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    In a world where truth is a moving target and memory a contested battleground, a quiet life becomes dangerous the moment it tries to remember clearly and speak plainly.

Nineteen Eighty-Four endures as a classic because it fuses urgent political insight with disciplined storytelling, producing a work that both seizes the imagination and clarifies the stakes of citizenship. Its vision of power reaching into language, history, and desire has shaped how readers and critics discuss authoritarianism, propaganda, and the fragility of liberty. The novel’s images and ideas have become reference points far beyond literature, forming a shared vocabulary for debates about privacy, information, and state control. Few books so thoroughly bridge aesthetic force and civic usefulness, and fewer still retain such clarity across generations.

George Orwell, the pen name of Eric Arthur Blair, wrote the book in the late 1940s, with publication in 1949. The immediate postwar years and the onset of the Cold War supplied a historical climate of scarcity, suspicion, and ideological struggle. Orwell had already distinguished himself as an essayist and novelist committed to plain prose and political candor. Drawing on contemporary anxieties about centralized power and manipulated truth, he set out to imagine a society where those tendencies were not exceptions but rules. The result is a distilled portrait of how institutions might reengineer daily life, thought, and memory to preserve themselves.

At the level of story, the premise is stark and graspable: an unremarkable man, employed to revise historical records in service of an all-encompassing state, begins to notice cracks in the official narrative. He lives under constant watch, his work and leisure regulated, his language narrowed to limit dissent. The protagonist’s small acts of recollection and curiosity set a human pulse against impersonal machinery. Without revealing the plot, it is enough to say the novel follows the emotional and intellectual costs of questioning power in an environment designed to prevent precisely that.

Orwell’s craft gives the book its durable voltage. The prose is lucid without being simple, and the details of the setting accrete with clinical patience until the reader feels the air thinning. Everyday objects—screens, notebooks, slogans, rationed goods—recur with oppressive regularity, creating a rhythm that mirrors the society’s pressure on the individual. Scenes of work, errands, and cramped domestic spaces carry as much narrative weight as moments of confrontation, ensuring the world is felt in the body. This balance of plain style and atmospheric density makes the novel both swift to read and hard to shake.

Its impact on later writers is unmistakable. Dystopian fiction after mid-century often engages Orwell as a touchstone, whether by extending his concerns with surveillance and indoctrination or by arguing with his bleakness. Margaret Atwood has repeatedly acknowledged the book’s importance to her thinking about authoritarian systems, and Anthony Burgess responded explicitly with his novel 1985. Beyond these figures, countless authors across genres—from political satire to speculative fiction—borrow structures, cautionary motifs, and ethical questions that Orwell helped crystallize.

The novel also reshaped public discourse by giving names and frameworks to recognizable abuses of power. Its terminology became shorthand for state intrusion, the manipulation of language, and the rewriting of history, migrating from literary criticism into journalism, law, and everyday conversation. That migration matters: when a work furnishes society with concepts precise enough to diagnose real-world practices, it moves from entertainment into civic instrument. While the cultural catchphrases are widely known, the book’s deeper achievement is to tie them to human experience, ensuring the ideas cannot be separated from the cost they impose on a life.

Thematically, the story studies how control works from the inside out. Surveillance creates habits; habits reshape thought; damaged language narrows the horizon of what can be imagined. The regime’s power rests not merely on force but on the management of perception—on making yesterday unrecognizable and tomorrow unthinkable. Against this, personal memory, private affection, and the stubborn wish to name reality become forms of resistance. Yet the book remains attentive to ambiguity: even rebellion can be compromised when the tools of expression have been dulled. The tension between inner truth and public orthodoxy powers every chapter.

Orwell’s earlier encounters with propaganda and political repression sharpened his sensitivity to these mechanisms. His reporting and essays on the Spanish Civil War, for example, explored how rival factions could describe the same events in mutually exclusive ways. By the late 1940s, he had refined a method of political writing that rejected ornament in favor of scrutiny. Nineteen Eighty-Four channels that method into narrative, demonstrating how grand abstractions filter down into ration books, office memos, and the grammar of everyday life. The novel thus stands at the intersection of experience, analysis, and imagination.

Formally, the book is notable for marrying a compelling personal story with an architecture of ideas. The central narrative is interleaved with documents, rules, and institutional procedures that widen the frame without derailing momentum. An appended, essay-like section expands the linguistic and historical scaffolding of the world, inviting readers to examine how a society can preempt rebellion by redesigning expression itself. This structure gives the book unusual breadth: it is simultaneously a thriller of perception, a treatise on power, and a study of how culture molds thought.

As a reading experience, the novel provokes unease not simply through menace but through recognition. The protagonist’s compromises are small, plausible, and often motivated by fatigue or fear—conditions familiar to ordinary life. The book asks what integrity means when the cost of candor is high, and whether private loyalties can survive when public rituals demand conformity. It also tracks the erosion of empathy when language is hollowed out. These questions persist after the final page, prompting readers to audit their own habits of speech, attention, and memory.

For contemporary audiences, the relevance is evident in debates about surveillance technologies, disinformation, and the shrinking space for shared facts. The novel does not predict specific devices or policies; it clarifies patterns by which control advances: through incentives, euphemism, distraction, and the slow normalization of the unacceptable. That clarity explains its lasting appeal. Nineteen Eighty-Four remains a classic because it offers more than a warning; it offers a lens—one that helps readers perceive the pressures shaping their world and measure the courage required to resist them.





Synopsis




Table of Contents




    George Orwell’s 1984, published in 1949, is a dystopian novel set in Airstrip One, a province of the superstate Oceania. The Party presides over a society of perpetual surveillance, ideological conformity, and managed war, with the face of Big Brother serving as its unifying symbol. At the center is Winston Smith, a minor worker at the Ministry of Truth, whose task is to alter historical records so they match the Party’s current line. Through Winston’s wary perspective, the novel establishes a city of decaying apartments, rationed goods, and omnipresent screens, where even private thoughts are suspect and language itself is being reshaped for political ends.

Within this environment, Winston’s routine embodies the pressures of conformity. He lives alone in a dilapidated block where elevators fail and food substitutes pass for nourishment. At work, he revises newspapers, speeches, and statistics, funneling inconvenient facts into disposal slots so the public record never contradicts the Party. Communal rituals channel emotions toward official enemies, while casual remarks can be reported by neighbors or children trained to inform. Against this, Winston makes a small, perilous gesture: he begins a private diary to test the accuracy of his memory and articulate unnamed doubts. The act is illegal not for its content but for its independent thought.

Orwell details the system that makes such doubts dangerous. Newspeak, a state-crafted language, narrows vocabulary to reduce the range of possible thought. Contradictory beliefs are encouraged and enforced through habits of mind that allow citizens to accept shifting doctrines without noticing the shift. Telescreens and microphones saturate public and private spaces, while the Thought Police monitor gestures, expressions, and patterns that hint at dissent. Historical records are endlessly revised so that the past appears seamless and inevitable. The result is a society in which objective truth is elusive, memory is unreliable, and loyalty is measured by one’s capacity to align perception with party doctrine.

Winston’s isolation is interrupted by a co-worker, Julia, whose secret note and clandestine meetings open a narrow space for intimacy. Away from cameras in rare outdoor refuges and, later, a modest rented room above a secondhand shop, they build a private world of conversation, gestures, and shared risk. Their relationship is a personal protest rather than a political program: for Winston, it affirms his sense that unaltered feelings and memories still exist; for Julia, it is a practical way to seize moments the regime denies. Both understand the danger, yet the very precariousness of their bond heightens its meaning and urgency.

Parallel to this fragile refuge is Winston’s fascination with the proles, the majority who live outside strict Party structures. He wanders their streets, drawn to markets, songs, and the texture of ordinary life that seems less scripted. In a shop he buys a small glass paperweight, an evocative relic that suggests a past not entirely erased. He questions an elderly man in a pub, hoping to verify memories of life before the Party’s ascendance, but receives only fragments. The proles appear freer yet politically inchoate, and Winston projects onto them a hope that mass, unregulated experience might preserve truths the official record cannot.

Winston also senses a potential ally in O’Brien, a charismatic Inner Party member whose remarks seem to acknowledge unspoken doubts. Through cautious signals and a covert meeting, Winston and Julia are drawn into talk of a resistance network associated with Emmanuel Goldstein, the state’s principal enemy. They receive a forbidden text attributed to this figure, a manuscript that purports to analyze the structure of the world and the workings of the regime. The encounter deepens Winston’s conviction that his private dissatisfactions connect to systemic forces, and it frames his personal rebellion within a larger, uncertain narrative about organized opposition and ideological struggle.

The manuscript offers an explanation of controlled conflict and social stratification. It describes how perpetual war channels surplus production, maintains scarcity, and prevents social mobility, preserving a rigid hierarchy of Inner Party, Outer Party, and proles. It argues that the regime’s primary aim is not prosperity or even purely security but the maintenance of power itself. To that end, the past is rewritten, language compressed, and independent associations dissolved, so that dissent cannot find words or audiences. This analysis mirrors what readers have seen in Winston’s life, linking intimate constraints to global policies and clarifying that surveillance and propaganda are mutually reinforcing.

Yet the manuscript does not guarantee safety or strategy. As Winston and Julia read and reflect, the pressure of surveillance intensifies around them, and assurance gives way to unease. The rented room’s sense of sanctuary grows fragile; small anomalies suggest their world is more penetrated than they wish to believe. Public ceremonies become more fervent, shortages more acute, and random arrests more visible, reinforcing the idea that private defiance cannot remain invisible indefinitely. Winston feels the narrowing of options and time, as if his attempt to anchor memory and affection against the state’s total pressure must confront an apparatus built to notice deviations.

1984 endures less for plot revelations than for its anatomy of authoritarian control and its questions about truth, language, and personhood. Through Winston’s limited acts of remembrance and attachment, Orwell stages a conflict between lived reality and an official narrative that seeks to overwrite it. The novel’s lasting warning concerns how institutions can colonize everyday habits, erode the capacity to verify facts, and make citizens complicit in their own unfreedom. Its vocabulary for discussing surveillance, propaganda, and manipulated discourse remains influential, inviting readers to consider how political systems shape thought—and to ask what forms of attention and integrity might resist that shaping.





Historical Context




Table of Contents




    Orwell’s Nineteen Eighty-Four is set in a future London, renamed Airstrip One, a province of the superstate Oceania. The setting is dominated by the Party, led by the figure of Big Brother, and administered through vast ministries overseeing truth, peace, love, and plenty. Everyday life is framed by surveillance, rationing, and constant political mobilization. This imagined world does not arise from nowhere; it refracts the institutions and pressures familiar to mid-twentieth-century Britons: bomb-damaged streets, government directives, identity papers, propaganda broadcasts, and a bureaucratic state expanded by total war. The novel projects these realities forward to examine how power might harden into a closed, totalizing system.

London in the 1940s endured sustained aerial bombardment, known as the Blitz from 1940 to 1941, followed later by V-1 and V-2 rocket attacks in 1944–45. Blackouts, air-raid sirens, shelters, and ration books structured daily existence. Rubble-strewn districts and chronic shortages persisted after the war, and food and fuel rationing in Britain extended into the early 1950s. The drabness, queues, and ersatz goods that appear in Orwell’s novel recall this environment. Public canteens, utility furniture, and coupons were emblematic of a centrally managed wartime economy. The book translates these conditions into a more rigid, permanent austerity, linking material scarcity to political control.

One major historical reference point is Nazi Germany. After 1933, the regime consolidated power through Gleichschaltung, subordinating institutions to the party, while the Ministry of Propaganda under Joseph Goebbels orchestrated mass rallies, radio messaging, and newsreels. The Gestapo and a network of informants enforced conformity and punished dissent. Book burnings, leader cult imagery, and ritualized hatred of enemies pervaded public life. Orwell’s scenes of orchestrated emotion and compulsory demonstrations echo these practices. The sloganized ideology, the obliteration of independent civil society, and the mobilization of youth under tight party supervision show how modern tools of spectacle and surveillance can restructure private and public behavior.

In the Soviet Union under Joseph Stalin, especially during the Great Purge of 1936–38, show trials, forced confessions, and mass arrests created a climate of fear. The NKVD supervised extensive surveillance and informant networks. Historical records and photographs were revised to erase purged figures, and shifting party lines required the rewriting of textbooks and encyclopedias. Newspapers such as Pravda presented official narratives, while a pervasive cult of personality celebrated the leader. Orwell channels these facts into his portrayal of enforced orthodoxy and state-managed memory. The novel’s mechanisms for revising history and criminalizing deviance reflect practices observed in Stalinist governance and propaganda.

In 1936–37, Orwell volunteered to fight for the Spanish Republic, serving with the militia of the Workers’ Party of Marxist Unification, or POUM. He was wounded near Huesca and later witnessed the suppression of POUM and other non-Stalinist groups by Soviet-aligned forces within the Republican camp. His account in Homage to Catalonia (1938) records arrests, denunciations, and newspaper distortions that inverted events on the ground. The experience convinced him that authoritarian control of information could obliterate inconvenient truths. Nineteen Eighty-Four extends this insight, imagining a political order in which factional struggle, fear, and monopolized media permanently recast reality for the population.

During the Second World War, Britain created the Ministry of Information to coordinate publicity and censorship, while the BBC functioned as a national broadcaster with global reach. Orwell worked from 1941 to 1943 as a producer in the BBC Eastern Service, preparing cultural and political programming for audiences in South Asia. He later joined Tribune as a columnist. Wartime broadcasting demanded messaging discipline, reliance on scripts, and awareness of what could or could not be said. These professional experiences informed Orwell’s sensitivity to propaganda’s techniques and limitations. The novel extrapolates from radio, loudspeakers, and early television to imagine incessant, inescapable political transmission.

After 1945, the wartime alliance between the Western powers and the Soviet Union fractured. Winston Churchill’s Iron Curtain speech in March 1946 popularized the image of a divided Europe. The Truman Doctrine and Marshall Plan in 1947 framed American policy, while the Soviet-led Cominform organized communist parties. The Berlin Blockade of 1948–49 dramatized the confrontation, and NATO formed in 1949. The world appeared to be consolidating into hostile blocs. Orwell drew on this context to depict three vast superstates locked in shifting but perpetual conflict. The novel explores how permanent mobilization against external enemies can justify internal repression and suppress independent thought.

The detonation of atomic bombs over Hiroshima and Nagasaki in August 1945 inaugurated a nuclear age. Strategic bombing and new weapons suggested that future wars could be catastrophic, yet also stalemated by deterrence. In his essay You and the Atom Bomb (1945), Orwell speculated that a few great powers might dominate a frozen conflict, with war simmering at the edges. His novel echoes this analysis. References to rocket attacks recall the V-1 and V-2 bombardments of Britain, while the sense of an ever-looming but managed war reflects the emerging logic of atomic strategy and the political utility of a permanent emergency.

Postwar Britain combined ambitious social reform with scarcity. The Labour government elected in 1945 created the National Health Service in 1948 and nationalized key industries such as coal in 1947 and rail in 1948, while continuing rationing and controls. Bread, meat, and fuel were constrained, and housing was in short supply. Utility clothing and furniture aimed to simplify production and ensure fair distribution. This environment trained citizens to navigate coupons, queues, and official notices. Orwell’s depiction of drab victory gin, thin chocolate, and paperwork-ridden offices adapts the textures of austerity Britain to a more sinister key, emphasizing how bureaucratic distribution can acquire ideological purposes.

The 1930s and 1940s saw intense debate about political language. Governments and parties developed euphemisms and formulae to mask violence or failure, while journalists and intellectuals wrestled with how to write clearly about complex events. Proposals such as C. K. Ogden’s Basic English sought to simplify vocabulary for global communication; others experimented with slogans and controlled vocabularies for persuasion. Orwell’s essay Politics and the English Language (1946) criticized vague metaphors and deceptive diction that conceal meaning. Newspeak in the novel distills these concerns into a thought experiment: a planned language that trims nuance and makes certain kinds of criticism literally unthinkable.

Another source was contemporary analysis of modern power. In The Managerial Revolution (1941), James Burnham argued that a new class of managers and experts could dominate both capitalist and socialist systems by controlling large organizations. Orwell reviewed Burnham’s work, challenging elements while acknowledging its provocative thesis. He translated this idea into the novel’s doctrine of oligarchical collectivism, where hierarchy and planning persist without private property or liberty. Antitotalitarian literature of the era, including Arthur Koestler’s Darkness at Noon (1940), explored similar themes of confession, party discipline, and historical necessity. Orwell placed these debates inside a vividly imagined bureaucracy that runs on fear and falsification.

Totalitarian policing provided concrete models for the novel’s atmosphere of watchfulness. In the USSR, internal passports, residence permits, and neighborhood informants enabled close monitoring; in Nazi Germany, block wardens and the Gestapo relied on denunciations. Britain itself expanded identification and controls during the war, issuing identity cards from 1939 and censoring mail and broadcasts. Interception, wiretapping, and file-keeping were established techniques by the mid twentieth century. Orwell magnified these practices, imagining an environment where detection devices and informers penetrate homes and workplaces. The resulting culture of self-censorship and fear illustrates how surveillance, once normalized, can become a permanent architecture of power.

Modern regimes also competed for the loyalties of the young. Nazi Germany organized the Hitler Youth and the League of German Girls; the Soviet Union enrolled children in the Young Pioneers and Komsomol. Rituals, uniforms, and schoolbooks inculcated party doctrine, and public denunciations were celebrated in official stories, such as the widely publicized tale of Pavlik Morozov in the early 1930s. Orwell’s fictional youth leagues, with their songs and drills, evoke these institutions and their effects on family bonds. The possibility that children might inform on parents was not invented by the novel; it reflects documented practices in both Nazi and Stalinist systems.

Within Britain, arguments over socialism, patriotism, and liberty shaped Orwell’s thinking. A democratic socialist, he hoped for economic justice while insisting on civil freedoms. He criticized the Communist Party of Great Britain for following Moscow’s shifts and defended independent thought against orthodoxy. Essays such as The Lion and the Unicorn (1941), Notes on Nationalism (1945), and The Prevention of Literature (1946) analyze how collective identities can stifle truth. In 1949, responding to queries about the novel, Orwell stated that it was an attack on totalitarian methods, not on socialism as an ideal. The book reflects this position, warning against ends-justify-means politics.

Orwell drafted most of the novel in 1947–48 while living on the remote Isle of Jura in Scotland. He was battling tuberculosis and working under difficult conditions, yet persisted in revising the manuscript. His wife, Eileen O’Shaughnessy, had died in 1945, and he was raising their adopted son. Nineteen Eighty-Four was published in June 1949 by Secker and Warburg in London, with an American edition appearing the same year. Reviews quickly connected it to contemporary anxieties about dictatorship and the Cold War. Orwell married Sonia Brownell in 1949 and died in January 1950, leaving behind a novel immediately central to political debate.

The twentieth century perfected tools for shaping memory. Newsreels, photography, and mass-circulation newspapers accelerated the creation of public narratives, while state and party offices maintained vast archives. In the USSR, officials literally removed purged figures from photographs and edited encyclopedias, while libraries withdrew forbidden works. Britain’s Ministry of Information issued guidance and encouraged a consistent wartime story for the home front. Filing systems, microfilm, and bureaucratic procedures facilitated rapid revision and disposal. Orwell dramatizes these realities by imagining an institution whose daily labor is to adjust newspapers, statistics, and images so that the present is always right and the past compliant.

Seen against these backgrounds, Nineteen Eighty-Four functions as a mirror and a warning. It condenses the techniques of twentieth-century power—surveillance, propaganda, rationed scarcity, leader worship, and the corruption of language—into a single, relentless system. The novel does not predict a specific country so much as it criticizes tendencies visible in several, including features of wartime Britain. By amplifying familiar institutions and practices, it asks readers to recognize how easily emergency measures, managerial routines, and ideological zeal can harden into permanent domination. Its enduring force lies in showing that the defense of truth and privacy is inseparable from the defense of freedom.
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    Introduction
George Orwell (born Eric Arthur Blair, 1903–1950) was a British novelist, essayist, and journalist whose work fused literary craft with political insight. Best known for Animal Farm (1945) and Nineteen Eighty-Four (1949), he examined power, propaganda, class, and the ethics of truth in prose noted for lucidity and moral urgency. Raised in Britain after an early childhood in colonial India, he adopted the pen name George Orwell when publishing his first book in 1933. Over two decades he produced novels, reportage, criticism, and a vast body of journalism, becoming one of the twentieth century’s clearest voices on the perils of authoritarianism and the responsibilities of the writer.
Orwell’s reputation rests not only on his novels but also on essays and reportage that set rigorous standards for political reflection in plain English. His writing distilled complex events into precise arguments accessible to general readers without sacrificing nuance. Terms popularized by his work—often invoked to warn against surveillance, censorship, and euphemism—have passed into everyday speech. He stands as a rare figure equally central to literary history and public discourse, a writer whose imaginative fiction, investigative nonfiction, and cultural criticism continue to shape debates about freedom, truthfulness, and the moral duties of intellectuals.
Education and Literary Influences
Orwell spent most of his childhood in England and was educated at schools that led, as a teenager, to Eton College. He did not proceed to university, an absence he later compensated for through voracious self-education, wide reading, and practical immersion in the worlds he wrote about. Early on he cultivated a disciplined prose style and a skepticism toward cant that would come to define his voice. His formative years fostered an awareness of class distinctions and institutional authority, concerns he examined repeatedly in his fiction, memoir, and essays.
After Eton he served for several years in the Indian Imperial Police in Burma (now Myanmar). The experience exposed him to the operations of empire and the moral compromises built into colonial rule. Disillusioned, he resigned and returned to Europe to pursue writing. Time spent undertaking menial work and living among the poor in Paris and London informed his first book, Down and Out in Paris and London (1933), and gave him first-hand knowledge of precarious labor, hunger, and social stigma—subjects he treated with careful observation rather than sentimentality.
Orwell’s literary inheritance drew on English satirists and social novelists, notably figures such as Jonathan Swift and Charles Dickens, as well as the traditions of naturalism and investigative reportage. He admired writers who combined moral seriousness with narrative clarity, and he refined an approach that rejected ornament in favor of exact description. The periodical culture of the 1930s and 1940s, with its vigorous debates on politics and culture, also shaped his methods. These influences converged as he turned to subjects ranging from poverty and imperialism to nationalism and the decay of public language.
Literary Career
Orwell’s early career established his range. Down and Out in Paris and London (1933) offered documentary sketches of poverty; Burmese Days (1934) drew on his colonial service; A Clergyman’s Daughter (1935) and Keep the Aspidistra Flying (1936) examined constricting social pressures and the costs of independence. The Road to Wigan Pier (1937), commissioned for a left-wing readership, combined reportage on working-class life in northern England with a candid assessment of middle-class attitudes and socialist politics. These books introduced his hallmarks: plain style, moral candor, close attention to concrete detail, and an insistence on seeing for himself.
The Spanish Civil War marked a decisive turning point. Orwell traveled to Spain in the late 1930s, joined a militia aligned with the non-Stalinist left, and was wounded at the front. His experiences, including exposure to factional strife, deepened his distrust of ideological orthodoxy and informed Homage to Catalonia (1938), a memoir that is both eyewitness history and political analysis. In the same period he published Coming Up for Air (1939), a novel capturing anxieties before the Second World War. He also emerged as a critic and reviewer of unusual independence, building a reputation for fair but unsparing judgment.
During the war years Orwell worked for the BBC’s Eastern Service, contributing to cultural and news broadcasts intended for audiences in South and Southeast Asia. He later became a literary editor and columnist at Tribune and reported as a correspondent near the war’s end. Essays such as The Lion and the Unicorn: Socialism and the English Genius (1941), Notes on Nationalism (1945), Politics and the English Language (1946), and Why I Write (mid-1940s) shaped postwar debates on patriotism, propaganda, and prose. Animal Farm (1945), a satirical fable of revolution and betrayal, initially met publishing resistance but became an international success.
Beliefs and Advocacy
Orwell’s convictions are best described as democratic socialist and resolutely anti-totalitarian. He opposed fascism and Stalinism alike, insisting that political ends never justified the degradation of truth or the crushing of civil liberties. His anti-imperialism, rooted in first-hand experience, combined with a commitment to the rights of ordinary people and an enduring suspicion of centralized power. He believed literature should tell the truth about power while attending to the realities of everyday life. These commitments shaped his subjects and methods, encouraging a blend of satire, reportage, and argument aimed at public understanding rather than partisan victory.
His advocacy operated through practice as much as principle. He investigated poverty and unemployment directly, wrote about miners and casual laborers, and argued that honest language is a moral obligation in public life. He distrusted jargon and euphemism, showing how they can conceal violence or injustice. He supported a humane, egalitarian politics anchored in cultural continuity and skepticism of dogma. Throughout the 1940s he used essays, reviews, and columns to challenge propaganda, defend press freedom, and insist that intellectuals must test ideas against observable fact. His stance was independent-minded, sometimes lonely, but consistently oriented toward fairness.
Final Years & Legacy
After the war Orwell’s health, undermined by tuberculosis, worsened. Seeking cleaner air and quiet, he spent stretches in remote locations, including the Scottish island of Jura, where he drafted much of Nineteen Eighty-Four. Published in 1949, the novel explored the weaponization of language, historical falsification, and surveillance in a tightly controlled state. In the same year he married Sonia Brownell. He had earlier married Eileen O’Shaughnessy, who died in the mid-1940s. Orwell died in early 1950 in London from complications of tuberculosis, leaving a body of work that had already begun to reshape political and literary discussion.
Orwell’s legacy is unusually broad. Nineteen Eighty-Four and Animal Farm remain fixtures of world literature and civic education, while his essays serve as models of argumentative clarity. Concepts associated with his work—often summarized by terms like Newspeak, doublethink, and Big Brother—continue to guide conversations about censorship, surveillance, and political manipulation. His reportage influenced documentary traditions; his criticism set standards for intellectual honesty; and his prose style is emulated by journalists and essayists. Decades after his death, readers return to Orwell for a vocabulary and a method with which to think about power, truth, and democratic life.
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It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking thirteen[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[1], 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[2]. 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[5] 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[6], in Newspeak[11]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[7][4q]

  FREEDOM IS SLAVERY

  IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH.

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[8], 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[9]. 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[10] 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[12]. 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[18] 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[13]. 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, 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[14], 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[15], 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[6q]

  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[16] 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 moved heavily toward the door.

II

As he put his hand to the doorknob Winston saw that he had left the diary open on the table. DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER was written all over it, in letters almost big enough to be legible across the room. It was an inconceivably stupid thing to have done. But, he realized, even in his panic he had not wanted to smudge the creamy paper by shutting the book while the ink was wet.

He drew in his breath and opened the door. Instantly a warm wave of relief flowed through him. A colorless, crushed-looking woman, with wispy hair and a lined face, was standing outside.

"Oh, comrade," she began in a dreary, whining sort of voice, "I thought I heard you come in. Do you think you could come across and have a look at our kitchen sink? It's got blocked up and—"

It was Mrs. Parsons, the wife of a neighbor on the same floor. ("Mrs." was a word somewhat discountenanced by the Party—you were supposed to call everyone "comrade"—but with some women one used it instinctively.) She was a woman of about thirty, but looking much older. One had the impression that there was dust in the creases of her face. Winston followed her down the passage. These amateur repair jobs were an almost daily irritation. Victory Mansions were old flats, built in 1930 or thereabouts, and were falling to pieces. The plaster flaked constantly from ceilings and walls, the pipes burst
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