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A -

Eric Arthur Blair (25 June 1903 — 21 January 1950), better
known by his pen hame George Orwell, was an English novelist
and essayist, journalist and critic. His work is characterized by
lucid prose, biting social criticism, opposition to totalitarianism,
and outspoken support of democratic socialism.

As a writer, Orwell produced literary criticism and poetry,
fiction and polemical journalism; and is best known for the
allegorical novella Animal Farm (1945) and the dystopian novel
Nineteen Eighty-Four (1949). His non-fiction works, including
The Road to Wigan Pier (1937), documenting his experience of
working-class life in the north of England, and Homage to
Catalonia (1938), an account of his experiences soldiering for the
Republican faction of the Spanish Civil War (1936-1939), are as
critically respected as his essays on politics and literature,
language and culture. In 2008, The Times ranked George Orwell
second among "The 50 greatest British writers since 1945".

Orwell's work remains influential in popular culture and in
political culture, and the adjective "Orwellian"—describing
totalitarian and authoritarian social practices—is part of the
English language, like many of his neologisms, such as "Big
Brother", "Thought Police”, "Two Minutes Hate", "Room 101",
"memory hole”, "Newspeak”, "doublethink", "proles",
"unperson”, and "thoughtcrime".



PART OnE

Chapter 1

It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were
striking thirteen. 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, 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 coloured poster, too large for indoor
display, had been tacked to the wall. It depicted simply an
enormous face, more than a metre wide: the face of a man
of about forty-five, with a heavy black moustache 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. 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, the caption beneath it ran.

Inside the flat a fruity voice was reading out a list of
figures which had something to do with the production of
pig-iron. The voice 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 distinguish-
able. The instrument (the telescreen, it was called) could be
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dimmed, but there was no way of shutting it off completely.
He moved over to the window: a smallish, frail figure, the
meagreness 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 though 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 colour in anything, except the posters that were
plastered everywhere. The blackmoustachio’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 an-
other poster, torn at one corner, flapped fitfully in the wind,
alternately covering and uncovering the single word IN-
GSOC. 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 po-
lice patrol, snooping into people’s windows. The patrols
did not matter, however. Only the Thought Police mattered.

Behind Winston’s back the voice from the telescreen
was still babbling away about pig-iron and the
overfulfilment 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
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slogans of the Party:

WAR IS PEACE
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, 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 kilometre 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,
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and he was aware that there was no food in the kitchen
except a hunk of dark-coloured bread which had got to be
saved for tomorrow’s breakfast. He took down from the
shelf a bottle of colourless liquid with a plain white label
marked VICTORY GIN. 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 and
incautiously held it upright, whereupon the tobacco fell out
on to 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.
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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 rumoured—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 sheep-like 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

16 € 1984



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 sheep-like face
on the screen, and the terrifying power of the Eurasian army
behind it, were too much to be borne: besides, the sight or
even the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger
automatically. He was an object of hatred more constant than
either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when Oceania was at war
with one of these Powers it was generally at peace with the
other. But what was strange was that although Goldstein was
hated and despised by everybody, although every day and a
thousand times a day, on platforms, on the telescreen, in
newspapers, in books, his theories were refuted, smashed,
ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for the pitiful rubbish
that they were—in spite of all this, his influence never
seemed to grow less. Always there were fresh dupes waiting
to be seduced by him. A day never passed when spies and
saboteurs acting under his directions were not unmasked by
the Thought Police. He was the commander of a vast
shadowy army, an underground network of conspirators
dedicated to the overthrow of the State. The Brotherhood, its
name was supposed to be. There were also whispered stories
of a terrible book, a compendium of all the heresies, of
which Goldstein was the author and which circulated
clandestinely here and there. It was a book without a title.
People referred to it, if at all, simply as THE BOOK. But
one knew of such things only through vague rumours.
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
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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 turned 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, on the contrary, that it was
impossible to avoid joining in. Within thirty seconds any
pretence 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,
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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 sub-machine 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-
moustachio’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
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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 colourless,
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 neighbour 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 re- pair 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 in
every hard frost, the roof leaked whenever there was snow,
the heating system was usually running at half steam when
it was not closed down altogether from motives of
economy. Repairs, except what you could do for yourself,
had to be sanctioned by remote committees which were
liable to hold up even the mending of a window-pane for
two years.

‘Of course, it’s only because Tom isn’t home,” said
Mrs. Parsons vaguely.

The Parsons’ flat was bigger than Winston’s, and
dingy in a different way. Everything had a battered,
trampled-on look, as though the place had just been
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visited by some large violent animal. Games
impedimenta—hockey-sticks, boxing-gloves, a burst
football, a pair of sweaty shorts turned inside out—Ilay
all over the floor, and on the table, there was a litter of
dirty dishes and dog-eared exercise-books. On the walls
were scarlet banners of the Youth League and the Spies,
and a full-sized poster of Big Brother. There was the
usual boiled-cabbage smell, common to the whole
building, but it was shot through by a sharper reek of
sweat, which— one knew this at the first sniff, though it
was hard to say how—was the sweat of some person not
present at the moment. In another room someone with a
comb and a piece of toilet paper was trying to keep tune
with the military music which was still issuing from the
telescreen.

‘It’s the children,” said Mrs. Parsons, casting a half-ap-
prehensive glance at the door. ‘They haven’t been out
today. And of course——’

She had a habit of breaking off her sentences in the
mid- dle. The kitchen sink was full nearly to the brim with
filthy greenish water which smelt worse than ever of
cabbage. Winston knelt down and examined the angle-joint
of the pipe. He hated using his hands, and he hated bending
down, which was always liable to start him coughing. Mrs
Parsons looked on helplessly.

‘Of course, if Tom was home he’d put it right in a
moment,” she said. ‘He loves anything like that. He’s ever
so good with his hands, Tom is.’

Parsons was Winston’s fellow-employee at the Minis-
try of Truth. He was a fattish but active man of paralyzing
stupidity, a mass of imbecile enthusiasms—one of those
completely unquestioning, devoted drudges on whom, more
even than on the Thought Police, the stability of the Party
depended. At thirty-five he had just been unwilling- ly
evicted from the Youth League, and before graduating into
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