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    In a world where truth is a moving target and the human mind becomes the final battleground, a single thought can be an act of defiance. George Orwell’s novel 1984 approaches that battleground with austere clarity and imaginative force, inviting readers to consider how power works when it aims not merely to rule bodies but to reshape reality itself. Its setting is deliberately stark, its institutions chillingly functional, and its atmosphere airless with watching eyes. The result is a study of domination that is intimate rather than grandiose, showing how private doubts, stray words, and memory itself become contested terrain.

George Orwell, the pen name of Eric Arthur Blair, was a British novelist, essayist, and critic whose work joined literary craft to political conscience. He is known for direct prose, moral seriousness, and a commitment to confronting abuse of power. Before 1984, he had already explored authoritarian dynamics and propaganda in various forms, including the allegorical novella Animal Farm. His journalism and essays sharpened his attention to language as a tool of both liberation and control. In 1984 he distilled those concerns into a novel that is at once narrative, argument, and warning, without ceasing to be a compelling story.

The novel was written in the late 1940s and first published in 1949, a moment shadowed by recent world war and the rise of ideologies claiming total authority. The era’s anxieties—about surveillance, conformity, and information control—form the book’s historical backdrop. Orwell composed the work after years of observing propaganda and political violence, and after articulating his fears about degraded public language in essays. The timing matters: 1984 is not an artifact of distant fantasy but a response to pressures that were urgent in its present. That urgency helps explain the novel’s charged tone and its lasting cultural reach.

At its center stands Winston Smith, an ordinary citizen whose job at the Ministry of Truth involves revising records so that the official story remains unassailable. He lives under a regime that saturates public and private life with surveillance and enforces orthodoxy through institutional and psychological means. The state’s figurehead is everywhere, and language itself is engineered to narrow the range of thought. These elements provide the novel’s premise rather than its outcome, setting the stage for a narrative concerned with memory, conscience, and the daily compromises that sustain an unfree society.

1984 holds classic status because it forged a vocabulary and a conceptual frame that readers continue to use to think about power. Terms from the book have migrated into ordinary speech, and its imagined apparatuses of control feel disturbingly recognizable across eras. Yet its endurance rests on more than cultural catchphrases. Orwell’s spare style, relentless logic, and focused attention to the texture of lived oppression give the novel an authority few speculative works achieve. It feels definitive not because it predicts, but because it elucidates patterns that recur under different banners and technologies.

The themes are capacious and intricately connected: the instability of truth when authorities rewrite the record; the fragility of individual memory against collective orthodoxy; the weaponization of language to compress thought; and the psychological costs of perpetual surveillance. Orwell also probes how fear and exhaustion can make coercion seem normal, how private loyalties strain under public demands, and how the control of information shapes what people consider possible. Taken together, these strands form a sustained meditation on the relationship between knowledge and power, and on the conditions necessary for any meaningful personal freedom.

Formally, the book builds its world through precise bureaucratic detail and the drab rhythms of regimented life. Orwell’s descriptive economy lends gravity to ordinary objects—screens, files, corridors—turning them into instruments of pressure. The narrative follows a single, fallible observer, which intensifies the reader’s sense of uncertainty about what can be known or trusted. This perspective is crucial: we learn how domination works not through grand spectacle but through controlled routines, small recalibrations of language, and a culture of suspicion that seeps into gestures, habits, and even inward speech.

The historical context enriches the novel’s force. Written after the catastrophes and propaganda battles of the 1930s and 1940s, 1984 distills lessons from real-world totalitarian movements without binding itself to any one model. Orwell had long examined political euphemism and intellectual bad faith, notably in his essay on the decay of public language. The novel extends that critique fictionally, showing how corrupted words can corrode judgment, and how institutional incentives can bend perception. Rather than mirror a single regime, the book anatomizes mechanisms that can appear wherever power seeks unanswerable authority.

Its influence on later writers and artists is expansive. Dystopian literature after 1984 bears its imprint, from works that scrutinize surveillance and reproductive control to narratives of linguistic engineering and historical erasure. Authors such as Margaret Atwood and Anthony Burgess engaged with its ideas in their own fiction and criticism, and echoes of Orwell’s frameworks can be found across film, television, and political commentary. The novel’s concepts offer tools for thinking, and those tools—being portable and durable—have proved invaluable for generations of creators exploring the ethics of power.

As a reading experience, the novel is both intellectually bracing and emotionally unsettling. It dramatizes questions rather than lecturing: What do we owe to truth when truth is administratively revised? Where can privacy live when vigilance is constant? How do words shape or shrink the horizon of imagination? By embedding these inquiries in the perceptions of a single, ordinary person, Orwell avoids abstraction and keeps the stakes human. The book thereby serves as a test of the reader’s own assumptions about freedom, complicity, and the price of comfort.

The designation “classic” also reflects its institutional and popular afterlives. 1984 is widely taught in schools and universities, is translated into many languages, and has been adapted across media. Public discourse repeatedly returns to its frameworks when news cycles raise alarms about censorship, disinformation, or mass monitoring. That recurrence is less a matter of trend than of utility: the novel supplies a clear set of analytic lenses through which to examine the health of civic life. It remains an indispensable touchstone for debates about rights, responsibility, and the maintenance of open societies.

For contemporary readers, the book’s relevance is immediate. Digital surveillance, algorithmic feeds, and the rapid circulation of misleading information give new forms to concerns Orwell identified in analog terms. Yet the novel’s lasting appeal lies not in prescience, but in its ethical insistence: it asks what it takes to remain a person when institutions try to reconfigure reality. As long as power seeks to monopolize attention, memory, and meaning, 1984 will offer a disciplined, unsettling guide to vigilance, reminding us why clarity of language and care for truth are civic necessities.
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    Published in 1949, George Orwell's novel 1984 (by Eric Arthur Blair) depicts a tightly controlled future society in which the superstate of Oceania dominates everyday life. In London, known as Airstrip One, the ruling Party projects the image of Big Brother while enforcing ideological conformity through constant surveillance, militarized rhetoric, and orchestrated scarcity. At the center is Winston Smith, a minor clerk at the Ministry of Truth whose routine existence consists of fatigue, petty comforts, and carefully monitored thoughts. The novel opens in a climate of anxiety and pervasive propaganda, establishing a world where private impulses collide with an omnipresent demand for loyalty.

In Winston's daily world, public rituals such as the Two Minutes Hate channel fear and anger, while rationed goods and harsh living conditions normalize deprivation. At the Ministry of Truth he rewrites newspapers to align the past with the Party's current claims, consigning inconvenient records to memory holes. Language itself is engineered through Newspeak to narrow the range of possible thought, and the practice of doublethink makes contradictions appear consistent. Although Winston performs his tasks, he privately suspects that the historical record is a fabrication. His decision to keep a secret diary becomes a tentative step toward articulating forbidden thoughts and testing his fragile memory.

Winston's search for authenticity draws him beyond official spaces into neglected corners of the city. He wanders among the proles, whom the Party largely ignores, and visits a secondhand shop where small relics of an earlier era hint at a different life. A glass paperweight and fragments of a nursery rhyme suggest continuity that Party narratives deny. Yet the risks are palpable: the Thought Police monitor suspicion, and even children, trained as informants, can endanger adults. Winston's hazy memories of childhood contrast with the manufactured past on display at work, intensifying his conviction that personal recollection may be the last repository of truth.

When Julia, a young worker from the Fiction Department, covertly signals her interest, Winston discovers an unexpected ally in dissent. They meet in the countryside to escape urban surveillance and later secure a modest hideaway above the antique shop, crafting a precarious sanctuary from telescreens and slogans. Their intimacy becomes an assertion of personal autonomy against a system that seeks to regulate desire as well as opinion. Together they reclaim ordinary pleasures, exchange guarded confidences, and imagine lives unmediated by Party doctrine. Even as they savor this fragile reprieve, they understand that secrecy is temporary and that discretion must battle constant vigilance.

Winston is drawn to O'Brien, an urbane Inner Party official whose manner suggests intellectual latitude rare in Oceania. Through carefully staged encounters, O'Brien acknowledges Winston's curiosity and gestures toward a clandestine network attributed to the dissident figure Emmanuel Goldstein. Winston receives a forbidden text, The Theory and Practice of Oligarchical Collectivism, which analyzes the mechanics of total power: the division of society into rigid strata, the use of perpetual war to consume surplus and channel loyalty, and the systematic control of information to prevent collective memory. The book formalizes the suspicions Winston has nurtured, giving them a framework that feels both clarifying and dangerous.

As Winston and Julia continue their covert life, the novel broadens its examination of how ideology saturates experience. Newspeak revisions proceed toward a language that will eventually make dissent unthinkable. Public ceremonies intensify collective fervor, and international alliances can be reversed overnight without acknowledgment of inconsistency, requiring citizens to replace yesterday's certainties with today's decrees. Winston's editorial work enables these transformations in real time, embodying the practice of doublethink that reconciles contradiction through obedient forgetting. Across neighborhoods, telescreens, informants, and routine denunciations cultivate mistrust, while shortages and alarms sustain mobilization. The atmosphere grows claustrophobic, as hope and fear coexist in precarious equilibrium.

Small irregularities accumulate around Winston and Julia's arrangements, making their refuge feel less secure. The kindly shopkeeper's interest, the rhythms of patrols, and the unpredictable intrusions of civic events suggest permeability where they had imagined concealment. Winston immerses himself in Goldstein's analysis, sharing passages with Julia and attempting to map their personal rebellion onto a larger critique of power. The more they articulate what the Party denies, the more their bond depends on secrecy that is increasingly difficult to maintain. Their ordinary gestures (meeting times, whispers, private jokes) begin to feel conspicuous, and the city's lattice of watchfulness tightens around their improvised freedoms.

Eventually the boundaries they violated are enforced, and the illusion of privacy gives way to the state's unanswerable reach. Winston is separated from Julia and moved into a domain where the Party confronts him not only with punishment but with an assault on his capacity to judge what is real. The process he encounters combines surveillance made visible with intellectual coercion, insisting that truth resides solely in collective doctrine. Personal loyalties and memories are targeted as obstacles to orthodoxy, and the methods applied demonstrate that the regime's power extends beyond bodies to the inner life. Resistance, in this setting, is redefined.

1984 endures as a stark analysis of how totalizing systems can reshape perception, language, and desire to secure authority. By tracing Winston's tentative search for honesty through work, love, and thought, Orwell illustrates the pressure points where private conscience confront organized power. The novel's focus on historical revision, ubiquitous monitoring, and engineered speech outlines a toolkit that outlives any single regime. Without relying on elaborate plot revelations, its enduring message cautions that truth requires institutions and habits capable of resisting fear and convenience. The book remains a touchstone for debates about freedom, information, and the ethical limits of governance.
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    George Orwell’s novel is set in a near‑future London, renamed Airstrip One, a province of a vast superstate called Oceania. The city is scarred by war damage and governed by a single party whose authority radiates through monolithic ministries that oversee information, war, law enforcement, and rationing. Day‑to‑day life is framed by ubiquitous slogans, ritualized broadcasts, and a doctrine that claims infallibility. The setting distills mid‑twentieth‑century experiences of mass mobilization, emergency governance, and centralized administration. In the story’s world, political loyalty is compulsory, privacy is precarious, and institutional power is organized to shape behavior, memory, and even language, reflecting real anxieties of the 1930s and 1940s.

London’s wartime and immediate postwar conditions supply the novel’s physical texture. The Blitz of 1940–41 left extensive rubble and housing shortages; later V‑1 and V‑2 attacks in 1944–45 deepened destruction. Rationing in Britain began in 1940 and, for some goods, continued into the early 1950s; bread itself was rationed from 1946 to 1948. The winter fuel crisis of 1947 and chronic shortages fostered a culture of queues, coupons, and austerity. Prefabricated housing, bomb sites, and damaged infrastructure were commonplace. These realities inform the book’s scenes of dilapidated flats, thin goods, and meager meals, translating a recognizable British landscape of recovery and scarcity into a bleaker, more tightly controlled future.

The novel’s political backbone draws on totalitarian regimes that rose between the world wars. Nazi Germany and Stalin’s Soviet Union centralized power through one‑party rule, suppressed independent institutions, and built extensive systems of surveillance and coercion. Secret police organizations such as the Gestapo and the NKVD cultivated informant networks and enforced ideological conformity. Both regimes censored the press, monopolized broadcasting, and punished dissent. The book intensifies these features into an all‑encompassing apparatus that watches, records, and punishes, drawing attention to how modern states, once harnessed to total war and ideology, could invade private life and reduce citizens to instruments of policy.

Orwell’s understanding of ideological conflict was sharpened in the Spanish Civil War, where he served with a militia aligned with the POUM in 1936–37. He was wounded and witnessed the fracturing of the anti‑fascist side, including the suppression of the POUM by communist elements backed by the Soviet Union. His account in Homage to Catalonia (1938) documents arrests, propaganda, and the recasting of events to fit party narratives. From this experience he drew a lasting suspicion of authoritarian methods within revolutionary movements and a sensitivity to how factions manipulate truth. The novel’s depiction of internecine repression and doctrinal purges reflects these lessons directly.

The Soviet Great Purge of 1936–38 provides a crucial historical echo. Show trials in Moscow featured prominent Bolsheviks giving scripted confessions to improbable crimes, followed by executions or imprisonment. Simultaneously, state historians rewrote party history, airbrushing figures such as Leon Trotsky from photographs and textbooks. Archives were revised, and citizens learned to treat yesterday’s truth as today’s heresy. The book transforms these realities into a system where documents are constantly altered and public memory reset. The spectacle of confession and the malleability of the record illustrate how terror and falsification can combine to stabilize power by destroying reliable recollection.

Nazi propaganda practices furnish another strand. Joseph Goebbels’s Ministry of Propaganda coordinated newspapers, film, posters, and radio to standardize messaging. The inexpensive Volksempfänger radio set helped disseminate speeches and news under tight control, while mass rallies—most famously at Nuremberg—staged choreographed displays of unity and aggression. Ritualized moments of collective fury against designated enemies were central to the regime’s emotional politics. The novel’s scenes of orchestrated hate and performative loyalty recall these techniques, dramatizing how repetition, spectacle, and orchestrated emotion can weld individuals into a political machine that mistakes intensity for truth.

Britain’s own wartime information system shaped Orwell’s vantage point. The Ministry of Information (1939–46) managed censorship, morale campaigns, and coordination with the BBC. From 1941 to 1943 Orwell worked for the BBC’s Eastern Service, writing and producing cultural broadcasts aimed at India. He later expressed frustration with bureaucracy and the limited persuasive reach of official media. Contemporary observers associated the wartime Ministry’s headquarters at London’s Senate House with imposing administrative power, a resemblance critics have noted in the novel’s looming ministries. These experiences informed his depiction of well‑intentioned institutions that, under pressure, can slide toward manipulation and self‑importance.

The politics of language was a central preoccupation for Orwell. In his 1946 essay Politics and the English Language, he argued that vague, euphemistic prose enables political lies and dulls critical thought. Twentieth‑century regimes supplied grim examples: the Nazi phrase “Final Solution,” Soviet labels like “enemies of the people,” and bureaucratic euphemisms such as “liquidation” or “protective custody.” Wartime governments of all kinds deployed antiseptic language to mask destruction. The novel extrapolates this into a constructed tongue designed to narrow vocabulary and reduce nuance, dramatizing the idea that if words shrink, so too can the range of thinkable political alternatives and moral judgments.

Another historical mirror lies in the rapid shifts of alliance during the late 1930s and early 1940s. The Nazi‑Soviet Pact of August 1939 stunned observers by uniting ideological foes; after Germany invaded the USSR in 1941, the Soviet Union became a British and American ally. Public narratives in many countries pivoted accordingly, recasting yesterday’s enemy as today’s partner and vice versa. Newspapers and broadcasts revised emphases and tone to match strategic necessity. The novel reflects this plasticity by imagining a state that can announce a new foe and instantly rewrite records, making political memory a function of current expedience rather than stable truth.

The book’s geopolitical architecture also responds to postwar speculation about new power formations. Political writer James Burnham argued in The Managerial Revolution (1941) that a managerial elite might dominate technocratic superstates; Orwell critiqued and engaged with these ideas in essays published in 1946. Conferences at Tehran (1943), Yalta (February 1945), and Potsdam (mid‑1945) formalized spheres of influence across Europe. Churchill’s 1946 “Iron Curtain” speech signaled a hardening divide, soon followed by the Berlin Blockade and Airlift (1948–49). The novel condenses these developments into a world of three giant blocs locked in permanent tension and managed rivalry.

Technological change underpins the plausibility of pervasive oversight. Radio sets were ubiquitous by the late 1930s; television, launched in Britain in 1936, paused during war and resumed in 1946. Microphones, wiretaps, and interception methods expanded during wartime intelligence operations. Closed‑circuit television was used in Germany in 1942 to observe rocket launches. Rocket weapons themselves—V‑1 and V‑2—struck British cities in 1944–45, making remote bombardment a familiar threat. Britain also introduced national identity cards in 1939, retained until 1952, normalizing official checks. The novel projects from these realities to imagine two‑way screens, ubiquitous recordings, and procedural controls embedded in everyday spaces.

The mobilization of youth by authoritarian states provides another pointed antecedent. In Nazi Germany the Hitler Youth and League of German Girls inculcated ideological loyalty and discipline from an early age. In the Soviet Union, the Komsomol and Young Pioneers involved children in party rituals and political education, often encouraging vigilance toward “anti‑Soviet” behavior. Schools and extracurricular organizations could become channels for surveillance as well as instruction. The novel’s portrayal of youth groups trained to monitor adults and celebrate denunciation translates these documented practices into a domestic setting, underscoring how regimes recruit children to extend their reach into the household.

Economic structures in the mid‑century world gave further material. The Soviet Union’s planned economy, administered through bodies like Gosplan, prioritized heavy industry and military output, frequently producing shortages, queues, and informal markets. Wartime and postwar Britain, though a liberal democracy, also experienced rationing, utility clothing, price controls, and a pervasive black market. Bread rationing in 1946–48, clothing rationing ending in 1949, and meat rationing lasting into 1954 shaped daily consumption. The novel compresses these conditions into a system of coupons, ersatz goods, and watery meals, echoing how scarcity and bureaucracy can make economic life feel both regimented and precarious.

The cult of personality, prominent in the 1930s and 1940s, informs the novel’s central icon. Stalin’s image dominated public spaces in the USSR; Hitler’s portrait, salutes, and slogans saturated Germany; Mussolini’s likeness embodied fascist Italy. Cities bore leaders’ names, statues multiplied, and rituals of acclamation turned leaders into symbols of destiny. The book adapts this phenomenon into a ubiquitous figure whose smiling gaze and simple slogans anchor loyalty. While not a one‑to‑one portrait of any single leader, the symbol condenses traits of modern charismatic rule: omnipresence, infallibility, and the conflation of personal authority with the state’s supposed historical mission.

The global dimension of power in the novel also reflects imperial contraction and postwar realignment. The British Empire began a rapid retreat after 1945: India and Pakistan gained independence in 1947, Burma in 1948, and other colonies followed. Earlier, Orwell had served as a colonial police officer in Burma from 1922 to 1927, experiences that informed essays such as Shooting an Elephant and sharpened his sense of the moral corrosion of rule by force. The novel’s notion of a transoceanic bloc that includes the British Isles nods to shifting centers of power, as old empires yield to larger security zones and administrative federations.

Orwell’s thinking was also part of a broader dystopian conversation. Yevgeny Zamyatin’s We, published in the early 1920s and widely discussed by the 1940s, offered a template for a regimented future state; Orwell engaged with it in criticism during the decade. Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World (1932) provided another English‑language model, though premised more on pleasure than fear. These works, wartime reportage, and the expanding social sciences of behavior and conditioning—including publicized references to Ivan Pavlov’s experiments—created an intellectual climate in which control over bodies, habits, and consciousness seemed technically thinkable and politically consequential.

The circumstances of composition anchor the book in the late 1940s. Orwell drafted most of it in 1947–48 while living at Barnhill on the island of Jura in Scotland, working through ill health, including tuberculosis. The novel was published in 1949 by Secker & Warburg in the United Kingdom and by Harcourt, Brace in the United States. The origin of the title has been variously interpreted—often as an inversion of 1948—but Orwell left no definitive explanation. In the same period, he cooperated with Britain’s Information Research Department by providing names of writers he believed sympathetic to Soviet communism, reflecting his sustained anti‑totalitarian commitments after the war’s end.
The onset of the nuclear age provides the book’s strategic backdrop. Atomic bombs destroyed Hiroshima and Nagasaki in August 1945; by 1949 the Soviet Union had tested its first atomic device, ending the United States’ monopoly. The possibility of annihilation, combined with block politics and arms races, fostered a sense of permanent emergency. Air raid sirens, civil‑defense drills, and strategic planning entered peacetime routines in many countries. The novel imagines a world in which high‑intensity warfare gives way to managed conflict and intimidation, with the fear of catastrophic weapons sustaining a climate in which sacrifice, secrecy, and obedience can be endlessly demanded.
Across these influences, the book functions less as prophecy than as concentrated historical critique. It distills the mechanisms seen in the 1930s and 1940s—war mobilization, propaganda, surveillance, purges, cults of leadership, and managed scarcity—into a single system designed to extinguish independent thought. Its London is recognizable in its rubble, queues, and broadcasts; its superstates echo real alliances and partitions; its language games mirror contemporary political speech. By exaggerating existing tendencies and binding them into a seamless whole, the novel holds up a mirror to its era’s dangers and asks readers to defend memory, truth, and private conscience against organized power.
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    Introduction
George Orwell, born Eric Arthur Blair in 1903, was a British novelist, essayist, journalist, and critic whose work reshaped political and literary discourse in the twentieth century. Writing under a pen name that became synonymous with moral clarity and anti-authoritarian scrutiny, he is best known for Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four. Across fiction, reportage, and essays, Orwell combined plain style with ethical urgency, dissecting the abuses of power, class inequality, and the corruption of language. His legacy reaches beyond literature into political vocabulary, where terms he popularized frame debates about surveillance, propaganda, and truth. He died in 1950, leaving a compact but extraordinarily influential body of work.
Orwell’s life traced a path through the central conflicts of his age. Born in British-ruled India and raised in England, he served as a colonial policeman in Burma before turning to writing. He experienced poverty firsthand in Paris and London, observed working-class conditions in northern England, fought on the Republican side in the Spanish Civil War, and broadcast for the BBC during the Second World War. These encounters forged a writer committed to witnessing and judgment, whose essays and novels grounded political argument in concrete detail. Over time, Orwell’s name became a shorthand for a principled, skeptical stance toward power in all its forms.
Education and Literary Influences
Orwell received his early education at preparatory school and later attended Eton College on scholarship. He did not proceed to university, instead educating himself through voracious reading and practical experience. At Eton he encountered rigorous classical and literary curricula, yet his independent cast of mind flourished outside formal structures. Early attempts at poetry yielded to prose, where he found a voice that prized lucidity and directness. He absorbed the English tradition of social satire and moral criticism and admired writers whose work fused narrative power with ethical insight, helping set the course for his own blend of reportage and fiction.
His strongest influences came as much from experience as from books. Service in the Indian Imperial Police exposed him to the realities of imperial rule; immersion among the poor in Paris and London taught him how deprivation reshapes behavior and language; field research in industrial northern England sharpened his sense of class and regional difference. He read and wrote about figures like Swift and Dickens, whose moral scrutiny and social concern resonated with his aims, and he learned from journalists and essayists who treated prose as a tool for public truth-telling. These influences coalesced into a style of unsparing observation and plain English.

Literary Career
Orwell began publishing in the early 1930s, adopting the name George Orwell—drawn from an English river—when issuing Down and Out in Paris and London. This hybrid of memoir and social investigation set the template for his method: personal immersion, careful reporting, and moral inference. Burmese Days followed, informed by his colonial service and marked by clear-eyed critique. Short essays such as A Hanging and Shooting an Elephant further demonstrated his capacity to distill political experience into vivid, economical narrative. From the outset, he pursued a prose stripped of ornament, insisting that clarity served both aesthetic and ethical ends.
Through the mid-1930s he experimented across forms and subjects. A Clergyman’s Daughter and Keep the Aspidistra Flying explored the constrictions of class and money. Commissioned by a left-wing publisher, The Road to Wigan Pier combined ethnography with argument, documenting working-class life while challenging orthodoxies on the Left; the book’s polemical second half provoked debate. His Spanish Civil War memoir, Homage to Catalonia, offered an unvarnished account of militia life and political infighting. Initially overshadowed by shifting wartime alliances, the book later gained recognition for its honesty and for anticipating his anti-totalitarian themes.
During the Second World War, Orwell worked at the BBC, producing broadcasts aimed at audiences in South Asia, and thereafter served as a columnist and literary editor at the socialist weekly Tribune. He also reviewed widely for newspapers and magazines, honing his public voice. Essays from this period—among them The Lion and the Unicorn: Socialism and the English Genius, Politics and the English Language, and Why I Write—set out his commitments to democratic socialism, national realism during wartime, and linguistic precision. They stand today as guideposts for readers seeking a prose ethic grounded in transparency and accountability.
Postwar, Orwell’s work reached a global audience. Animal Farm, completed during the final years of the war and published shortly thereafter, faced initial resistance from publishers but rapidly achieved commercial and critical success. Its fable form allowed him to anatomize revolutionary betrayal and authoritarian consolidation with unusual economy. Nineteen Eighty-Four, written amid declining health and largely completed in seclusion in Scotland, offered a dystopian vision of total power and the manipulation of truth. The novel’s neologisms and institutions entered public discourse. Together, these books cemented Orwell’s reputation as a master of political storytelling.

Beliefs and Advocacy
Orwell described himself as a democratic socialist and was consistently critical of empire, class privilege, and political lying. He opposed totalitarianism in all guises, arguing that unchecked authority deforms both institutions and individual conscience. His fiction dramatized how ideology can distort memory and language, while his essays defended freedom of expression and the civic value of honest prose. Across reportage and criticism, he insisted that moral judgment must rest on observed reality rather than party doctrine. This outlook connected his reformist hopes to a tough-minded skepticism, producing a body of work that challenged readers across the political spectrum.
His advocacy extended beyond the page. He volunteered to fight on the Republican side in Spain, where he was wounded, an experience that deepened his distrust of political absolutism. During the war he engaged in broadcasting intended to counter Axis propaganda but later reflected critically on the pressures such work entailed. Near the end of his life, he privately supplied officials with opinions about cultural figures he considered sympathetic to communist propaganda, a move that has been debated by scholars. Throughout, he maintained that decency in public life depended on resisting lies and defending open debate.

Final Years & Legacy
In the late 1940s, Orwell sought seclusion in the Hebrides, living on the island of Jura while struggling with tuberculosis. Despite illness and personal loss—he had been widowed during the war and later remarried—he completed Nineteen Eighty-Four, revising it under taxing conditions. Medical treatment eventually brought him back to London, where he died in early 1950. He left behind an adopted son and a circle of friends and editors who helped steward his manuscripts, letters, and essays. His death at mid-century fixed his image as a writer who had confronted the crises of his time with rare clarity.
Orwell’s legacy endures in classrooms, newsrooms, and political argument. The term Orwellian is invoked to warn against euphemism, surveillance, and the rewriting of history; his essays remain models of critical reason and exact prose. Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four continue to be read worldwide, their warnings refreshed by new technologies and political pressures. Scholars have deepened understanding of his journalism, diaries, and correspondence, while new generations find in his plain style a means to think clearly in public. More than a single doctrine, he bequeathed a method: face facts, distrust cant, and write so readers can see.
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It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking
thirteen[1][1q]. Winston Smith, his chin nuzzled into his breast in an effort
to escape the vile wind, slipped quickly through the glass doors of
Victory Mansions[2], though not quickly enough to prevent a swirl of gritty
dust from entering along with him.

The hallway smelt of boiled cabbage and old rag mats. At one end of it a
colored poster, too large for indoor display, had been tacked to the
wall. It depicted simply an enormous face, more than a meter wide: the
face of a man of about forty-five, with a heavy black mustache and
ruggedly handsome features. Winston made for the stairs. It was no use
trying the lift. Even at the best of times it was seldom working, and at
present the electric current was cut off during daylight hours. It was
part of the economy drive in preparation for Hate Week[5]. The flat was
seven flights up, and Winston, who was thirty-nine and had a varicose
ulcer above his right ankle, went slowly, resting several times on the
way. On each landing, opposite the lift shaft, the poster with the
enormous face gazed from the wall. It was one of those pictures which
are so contrived that the eyes follow you about when you move. Big
Brother Is Watching You[3], the caption beneath it ran[2q].

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 came from
an oblong metal plaque like a dulled mirror which formed part of the
surface of the right-hand wall. Winston turned a switch and the voice
sank somewhat, though the words were still distinguishable. The
instrument (the telescreen[4], it was called) could be dimmed, but there
was no way of shutting it off completely. He moved over to the window: a
smallish, frail figure, the meagerness of his body merely emphasized by
the blue overalls which were the uniform of the Party. His hair was very
fair, his face naturally sanguine, his skin roughened by coarse soap
and blunt razor blades and the cold of the winter that had just ended.

Outside, even through the shut window pane, the world looked cold. Down
in the street little eddies of wind were whirling dust and torn paper
into spirals, and though the sun was shining and the sky a harsh blue,
there seemed to be no color in anything except the posters that were
plastered everywhere. The black-mustachio'd face gazed down from every
commanding corner. There was one on the house front immediately
opposite. Big Brother Is Watching You, the caption said, while the dark
eyes looked deep into Winston's own. Down at street level another
poster, torn at one corner, flapped fitfully in the wind, alternately
covering and uncovering the single word INGSOC. 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 windows. The patrols did not
matter, however. Only the Thought Police[6] mattered[3q].

Behind Winston's back the voice from the telescreen was still babbling
away about pig iron and the overfulfillment of the Ninth Three-Year
Plan[12]. The telescreen received and transmitted simultaneously. Any sound
that Winston made, above the level of a very low whisper, would be
picked up by it; moreover, so long as he remained within the field of
vision which the metal plaque commanded, he could be seen as well as
heard. There was of course no way of knowing whether you were being
watched at any given moment. How often, or on what system, the Thought
Police plugged in on any individual wire was guesswork. It was even
conceivable that they watched everybody all the time. But at any rate
they could plug in your wire whenever they wanted to. You had to
live—did live, from habit that became instinct—in the assumption that
every sound you made was overheard, and, except in darkness, every
movement scrutinized.

Winston kept his back turned to the telescreen. It was safer; though, as
he well knew, even a back can be revealing. A kilometer away the
Ministry of Truth, his place of work, towered vast and white above the
grimy landscape. This, he thought with a sort of vague distaste—this
was London, chief city of Airstrip One, itself the third most populous
of the provinces of Oceania. He tried to squeeze out some childhood
memory that should tell him whether London had always been quite like
this. Were there always these vistas of rotting nineteenth-century
houses, their sides shored up with balks of timber, their windows
patched with cardboard and their roofs with corrugated iron, their crazy
garden walls sagging in all directions? And the bombed sites where the
plaster dust swirled in the air and the willow herb straggled over the
heaps of rubble; and the places where the bombs had cleared a larger
patch and there had sprung up sordid colonies of wooden dwellings like
chicken houses? But it was no use, he could not remember: nothing
remained of his childhood except a series of bright-lit tableaux,
occurring against no background and mostly unintelligible.

The Ministry of Truth—Minitrue[7], in Newspeak[13][1]—was startlingly
different from any other object in sight. It was an enormous pyramidal
structure of glittering white concrete, soaring up, terrace after
terrace, three hundred meters into the air. From where Winston stood it
was just possible to read, picked out on its white face in elegant
lettering, the three slogans of the Party:


WAR IS PEACE

FREEDOM IS SLAVERY

IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH[8].




The Ministry of Truth contained, it was said, three thousand rooms above
ground level, and corresponding ramifications below. Scattered about
London there were just three other buildings of similar appearance and
size. So completely did they dwarf the surrounding architecture that
from the roof of Victory Mansions you could see all four of them
simultaneously. They were the homes of the four Ministries between which
the entire apparatus of government was divided: the Ministry of Truth,
which concerned itself with news, entertainment, education, and the fine
arts; the Ministry of Peace, which concerned itself with war; the
Ministry of Love[9], which maintained law and order; and the Ministry of
Plenty, which was responsible for economic affairs. Their names, in
Newspeak: Minitrue, Minipax, Miniluv, and Miniplenty.

The Ministry of Love was the really frightening one. There were no
windows in it at all. Winston had never been inside the Ministry of
Love, nor within half a kilometer of it. It was a place impossible to
enter except on official business, and then only by penetrating through
a maze of barbed-wire entanglements, steel doors, and hidden machine-gun
nests. Even the streets leading up to its outer barriers were roamed by
gorilla-faced guards in black uniforms, armed with jointed truncheons.

Winston turned round abruptly. He had set his features into the
expression of quiet optimism which it was advisable to wear when facing
the telescreen. He crossed the room into the tiny kitchen. By leaving
the Ministry 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-colored bread which had got to be saved for tomorrow's
breakfast. He took down from the shelf a bottle of colorless liquid with
a plain white label marked VICTORY GIN[10]. It gave off a sickly, oily
smell, as of Chinese rice-spirit. Winston poured out nearly a teacupful,
nerved himself for a shock, and gulped it down like a dose of medicine.

Instantly his face turned scarlet and the water ran out of his eyes.
The stuff was like nitric acid, and moreover, in swallowing it one had
the sensation of being hit on the back of the head with a rubber club.
The next moment, however, the burning in his belly died down and the
world began to look more cheerful. He took a cigarette from a crumpled
packet marked VICTORY CIGARETTES[11] and incautiously held it upright,
whereupon the tobacco fell out onto the floor. With the next he was more
successful. He went back to the living room and sat down at a small
table that stood to the left of the telescreen. From the table drawer he
took out a penholder, a bottle of ink, and a thick, quarto-sized blank
book with a red back and a marbled cover.

For some reason the telescreen in the living room was in an unusual
position. Instead of being placed, as was normal, in the end wall, where
it could command the whole room, it was in the longer wall, opposite the
window. To one side of it there was a shallow alcove in which Winston
was now sitting, and which, when the flats were built, had probably been
intended to hold bookshelves. By sitting in the alcove, and keeping well
back, Winston was able to remain outside the range of the telescreen, so
far as sight went. He could be heard, of course, but so long as he
stayed in his present position he could not be seen. It was partly the
unusual geography of the room that had suggested to him the thing that
he was now about to do.

But it had also been suggested by the book that he had just taken out of
the drawer. It was a peculiarly beautiful book. Its smooth creamy paper,
a little yellowed by age, was of a kind that had not been manufactured
for at least forty years past. He could guess, however, that the book
was much older than that. He had seen it lying in the window of a frowsy
little junk shop in a slummy quarter of the town (just what quarter he
did not now remember) and had been stricken immediately by an
overwhelming desire to possess it. Party members 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 shoelaces and razor blades which it was impossible to get hold of in
any other way. He had given a quick glance up and down the street and
then had slipped inside and bought the book for two dollars fifty. At
the time he was not conscious of wanting it for any particular purpose.
He had carried it guiltily home in his brief case. Even with nothing
written in it, it was a compromising possession.

The thing that he was about to do was to open a diary. This was not
illegal (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 least by twenty-five years in a forced-labor camp. Winston
fitted a nib into the penholder and sucked it to get the grease off. The
pen was an archaic instrument, seldom used even for signatures, and he
had procured one, furtively and with some difficulty, simply because of
a feeling that the beautiful creamy paper deserved to be written on with
a real nib instead of being scratched with an ink pencil. Actually he
was not used to writing by hand. Apart from very short notes, it was
usual to dictate everything into the speakwrite, which was of course
impossible for his present purpose. He dipped the pen into the ink and
then faltered for just a second. A tremor had gone through his bowels.
To mark the paper was the decisive act. In small clumsy letters he
wrote:

April 4th, 1984.

He sat back. A sense of complete helplessness had descended upon
him. To begin with, he did not know with 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 him to wonder, was he writing this
diary? For the future, for the unborn. His mind hovered for a moment
round the doubtful date on the page, and then fetched up with a bump
against the Newspeak word doublethink[14]. For the first time the
magnitude of what he had undertaken came home to him. How could you
communicate with the future? It was of its nature impossible. Either the
future would resemble the present, in which case it would not listen to
him, or it would be different from it, and his predicament would be
meaningless.

For some time he sat gazing stupidly at the paper. The telescreen had
changed over to strident military music. It was curious that he seemed
not merely to have lost the power of expressing himself, but even to
have forgotten what it was that he had originally intended to say. For
weeks past he had been making ready for this moment, and it had never
crossed his mind that anything would be needed except courage. The
actual writing would be easy. All he had to do was to transfer to paper
the interminable restless monologue that had been running inside his
head, literally for years. At this moment, however, even the monologue
had dried up. Moreover, his varicose ulcer had begun itching unbearably.
He dared not scratch it, because if he did so it always became inflamed.
The seconds were ticking by. He was conscious of nothing except the
blankness of the page in front of him, the itching of the skin above his
ankle, the blaring of the music, and a slight booziness caused by the
gin.

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

April 4th, 1984. Last night to the flicks. All war films. One very
good one of a ship full of refugees being bombed somewhere in the
Mediterranean. Audience much amused by shots of a great huge fat
man trying to swim away with a helicopter after him. first you saw
him wallowing along in the water like a porpoise, then you saw him
through the helicopters gunsights, then he was full of holes and
the sea round him turned pink and he sank as suddenly as though the
holes had let in the water. audience shouting with laughter when he
sank. then you saw a lifeboat full of children with a helicopter
hovering over it. there was a middle-aged woman might have been a
jewess sitting up in the bow with a little boy about three years
old in her arms. little boy screaming 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 him and comforting him
although she was blue with fright herself. all the time covering
him up as much as possible as if she thought her arms could keep
the bullets off him. then the helicopter planted a 20 kilo bomb in
among them terrific flash and the boat went all to matchwood. then
there was a wonderful shot of a childs arm going up up up right up
into the air a helicopter with a camera in its nose must have
followed it up and there was a lot of applause from the party seats
but a woman down in the prole part of the house suddenly started
kicking up a fuss and 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
anything happened to her nobody cares what the proles say typical
prole reaction they never—



Winston stopped writing, partly because he was suffering from cramp. He
did not know what had made him pour out this stream of rubbish. But the
curious thing was that while he was doing so a totally different memory
had clarified itself in his mind, to the point where he almost felt
equal to writing it down. It was, he now realized, because of this other
incident that he had suddenly decided to come home and begin the diary
today.

It had happened that morning at the Ministry, if anything so nebulous
could be said to happen.

It was nearly eleven hundred, and in the Records Department, where
Winston worked, they were dragging the chairs out of the cubicles and
grouping them in the center of the hall, opposite the big telescreen, in
preparation for the Two Minutes Hate[15]. Winston was just taking his place
in one of the middle rows when two people whom he knew by sight, but had
never spoken to, came unexpectedly into the room. One of them was a girl
whom he often passed in the corridors. He did not know her name, but he
knew that she worked in the Fiction Department. Presumably—since he had
sometimes seen her with oily hands and carrying a spanner—she had some
mechanical job on one of the novel-writing machines. She was a
bold-looking girl of about twenty-seven, with thick dark hair, a
freckled face, and swift, athletic movements. A narrow scarlet sash,
emblem of the Junior Anti-Sex League[18], was wound several times round the
waist of her overalls, just tightly enough to bring out the shapeliness
of her hips. Winston had disliked her from the very first moment of
seeing her. He knew the reason. It was because of the atmosphere of
hockey fields and cold baths and community hikes and general
clean-mindedness which she managed to carry about with her. He disliked
nearly all women, and especially the young and pretty ones. It was
always the women, and above all the young ones, who were the most
bigoted adherents of the Party, the swallowers of slogans, the amateur
spies and nosers-out of unorthodoxy. But this particular girl gave him
the impression of being more dangerous than most. Once when they passed
in the corridor she had given him a quick sidelong glance which seemed
to pierce right into him and for a moment had filled him with black
terror. The idea had even crossed his mind that she might be an agent of
the Thought Police. That, it was true, was very unlikely. Still, he
continued to feel a peculiar uneasiness, which had fear mixed up in it
as well as hostility, whenever she was anywhere near him.

The other person was a man named O'Brien, a member of the Inner Party
and holder of some post so important and remote that Winston had only a
dim idea of its nature. A momentary hush passed over the group of people
round the chairs as they saw the black overalls of an Inner Party member
approaching. O'Brien was a large, burly man with a thick neck and a
coarse, humorous, brutal face. In spite of his formidable appearance he
had a certain charm of manner. He had a trick of resettling his
spectacles on his nose which was curiously disarming—in some
indefinable way, curiously civilized. It was a gesture which, if anyone
had still thought in such terms, might have recalled an
eighteenth-century nobleman offering his snuffbox. Winston had seen
O'Brien perhaps a dozen times in almost as many years. He felt deeply
drawn to him, and not solely because he was intrigued by the contrast
between O'Brien's urbane manner and his prizefighter's physique. Much
more it was because of a secretly held belief—or perhaps not even a
belief, merely a hope—that O'Brien's political orthodoxy was not
perfect. Something in his face suggested it irresistibly. And again,
perhaps it was not even unorthodoxy that was written in his face, but
simply intelligence. But at any rate he had the appearance of being a
person that you could talk to, if somehow you could cheat the telescreen
and get him alone. Winston had never made the smallest effort to verify
this guess; indeed, there was no way of doing so. At this moment O'Brien
glanced at his wristwatch, saw that it was nearly eleven hundred, and
evidently decided to stay in the Records Department until the Two
Minutes Hate was over. He took a chair in the same row as Winston, a
couple of places away. A small, sandy-haired woman who worked in the
next cubicle to Winston was between them. The girl with dark hair was
sitting immediately behind.

The next moment a hideous, grinding screech, as of some monstrous
machine running without oil, burst from the big telescreen at the end of
the room. It was a noise that set one's teeth on edge and bristled the
hair at the back of one's neck. The Hate had started.

As usual, the face of Emmanuel Goldstein[16], the Enemy of the People, had
flashed onto the screen. There were hisses here and there among the
audience. The little sandy-haired woman gave a squeak of mingled fear
and disgust. Goldstein was the renegade and backslider who once, long
ago (how long ago, nobody quite remembered), had been one of the leading
figures of the Party, almost on a level with Big Brother himself, and
then had engaged in counter-revolutionary activities, had been condemned
to death, and had mysteriously escaped and disappeared. The program of
the Two Minutes Hate varied from day to day, but there was none in which
Goldstein was not the principal figure. He was the primal traitor, the
earliest defiler of the Party's purity. All subsequent crimes against
the Party, all treacheries, acts of sabotage, heresies, deviations,
sprang directly out of his teaching. Somewhere or other he was still
alive and hatching his conspiracies: perhaps somewhere beyond the sea,
under the protection of his foreign paymasters; perhaps even—so it was
occasionally rumored—in some hiding place in Oceania itself.

Winston's diaphragm was constricted. He could never see the face of
Goldstein without a painful mixture of emotions. It was a lean Jewish
face, with a great fuzzy aureole of white hair and a small goatee
beard—a clever face, and yet somehow inherently despicable, with a kind
of senile silliness in the long thin nose near the end of which a pair
of spectacles was perched. It resembled the face of a sheep, and the
voice, too, had a sheeplike quality. Goldstein was delivering his usual
venomous attack upon the doctrines of the Party—an attack so
exaggerated and perverse that a child should have been able to see
through it, and yet just plausible enough to fill one with an alarmed
feeling that other people, less level-headed than oneself, might be
taken in by it. He was abusing Big Brother, he was denouncing the
dictatorship of the Party, he was demanding the immediate conclusion of
peace with Eurasia[17], he was advocating freedom of speech, freedom of the
press, freedom of assembly, 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 habitual
style of the orators of the Party, and even contained Newspeak words:
more Newspeak words, indeed, than any Party member would normally use in
real 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 telescreen there marched the endless columns of the Eurasian
army—row after row of solid-looking men with expressionless Asiatic
faces, who swam up to the surface of the screen and vanished, to be
replaced by others exactly similar. The dull, rhythmic tramp of the
soldiers' boots formed the background to Goldstein's bleating voice.

Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncontrollable
exclamations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room.
The self-satisfied sheeplike face on the screen, and the terrifying
power of the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne;
besides, the sight or even the thought of Goldstein produced fear and
anger automatically. He was an object of hatred more constant than
either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when Oceania was at war with one of
these powers it was generally at peace with the other. But what was
strange was that although Goldstein was hated and despised by everybody,
although every day, and a thousand times a day, on platforms, on the
telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his theories were refuted, smashed,
ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for the pitiful rubbish that they
were—in spite of all this, his influence never seemed to grow less.
Always there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A day never
passed when spies and saboteurs acting under his directions were not
unmasked by the Thought Police. He was the commander of a vast shadowy
army, an underground network of conspirators dedicated to the overthrow
of the State. The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to be. There were
also whispered stories of a terrible book, a compendium of all the
heresies, of which Goldstein was the author and which circulated
clandestinely here and there. It was a book without a title. People
referred to it, if at all, simply as the book. But one knew of such
things only through vague rumors. Neither the Brotherhood nor the book
was a subject that any ordinary Party member would mention if there was
a way of avoiding it.

In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up
and down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an
effort to drown the maddening bleating voice that came from the screen.
The little sandy-haired woman had toned bright pink, and her mouth was
opening and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O'Brien's heavy
face was flushed. He was sitting very straight in his chair, his
powerful chest swelling and quivering as though he were standing up to
the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl behind Winston had begun
crying out "Swine! Swine! Swine!" and suddenly she picked up a heavy
Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the screen. It struck Goldstein's
nose and bounced off; the voice continued inexorably. In a lucid moment
Winston found that he was shouting with the others and kicking his heel
violently against the rung of his chair. The horrible thing about the
Two Minutes Hate was not that one was obliged to act a part, but that it
was impossible to avoid joining in. Within thirty seconds any pretense
was always unnecessary. A hideous ecstasy of fear and vindictiveness, a
desire to kill, to torture, to smash faces in with a sledge hammer,
seemed to flow through the whole 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
emotion which could be switched from one object to another like the
flame of a blowlamp. Thus, at one moment Winston's hatred was not turned
against Goldstein at all, but, on the contrary, against Big Brother, the
Party, and the Thought Police; and at such moments his heart went out to
the lonely, derided heretic on the screen, sole guardian of truth and
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
him to be true. At those moments his secret loathing of Big Brother
changed into adoration, and Big Brother seemed to tower up, an
invincible, fearless protector, standing like a rock against the hordes
of Asia, and Goldstein, in spite of his isolation, his helplessness, and
the doubt that hung about his very existence, seemed like some sinister
enchanter, capable by the mere power of his voice of wrecking the
structure of civilization.

It was even possible, at moments, to switch one's hatred this way or
that by a voluntary act. Suddenly, by the sort of violent effort with
which one wrenches one's head away from the pillow in a nightmare,
Winston succeeded in transferring his hatred from the face on the screen
to the dark-haired girl behind him. Vivid, beautiful hallucinations
flashed through his mind. He would flog her to death with a rubber
truncheon. He would tie her naked to a stake and shoot her full of
arrows like Saint Sebastian. He would ravish her and cut her throat at
the moment of climax. Better than before, moreover, he realized why it
was that he hated her. He hated her because she was young and pretty and
sexless, because he wanted to go to bed with her and would never do so,
because round her sweet supple waist, which seemed to ask you to
encircle it with your arm, there was only the odious scarlet sash,
aggressive symbol of chastity.

The Hate rose to its climax. The voice of Goldstein had become an actual
sheep's bleat, and for an instant the face changed into that of a sheep.
Then the sheep-face melted into the figure of a Eurasian soldier who
seemed to be advancing, huge and terrible, his submachine gun roaring,
and seeming to spring out of the surface of the screen, so that some of
the people in the front row actually flinched backwards in their seats.
But in the same moment, drawing a deep sigh of relief from everybody,
the hostile figure melted into the face of Big Brother, black-haired,
black mustachio'd, full of power and mysterious calm, and so vast that
it almost filled up the screen. Nobody heard what Big Brother was
saying. It was merely a few words of encouragement, the sort of words
that are uttered in the din of battle, not distinguishable individually
but restoring confidence by the fact of being spoken. Then the face of
Big Brother faded away again, and instead the three slogans of the Party
stood out in bold capitals:


WAR IS PEACE

FREEDOM IS SLAVERY

IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH.




But the face of Big Brother seemed to persist for several seconds on the
screen, as though the impact that it had made on everyone's eyeballs
were too vivid to wear off immediately. The little sandy-haired woman
had flung herself forward over the back of the chair in front of her.
With a tremulous murmur that sounded like "My Savior!" she extended her
arms toward the screen. Then she buried her face in her hands. It was
apparent that she was uttering a prayer.

At this moment the entire group of people broke into a deep, slow,
rhythmical chant of "B-B!... B-B!... B-B!" over and over again, very
slowly, with a long pause between the first "B" and the second—a heavy,
murmurous sound, somehow curiously savage, in the background of which
one seemed to hear the stamp of naked feet and the throbbing of
tom-toms. For perhaps as much as thirty seconds they kept it up. It was
a refrain that was often heard in moments of overwhelming emotion.
Partly it was a sort of hymn
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