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    A man struggles to keep his inner life intact while a vast, watchful state works to standardize thought, rewrite memory, and convince its citizens that reality is whatever power declares.

George Orwell’s Nineteen Eighty-Four, first published in 1949, stands as a landmark of twentieth-century literature. Written in the late 1940s, in the shadow of world war and the rise of modern dictatorships, the novel channels anxieties about centralized power into a taut narrative of political and psychological control. Orwell, the pen name of Eric Arthur Blair, had already earned a reputation for moral clarity and social critique. Here he distilled his concerns about propaganda, surveillance, and the corrosion of language into a story whose stark simplicity intensifies its intellectual reach and whose cautionary force has proven remarkably durable.

At its core, the book presents a society organized to monitor, structure, and ultimately claim the minds of its citizens. The protagonist, Winston Smith, lives in the superstate of Oceania, where a ruling Party exerts authority through pervasive observation and a culture of denunciation. His work at the Ministry of Truth involves altering records so that the official past always matches the current doctrine. The rules are explicit, the pressure constant, and the sense of being watched unrelenting. From this premise grows a tense exploration of what it means to think freely in a system that punishes independent thought.

The novel’s classic status arises from its synthesis of political insight and narrative economy. Orwell forges a world at once specific and archetypal, allowing readers to recognize its logic beyond any one time or place. He depicts the mechanisms of authoritarian control—surveillance, coercion, manipulation of facts—not as abstractions, but as daily conditions shaping work, speech, and even private feeling. The result is an enduring fable of power that has influenced how readers, critics, and citizens discuss freedom, accountability, and the responsibilities of language in public life.

One of Orwell’s central achievements is his analysis of surveillance as a means of internalizing authority. The machinery of control functions not only through cameras and informers, but through the anticipation of being seen. Fear of detection becomes a habit of self-censorship, turning the citizen into an extension of the regime’s will. By focusing on lived experience—how one walks, speaks, and chooses words—Orwell shows how the outward theater of obedience can colonize the inner theater of thought. The terror here is banal and intimate, diffusing across routines until it feels like the air itself.

Equally powerful is the novel’s examination of language as a battleground. The regime promotes a simplified, restricted vocabulary designed to limit the range of conceivable dissent. If words shrink, the capacity to form complex criticism contracts with them. Orwell dramatizes how slogans, euphemism, and inverted meanings erode the connection between words and reality, making contradiction appear reasonable and falsehoods seem necessary. This scrutiny of speech is not merely stylistic; it illuminates how political systems curate perception, and how the defense of clear language is inseparable from the defense of clear thought.

Control of history functions as the story’s other great instrument of domination. Winston’s daily revisions of newspapers and records reveal how a state can manufacture continuity by obliterating evidence of inconsistency. When the past is endlessly editable, the present becomes unassailable. Orwell thereby poses a grave question: how can individuals verify truth if every document can be altered and every memory discredited? The fragility of archives and the vulnerability of collective memory become sources of power for the regime, underscoring the ethical necessity of honest record-keeping and historical integrity.

Against these pressures, the novel contemplates the stubbornness of human needs: for privacy, for understanding, for a phrase that feels one’s own. Individual conscience, however modest, becomes an act of resistance when the culture demands uniformity. The book does not romanticize rebellion; it presents the risks and costs with frankness while insisting that the desire to recognize reality, and to be recognized within it, is an essential human drive. By tracing the conflict between personal integrity and enforced orthodoxy, Orwell gives the dystopian form a moral heartbeat that readers continue to feel.

Stylistically, Orwell’s prose is lucid and unadorned, giving the narrative a documentary quality that heightens its plausibility. The world-building is economical yet concrete: offices, corridors, posters, ration lines, and the bleak texture of urban life accumulate into an environment readers can inhabit. The novel’s structure tightens with purposeful inevitability, each scene sharpening the central argument rather than distracting from it. This restraint—eschewing spectacle for precision—allows the philosophical inquiry to stand in full view, while the plot maintains an unbroken line of tension.

The book’s influence on later writers has been profound. Authors of political and dystopian fiction have drawn on its insights into propaganda, surveillance, and the politics of memory. Margaret Atwood has acknowledged Orwell’s importance to the tradition that shaped her own speculative work, and Anthony Burgess engaged it both critically and imaginatively in his writing. Beyond fiction, journalists and essayists regularly invoke Orwell as a touchstone for clear prose and moral seriousness. The novel’s conceptual tools—terms and ideas that diagnose how power manipulates truth—continue to inform public debate and literary craft alike.

Culturally, the novel has given the world a shared vocabulary for recognizing abuses of authority. Its coined terms have entered everyday speech, enabling people to name patterns of distortion and control that might otherwise pass unremarked. That linguistic legacy is not a mere curiosity; it is part of the book’s ethical project. By helping readers describe coercion precisely, Orwell equips them to resist it. The endurance of this lexicon across decades indicates how thoroughly the novel has permeated civic consciousness and why it remains central to discussions of freedom and responsibility.

Today, the book’s concerns retain pressing urgency. Debates over digital surveillance, data collection, disinformation, and the manipulation of images and archives echo the mechanisms Orwell described, even as technologies change. The novel offers no simple prescriptions; instead, it cultivates habits of skepticism, attention, and care for words. That combination—imagination joined to intellectual discipline—explains its lasting appeal. Readers return to it not only to be warned, but to be reminded that truth requires vigilance, and that the integrity of language and memory is a public trust as well as a private obligation.
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    George Orwell’s 1949 novel Nineteen Eighty-Four presents a dystopian society in the superstate of Oceania, where the ruling Party exerts total control under the image of Big Brother. In London, also called Airstrip One, citizens live under constant surveillance by telescreens and an ever-watchful security apparatus. Winston Smith, a minor functionary in the Outer Party, begins to question the imposed reality that surrounds him. The world he inhabits is one of rationed goods, orchestrated hatred, and mandated orthodoxy, in which private thoughts are perilous. The narrative follows Winston’s growing awareness and tentative acts of defiance as he searches for authentic experience and truth.

Winston’s work at the Ministry of Truth involves altering past records to ensure that published facts always match the Party’s shifting claims. By falsifying newspapers and archives, he participates in a system that recasts history as needed, rendering objective truth unstable. The ideology of Newspeak narrows language to constrain thought, while practices like the Two Minutes Hate mobilize emotion for political ends. Haunted by fragmentary memories of childhood and a different past, Winston senses that reality has been rearranged. He secretly buys a diary and begins writing, an act that risks punishment by the Thought Police and marks his first conscious rebellion.

The Party’s power rests on rigid hierarchies and managed ignorance. The Inner Party formulates policy, the Outer Party executes it, and the proles, the largest demographic, are largely excluded from political life. Domestic arrangements and sexuality are regulated to weaken independent loyalties, with organizations promoting chastity and duty to the state. Friendships are circumscribed, family bonds are compromised by surveillance, and children are enlisted as informants. As Winston moves through cramped housing, Ministry corridors, and dreary public spaces, he observes how deprivation, propaganda, and fear keep people compliant. He wonders whether the proles hold the key to a different future, yet proof eludes him.

Winston’s private misgivings deepen into action when he wanders into a district where relics of the past can still be found. In a small shop, he buys objects that evoke a continuity the Party denies and imagines a life beyond constant scrutiny. He also notices a fellow worker, a dark-haired woman, whom he initially suspects of orthodoxy or surveillance. Their repeated encounters heighten his anxiety and curiosity. The city’s omnipresent microphones and hidden watchers force him to weigh every glance and word. His desire for clarity hardens into the resolve to find allies, even as he understands that trust can be perilous.

The woman, Julia, delivers an unexpected message that transforms Winston’s isolation into covert companionship. They arrange clandestine meetings beyond the reach of telescreens, first in the countryside and later in a rented room that seems to promise privacy. Their relationship becomes a declaration of personal loyalty in defiance of the Party’s demands. Through shared moments, they reclaim ordinary pleasures and the right to unregulated speech. Yet the limits of secrecy are clear: their time together depends on careful disguises, coded exchanges, and a constant awareness of risk. Their bond underscores how intimate connection can challenge, and be threatened by, political power.

Seeking a broader purpose, Winston looks for links to an organized resistance reputedly led by the dissident figure Emmanuel Goldstein. An Inner Party member named O’Brien appears to recognize Winston’s discontent, hinting at forbidden ideas and knowledge. Winston interprets these signals as an opening to understand the mechanisms of power and perhaps join a larger effort. He acquires a proscribed text attributed to Goldstein, hoping for a framework that will explain both the Party’s tactics and a way to oppose them. The promise of doctrine and fellowship feeds his conviction that thought itself can be a site of resistance.

The book Winston reads outlines a world of perpetual war designed to channel surplus and maintain control, a stratified society preserved through scarcity, and a language project intended to limit dissent at its source. It argues that manipulating history and reality prevents collective memory from challenging authority. These explanations mirror Winston’s experience at the Ministry of Truth and clarify practices like doublethink, in which contradictory beliefs are sustained for political stability. As he studies these ideas, Winston feels briefly aligned with a coherent critique. However, the clarity he gains coexists with mounting danger, as the Party’s surveillance reaches into every private refuge.

Inevitably, the protective illusions around Winston and Julia fail, and the authorities intervene. Their hidden spaces prove vulnerable, demonstrating how thoroughly the state infiltrates daily life. Winston is detained and confronted with the apparatus that enforces orthodoxy, from close monitoring to systematic interrogation aimed at reshaping thought. The process reveals the regime’s focus on inner conformity rather than mere outward compliance. What follows tests Winston’s convictions and illuminates the depth of the Party’s ambition: not only to command behavior but to govern perception and belief. The narrative’s tension sharpens here, while the ultimate outcomes remain beyond this synopsis.

By tracing Winston’s awakening and the machinery arrayed against it, Nineteen Eighty-Four offers a study of modern authoritarianism: the politics of language, the fragility of memory, and the vulnerability of private life under surveillance. Its enduring significance lies in the questions it poses about truth, loyalty, and the capacity of individuals to resist systems that deny objective reality. Published in 1949, the novel continues to inform debates about propaganda, security, and the ethical limits of state power. Without resolving those debates, Orwell’s work challenges readers to consider how societies might protect freedom of thought before it becomes impossible.
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    George Orwell’s novel is set in a grim, near-future London, renamed Airstrip One, a province of the superstate Oceania. The society is organized around a single ruling Party and its figurehead, Big Brother. The state’s power is concentrated in four vast ministries dedicated to war, propaganda, rationing, and repression. This setting draws on mid-twentieth-century experiences of centralized bureaucracy, emergency powers, and mass mobilization. While the book depicts a fictional time and place, its institutions mirror those created by governments during the interwar and wartime years, when large bureaucratic systems, centralized planning, and pervasive propaganda became defining features of modern states.

Orwell wrote most of the book in 1947–48 while living on the remote Scottish island of Jura, and it was published in 1949 by Secker & Warburg in London. The immediate post–Second World War environment shaped the novel’s mood: cities were still scarred by bomb damage, economies struggled under rationing and debt, and publics confronted the moral and political legacies of the 1930s and 1940s. Orwell, a journalist and essayist with long-standing interest in political truth and state power, composed the book amid debates about reconstruction, Europe’s division, and the responsibilities of intellectuals in an age of propaganda and ideological conflict.

The rise of totalitarian regimes in the 1920s–1940s provided a central historical template. In Soviet Russia under Stalin, Nazi Germany under Hitler, and Fascist Italy under Mussolini, one-party rule fused with leader cults, secret police, and pervasive censorship. These systems sought ideological conformity through controlled media, education, and surveillance. Orwell’s Party resembles such formations in its insistence on uniform loyalty and its refusal to acknowledge any legitimate sphere outside state authority. The novel’s atmosphere of permanent mobilization, ritualized hatred, and suspicion draws directly on the public rhythms and social pressures documented in these regimes’ rallies, organizations, and information systems.

Stalin’s Great Terror (approximately 1936–1938) and the accompanying show trials profoundly shaped Orwell’s understanding of political coercion. The Soviet state staged confessions from prominent figures, often secured by interrogation and threats, and these were broadcast as moral theater. Historical records and encyclopedias were revised; photographs were altered to remove purged individuals. Newspapers retrofitted the past to match shifting party lines. Such practices illuminate the book’s preoccupation with forced confession, “vaporization,” and the systematic rewriting of history. Orwell understood that totalitarian power did not merely silence dissenters; it attempted to control memory and reality itself by continuously re-editing the public record.

Nazi Germany offered a different, equally alarming model of modern control. Joseph Goebbels’s Ministry of Public Enlightenment and Propaganda coordinated press, film, radio, and culture. Cheap “Volksempfänger” radios extended the regime’s voice into ordinary homes, while “Gleichschaltung” aligned institutions with party doctrine. Mass rallies, choreographed spectacles, and orchestrated hatreds were essential tools of mobilization. Neighborhood surveillance and denunciation networks reinforced fear of deviation. In the novel, the ritualized expression of hostility, the ubiquitous leader image, and the constant message discipline echo these practices. While Orwell differentiated between authoritarian traditions, he recognized common techniques of emotional management and information monopoly across modern dictatorships.

Orwell’s most intimate encounter with political falsification came during the Spanish Civil War (1936–1939). He fought with the POUM militia in 1936–1937 and was wounded. In Barcelona, he witnessed the suppression of non-Stalinist left groups and the subsequent propaganda that branded former allies as traitors. Homage to Catalonia (1938) records how newspapers misreported events he had seen firsthand. The shock of watching reality inverted in print—friends turned into enemies, facts into “lies”—shaped his conviction that truth can be deliberately and systematically deformed. That experience provides a direct historical underpinning for the novel’s focus on falsification and the fragility of shared facts.

Britain’s own wartime information apparatus provided another important context. From 1939 to 1946, the United Kingdom maintained a Ministry of Information to coordinate censorship and public messaging. Orwell worked for the BBC’s Eastern Service from 1941 to 1943, producing news and cultural broadcasts aimed at South Asia. He later described the experience as a lesson in the limits and temptations of propaganda within a large bureaucracy. While Britain remained a parliamentary democracy, the scale of official messaging, secrecy, and bureaucratic routine offered administrative forms and atmospheres that the novel amplifies into the Ministry of Truth’s industrialized manipulation.

Language itself was a battlefield in the 1930s and 1940s. Governments and parties across the spectrum relied on euphemism, abstraction, and slogans to mask violence or failure. Orwell analyzed this in essays such as Politics and the English Language (1946) and The Prevention of Literature (1946), arguing that degraded language enables political deception. Contemporary schemes like C. K. Ogden’s “Basic English” promised simplified global communication, a proposal Orwell scrutinized while worrying about how restricted vocabularies can narrow thought. Newspeak distills these historical concerns: by shrinking and distorting language, a regime can make some thoughts literally unthinkable and others emotionally irresistible.

Strategic analysis circulating in the 1940s also fed Orwell’s imagination. In The Managerial Revolution (1941), James Burnham argued that a new managerial class would dominate large organizations and that the future might belong to rival superstates in perpetual competition. Orwell engaged Burnham directly in Second Thoughts on James Burnham (1946), critiquing his determinism but taking seriously the prospect of continent-sized powers stabilized by bureaucracy and war. The novel’s triadic world of Oceania, Eurasia, and Eastasia reflects this discourse, imagining elites who maintain rule not chiefly through prosperity, but through managed scarcity, disciplined information, and a continuous, low-level state of conflict.

The early Cold War tightened these anxieties. Churchill’s 1946 “Iron Curtain” speech signaled a hardening divide. The Truman Doctrine (1947) and creation of the Cominform (1947) consolidated blocs. The Berlin Blockade and Airlift (1948–1949) dramatized confrontation over Europe’s future. As Orwell drafted his book, alliances were settling into a long standoff that encouraged rearmament, security services, and suspicion. The novel’s depiction of permanently shifting enemies and friends, and of war as a structuring principle of social life, mirrors the emerging pattern of global rivalry in which foreign policy served domestic consolidation as much as military necessity.

The dawn of the atomic age intensified fears that war had become both inescapable and un-winnable. The United States used atomic weapons in 1945; efforts to place nuclear energy under international control faltered with the Baruch Plan debates in 1946. The Soviet Union detonated its first atomic device in 1949, ending the American monopoly and beginning a nuclear arms race. Civil defense planning, public speculation about “atomic winters,” and visions of cities leveled in an instant all permeated the late 1940s imagination. The novel’s references to strategic bombing and the lingering geography of ruins channel this atmosphere of technological awe and dread.

Economic austerity framed daily life in Britain as Orwell wrote. Rationing, introduced during the war, persisted into the early 1950s; even bread was rationed from 1946 to 1948. Utility clothing and furniture schemes standardized scarce goods. Queues, coupons, and shortages were familiar. Housing remained tight amid bomb damage and reconstruction delays. While Britain kept its democratic institutions, the material tone of grayness, patched clothing, ersatz products, and canteen food became emblematic of the era. The novel’s drab meals and thin comforts draw on this lived environment, translating administrative scarcity and bureaucratic distribution into the texture of an entire social order.

Surveillance, though not as total in Britain as in dictatorships, expanded markedly during the war. Identity cards were introduced in 1939 and remained in use until 1952. Postal censorship, travel restrictions, and information blackouts were standard emergency measures. Regulation 18B allowed detention without trial of suspected fascists. Abroad, the NKVD in the Soviet Union and the Gestapo in Nazi Germany institutionalized coercive methods and encouraged denunciation. These historical practices inform the novel’s extrapolation of universal oversight: the idea that the state could make observation inescapable, turning the habits of wartime vigilance and authoritarian policing into a permanent social condition.

The visual culture of power in the 1930s and 1940s relied on omnipresent leader images and stark slogans. Portraits of Stalin, Hitler, and Mussolini dominated public spaces; monumental posters and banners framed rallies and workplaces. Allied countries also produced insistent poster campaigns—“Careless Talk Costs Lives” in Britain and earlier recruitment images like “Your Country Needs You.” Such iconography trained citizens to interpret politics through faces and catchphrases. The novel’s looming leader image and punchy, repetitive mottos reflect this world of visual command, where authority is felt as much through saturation and repetition as through formal edicts or legal arguments.

Youth organizations highlight how regimes seek to capture the future. Nazi Germany’s Hitler Youth and the League of German Girls, and the Soviet Young Pioneers and Komsomol, inculcated ideology through schooling, ceremony, and surveillance. Propaganda even celebrated stories like that of Pavlik Morozov, a boy cast as a model informer against his family in early 1930s Soviet lore. These patterns explain the novel’s attention to children as vectors of political loyalty and pressure within the family. The state’s cultivation of youthful zeal served not only to prepare the next generation, but to penetrate private life with exemplary obedience and fear.

Orwell’s critique of political lying was sharpened by his journalism and essays after 1945. Notes on Nationalism (1945) probed how partisan loyalties distort perception; The Prevention of Literature (1946) warned of intellectual subservience; the suppressed preface to Animal Farm, The Freedom of the Press (1945), condemned self-censorship. He described himself as a democratic socialist, insisting that opposition to totalitarianism was compatible with a commitment to social justice. These writings supply much of the novel’s ethical framework: the conviction that freedom depends on the defense of objective truth, on independent institutions, and on the courage to resist ideological convenience.

Literary antecedents provided models and cautionary tales. Yevgeny Zamyatin’s We (written 1920–1921) offered an early anti-totalitarian dystopia that Orwell read and discussed in 1946. Arthur Koestler’s Darkness at Noon (1940) explored show trials and coerced confession, shaping public understanding of ideological terror, and Orwell praised it. Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World (1932) presented a different, pleasure-based dystopia that critics often compare to Orwell’s harsher vision. The title “Nineteen Eighty-Four” has multiple proposed origins; one often noted possibility is Eileen O’Shaughnessy’s 1934 poem “End of the Century, 1984,” though Orwell did not authoritatively explain his choice, and certainty is elusive. The convergence of state power, war, and language defines the book. Beyond plot, it offers a taxonomy of modern domination: surveillance that seeks to be continuous, propaganda that aspires to create reality, and scarcity that disciplines without persuading. By mapping these logics onto familiar institutions—the ministry, the ration book, the broadcast—Orwell produced not a prediction but a warning. The novel condenses the lessons of the 1930s and 1940s into a enduring critique of how twentieth-century states might deform truth and freedom if left unchecked.
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    Introduction
George Orwell, the pen name of Eric Arthur Blair, was a British novelist, essayist, and journalist born in 1903 in British India and dead in 1950 in London. He is best known for Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four, works that shaped modern discussions of power, propaganda, and individual liberty. Across fiction, reportage, and criticism, Orwell forged a style that prized clarity and moral seriousness. His experiences in colonial service, in poverty, and in the Spanish Civil War informed a lifelong engagement with injustice and authoritarianism. Few twentieth century writers combined literary craft and political insight as memorably or as accessibly.
Orwell wrote in many modes but pursued a coherent project: to tell the truth as plainly as possible about the structures that deform human life. He treated the essay as a high art, the novel as a vehicle for ethical inquiry, and journalism as a record of lived reality. His name has become shorthand for a certain vigilance about state power, manipulation of language, and the erosion of common decency. The endurance of terms associated with his work and the continual return to his arguments reflect both the literary force of his prose and the urgency of his themes.
Education and Literary Influences
Orwell spent his early childhood in India and England before winning scholarships to English schools. He attended St Cyprian’s in Eastbourne and later Eton College, where he read widely and wrote for school publications. He did not go to university. Instead, in the early 1920s he joined the Indian Imperial Police and served for several years in Burma. The experience convinced him of the moral costs of imperial rule and turned him toward writing. After resigning, he returned to Europe and began to live frugally while gathering material for the first works that would appear under the name George Orwell.
His reading leaned toward satirists and social realists who confronted injustice with imaginative force. He admired the moral breadth of Charles Dickens, the political sting of Jonathan Swift, and the naturalist candor of Émile Zola. Jack London’s explorations of poverty helped shape his early experiments in immersion reportage. From the English essay tradition he learned a commitment to plain style and concrete detail. The Spanish Civil War and the growth of totalitarian movements in Europe added an urgent political frame to these literary influences, sharpening his sense that prose could be both artistic and a tool for civic clarity.
Literary Career
Orwell’s first major book, Down and Out in Paris and London, appeared in 1933 and intertwined observation with social critique. Burmese Days followed in 1934, drawing on his colonial service. He published the novels A Clergyman’s Daughter and Keep the Aspidistra Flying in the mid 1930s, each probing class, conscience, and the pressures of modern life. The Road to Wigan Pier in 1937 combined reportorial detail from northern England with a candid examination of socialist politics. Homage to Catalonia in 1938 set down his experiences in Spain and offered a trenchant account of factionalism, censorship, and betrayal within the anti fascist cause.
Alongside his books, Orwell built a formidable career in essays and journalism. Pieces such as Shooting an Elephant, Notes on Nationalism, Why I Write, and Politics and the English Language illustrate his range from memoir to cultural criticism and linguistic analysis. During the Second World War he worked for the BBC’s Eastern Service, scripting and producing programs aimed at countering Axis propaganda. After leaving the BBC, he became literary editor and columnist at the weekly Tribune, where his As I Please series displayed a conversational yet rigorous mode of argument. He also reviewed and reported for several other British periodicals.
Animal Farm, published in 1945, distilled Orwell’s anti totalitarian warnings into an allegorical novella about revolutionary ideals upended by power. Several publishers had declined the manuscript during wartime, but the book found a wide audience after the conflict ended. Its brisk, deceptively simple narrative and moral bite brought him international recognition. The work’s success secured his reputation as a writer who could fuse political analysis with narrative economy. It also clarified themes he had explored for years: the corruptibility of movements, the seductions of propaganda, and the gap between public slogans and private reality.
Nineteen Eighty-Four appeared in 1949 after a demanding period of work, much of it undertaken on the remote Scottish island of Jura. The novel’s vision of surveillance, enforced orthodoxy, and linguistic control introduced enduring concepts that migrated into public discourse. Critics recognized its power immediately, even as debates arose about its political targets and pessimism. The book consolidated Orwell’s authority as a diagnostician of modern tyranny and as a stylist capable of turning abstract fears into gripping narrative. Together with Animal Farm, it ensured a global readership that extended well beyond the English speaking world.
Beliefs and Advocacy
Orwell described himself as a democratic socialist and opposed systems that concentrated unaccountable power, whether in empire, oligarchy, or party dictatorship. His years in Burma convinced him of the dehumanizing effects of colonial rule. Travels in industrial England deepened his understanding of class and labor. In Spain he fought with a militia aligned with the Workers’ Party of Marxist Unification and was wounded. The internecine conflict he witnessed there, along with the spread of Stalinism, hardened his critique of authoritarian currents on the left. Across genres he argued for decency, realism, and solidarity as antidotes to political fantasies.
He treated language as a public trust. Wartime propaganda and the evasions of bureaucratic prose led him to argue for sentences that matched reality, not convenience. He defended freedom of expression against censorship from state or party, while acknowledging the pressures of media and advertising. During the 1940s he worked within British institutions of information and later provided confidential assessments of writers and public figures to officials concerned with combating propaganda, actions that have drawn debate. Through essays, reviews, radio scripts, and letters, his consistent aim was to equip ordinary readers with tools to detect cant and coercion.
Final Years & Legacy
After the war Orwell sought quiet and began living for stretches on Jura, where the isolation aided his writing but strained his health. He suffered from tuberculosis that worsened as he completed Nineteen Eighty-Four, and he spent periods in hospitals and sanatoria. In 1949 he married Sonia Brownell. He died in January 1950 in London, not long after his final novel’s publication, and was buried in Oxfordshire. The stoic persistence of this period, the intensity of his labor, and the fragility of his health have become part of the story attached to his final and most influential work.
Orwell’s legacy rests on the fusion of ethical urgency and stylistic clarity. His novels retain their force as parables of power, while his essays continue to instruct writers, journalists, and citizens in habits of precision and skepticism. Terms associated with his work have entered everyday language, and debates about surveillance, truth, and political myth regularly invoke his name. Posthumous collections of essays, letters, and notebooks have broadened understanding of his craft without diminishing the impression of integrity that readers find in the published books. He remains a touchstone for democratic culture and a model of principled literary engagement.
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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[3]. 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[4], 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[5], 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. 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[16]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[8][4q]

  FREEDOM IS SLAVERY[5q]

  IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH[6q].

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, 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[12]. 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[13] 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[17] 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[10]. 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[11], 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[9], 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, 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 to the wisdom and majesty of Big Brother, but still more it was an act of self-hypnosis, a deliberate drowning of consciousness by means of rhythmic noise. Winston's entrails seemed to grow cold. In the Two Minutes Hate he could not help sharing in the general delirium, but this subhuman chanting of "B-B!... B-B!" always filled him with horror. Of course he chanted with the rest: it was impossible to do otherwise. To dissemble your feelings, to control your face, to do what everyone else was doing, was an instinctive reaction. But there was a space of a couple of seconds during which the expression in his eyes might conceivably have betrayed him. And it was exactly at this moment that the significant thing happened—if, indeed, it did happen.

Momentarily he caught O'Brien's eye. O'Brien had stood up. He had taken off his spectacles and was in the act of resettling them on his nose with his characteristic gesture. But there was a fraction of a second when their eyes met, and for as long as it took to happen Winston knew—yes, he knew!—that O'Brien was thinking the same thing as himself. An unmistakable message had passed. It was as though their two minds had opened and the thoughts were flowing from one into the other through their eyes. "I am with you," O'Brien seemed to be saying to him. "I know precisely what you are feeling. I know all about your contempt, your hatred, your disgust. But don't worry, I am on your side!" And then the flash of intelligence was gone, and O'Brien's face was as inscrutable as everybody else's.

That was all, and he was already uncertain whether it had happened. Such incidents never had any sequel. All that they did was to keep alive in him the belief, or hope, that others besides himself were the enemies of the Party. Perhaps the rumors of vast underground conspiracies were true after all—perhaps the Brotherhood really existed! It was impossible, in spite of the endless arrests and confessions and executions, to be sure that the Brotherhood was not simply a myth. Some days he believed in it, some days not. There was no evidence, only fleeting glimpses that might mean anything or nothing: snatches of overheard conversation, faint scribbles on lavatory walls—once, even, when two strangers met, a small movement of the hands which had looked as though it might be a signal of recognition. It was all guesswork: very likely he had imagined everything. He had gone back to his cubicle without looking at O'Brien again. The idea of following up their momentary contact hardly crossed his mind. 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 memorable event, in the locked loneliness in which one had to live.

Winston roused himself and sat up straighter. He let out a belch. The gin was rising from his stomach.

His eyes refocused on the page. He discovered that while he sat helplessly musing he had also been writing, as though by automatic action. And it was no longer the same cramped awkward handwriting as before. His pen had slid voluptuously over the smooth paper, printing in large neat capitals—

DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

  DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

  DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

  DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

  DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

over and over again, filling half a page.

He could not help feeling a twinge of panic. It was absurd, since the writing of those particular words was not more dangerous than the initial act of opening the diary; but for a moment he was tempted to tear out the spoiled pages and abandon the enterprise altogether.

He did not do so, however, because he knew that it was useless. Whether he wrote DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER, or whether he refrained from writing it, made no difference. Whether he went on with the diary, or whether he did not go on with it, made no difference. The Thought Police would get him just the same. He had committed—would still have committed, even if he had never set pen to paper—the essential crime that contained all others in itself. Thoughtcrime, they called it. Thoughtcrime was not a thing that could be concealed forever. You might dodge successfully for a while, even for years, but sooner or later 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 shaking your shoulder, 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 simply disappeared, always during the night. Your name was removed from the registers, every record of everything you had ever done was wiped out, your one-time existence was denied and then forgotten. You were abolished, annihilated: vaporized was the usual word.

For a moment he was seized by a kind of hysteria. He began writing in a hurried untidy scrawl:


theyll shoot me i dont care theyll shoot me in the back of the neck i dont care down with big brother they always shoot you in the back of the neck i dont care down with big brother—



He sat back in his chair, slightly ashamed of himself, and laid down the pen. The next moment he started violently. There was a knocking at the door.

Already! He sat as still as a mouse, in the futile hope that whoever it was might go away after a single attempt. But no, the knocking was repeated. The worst thing of all would be to delay. His heart was thumping like a drum, but his face, from long habit, was probably expressionless. He got up and
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