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    When a life schooled in prayer, propriety, and habitual self-denial collides with the raw demands of a world shaped by money, status, and exhaustion, the resulting fracture becomes a search not only for livelihood but for a truthful measure of the soul—how to live, what to believe, and who one is when duty no longer answers the most urgent questions of the day.

George Orwell’s A Clergyman’s Daughter, first published in 1935, follows Dorothy Hare, the dutiful child of a provincial Anglican vicar whose carefully patterned existence is abruptly disordered. Pushed beyond the safety of parish routine, she confronts the precariousness underlying respectable surfaces in interwar England. The novel’s initial premise is simple and potent: a young woman, shaped by religious obligation and social convention, is thrust into situations that test the limits of faith, charity, and endurance. Without divulging the book’s turns, it is enough to note that Dorothy’s disrupted path becomes a demanding examination of conscience and circumstance.

The book emerges from a turbulent cultural moment. Britain in the early-to-mid 1930s was marked by unemployment, labor unrest, and anxious debates about class, education, and the authority of traditional institutions. Orwell, still early in his career and known for Down and Out in Paris and London (1933) and Burmese Days (1934), had developed a sharp eye for the mechanics of poverty and privilege. Composed and published in this climate, A Clergyman’s Daughter absorbs the era’s pressures into narrative form, using the intimate sphere of a clergyman’s household as a vantage point from which to survey the broader social landscape without transforming the story into mere reportage.

Faith and doubt, obligation and autonomy, charity and power—these tensions structure the book’s moral inquiry. Dorothy’s heritage of religious discipline offers purpose and order, yet the practices that sustain her also risk masking structural inequities and quiet coercions. Orwell lets the reader weigh public piety against private fatigue, the rhetoric of benevolence against the harsh arithmetic of rent, food, and work. The result is not a denunciation of belief, nor an endorsement of cynicism, but a sober exploration of how ideals can be pressed into the service of convention—and how personal goodness can struggle to survive institutional demands.

Stylistically, Orwell’s novel balances clear-eyed realism with moments of heightened intensity, shifting between the minutiae of daily routine and scenes that cast social life in stark relief. He attends to the small economies of time and money, the textures of parish labor, and the wearying choreography of deference. The book’s structure moves Dorothy through sharply contrasted environments, each exposing a different face of need, conformity, and self-preservation. Without stagey contrivance, these transitions allow Orwell to test convictions against circumstances, and to counter the comforts of abstraction with the stubborn details of food, shelter, and the body’s limits.

A Clergyman’s Daughter holds classic status for the breadth of its ethical vision and the economy of its craft. It exemplifies Orwell’s commitment to lucid prose and to a literature accountable to real life, where clarity is a moral as well as an aesthetic choice. The novel invites readers to reckon with the distance between how society talks about virtue and how it organizes work, care, and belonging. Its interest in conscience under pressure, in the costs of respectability, and in the uses of language to soothe or to expose, connects it to the major currents of twentieth-century English fiction.

The book’s legacy also rests on the way its concerns radiate outward into later writing about class, gender, and institutional authority. By grounding big questions in daily experience, Orwell helped define a tradition of social realism attentive to the ordinary person’s collisions with systems larger than any one life. Writers who probe the lived experience of precarity, who question the consolations of official narratives, or who attend to the moral weather of work and worship, find in this novel a durable example of how narrative can test ideas without sacrificing sympathy or clarity.

Within Orwell’s body of work, this is a pivotal early novel that consolidates themes he would revisit throughout the 1930s and beyond. Coming after Burmese Days (1934) and before Keep the Aspidistra Flying (1936), it sharpens his interest in poverty’s compromises, respectability’s demands, and the stubborn need for personal integrity. It also refines an approach—plainspoken, skeptical of cant, vigilant toward power—that would shape his later essays and novels. To read it is to see Orwell discovering both a subject and a stance: a criticism of society that does not abandon the individual to abstraction.

Dorothy Hare is a distinctive lens for these explorations precisely because she is neither rebel by temperament nor cynic by training. Her habits are dutiful, her sympathies genuine, her horizons limited by circumstance. As her ordered world loosens, she is forced to weigh the claims of obedience against the claims of experience. The moral drama here is not sensational but patient: how much of oneself can be given to duty before duty becomes self-erasure; how truthfully can one act within a system that rewards appearances; how, finally, to keep a conscience both compassionate and clear-eyed.

Orwell’s descriptive power animates the novel’s settings with unsentimental exactness. The parish, with its ceaseless small tasks and unspoken expectations, appears alongside scenes that expose the fragility of shelter and employment in an anxious economy. He records the mechanics of routine—bells, lists, ledgers—and the quiet erosions of fatigue. The language is accessible without simplification; the imagery is concrete without ornament. This precision matters because the book’s arguments are carried in the grain of life: what must be counted, who must be placated, where one’s time goes, and how exhaustion can become a form of social control.

Although overshadowed by the global renown of Animal Farm (1945) and Nineteen Eighty-Four (1949), A Clergyman’s Daughter continues to command attention for the integrity of its social vision. It is frequently discussed as part of Orwell’s early evolution and remains a staple in surveys of his fiction. Readers return to it for its unsparing look at respectability, its sympathy for those left to navigate institutions that speak of care while rationing it, and its belief that clarity of seeing is a path toward clarity of judgment. Its endurance lies not in spectacle but in steadiness.

Today, the novel’s concerns feel immediate: insecure work, strained public institutions, contested narratives of morality, and the pressures placed on those expected to serve while quietly absorbing costs. Dorothy’s struggle to reconcile inner conviction with outer demand mirrors contemporary debates about care, labor, belief, and autonomy. A Clergyman’s Daughter endures because it treats these matters without evasion, trusting readers to make difficult reckonings. In its humane skepticism and its faith in honest description, the book offers both a portrait of its time and a guide for ours—an appeal to think clearly, act justly, and resist comfortable untruths.
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    Published in 1935, A Clergyman’s Daughter is George Orwell’s early novel about Dorothy Hare, the dutiful daughter of Reverend Charles Hare in the small Suffolk town of Knype Hill. The opening depicts a life governed by religious routine and domestic burdens: Dorothy manages the parsonage, cajoles creditors, and navigates parish politics with self-effacing diligence. Her father’s precarious finances and the expectations of Anglican respectability weigh on her. Orwell establishes a compressed social world where appearances matter, charity is rationed, and belief is both duty and comfort. Into this setting steps Mr. Warburton, a worldly local squire whose amused skepticism unsettles Dorothy’s piety and composure.

The narrative traces Dorothy’s relentless days—visiting parishioners, orchestrating events, mending garments, and striving for moral perfection. Orwell presents a claustrophobic parish, attentive to gossip and status. Dorothy’s conscientiousness, while sincere, is enmeshed in an economy of favors and resentments that leaves little space for selfhood. Warburton’s ironic flirtations and open unbelief sharpen the contrast between ideal and reality. Meanwhile, small frictions—creditors at the door, petty slights, and whispered scandal—accumulate. Dorothy’s faith, treated not as a simple certainty but as a felt practice of habit and sacrifice, faces strains that are personal as much as doctrinal, tethered to the material pressures of her father’s household.

A sudden break in Dorothy’s life arrives with a disorienting lapse of memory. She finds herself in London, stripped of resources and lacking any clear sense of how she came there. Orwell withholds explanation, focusing instead on Dorothy’s immediate bewilderment and fragile will to continue. Alone among strangers and unfamiliar streets, she holds to the remnants of routine: tidiness, small courtesies, the urge to be useful. She soon falls in with itinerants heading to the Kent hop fields, drawn by the promise of seasonal work. The journey—trudging roads, scrounging meals, sharing rough lodgings—begins her education in the mechanics and contingencies of survival.

In the hop gardens Dorothy encounters a world of piecework and makeshift community. Families, casual laborers, and the unhoused pick side by side, paid by the bushel, monitored for speed and accuracy. Orwell’s eye for process and setting lingers on tally sticks, bins, and the stooping, repetitive motion of harvesting. Conditions are harsh but sociable; the work organizes days that are otherwise precarious. Dorothy learns to pace her efforts, bargain for small advantages, and observe unspoken hierarchies within the fields. The experience shifts her sense of faith from an internal discipline to something tested by hunger, fatigue, and the bargaining power of employers.

When the season ends, London resumes its indifference. Dorothy drifts into nights spent outdoors, including the famous square where the homeless gather and police patrols churn the sleepless crowd. Orwell experiments formally here, rendering voices and movements with a stripped, theatrical immediacy that underscores repetition and dispossession. Dorothy’s encounters with charity—conditional, moralizing, often meager—reveal the limits of institutional help. She studies tactics for keeping warm, securing a bench, or stretching a penny, all while trying to preserve civility as a last possession. The city appears as a system of gates, each demanding credentials she no longer possesses.

Seeking steadier footing, Dorothy accepts work at a small private school in South London. The institution runs on thin fees, cut-rate meals, and improvised pedagogy; her duties range across subjects and ages, with little time or materials. Orwell scrutinizes an educational market that prizes exam results, slogans, and parental appeasement over learning. Dorothy’s instinct for fairness conflicts with rote drilling and petty economies, yet she perseveres, improvising lessons and comforting anxious pupils. The job offers shelter and a fragile identity, though it is shored up by underpayment and the threat of closure. Through it, the novel examines how ideals are squeezed by commercial survival.

News of Dorothy’s disappearance has stirred scandal in Knype Hill, and reputation—so carefully managed before—becomes a tool of pressure. Mr. Warburton reappears, offering practical assistance and worldly counsel with motives that remain ambiguous. Legalities, debts, and parish sensitivities all converge on the question of what Dorothy can or should do next. The novel sets her desire for independence against the leverage of those who can smooth things over, for a price. Options are framed not as grand escapes but as negotiated settlements, reflecting a society where class position and gender narrow the field of acceptable choices.

Eventually, Dorothy faces the prospect of returning to the constrained sphere she once knew. The narrative treats this not as retreat or triumph but as a complex reckoning with habit, belief, and necessity. She evaluates the difference between feeling and ritual, between private conviction and public role, and contemplates whether useful work can exist without certainty of faith. Orwell refuses melodrama, presenting modest decisions made under pressure rather than transformative revelation. The emphasis falls on the durability of routine, the small dignities people salvage, and the compromises that allow life to continue in recognizable forms.

Without resolving every question, A Clergyman’s Daughter leaves a durable impression of 1930s England’s moral and economic weather. Orwell’s portrait spans parish respectability, seasonal labor, homelessness, and the low end of private education, binding them through one woman’s uneven search for meaning. The book’s enduring significance lies in its clear-eyed social observation, its testing of religious sincerity against material hardship, and its formal range. It asks how faith, kindness, and integrity persist when institutions falter and money dictates terms. The result is a restrained, humane study of endurance that anticipates the sharper social critiques of Orwell’s later work.
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    George Orwell’s A Clergyman’s Daughter is set in early‑1930s England, a period shaped by economic contraction, rigid class hierarchies, and the lingering authority of established institutions. The narrative moves between a small Suffolk town, the hop fields of Kent, and the streets and back rooms of London. The Anglican parish, with its routines of charity, visiting, and moral oversight, anchors village life, while the city reveals harsher mechanisms of survival. This is an England still marked by Victorian legacies—deference, propriety, and poor relief—yet already feeling the shocks of modern mass unemployment and shifting social mores that questioned those inherited certainties.

The interwar state remained a constitutional monarchy with a powerful Parliament and an Established Church that still exerted cultural influence, especially outside metropolitan centers. Class distinctions—landed gentry, professional middle classes, tradespeople, and laboring poor—organized expectations and opportunities. In provincial towns, reputations mattered; clergy were public figures whose households modeled “respectability.” Yet class boundaries were being renegotiated as economic strain made genteel poverty more visible. Orwell’s provincial setting, with its anxious attention to appearances and its frayed parish finances, mirrors that moment when formal authority persisted but could no longer easily shield communities from the pressures reshaping British society.

The British slump after 1929 did not produce the wholesale collapse seen elsewhere, but unemployment rose steeply, peaking around 1932 with more than two million claimants. A National Government formed in 1931 imposed austerity, including the “means test” for relief, which many experienced as intrusive and humiliating. The Unemployment Act of 1934 reorganized assistance through a central board, tightening oversight of the jobless. This policy climate is echoed in the novel’s emphasis on precarious livelihoods, the thin line separating the respectable from the destitute, and the pervasive moral judgments attached to poverty in conservative communities and official procedures alike.

Economic distress in the countryside had its own trajectory. British agriculture had been depressed since the late nineteenth century and was hit again in the early 1930s by low prices and weak demand. In East Anglia, farmers and smallholders struggled to pay tithe rentcharges that supported the Church of England, leading to protests and confrontations. By the mid‑1930s, tithe agitation had spread in several counties, and Parliament passed the Tithe Act in 1936 to convert and reduce payments. A Clergyman’s Daughter reflects this rural squeeze: parish finances are strained, clergy incomes uncertain, and the vicarage must maintain standards amid falling resources and rising resentment.

The Church of England’s role combined pastoral care, liturgical authority, and moral arbitration. Interwar church attendance generally declined, especially in urban areas, but the parish system still structured social life in many towns and villages. Debates within Anglicanism—between evangelical simplicity and ritualist elaboration, between social service and doctrinal emphasis—were part of a broader reckoning with modernity. While the novel centers on a clergyman’s household, it also registers a crisis of faith and purpose common to the period, suggesting how rigid forms and pious routine could fail to address material hardship and spiritual anxiety that the depression made harder to ignore.

Women’s legal and civic status had advanced—most notably through suffrage increments in 1918 and the Equal Franchise Act of 1928—but work and social expectations remained constrained. Marriage bars in many professions limited jobs for married women, and unpaid domestic service to parents or relatives often fell to single daughters. Respectable femininity emphasized modesty, self‑sacrifice, and sexual restraint; reputational damage could be socially ruinous. The novel’s focus on a vicar’s daughter situates a woman at the nexus of religious duty and gendered caregiving, reflecting how interwar norms narrowed female choices even as economic necessity occasionally pushed women into precarious paid work or into public spaces deemed unsuitable.

Official attitudes toward poverty still bore the imprint of the old Poor Law, even after reforms. The 1929 Local Government Act abolished Boards of Guardians, transferring public assistance to local authorities, yet the stigma of relief and the deterrent ethos persisted. The Vagrancy Act of 1824 continued to criminalize begging and “wandering,” enabling police to move on or arrest the homeless. Casual wards—“spikes”—offered nightly shelter in exchange for menial tasks, while doss houses provided cheap beds of varying hygiene. Religious organizations, especially the Salvation Army, operated shelters and soup kitchens. These institutional arrangements underlie the novel’s depiction of destitution’s routines and humiliations.

London in the early 1930s contained both glittering commercial districts and widespread hardship in poorer boroughs. Street economies—hawking, casual labor, and intermittent charity—sustained many. Public spaces like Trafalgar Square and the Embankment were common gathering points for the unemployed, evangelists, and police patrols. Cafés and coffee stalls offered warmth for the price of a cup; public libraries and parks provided temporary refuge. Such micro‑geographies of survival show how the capital’s scale could absorb, but rarely resolve, the crises of provincial migrants and the long‑term unemployed. Orwell’s London episodes draw on these realities, mapping a city where visibility, respectability, and regulation constantly intersect.

Seasonal hop‑picking in Kent was a distinctive feature of southeastern life. Each late summer and early autumn, tens of thousands of workers—many from London’s East End—traveled by special trains to the fields. Payment was usually by piece rate, and whole families, including children, participated. Accommodation ranged from huts to tents, often without adequate sanitation, and work was physically demanding. Local authorities and voluntary groups sometimes offered basic medical services, but conditions varied widely. The culture of “hopping” mixed hard labor with a sense of temporary community and escape from the city. The novel’s hop‑field scenes draw on this world of casual, communal, and poorly regulated work.

The wider political climate was unsettled. While Britain avoided mass extremism, the early 1930s saw protests against the means test, unemployment marches—such as the 1932 National Hunger March—and a ferment of small parties and movements. The British Union of Fascists, founded in 1932, gained publicity but limited electoral traction. Trade unionism remained strong in many sectors, though casual and seasonal workers were often weakly organized. This landscape of agitation and insecurity forms a backdrop for Orwell’s attention to those outside stable employment and institutional protection, showing how political debate over responsibility and relief bore directly on daily survival and social dignity.

Education policy also shaped interwar opportunities. The 1918 Education Act had raised the school‑leaving age to 14 and expanded local authority responsibilities, but funding cuts in the depression constrained improvements. Alongside public elementary and selective secondary schools, a proliferation of small, privately owned “proprietary” schools operated with uneven standards and minimal oversight. Inspectors criticized some for overcrowding, rote methods, and inadequate facilities. Orwell, who taught in such settings in the early 1930s, brings that experience to his depiction of makeshift classrooms and fee‑driven pedagogy. The novel thus highlights how educational provision mirrored class divisions and how parents’ ambitions met the limits of regulation and resources.

Children’s lives were increasingly the focus of welfare and reform, yet economic realities kept many near the margins. The interwar years saw growth in school meals, medical inspections, and juvenile organizations, but child labor lingered in seasonal work like hop‑picking. School calendars in some London districts were adjusted to permit families to travel for the harvest, reflecting accommodation to economic necessity. Leaving school at 14 often meant entry into unstable service, shop, or factory jobs, with limited prospects during the slump. The novel’s attention to young learners and the pressures on low‑fee schools reflects this contested terrain between protection, aspiration, and household survival.

Mass culture and communications were transforming everyday life. The BBC, established in 1922 and reorganized as a public corporation in 1927, promoted a Reithian ethos of uplift, restraint, and national cohesion. Cinemas multiplied, offering inexpensive entertainment and a grammar of glamour often at odds with parochial propriety. Popular newspapers amplified scandal and moral campaigns, at once policing and stoking anxieties about decline. These media currents frame the novel’s interest in appearance, reputation, and the performative dimensions of virtue. Against a background of sermons and street preaching, amplified voices—whether from pulpits, bandstands, or wireless sets—compete to define how the nation should live.

Orwell’s biography threads through these contexts. After service in the Indian Imperial Police in Burma (1922–1927), he returned to England determined to write and to understand domestic poverty firsthand. He lived for periods in Southwold, a Suffolk coastal town, undertook tramping journeys, and worked seasonally among hop‑pickers. In 1932–1933 he taught at small private schools near London, experiences that informed both his social outlook and his portraits of improvised education. These encounters provided the material textures—dialects, routines, indignities—that A Clergyman’s Daughter weaves into fiction, grounding its episodes in observed institutions rather than abstract doctrine.

The novel also belongs to a broader 1930s literary turn toward social investigation. Works such as Walter Greenwood’s Love on the Dole (1933) and J. B. Priestley’s English Journey (1934) documented the human costs of unemployment and regional decline. Writers experimented with reportage, montage, and episodic structures to register fragmented lives. Orwell’s own non‑fiction would later crystallize this method, but A Clergyman’s Daughter already juxtaposes settings—vicarage, fields, streets, classrooms—to map a social system. The aim is diagnostic rather than melodramatic: to show how respectable codes, market forces, and bureaucratic rules intersect to produce both obedience and quiet rebellion.

Transport and urban development underwrote the mobility that the story presumes. By the 1930s, railways and an expanding bus network connected provincial towns to London and seasonal workplaces. Cheap fares and “specials” enabled mass movement for hopping, seaside excursions, and job seeking. Electricity, gas, and improved roads reached many communities, though rural electrification lagged. These changes compressed distance without guaranteeing security; people could travel more easily only to find precarious work and crowded slums. The novel’s shifts of place thus track a modernizing infrastructure that moves bodies efficiently while leaving social protection uneven and dependent on status and luck.
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    Introduction
George Orwell, the pen name of Eric Arthur Blair, was a British novelist, essayist, and critic whose work became a touchstone for understanding power, propaganda, and political conscience in the twentieth century. Born in British India in 1903 and raised in England, he wrote across genres with unusual clarity and moral purpose. His allegorical novella Animal Farm and his dystopian novel Nineteen Eighty-Four brought him worldwide recognition and enduring influence. Beyond these landmarks, his reportage, literary criticism, and cultural commentary shaped public debate on imperialism, class, and language. Orwell’s commitment to plain prose and intellectual independence remains central to his reputation.
Orwell’s life traced a path through the institutions and upheavals that defined his age: elite schooling in England, service as a colonial policeman in Burma, immersion among the poor in Paris and London, combat and injury in the Spanish Civil War, and wartime work as a broadcaster and journalist. Each phase furnished material and convictions that surfaced in his books and essays. He became a leading voice against totalitarianism of any stripe and a proponent of democratic socialism rooted in decency and common sense. By the late 1940s he was internationally known, his name later turning into an adjective for modern abuses of power.
Education and Literary Influences
Blair spent his early childhood in England after his family left India. He attended preparatory school on scholarship, an experience he later recalled with ambivalence, and then won a scholarship to Eton College, where he read widely and contributed to school publications. He did not proceed to university. In the early 1920s he joined the Indian Imperial Police in Burma, a decision that exposed him to the mechanics of empire and altered his outlook. After resigning and returning to Europe, he began the self-directed education that underpinned his writing, absorbing history, economics, and literature while testing his beliefs against lived experience.
His influences were both literary and experiential. Among writers, he admired and scrutinized figures such as Charles Dickens and Jonathan Swift, and he took inspiration from Jack London’s social reportage. He engaged critically with H. G. Wells and with French naturalists, while embracing an English tradition of lucid, empirical prose. Outside books, formative experiences included colonial policing, itinerant labor, and close observation of working-class life in northern England. These influences converged in a style that prized clarity, moral seriousness, and the testing of abstractions against facts on the ground. They also seeded his enduring interest in language as a political instrument.
Literary Career
After leaving Burma in the late 1920s, he pursued writing in London and Paris, supporting himself through casual jobs while gathering material. His first major book, Down and Out in Paris and London (1933), appeared under the pseudonym George Orwell, chosen to separate his literary identity from his past and to reflect English landscapes he loved. The book blended reportage and memoir to portray poverty with unsentimental detail. It established him as a writer committed to firsthand observation. Though sales were modest, reviewers noted the candor and plain style that would become hallmarks. The pseudonym soon eclipsed his given name.
He followed with Burmese Days (1934), a novel shaped by his colonial service, anatomizing prejudice, fear, and moral corrosion in a remote outpost. A Clergyman’s Daughter (1935) and Keep the Aspidistra Flying (1936) extended his scrutiny of class anxiety, shabby gentility, and the pressures of economic necessity. Reception varied, but critics increasingly recognized his refusal to romanticize either privilege or poverty. Across these early works he refined an unadorned style, skeptical of cant and attentive to small humiliations. The books mapped a terrain—between individual conscience and social forces—that he would revisit in essays and in the major fiction to come.
In the mid‑1930s he turned to documentary inquiry and political commitment. Commissioned by a publisher associated with the Left Book Club, The Road to Wigan Pier (1937) combined fieldwork in northern England with a controversial analysis of socialist movements. Shortly afterward he went to Spain to fight for the Republican cause, joining a militia aligned with anti‑Stalinist socialists and being wounded at the front. Homage to Catalonia (1938) narrates those experiences and the factional repression he witnessed. Initially its sales were limited, but the book later became central to understanding his anti‑totalitarian stance and his insistence on verifying political claims against reality.
During the Second World War, Orwell worked for the BBC’s Eastern Service, writing and producing cultural broadcasts aimed at audiences in South Asia, and he continued as a reviewer and columnist for newspapers and journals. He became associated with the weekly Tribune, where his As I Please columns showcased his range and wit. This period produced some of his most influential essays and pamphlets, including The Lion and the Unicorn: Socialism and the English Genius, Notes on Nationalism, Why I Write, and Politics and the English Language. Their arguments about patriotism, clarity, and political honesty shaped his public persona and sharpened his later fiction.
Animal Farm (1945) transformed his reputation. Several publishers had rejected it during the war, wary of its satire of revolutionary tyranny, but it became a bestseller after release and widened his readership abroad. He then undertook Nineteen Eighty‑Four, much of it written in seclusion on the Scottish island of Jura while he was ill. Published in 1949, the novel depicted a modern despotism sustained by surveillance, coercion, and the corruption of language. It was immediately debated and widely read. Together, the two novels fixed Orwell’s standing as a major political novelist whose imaginative power rested on hard-won historical experience.
Beliefs and Advocacy
Orwell identified as a democratic socialist and argued for a humane, egalitarian politics grounded in liberty and truth-telling. His Burmese service helped convince him of empire’s moral costs, and his time among the poor shaped a durable solidarity with those at the bottom of the social order. Spain confirmed his opposition to authoritarianism on the right and the left. He distrusted large, unaccountable institutions and worried about the ways euphemism and cliché mask injustice. This combination—sympathy for ordinary people, suspicion of orthodoxy, and a craftsman’s care for language—governed both his political commitments and his approach to literature.
He engaged in public life as a working journalist, broadcaster, and pamphleteer, accepting positions that he also examined critically. At the BBC he sought to counter Axis propaganda while promoting cultural exchange, later reflecting on the constraints inherent in official media. He contributed literary criticism and political commentary to venues across the spectrum and, late in life, shared private observations about cultural fellow travelers with a government information office, reflecting his anti‑totalitarian vigilance. He argued for an English socialism compatible with national traditions and civil liberties. His essays offered readers practical tools for resisting cant, coercion, and self-deception.
Final Years & Legacy
In his final years Orwell sought seclusion for work and health, living for periods in remote coastal settings, notably on Jura, where he completed Nineteen Eighty‑Four while battling tuberculosis. The war had brought him both sustained employment and personal loss, and he continued to write despite illness and grief. He adopted a child during the 1940s and remarried shortly before his death. He died in London in early 1950. Posthumously his reputation grew steadily. The term Orwellian entered common usage to describe manipulative authority and degraded public language. His essays, novels, and journalism remain central to discussions of freedom and truth.
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As the alarm clock on the chest of drawers exploded like a horrid little bomb of bell metal, Dorothy, wrenched from the depths of some complex, troubling dream, awoke with a start and lay on her back looking into the darkness in extreme exhaustion.

The alarm clock continued its nagging, feminine clamour, which would go on for five minutes or thereabouts if you did not stop it. Dorothy was aching from head to foot, and an insidious and contemptible self-pity, which usually seized upon her when it was time to get up in the morning, caused her to bury her head under the bedclothes and try to shut the hateful noise out of her ears. She struggled against her fatigue, however, and, according to her custom, exhorted herself sharply in the second person plural. Come on, Dorothy, up you get! No snoozing, please! Proverbs vi. 9[1]. Then she remembered that if the noise went on any longer it would wake her father, and with a hurried movement she bounded out of bed, seized the clock from the chest of drawers and turned off the alarm. It was kept on the chest of drawers precisely in order that she should have to get out of bed to silence it. Still in darkness, she knelt down at her bedside and repeated the Lord’s Prayer, but rather distractedly, her feet being troubled by the cold.

It was just half past five, and coldish for an August morning. Dorothy (her name was Dorothy Hare, and she was the only child of the Reverend Charles Hare, Rector of St. Athelstan’s, Knype Hill, Suffolk) put on her aged flannelette dressing-gown and felt her way downstairs. There was a chill morning smell of dust, damp plaster and the fried dabs from yesterday’s supper, and from either side of the passage on the second floor she could hear the antiphonal snoring of her father and of Ellen, the maid of all work. With care—for the kitchen table had a nasty trick of reaching out of the darkness and banging you on the hip-bone—Dorothy felt her way into the kitchen, lighted the candle on the mantelpiece, and, still aching with fatigue, knelt down and raked the ashes out of the range.

The kitchen fire was a “beast” to light. The chimney was crooked and therefore perpetually half choked, and the fire, before it would light, expected to be dosed with a cupful of kerosene, like a drunkard’s morning nip of gin. Having set the kettle to boil for her father’s shaving-water, Dorothy went upstairs and turned on her bath. Ellen was still snoring, with heavy youthful snores. She was a good hardworking servant once she was awake, but she was one of those girls whom the Devil and all his angels cannot get out of bed before seven in the morning.

Dorothy filled the bath as slowly as possible—the splashing always woke her father if she turned on the tap too fast—and stood for a moment regarding the pale, unappetising pool of water. Her body had gone goose-flesh all over. She detested cold baths; it was for that very reason that she made it a rule to take all her baths cold from April to November. Putting a tentative hand into the water—and it was horribly cold—she drove herself forward with her usual exhortations. Come on, Dorothy! In you go! No funking, please! Then she stepped resolutely into the bath, sat down and let the icy girdle of water slide up her body and immerse her all except her hair, which she had twisted up behind her head. The next moment she came to the surface gasping and wriggling, and had no sooner got her breath back than she remembered her “memo list,” which she had brought down in her dressing-gown pocket and intended to read. She reached out for it, and, leaning over the side of the bath, waist deep in icy water, read through the “memo list” by the light of the candle on the chair.

It ran:


7 oc. H.C.

Mrs T baby? Must visit.

Breakfast. Bacon. Must ask father money. (P)

Ask Ellen what stuff kitchen father’s tonic NB. to ask about stuff for curtains at Solepipe’s.

Visiting call on Mrs P cutting from Daily M angelica tea good for rheumatism Mrs L’s corn-plaster.

12 oc. Rehearsal Charles I. NB. to order ½lb. glue 1 pot aluminium paint.

DinnerLuncheon ...?

Take round Parish Mag NB. Mrs F owes 3/6d.

4.30 pm Mothers’ U tea don’t forget 2½ yards casement cloth.

Flowers for church NB. 1 tin Brasso.

Supper. Scrambled eggs.

Type Father’s sermon what about new ribbon typewriter?

NB. to fork between peas bindweed awful.



Dorothy got out of her bath, and as she dried herself with a towel hardly bigger than a table napkin—they could never afford decent-sized towels at the Rectory—her hair came unpinned and fell down over her collar-bones in two heavy strands. It was thick, fine, exceedingly pale hair, and it was perhaps as well that her father had forbidden her to bob it, for it was her only positive beauty. For the rest, she was a girl of middle height, rather thin, but strong and shapely, and her face was her weak point. It was a thin, blonde, unremarkable kind of face, with pale eyes and a nose just a shade too long; if you looked closely you could see crows’ feet round the eyes, and the mouth, when it was in repose, looked tired. Not definitely a spinsterish face as yet, but it certainly would be so in a few years’ time. Nevertheless, strangers commonly took her to be several years younger than her real age (she was not quite twenty-eight) because of the expression of almost childish earnestness in her eyes. Her left forearm was spotted with tiny red marks like insect bites.

Dorothy put on her nightdress again and cleaned her teeth—plain water, of course; better not to use toothpaste before H.C. After all, either you are fasting or you aren’t. The R.C.s are quite right there—and, even as she did so, suddenly faltered and stopped. She put her toothbrush down. A deadly pang, an actual physical pang, had gone through her viscera.

She had remembered, with the ugly shock with which one remembers something disagreeable for the first time in the morning, the bill at Cargill’s, the butcher’s, which had been owing for seven months. That dreadful bill—it might be nineteen pounds or even twenty, and there was hardly the remotest hope of paying it—was one of the chief torments of her life. At all hours of the night or day it was waiting just round the corner of her consciousness, ready to spring upon her and agonise her; and with it came the memory of a score of lesser bills, mounting up to a figure of which she dared not even think. Almost involuntarily she began to pray, “Please God, let not Cargill send in his bill again to-day[1q]!” But the next moment she decided that this prayer was worldly and blasphemous, and she asked forgiveness for it. Then she put on her dressing-gown and ran down to the kitchen in hopes of putting the bill out of mind.

The fire had gone out, as usual. Dorothy relaid it, dirtying her hands with coal-dust, dosed it afresh with kerosene and hung about anxiously until the kettle boiled. Father expected his shaving-water to be ready at a quarter past six. Just seven minutes late, Dorothy took the can upstairs and knocked at her father’s door.

“Come in, come in!” said a muffled, irritable voice.

The room, heavily curtained, was stuffy, with a masculine smell. The Rector had lighted the candle on his bed-table, and was lying on his side, looking at his gold watch, which he had just drawn from beneath his pillow. His hair was as white and thick as thistledown. One dark bright eye glanced irritably over his shoulder at Dorothy.

“Good morning, Father.”

“I do wish, Dorothy,” said the Rector indistinctly—his voice always sounded muffled and senile until he had put his false teeth in—“you would make some effort to get Ellen out of bed in the mornings. Or else be a little more punctual yourself.”

“I’m so sorry, Father. The kitchen fire kept going out.”

“Very well! Put it down on the dressing-table. Put it down and draw those curtains.”

It was daylight now, but a dull, clouded morning. Dorothy hastened up to her room and dressed herself with the lightning speed which she found necessary six mornings out of seven. There was only a tiny square of mirror in the room, and even that she did not use. She simply hung her gold cross about her neck—plain gold cross; no crucifixes, please!—twisted her hair into a knot behind, stuck a number of hairpins rather sketchily into it, and threw her clothes (grey jersey, threadbare Irish tweed coat and skirt, stockings not quite matching the coat and skirt, and much-worn brown shoes) on to herself in the space of about three minutes. She had got to “do out” the dining-room and her father’s study before church, besides saying her prayers in preparation for Holy Communion, which took her not less than twenty minutes.

When she wheeled her bicycle out at the front gate the morning was still overcast, and the grass sodden with heavy dew. Through the mist that wreathed the hillside St. Athelstan’s Church loomed dimly, like a leaden sphinx, its single bell tolling funereally boom! boom! boom! Only one of the bells was now in active use; the other seven had been unswung from their cage and had lain silent these three years past, slowly splintering the floor of the belfry beneath their weight. In the distance, from the mists below, you could hear the offensive clatter of the bell in the R.C. church—a nasty, cheap, tinny little thing which the Rector of St. Athelstan’s used to compare to a muffin-bell.

Dorothy mounted her bicycle and rode swiftly up the hill, leaning over her handlebars. The bridge of her thin nose was pink in the morning cold. A redshank whistled overhead, invisible against the clouded sky. Early in the morning my song shall rise to Thee! Dorothy propped her bicycle against the lychgate[2], and, finding her hands still grey with coal-dust, knelt down and scrubbed them clean in the long wet grass between the graves. Then the bell stopped ringing, and she jumped up and hastened into church, just as Proggett, the sexton, in ragged cassock and vast labourer’s boots, was clumping up the aisle to take his place at the side altar.

The church was very cold, with a scent of candle-wax and ancient dust. It was a large church, much too large for its congregation, and ruinous and more than half empty. The three narrow islands of pews stretched barely halfway down the nave, and beyond them were great wastes of bare stone floor in which a few worn inscriptions marked the sites of ancient graves. The roof over the chancel was sagging visibly; beside the Church Expenses box two fragments of riddled beam explained mutely that this was due to that mortal foe of Christendom, the death-watch beetle. The light filtered, pale-coloured, through windows of anæmic glass. Through the open south door you could see a ragged cypress and the boughs of a lime-tree, greyish in the sunless air and swaying faintly.

As usual, there was only one other communicant—old Miss Mayfill, of The Grange. The attendance at Holy Communion was so bad that the Rector could not even get any boys to serve him, except on Sunday mornings, when the boys like showing off in front of the congregation in their cassocks and surplices. Dorothy went into the pew behind Miss Mayfill, and, in penance for some sin of yesterday, pushed away the hassock and knelt on the bare stones. The service was beginning. The Rector, in cassock and short linen surplice, was reciting the prayers in a swift practised voice, clear enough now that his teeth were in, and curiously ungenial. In his fastidious, aged face, pale as a silver coin, there was an expression of aloofness, almost of contempt. “This is a valid sacrament,” he seemed to be saying, “and it is my duty to administer it to you. But remember that I am only your priest, not your friend. As a human being I dislike you and despise you.” Proggett, the sexton, a man of forty with curly grey hair and a red, harassed face, stood patiently by, uncomprehending but reverent, fiddling with the little communion bell which was lost in his huge red hands.

Dorothy pressed her fingers against her eyes. She had not yet succeeded in concentrating her thoughts—indeed, the memory of Cargill’s bill was still worrying her intermittently. The prayers, which she knew by heart, were flowing through her head unheeded. She raised her eyes for a moment, and they began immediately to stray. First upwards, to the headless roof-angels on whose necks you could still see the saw-cuts of the Puritan soldiers, then back again, to Miss Mayfill’s black, quasi-pork-pie hat and tremulous jet earrings. Miss Mayfill wore a long musty black overcoat, with a little collar of greasy-looking astrakhan, which had been the same ever since Dorothy could remember. It was of some very peculiar stuff, like watered silk but coarser, with rivulets of black piping wandering all over it in no discoverable pattern. It might even have been that legendary and proverbial substance, black bombazine. Miss Mayfill was very old, so old that no one remembered her as anything but an old woman. A faint scent radiated from her—an ethereal scent, analysable as eau-de-Cologne, mothballs and a sub-flavour of gin.

Dorothy drew a long glass-headed pin from the lapel of her coat, and furtively, under cover of Miss Mayfill’s back, pressed the point against her forearm. Her flesh tingled apprehensively. She made it a rule, whenever she caught herself not attending to her prayers, to prick her arm hard enough to make blood come. It was her chosen form of self-discipline, her guard against irreverence and sacrilegious thoughts.

With the pin poised in readiness she managed for several moments to pray more collectedly. Her father had turned one dark eye disapprovingly upon Miss Mayfill, who was crossing herself at intervals, a practice he disliked. A starling chattered outside. With a shock Dorothy discovered that she was looking vaingloriously at the pleats of her father’s surplice, which she herself had sewn two years ago. She set her teeth and drove the pin an eighth of an inch into her arm.

They were kneeling again. It was the General Confession. Dorothy recalled her eyes—wandering, alas! yet again, this time to the stained-glass window on her right, designed by Sir Warde Tooke, A.R.A., in 1851, and representing St. Athelstan’s welcome at the gate of Heaven by Gabriel and a legion of angels all remarkably like one another and the Prince Consort—and pressed the pinpoint against a different part of her arm. She began to meditate conscientiously upon the meaning of each phrase of the prayer, and so brought her mind back to a more attentive state. But even so she was all but obliged to use the pin again when Proggett tinkled the bell in the middle of “Therefore with Angels and Archangels”—being visited, as always, by a dreadful temptation to begin laughing at that passage. It was because of a story her father had told her once, of how when he was a little boy, and serving the priest at the altar, the communion bell had had a screw-on clapper, which had come loose; and so the priest had said: “Therefore with Angels and Archangels, and with all the company of Heaven, we laud and magnify Thy glorious name; evermore praising Thee, and saying, Screw it up, you little fat-head screw it up!”

As the Rector finished the consecration Miss Mayfill began to struggle to her feet with extreme difficulty and slowness, like some disjointed wooden creature picking itself up by sections, and disengaging at each movement a powerful whiff of mothballs. There was an extraordinary creaking sound—from her stays, presumably, but it was a noise as of bones grating against one another. You could have imagined that there was only a dry skeleton inside the black overcoat.

Dorothy remained on her feet a moment longer. Miss Mayfill was creeping towards the altar with slow, tottering steps. She could barely walk, but she took bitter offence if you offered to help her. In her ancient, bloodless face her mouth was surprisingly large, loose and wet. The under lip, pendulous with age, slobbered forward, exposing a strip of gum and a row of false teeth as yellow as the keys of an old piano. On the upper lip was a fringe of dark, dewy moustache. It was not an appetising mouth; not the kind of mouth that you would like to see drinking out of your cup. Suddenly, spontaneously, as though the Devil himself had put it there, the prayer slipped from Dorothy’s lips: “O God, let me not have to take the chalice after Miss Mayfill!”

The next moment, in self-horror, she grasped the meaning of what she had said, and wished that she had bitten her tongue in two rather than utter that deadly blasphemy upon the very altar steps. She drew the pin again from her lapel and drove it into her arm so hard that it was all she could do to suppress a cry of pain. Then she stepped to the altar and knelt down meekly on Miss Mayfill’s left, so as to make quite sure of taking the chalice after her.

Kneeling, with head bent and hands clasped against her knees, she set herself swiftly to pray for forgiveness before her father should reach her with the wafer. But the current of her thoughts had been broken. Suddenly it was quite useless attempting to pray; her lips moved, but there was neither heart nor meaning in her prayers. She could hear Proggett’s boots shuffling and her father’s clear low voice murmuring “Take and eat,” she could see the worn strip of red carpet beneath her knees, she could smell dust and eau-de-Cologne and mothballs; but of the Body and Blood of Christ, of the purpose for which she had come here, she was as though deprived of the power to think. A deadly blankness had descended upon her mind. It seemed to her that actually she could not pray. She struggled, collected her thoughts, uttered mechanically the opening phrases of a prayer; but they were useless, meaningless—nothing but the dead shells of words. Her father was holding the wafer before her in his shapely, aged hand. He held it between finger and thumb, fastidiously, somehow distastefully, as though it had been a spoon of medicine. His eye was upon Miss Mayfill, who was doubling herself up like a geometrid caterpillar, with many creakings, and crossing herself so elaborately that one might have imagined that she was sketching a series of braid frogs on the front of her coat. For several seconds Dorothy hesitated and did not take the wafer. She dared not take it. Better, far better to step down from the altar than to accept the sacrament with such chaos in her heart!

Then it happened that she glanced sidelong, through the open south door. A momentary spear of sunlight had pierced the clouds. It struck downwards through the leaves of the limes, and a spray of leaves in the doorway gleamed with a transient, matchless green, greener than jade or emerald or Atlantic waters. It was as though some jewel of unimaginable splendour had flashed for an instant, filling the doorway with green light, and then faded. A flood of joy ran through Dorothy’s heart. The flash of living colour had brought back to her, by a process deeper than reason, her peace of mind, her love of God, her power of worship. Somehow, because of the greenness of the leaves, it was again possible to pray. O all ye green things upon the earth, praise ye the Lord! She began to pray, ardently, joyfully, thankfully. The wafer melted upon her tongue. She took the chalice from her father, and tasted without repulsion, even with an added joy in this small act of self-abasement, the wet imprint of Miss Mayfill’s lips on its silver rim.
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St. Athelstan’s Church stood at the highest point of Knype Hill, and if you chose to climb the tower you could see ten miles or so across the surrounding country. Not that there was anything worth looking at—only the low, barely undulating East Anglian landscape, intolerably dull in summer, but redeemed in winter by the recurring pattern of the elms, naked and fan-shaped against leaden skies.

Immediately below you lay the town, with the High Street running east and west and dividing it unequally. The southern section of the town was the ancient, agricultural and respectable section. On the northern side were the buildings of the Blifil-Gordon sugar-beet refinery, and all round and leading up to them were higgledy-piggledly rows of vile yellow brick cottages, mostly inhabited by the employees of the factory. The factory employees, who made up more than half of the town’s two thousand inhabitants, were newcomers, townfolk, and godless almost to a man.

The two pivots, or foci, about which the social life of the town moved were the Knype Hill Conservative Club (fully licensed), from whose bow window, any time after the bar was open, the large, rosy-gilled faces of the town’s élite were to be seen gazing like chubby goldfish from an aquarium pane; and Ye Olde Tea Shoppe, a little farther down the High Street, the principal rendezvous of the Knype Hill ladies. Not to be present at Ye Olde Tea Shoppe between ten and eleven every morning, to drink your “morning coffee” and spend your half-hour or so in that agreeable twitter of upper-middle-class voices (“My dear, he had nine spades to the ace-queen and he went one no trump, if you please. What, my dear, you don’t mean to say you’re paying for my coffee again? Oh, but, my dear, it is simply too sweet of you! Now to-morrow I shall simply insist upon paying for yours. And just look at dear little Toto sitting up and looking such a clever little man with his little black nose wiggling, and he would, would he, the darling duck, he would, he would, and his mother would give him a lump of sugar, she would, she would. There, Toto!”), was to be definitely out of Knype Hill society. The Rector in his acid way nicknamed these ladies “the coffee brigade.” Close to the colony of sham-picturesque villas inhabited by the coffee brigade, but cut off from them by its larger grounds, was The Grange, Miss Mayfill’s house. It was a curious, machicolated, imitation castle of dark red brick—somebody’s Folly, built about 1870—and fortunately almost hidden among dense shrubberies.

The Rectory stood half way up the hill, with its face to the church and its back to the High Street. It was a house of the wrong age, inconveniently large, and faced with chronically peeling yellow plaster. Some earlier Rector had added, at one side, a large greenhouse which Dorothy used as a workroom, but which was constantly out of repair. The front garden was choked with ragged fir-trees and a great spreading ash which shadowed the front rooms and made it impossible to grow any flowers. There was a large vegetable garden at the back. Proggett did the heavy digging of the garden in the spring and autumn, and Dorothy did the sowing, planting and weeding in such spare time as she could command; in spite of which the vegetable garden was usually an impenetrable jungle of weeds.

Dorothy jumped off her bicycle at the front gate, upon which some officious person had stuck a poster inscribed “Vote for Blifil-Gordon and Higher Wages!” (There was a by-election going on, and Mr. Blifil-Gordon was standing in the Conservative interest.) As Dorothy opened the front door she saw two letters lying on the worn coco-nut mat. One was from the Rural Dean, and the other was a nasty, thin-looking letter from Catkin & Palm, her father’s clerical tailors. It was a bill, undoubtedly. The Rector had followed his usual practice of collecting the letters that interested him and leaving the others. Dorothy was just bending down to pick up the letters, when she saw, with a horrid shock of dismay, an unstamped envelope sticking in the letter-flap.

It was a bill—for certain it was a bill[2q]! Moreover, as soon as she set eyes on it she “knew” that it was that horrible bill from Cargill’s, the butcher’s. A sinking feeling passed through her entrails. For a moment she actually began to pray that it might not be Cargill’s bill—that it might only be the bill for three and nine from Solepipe’s, the draper’s, or the bill from the International or the baker’s or the dairy—anything except Cargill’s bill! Then, mastering her panic, she took the envelope from the letter-flap and tore it open with a convulsive movement.

“To account rendered: £21 7s. 9d.”

This was written in the innocuous handwriting of Mr. Cargill’s accountant. But underneath, in thick, accusing-looking letters, was added and heavily underlined: “Shd. like to bring to your notice that this bill has been owing a very long time. The earliest possible settlement will oblige. S. Cargill.”

Dorothy had turned a shade paler, and was conscious of not wanting any breakfast. She thrust the bill into her pocket and went into the dining-room. It was a smallish, dark room, badly in need of repapering, and, like every other room in the Rectory, it had the air of having been furnished from the sweepings of an antique shop. The furniture was “good,” but battered beyond repair, and the chairs were so worm-eaten that you could only sit on them in safety if you knew their individual foibles. There were old, dark, defaced steel engravings hanging on the walls, one of them—an engraving of Van Dyck’s portrait of Charles I—probably of some value if it had not been ruined by damp.

The Rector was standing before the empty grate, warming himself at an imaginary fire and reading a letter that came from a long blue envelope. He was still wearing his cassock of black watered silk, which set off to perfection his thick white hair and his pale, fine, none too amiable face. As Dorothy came in he laid the letter aside, drew out his gold watch and scrutinised it significantly.

“I’m afraid I’m a bit late, Father.”

“Yes, Dorothy, you are a bit late,” said the Rector, repeating her words with delicate but marked emphasis. “You are twelve minutes late, to be exact. Don’t you think, Dorothy, that when I have to get up at a quarter past six to celebrate Holy Communion, and come home exceedingly tired and hungry, it would be better if you could manage to come to breakfast without being a bit late?”

It was clear that the Rector was in what Dorothy called, euphemistically, his “uncomfortable mood.” He had one of those weary, cultivated voices which are never definitely angry and never anywhere near good humour—one of those voices which seem all the while to be saying, “I really cannot see what you are making all this fuss about!” The impression he gave was of suffering perpetually from other people’s stupidity and tiresomeness.

“I’m so sorry, Father! I simply had to go and ask after Mrs. Tawney.” (Mrs. Tawney was the “Mrs T” of the “memo list.”) “Her baby was born last night, and you know she promised me she’d come and be churched[3] after it was born. But of course she won’t if she thinks we aren’t taking any interest in her. You know what these women are—they seem so to hate being churched. They’ll never come unless I coax them into it.”

The Rector did not actually grunt, but he uttered a small dissatisfied sound as he moved towards the breakfast table. It was intended to mean, first, that it was Mrs. Tawney’s duty to come and be churched without Dorothy’s coaxing; secondly, that Dorothy had no business to waste her time visiting all the riff-raff of the town, especially before breakfast. Mrs. Tawney was a labourer’s wife and lived in partibus infidelium, north of the High Street. The Rector laid his hand on the back of his chair, and, without speaking, cast Dorothy a glance which meant: “Are we ready now? Or are there to be any more delays?”

“I think everything’s here, Father,” said Dorothy. “Perhaps if you’d just say grace——”

“Benedictus benedicat[4],” said the Rector, lifting the worn silver coverlet off the breakfast dish. The silver coverlet, like the silver-gilt marmalade spoon, was a family heirloom; the knives and forks, and most of the crockery, came from Woolworths. “Bacon again, I see,” the Rector added, eyeing the three minute rashers that lay curled up on squares of fried bread.

“It’s all we’ve got in the house, I’m afraid,” Dorothy said.

The Rector picked up his fork between finger and thumb, and with a very delicate movement, as though playing at spillikins, turned one of the rashers over.

“I know, of course,” he said, “that bacon for breakfast is an English institution almost as old as parliamentary government. But still, don’t you think we might occasionally have change, Dorothy?”

“Bacon’s so cheap now,” said Dorothy regretfully. “It seems a sin not to buy it. This was only fivepence a pound, and I saw some quite decent-looking bacon as low as threepence.”

“Ah, Danish, I suppose? What a variety of Danish invasions we have had in this country! First with fire and sword, and now with their abominable cheap bacon. Which has been responsible for the more deaths, I wonder?”

Feeling a little better after this witticism, the Rector settled himself in his chair and made a fairly good breakfast off the despised bacon, while Dorothy (she was not having any bacon this morning—a penance she had set herself yesterday for saying “Damn” and idling for half an hour after lunch) meditated upon a good conversational opening.

There was an unspeakably hateful job in front of her—a demand for money. At the very best of times getting money out of her father was next door to impossible, and it was obvious that this morning he was going to be even more “difficult” than usual. “Difficult” was another of her euphemisms. He’s had bad news, I suppose, she thought despondently, looking at the blue envelope.

Probably no one who had ever spoken to the Rector for as long as ten minutes would have denied that he was a “difficult” kind of man. The secret of his almost unfailing ill humour really lay in the fact that he was an anachronism. He ought never to have been born into the modern world; its whole atmosphere disgusted and infuriated him. A couple of centuries earlier, a happy pluralist writing poems or collecting fossils while curates at £40 a year administered his parishes, he would have been perfectly at home. Even now, if he had been a richer man, he might have consoled himself by shutting the twentieth century out of his consciousness. But to live in past ages is very expensive; you can’t do it on less than two thousand a year. The Rector, tethered by his poverty to the age of Lenin and the Daily Mail, was kept in a state of chronic exasperation which it was only natural that he should work off on the person nearest to him—usually, that is, on Dorothy.

He had been born in 1871, the younger son of the younger son of a baronet, and had gone into the Church for the out-moded reason that the Church is the traditional profession for younger sons. His first cure had been in a large, slummy parish in East London—a nasty, hooliganish place it had been









































































OEBPS/Images/Musaicum_logo2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
GEORGE ORWELL

A CLERGYMAN'S
DAUGHTER





