, films, sound-tracks, cartoons, photographs--to every ki nd of
literature or docunentation which mght conceivably hold any political or

i deol ogi cal significance. Day by day and al nbst minute by minute the past
was brought up to date. In this way every prediction nmade by the Party
could be shown by docunentary evidence to have been correct, nor was any
itemof news, or any expression of opinion, which conflicted with the
needs of the nmonent, ever allowed to remain on record. Al history was

a palinpsest, scraped clean and reinscribed exactly as often as was
necessary. In no case would it have been possible, once the deed was done,
to prove that any falsification had taken place. The | argest section of
the Records Departnent, far larger than the one on which Wnston worked,
consi sted sinply of persons whose duty it was to track down and coll ect all
copi es of books, newspapers, and ot her docunents which had been superseded
and were due for destruction. A nunber of 'The Tinmes' which nmight, because
of changes in political alignment, or nistaken prophecies uttered by Big
Brot her, have been rewritten a dozen times still stood on the files bearing
its original date, and no other copy existed to contradict it. Books, also,
were recalled and rewitten again and again, and were invariably reissued
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wi t hout any adni ssion that any alterati on had been nmade. Even the witten
i nstructions which Wnston received, and which he invariably got rid of
as soon as he had dealt with them never stated or inplied that an act of
forgery was to be commtted: always the reference was to slips, errors,

m sprints, or msquotations which it was necessary to put right in the

i nterests of accuracy.

But actually, he thought as he re-adjusted the Mnistry of Plenty's
figures, it was not even forgery. It was nmerely the substitution of one

pi ece of nonsense for another. Mst of the material that you were dealing
with had no connexion with anything in the real world, not even the kind of
connexion that is contained in a direct lie. Statistics were just as nuch
a fantasy in their original version as in their rectified version. A great
deal of the tine you were expected to make them up out of your head. For
exanple, the Mnistry of Plenty's forecast had estimated the output of

boots for the quarter at 145 mllion pairs. The actual output was given as
sixty-two millions. Wnston, however, in rewiting the forecast, marked

the figure down to fifty-seven mllions, so as to allow for the usual claim
that the quota had been overfulfilled. In any case, sixty-two mllions was
no nearer the truth than fifty-seven mllions, or than 145 nmillions. Very

l'i kely no boots had been produced at all. Likelier still, nobody knew

how many had been produced, nuch |less cared. Al one knew was that every
quarter astronom cal numbers of boots were produced on paper, while perhaps
hal f the popul ati on of Cceania went barefoot. And so it was with every
class of recorded fact, great or small. Everything faded away into a
shadowworld in which, finally, even the date of the year had becone
uncertain.

W nston gl anced across the hall. In the corresponding cubicle on the other
side a small, precise-looking, dark-chinned nman naned Till otson was working
steadily away, with a fol ded newspaper on his knee and his nouth very cl ose
to the nouthpiece of the speakwite. He had the air of trying to keep what
he was saying a secret between hinself and the tel escreen. He | ooked up,
and his spectacles darted a hostile flash in Wnston's direction

Wnston hardly knew Tillotson, and had no i dea what work he was enpl oyed
on. People in the Records Departnent did not readily talk about their jobs.
In the long, windowess hall, with its double row of cubicles and its

endl ess rustle of papers and hum of voices nurmuring into speakwites,
there were quite a dozen people whom Wnston did not even know by nane,

t hough he daily saw them hurrying to and fro in the corridors or
gesticulating in the Two Mnutes Hate. He knew that in the cubicle next

to himthe little woman with sandy hair toiled day in day out, sinply at
tracki ng down and deleting fromthe Press the nanes of people who had been
vapori zed and were therefore considered never to have existed. There was a
certain fitness in this, since her own husband had been vaporized a couple
of years earlier. And a few cubicles away a nmild, ineffectual, dreany
creature naned Ampleforth, with very hairy ears and a surprising tal ent

for juggling with rhynes and netres, was engaged in produci ng garbl ed
versions--definitive texts, they were called--of poens which had becone

i deol ogi cal |y of fensive, but which for one reason or another were to be
retained in the anthologies. And this hall, with its fifty workers or

t hereabouts, was only one sub-section, a single cell, as it were, in the
huge conpl exity of the Records Departnent. Beyond, above, below, were other
swarns of workers engaged in an uni nmagi nable nultitude of jobs. There were
the huge printing-shops with their sub-editors, their typography experts,
and their elaborately equipped studios for the faking of photographs. There
was the tel e-progranmes section with its engineers, its producers, and its

teans of actors specially chosen for their skill in inmtating voices. There
were the armies of reference clerks whose job was sinply to draw up lists
of books and periodicals which were due for recall. There were the vast
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repositories where the corrected docunents were stored, and the hidden
furnaces where the original copies were destroyed. And sonmewhere or other
qui te anonynous, there were the directing brains who co-ordinated the whol e
effort and laid down the Iines of policy which nmade it necessary that this
fragment of the past should be preserved, that one falsified, and the other
rubbed out of existence.

And the Records Department, after all, was itself only a single branch of
the Mnistry of Truth, whose primary job was not to reconstruct the past
but to supply the citizens of Cceania with newspapers, filnms, textbooks,
tel escreen programes, plays, novels--with every conceivabl e kind of
information, instruction, or entertainnent, froma statue to a sl ogan,
froma lyric poemto a biological treatise, and froma child's
spel i ng-book to a Newspeak dictionary. And the Mnistry had not only to
supply the multifarious needs of the party, but also to repeat the whole
operation at a lower level for the benefit of the proletariat. There

was a whol e chain of separate departnments dealing with proletarian
literature, nusic, drama, and entertai nment generally. Here were produced
rubbi shy newspapers contai ni ng al nost not hi ng except sport, crime and
astrol ogy, sensational five-cent novelettes, filns oozing with sex, and
sentinmental songs which were composed entirely by mechani cal neans on a
speci al kind of kal ei doscope known as a versificator. There was even

a whol e sub-section--Pornosec, it was called in Newspeak--engaged in
produci ng the | owest kind of pornography, which was sent out in seal ed
packets and which no Party menber, other than those who worked on it,

was permitted to | ook at.

Three nessages had slid out of the pneumatic tube while Wnston was
wor ki ng, but they were sinple matters, and he had di sposed of them before
the Two M nutes Hate interrupted him Wen the Hate was over he returned
to his cubicle, took the Newspeak dictionary fromthe shel f, pushed the
speakwite to one side, cleaned his spectacles, and settled down to his
mai n job of the norning.

Wnston's greatest pleasure in life was in his work. Mst of it was a

tedi ous routine, but included in it there were also jobs so difficult and
intricate that you could |ose yourself in themas in the depths of a

mat hermat i cal probl em-delicate pieces of forgery in which you had nothing
to gui de you except your know edge of the principles of Ingsoc and your
estimate of what the Party wanted you to say. Wnston was good at this kind
of thing. On occasion he had even been entrusted with the rectification of
"The Tines' leading articles, which were witten entirely in Newspeak

He unrol |l ed the nmessage that he had set aside earlier. It ran

times 3.12.83 reporting bb dayorder doubl epl usungood refs unpersons
rewrite fullw se upsub antefiling

In Odspeak (or standard English) this night be rendered:

The reporting of Big Brother's Order for the Day in 'The Tines' of Decenber
3rd 1983 is extrenely unsatisfactory and nmakes references to non-existent
persons. Rewite it in full and submit your draft to higher authority
before filing.

Wnston read through the offending article. Big Brother's Order for the
Day, it seenmed, had been chiefly devoted to praising the work of an

organi zati on known as FFCC, which supplied cigarettes and other conforts
to the sailors in the Floating Fortresses. A certain Conrade Wthers, a
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promi nent nenber of the Inner Party, had been singled out for special
mention and awarded a decoration, the Order of Conspicuous Merit, Second
Cl ass.

Three nonths | ater FFCC had suddenly been dissolved with no reasons given.
One coul d assume that Wthers and his associates were now i n disgrace, but
there had been no report of the matter in the Press or on the tel escreen
That was to be expected, since it was unusual for political offenders to
be put on trial or even publicly denounced. The great purges involving
thousands of people, with public trials of traitors and thought-crimnals
who made abj ect confession of their crines and were afterwards executed,
wer e speci al show pieces not occurring oftener than once in a coupl e of
years. Mdire commonly, people who had incurred the displeasure of the
Party sinply di sappeared and were never heard of again. One never had the
smal | est clue as to what had happened to them In some cases they m ght
not even be dead. Perhaps thirty people personally known to Wnston, not
counting his parents, had di sappeared at one time or another.

W nston stroked his nose gently with a paper-clip. In the cubicle

across the way Conrade Tillotson was still crouching secretively over

his speakwite. He raised his head for a nonment: again the hostile
spect acl e-fl ash. W nston wondered whet her Conrade Till otson was engaged
on the sane job as hinself. It was perfectly possible. So tricky a piece
of work woul d never be entrusted to a single person: on the other hand,
toturn it over to a cormittee would be to adnit openly that an act of
fabrication was taking place. Very likely as nany as a dozen people were
now wor ki ng