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Excerpts from 1984, by George Orwell
From Section One, Chapter III
Since about that time, war had been literally continuous, though strictly speaking
it had not always been the same war. For several months during his childhood there
had been confused street fighting in London itself, some of which he remembered
vividly. But to trace out the history of the whole period, to say who was fighting
whom at any given moment, would have been utterly impossible, since no written
record, and no spoken word, ever made mention of any other alignment than the
existing one. At this moment, for example, in 1984 (if it was 1984), Oceania was at
war with Eurasia and in alliance with Eastasia. In no public or private utterance was
it ever admitted that the three powers had at any time been grouped along different
lines. Actually, as Winston well knew, it was only four years since Oceania had been
at war with Eastasia and in alliance with Eurasia. But that was merely a piece of
furtive knowledge which he happened to possess because his memory was not
satisfactorily under control. Officially the change of partners had never happened.
Oceania was at war with Eurasia: therefore Oceania had always been at war with
Eurasia. The enemy of the moment always represented absolute evil, and it followed
that any past or future agreement with him was impossible.
The frightening thing, he reflected for the ten thousandth time ... was that it might
all be true. If the Party could thrust its hand into the past and say of this or that
event, it never happened — that, surely, was more terrifying than mere torture and
death.
The Party said that Oceania had never been in alliance with Eurasia. He, Winston
Smith, knew that Oceania had been in alliance with Eurasia as short a time as four
years ago. But where did that knowledge exist? Only in his own consciousness, which
in any case must soon be annihilated. And if all others accepted the lie which the
Party imposed — if all records told the same tale — then the lie passed into history
and became truth. “Who controls the past,” ran the Party slogan, “controls the
future: who controls the present controls the past.” And yet the past, though of its
nature alterable, never had been altered. Whatever was true now was true from
everlasting to everlasting. It was quite simple. All that was needed was an unending
series of victories over your own memory. “Reality control,” they called it; In
Newspeak, “doublethink.”
—from 1984, Section One, Chapter 3
by George Orwell
From Section One, Chapter IV
With the deep, unconscious sigh which not even the nearness of the telescreen
could prevent him from uttering when his day’s work started, Winston pulled the
speakwrite toward him, blew the dust from its mouthpiece, and put on his spectacles.
Then he unrolled and clipped together four small cylinders of paper which had already
flopped out of the pneumatic tube on the right-hand side of his desk.
In the walls of the cubicle there were three orifices. To the right of the speakwrite,
a small pneumatic tube for written messages; to the left, a larger one for
newspapers; and in the side wall, within easy reach of Winston’s arm, a large oblong
slit protected by a wire grating. This last was for the disposal of waste paper.
Similar slits existed in thousands or tens of thousands throughout the building, not
only in every room but at short intervals in every corridor. For some reason they
were nicknamed memory holes. When one knew that any document was due for
destruction, or even when one saw a scrap of waste paper lying about, it was an
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automatic action to lift the flap of the nearest memory hole and drop it in, whereupon
it would be whirled away on a current of warm air to the enormous furnaces which
were hidden somewhere in the recesses of the building.
Winston examined the four slips of paper which he had unrolled. Each contained a
message of only one or two lines, in the abbreviated jargon — not actually Newspeak,
but consisting largely of Newspeak words — which was used in the Ministry for
internal purposes. They ran:
times 17.3.84 bb speech malreported africa rectify
times 19.12.83 forecasts 3 yp 4th quarter 83 misprints verify current issue
times 14.2.84 miniplenty malquoted chocolate rectify
times 3.12.83 reporting bb dayorder doubleplusungood refs unpersons rewrite
fullwise upsub antefiling.
With a faint feeling of satisfaction Winston laid the forth message aside. It was an
intricate and responsible job and had better be dealt with last. The other three were
routine matters, though the second one would probably mean some tedious wading
through lists of figures.
Winston dialed “back numbers” on the telescreen and called for the appropriate
issues of the Times, which slid out of the pneumatic tube after only a few minutes’
delay. The messages he had received referred to articles or news items which for one
reason or another it was thought necessary to alter, or, as the official phrase had it,
to rectify. For example, it appeared from the Times of the seventeenth of March that
Big Brother, in his speech of the previous day, had predicted that the South Indian
front would remain quiet but that a Eurasian offensive would shortly be launched in
North Africa. As it happened, the Eurasian Higher Command had launched its
offensive in South India and left North Africa alone. It was therefore necessary to
rewrite a paragraph of Big Brother’s speech in such a way as to make him predict the
thing that had actually happened. Or again, the Times of the nineteenth of December
had published the official forecasts of the output of various classes of consumption
goods in the fourth quarter of 1983, which was also the sixth quarter of the Ninth
Three-Year Plan. Today’s issue contained a statement of the actual output, from
which it appeared that the forecasts were in every instance grossly wrong. Winston’s
job was to rectify the original figures by making them agree with the later ones. As
for the third message, it referred to a very simple error which could be set right in a
couple of minutes. As short a time ago as February, the Ministry of Plenty had
issued a promise (a “categorical pledge” were the official words) that there would be no
reduction of the chocolate ration during 1984. Actually, as Winston was aware, the
chocolate ration was to be reduced from thirty grams to twenty at the end of the
present week. All that was needed was to substitute for the original promise a
warning that it would probably be necessary to reduce the ration at some time in
April.
As soon as Winston had dealt with each of the messages, he clipped his
speakwritten corrections to the appropriate copy of the Times and pushed them into
the pneumatic tube. Then, with a movement which was as nearly as possible
unconscious, he crumpled up the original message and any notes that he himself had
made, and dropped them into the memory hole to be devoured by the flames.
What happened in the unseen labyrinth to which the pneumatic tubes led, he did
not know in detail, but he did know in general terms. As soon as all of the corrections
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which happened to be necessary in any particular number of the Times had been
assembled and collated, that number would be reprinted, the original copy destroyed,
and the corrected copy placed on the files in its stead. This process of continuous
alteration was applied not only to newspapers, but to books, periodicals, pamphlets,
posters, leaflets, films, sound tracks, cartoons, photographs — to every kind of
literature or documentation which might conceivably hold any political or ideological
significance. Day by day, almost minute by minute the past was brought up to date.
In this way every prediction made by the Party could be shown by documentary
evidence to have been correct; nor was any item of news, or any expression of
opinion, which conflicted with the needs of the moment, ever allowed to remain on
record. All history was a palimpsest, scraped clean and reinscribed exactly as often
as was necessary. In no case would it have been possible, once the deed was done, to
prove that any falsification had taken place. The largest section of the Records
Department, far larger than the one in which Winston worked, consisted simply of
persons whose duty it was to track down and collect all copies of books, newspapers,
and other documents which had been superseded and were due for destruction. A
number of the Times which might, because of changes in political alignment, or
mistaken prophecies uttered by Big Brother, have been rewritten a dozen times still
stood on the files bearing its original date, and no other copy existed to contradict it.
Books, also, were recalled and rewritten again and again, and were invariably reissued
without any admission that any alteration had been made. Even the written
instructions which Winston received, and which he invariably got rid of as soon as he
had dealt with them, never stated or implied that an act of forgery was to be
committed; always the reference was to slips, errors, misprints, or misquotations
which it was necessary to put right in the interests of accuracy.
But actually, he thought as he readjusted the Ministry of Plenty’s figures, it was
not even forgery. It was merely the substitution of one piece of nonsense for another.
Most of the material that you were dealing with had no connection with anything in
the real world, not even the kind of connection that is contained in a direct lie.
Statistics were just as much a fantasy in their original version as in their rectified
version. A great deal of the time you were expected to make them up out of your
head. For example, the Ministry of Plenty’s forecast had estimated the output of
boots for the quarter at a hundred and forty-five million pairs. The actual output was
given as sixty-two millions. Winston, however, in rewriting the forecast, marked the
figure down to fifty-seven millions, so as to allow for the usual claim that the quota
had been overfilled. In any case, sixty-two millions was no nearer the truth than fiftyseven millions, or than a hundred and forty-five millions. Very likely no boots had
been produced at all. Likelier still, nobody knew how many had been produced, much
less cared. All one knew was the every quarter astronomical numbers of boots were
produced on paper, while perhaps half the population of Oceania went barefoot. And
so it was with every class of recorded fact, great or small. Everything faded away
into a shadow-world in which, finally, even the date of the year had become uncertain.
Winston glanced across the hall. In the corresponding cubicle on the other side a
small, precise-looking, dark-chinned man named Tillotson was working steadily away,
with a folded newspaper on his knee and his mouth very close to the mouthpiece of
the speakwrite. He had the air of trying to keep what he was saying a secret between
himself and the telescreen. He looked up, and his spectacles darted a hostile flash in
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Winston’s direction.
Winston hardly knew Tillotson, and had no idea what work he was employed on.
People in the Records Department did not readily talk about their jobs. In the long,
windowless hall, with its double row of cubicles and its endless rustle of papers and
hum of voices murmuring into speakwrites, there were quite a dozen people whom
Winston did not even know by name, though he daily saw them hurrying to and fro in
the corridors or gesticulating in the Two Minutes Hate. He knew that in the cubicle
next to him the little woman with sandy hair toiled day in, day out, simply at tracking
down and deleting from the press the names of people who had been vaporized and
were therefore considered never to have existed. There was a certain fitness in this,
since her own husband had been vaporized a couple of years earlier. And a few
cubicles away a mild, ineffectual, dreamy creature named Ampleforth, with very
hairy ears and a surprising talent for juggling with rhymes and meters, was engaged
in producing garbled versions—definitive texts, they were called—of poems which had
become ideologically offensive but which for one reason or another were to be retained
in the anthologies. And this hall, with its fifty workers or thereabouts, was only one
sub-section, a single cell, as it were, in the huge complexity of the Records
Department. Beyond, above, below, were other swarms of workers engaged in an
unimaginable multitude of jobs. There were the huge printing shops with their subeditors, their typography experts, and their elaborately equipped studios for the
faking of photographs. There was the teleprograms section with its engineers, its
producers, and its teams of actors specially chosen for their skill in imitating voices.
There were the armies of reference clerks whose job was simply to draw up lists of
books and periodicals which were due for recall. There were the vast repositories
where the corrected documents were stored, and the hidden furnaces where the
original copies were destroyed. And somehow or other, quite anonymous, there were
the directing brains who coordinated the whole effort and laid down the lines of policy
which made it necessary that this fragment of the past should be preserved, that one
falsified, and the other rubbed out of existence.
And the Records Department, after all, was itself only a single branch of the
Ministry of Truth, whose primary job was not to reconstruct the past but to supply
the citizens of Oceania with newspapers, films, textbooks, telescreen programs,
plays, novels—with every conceivable kind of information, instruction, or
entertainment, from a statue to a slogan, from a lyric poem to a biological treatise,
and from a child’s spelling book to a Newspeak dictionary. And the Ministry had not
only to supply the multifarious needs of the Party, but also to repeat the whole
operation at a lower level for the benefit of the proletariat. There were a whole chain
of separate departments dealing with proletarian literature, music, drama, and
entertainment generally. Here were produced rubbishy newspapers, containing
almost nothing except sport, crime, and astrology, sensational five-cent novelettes,
films oozing with sex, and sentimental songs which were composed entirely by
mechanical means on a special kind of kaleidoscope known as a versificator. There
was even a whole subsection—Pornosec, it was called in Newspeak—engaged in
producing the lowest kind of pornography, which was sent out in sealed packets and
which no Party member, other than those who worked on it, was permitted to look at.
—from 1984, Section One, Chapter IV
by George Orwell
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From Section One, Chapter V
“How is the dictionary getting on?” said Winston, raising his voice to overcome the
noise.
“Slowly,” said Syme. “I’m on the adjectives. It’s fascinating.”
He had brightened up immediately at the mention of Newspeak. He pushed his
pannikin aside, took up his hunk of bread in one delicate hand and his cheese in the
other, and leaned across the table so as to be able to speak without shouting.
“The Eleventh Edition is the definitive edition,” he said, “We’re getting the language
into its final shape—the shape it’s going to have when nobody speaks anything else.
When we’ve finished with it, people like you will have to learn it all over again. You
think, I dare say, that our chief job is inventing new words. But not a bit of it! We’re
destroying words—scores of them, hundreds of them, every day. We’re cutting the
language down to the bone. The Eleventh Edition won’t contain a single word that will
become obsolete before the year 2050.”
He bit hungrily into his bead and swallowed a couple of mouthfuls, then continued
speaking, with a sort of pedant’s passion. His thin dark face had become animated,
his eyes had lost their mocking expression and grown almost dreamy.
“It’s a beautiful thing, the destruction of words. Of course the great wastage is in
the verbs and adjectives, but there are hundreds of nouns that can be got rid of as
well. It isn’t only the synonyms; there are also the antonyms. After all, what
justification is there for a word which is simply the opposite of some other words? A
word contains its opposite in itself. Take ‘good,’ for instance. If you have a word like
‘good,’ what need is there for a word like ‘bad’? ‘Ungood’ will do just as well—better,
because it’s an exact opposite, which the other is not. Or again, if you want a
stronger version of ‘good,’ what sense is there in having a whole string of vague
useless words like ‘excellent’ and ‘splendid’ and all the rest of them? ‘Plusgood’ covers
the meaning, or ‘doubleplusgood’ if you want something stronger still. Of course we
use those forms already, but in the final version of Newspeak there’ll be nothing else.
In the end the whole notion of goodness and badness will be covered by only six
words—in reality, only one word. Don’t you see the beauty of that, Winston? It was
B.B.’s idea originally, of course,” he added as an afterthought.
A sort of vapid eagerness flitted across Winston’s face at the mention of Big
Brother. Nevertheless Syme immediately detected a certain lack of enthusiasm.
“You haven’t a real appreciation of Newspeak, Winston,” he said almost sadly.
“Even when you write it you’re still thinking in Oldspeak. I’ve read some of those
pieces that you write in the Times occasionally. They’re good enough, but they’re
translations. In your heart you’d prefer to stick to Oldspeak, with all its vagueness
and its useless shades of meaning. You don’t grasp the beauty of the destruction of
words. Do you know that Newspeak is the only language in the world whose
vocabulary gets smaller every year?”
Winston did know that, of course. He smiled sympathetically he hoped, not
trusting himself to speak. Syme bit off another fragment of the dark-colored bread,
chewed it briefly, and went on:
“Don’t you see that the whole aim of Newspeak is to narrow the range of thought?
In the end we shall make thoughtcrime literally impossible, because there will be no
words in which to express it. Every concept that can ever be needed will be expressed
by exactly one word, with its meaning rigidly defined and all its subsidiary meanings
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rubbed out and forgotten. Already, in the Eleventh Edition, we’re not far from that
point. But the process will still be continuing long after you and I are dead. Every
year fewer and fewer words, and the range of consciousness always a little smaller.
Even now, of course, there’s no reason or excuse for committing thoughtcrime. It’s
merely a question of self-discipline, reality-control. But in the end there won’t be any
need even for that. The Revolution will be complete when the language is perfect.
Newspeak is Ingsoc and Ingsoc is Newspeak,” he added with a sort of mystical
satisfaction. “Has it ever occurred to you, Winston, that by the year 2050, at the
very latest, not a single human being will be alive who could understand such a
conversation as we are having now?”
“Except—” began Winston doubtfully, and them stopped.
It had been on the tip of his tongue to say “Expect the proles,” but he checked
himself, not feeling fully certain that this remark was not in some way unorthodox.
Syme, however, had divined what he was about to say.
“The proles are not human beings,” he said carelessly. “By 2050—earlier,
probably—all real knowledge of Oldspeak will have disappeared. The whole literature
of the past will have been destroyed. Chaucer, Shakespeare, Milton, Byron—they’ll
exist only in Newspeak versions, not merely changed into something different, but
actually changed into something contradictory of what they used to be. Even the
literature of the Party will change. Even the slogans will change. How could you have
a slogan like ‘freedom is slavery’ when the concept of freedom has been abolished?
The whole climate of thought will be different. In fact there will be no thought, as we
understand it now. Orthodoxy means not thinking—not needing to think. Orthodoxy
is unconsciousness.”
One of these days, thought Winston with sudden deep conviction, Syme will be
vaporized. He is too intelligent. He sees too clearly and speaks too plainly. The
Party does not like such people. On day he will disappear. It is written in his face.
—from 1984, Section One, Chapter V
by George Orwell
From Section One, Chapter VI
When he had gone with that woman it had been his first lapse in two years or
thereabouts. Consorting with prostitutes was forbidden, of course, but it was one of
those rules that you could occasionally nerve yourself to break. It was dangerous,
but it was not a life-and-death matter. To be caught with a prostitute might mean
five years in a forced-labor camp: not more, if you had committed no other offense.
And it was easy enough, provided that you could avoid being caught in the act. The
poorer quarters swarmed with women who were ready to sell themselves. Some could
even by purchased for a bottle of gin, which the proles were not supposed to drink.
Tacitly the Party was even inclined to encourage prostitution as an outlet for
instincts which could not be altogether suppressed. Mere debauchery did not matter
very much, so long as it was furtive and joyless, and only involved the women of a
submerged and despised class. The unforgivable crime was promiscuity between
Party members. But—though this was one of the crimes that the accused in the
great purges invariably confesses to—it was difficult to imagine any such thing
actually happening.
The aim of the Party was not merely to prevent men and women from forming
loyalties which it might not be able to control. Its real, undeclared purpose was to
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remove all pleasure from the sexual act. Not love so much as eroticism was the
enemy, inside marriage as well as outside it. All marriages between Party members
had to be approved by a committee appointed for the purpose, and—though the
principle was never clearly stated—permission was always refused if the couple
concerned gave the impression of being physically attracted to one another. The only
recognized purpose of marriage was to beget children for the service of the Party.
Sexual intercourse was to be looked on as a slightly disgusting minor operation, like
having an enema. This again was never put into plain words, but in an indirect way it
was rubbed into every Party member from childhood onwards. There were even
organizations such as the Junior Anti-Sex League which advocated complete celibacy
for both sexes. All children were to be begotten by artificial insemination (artsem, it
was called in Newspeak) and brought up in public institutions. This, Winston was
aware, was not meant altogether seriously, but somehow it fitted in with the general
ideology of the Party. The Party was trying to kill the sex instinct, or, if it could not
be killed, then to distort it and dirty it. He did not know why this was so, but it seemed
natural that it should be so. And so far as the women were concerned, the Party’s
efforts were largely successful.
—from 1984, Section One, Chapter VI
by George Orwell
From Section One, Chapter VII
If there was hope, it must lie in the proles, because only there, in those swarming
disregarded masses, eighty-five percent of the population of Oceania, could the force
to destroy the Party ever be generated. The Party could not be overthrown from
within. It’s enemies, if it had any enemies, had no way of coming together or even of
identifying one another. Even if the legendary Brotherhood existed, as just possibly it
might, it was inconceivable that its members could ever assemble in larger numbers
than twos and threes. Rebellion meant a look in the eyes, an inflection of the voice;
at the most, an occasional whispered word. But the proles, if only they could
somehow become conscious of their own strength, would have no need to conspire.
They needed only to rise up and shake themselves like a horse shaking off flies. If
they chose they could blow the Party to pieces tomorrow morning. Surely sooner or
later it must occur to them to do it. And yet—!
He remembered how once he had been walking down a crowded street when a
tremendous shout of hundreds of voices—women’s voices—had burst from a side
street a little way ahead. It was a great formidable cry of anger and despair, a deep
loud “Oh-o-o-o-oh!” that went humming on like the reverberation of a bell. His heart
had leapt. It’s started! he had thought. A riot! The proles are breaking loose at last!
When he had reached the spot it was to see a mob of two or three hundred women
crowding around the stalls of a street market, with faces as tragic as though they had
been the doomed passengers on a sinking ship. But at this moment the general
despair broke down into a multitude of individual quarrels. It appeared that one of the
stalls had been selling tin saucepans. They were wretched, flimsy things, but cooking
pots of any kind were always difficult to get. Now the supply had unexpectedly given
out. The successful women, bumped and jostled by the rest, were trying to make off
with their saucepans while dozens of others clamored round the stall, accusing the
stallkeeper of favoritism and of having more saucepans somewhere in reserve. There
was a fresh outburst of yells. Two bloated women, one of them with her hair coming
down, had got hold of the same saucepan and were trying to tear it out of one
Page 8 of 34

The Sovereign’s Library

Excerpts from 1984, by George Orwell
another’s hands. For a moment they were both tugging, and then the handle came
off. Winston watched them disgustedly. And yet, just for a moment, what almost
frightening power had sounded in that cry from only a few hundred throats! Why was
it that they could never shout like that about anything that mattered?
—from 1984, Section One, Chapter VII
by George Orwell
He wondered, as he had many times wondered before, whether he himself was a
lunatic. Perhaps a lunatic was simply a minority of one. At one time it had been a
sign of madness to believe that the earth goes round the sun; today, to believe that
the past is unalterable. He might be alone in holding that belief, and if alone, then a
lunatic. But the thought of being a lunatic did not greatly trouble him; the horror was
that he might also be wrong.
He picked up the children’s history book and looked at the portrait of Big Brother
which formed its frontispiece. The hypnotic eyes gazed into his own. It was as
though some huge force were pressing down upon you—something that penetrated
inside your skull, battering against your brain, frightening you out of your beliefs,
persuading you, almost, to deny the evidence of your senses. In the end the Party
would announce that two and two made five, and you would have to believe it. It was
inevitable that they should make that claim sooner or later: the logic of their position
demanded it. Not merely the validity of experience, but the very existence of external
reality was tacitly denied by their philosophy. The heresy of heresies was common
sense. And what was terrifying was not that they would kill you for thinking
otherwise, but that they might be right. For, after all, how do we know that two and
two makes four? Or that the force of gravity works? Or that the past is
unchangeable? If both the past and the external world exist only in the mind, and if
the mind itself is controllable—then what?
But no! His courage seemed suddenly to stiffen of its own accord. The face of
O’Brien, not called up by any obvious association, had floated into his mind. He knew,
with more certainty than before, that O’Brien was on his side. He was writing the
diary for O’Brien—to O’Brien; it was like an interminable letter which no one would
ever read, but which was addressed to a particular person and took its color from that
fact.
The Party told you to reject the evidence of your eyes and ears. It was their final,
most essential command. His heart sank as he thought of the enormous power
arrayed against him, the ease with which any Party intellectual would overthrow him
in debate, the subtle arguments which he would not be able to understand, much less
answer. And yet he was in the right! They were wrong and he was right. The
obvious, the silly, and the true had got to be defended. Truisms are true, hold on that!
The solid world exists, its laws do not change. Stones are hard, water is wet, objects
unsupported fall toward the earth’s center. With the feeling that he was speaking to
O’Brien, and also that he was setting forth an important axiom, he wrote:
Freedom is the freedom to say that two plus two makes four. If that is granted, all
else follows.
—from 1984, Section One, Chapter VII
by George Orwell
From Section Two, Chapter III
There were evenings when they reached their rendezvous and then had to walk
past one another without a sign, because a patrol had just come round the corner or a
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helicopter was hovering overhead. Even if it had been less dangerous, it would still
have been difficult to find time to meet. Winston’s working week was sixty hours,
Julia’s was even longer, and their free days varied according to the pressure of work
and did not often coincide. Julia, in any case, seldom had an evening completely free.
She spent an astonishing amount of time in attending lectures and demonstration,
distributing literature for the Junior Anti-Sex League, preparing banners for Hate
Week, making collections for the savings campaign, and such like activities. It paid,
she said; it was camouflage. If you kept the small rules you could break the big ones.
She even induced Winston to mortgage yet another of his evenings by enrolling
himself for the part-time munition work which was done voluntarily by zealous Party
members. So, one evening every week, Winston spent four hours of paralyzing
boredom screwing together small bits of metal which were probably parts of bomb
fuses, in a draughty ill-lit workshop where the knocking of hammers mingled drearily
with the music of the telescreens.
—from 1984, Section Two, Chapter III
by George Orwell
Julia was twenty-six years old. She lived in a hostel with thirty other girls (“Always
in the stink of women! How I hate women!” she said parenthetically), and she worked,
as he had guessed, on the novel-writing machines in the Fiction Department. She
enjoyed her work, which consisted chiefly in running and servicing a powerful but
tricky electric motor. She was “not clever,” but was fond of using her hands and felt
at home with machinery. She could describe the whole process of composing a novel,
from the general directive issued by the Planning Committee down to the final
touching-up by the Rewrite Squad. But she was not interested in the finished
product. She “didn’t much care for reading,” she said. Books were just a commodity
that had to be produced, like jam or boot-laces.
She had no memories of anything before the early Sixties, and the only person she
had ever known who talked frequently of the days before the Revolution was a
grandfather who had disappeared when she was eight. At school she had been
captain of the hockey team and had won the gymnastics trophy two years running.
She had been a troop leader in the Spies and a branch secretary in the Youth League
before joining the Junior Anti-Sex League. She had always borne an excellent
character. She had even (in infallible mark of good reputation) been picked out to
work in Pornosec, the subsection of the Fiction Department which turned out cheap
pornography for distribution among the proles. It was nicknamed Muck House by the
people who worked in it, she remarked. There she had remained for a year, helping to
produce booklets in sealed packets with titles like Spanking Stories or One Night in a
Girls’ School, to be bought furtively by proletarian youths who were under the
impression that they were buying something illegal.
“What are these books like?” said Winston curiously.
“Oh, ghastly rubbish. They’re boring, really. They only have six plots, but they
swap them round a bit. Of course I was only on the kaleidoscopes. I was never in the
Rewrite Squad. I’m not literary, dear—not even enough for that.”
He learned with astonishment that all the workers in Pornosec, except the head of
the department were girls. The theory was that men, whose sex instincts were less
controllable than those of women, were in greater danger of being corrupted by the
filth they handled.
“They don’t even like having married women there,” she added. “Girls are always
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supposed to be so pure. Here’s one who isn’t, anyway.”
She had had her first love affair when she was sixteen, with a Party member of
sixty who later committed suicide to avoid arrest. “And a good job too,” said Julia.
“Otherwise they’d have had my name out of him when he confessed.” Since then
there had been various others. Life as she saw it was quite simple. You wanted a
good time; “they,” meaning the Party, wanted to stop you having it; you broke the
rules as best you could. She seemed to think it just as natural that “they” should
want to rob you of your pleasures as that you should want to avoid being caught. She
hated the Party, and said so in the crudest words, but she made no general criticism
of it. Except where it touched upon her own life she had no interest in Party doctrine.
He noticed that she never used Newspeak words, except the ones that had passed
into everyday use. She had never heard of the Brotherhood, and refused to believe in
its existence. Any kind of organized revolt against the Party, which was bound to be a
failure, struck her as stupid. The clever thing was to break the rules and stay alive
all the same. He wondered vaguely how many others like her there might be in the
younger generation—people who had grown up in the world of the Revolution, knowing
nothing else, accepting the Party as something unalterable, like the sky, not rebelling
against its authority but simply evading it, as a rabbit dodges a dog.
—from 1984, Section Two, Chapter III
by George Orwell
She began to enlarge upon the subject. With Julia, everything came back to her
own sexuality. As soon as this was touched upon in any way she was capable of
great acuteness. Unlike Winston, she had grasped the inner meaning of the Party’s
sexual puritanism. It was not merely that the sex instinct created a world of its own
which was outside the Party’s control and which therefore had to be to be destroyed if
possible. What was more important was that sexual privation induced hysteria,
which was desirable because it could be transformed into war fever and leader
worship. The way she put it was:
“When you make love you’re using up energy; and afterwards you feel happy and
don’t give a damn for anything. They can’t bear you to feel like that. They want you
to be bursting with energy all the time. All this marching up and down and cheering
and waving flags is simply sex gone sour. If you’re happy inside yourself, why should
you get excited about Big Brother and the Three-Year Plans and the Two Minutes
Hate and all the rest of their bloody rot?”
That was very true, he thought. There was a direct, intimate connection between
chastity and political orthodoxy. For how could the fear, the hatred, and the lunatic
credulity which the Party needed in its members be kept at the right pitch except by
bottling down some powerful instinct and using it as a driving force? The sex impulse
was dangerous to the Party, and the Party had turned it to account. They had played
a similar trick with the instinct of parenthood. The family could not actually be
abolished, and, indeed, people were encouraged to be fond of their children in almost
the old-fashioned way. The children, on the other hand, were systematically turned
against their parents and taught to spy on them and report their deviations. The
family had become in effect an extension of the Thought Police. It was a device by
means of which everyone could be surrounded night and day by informers who knew
him intimately.
—from 1984, Section Two, Chapter III
by George Orwell
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From Section Two, Chapter V
In some ways she was far more acute than Winston, and far less susceptible to
Party propaganda. Once when he happened in some connection to mention the war
against Eurasia, she startled him by saying casually that in her opinion the war was
not happening. The rocket bombs which fell daily on London were probably fired by
the Government of Oceania itself, “just to keep people frightened.” This was an idea
that had literally never occurred to him. She also stirred a sort of envy in him by
telling him that during the Two Minutes Hate her great difficulty was to avoid
bursting out laughing. But she only questioned the teachings of the Party when they
in some way touched upon her own life. Often she was ready to accept the official
mythology, simply because the difference between truth and falsehood did not seem
important to her. She believed, for instance, having learnt it at school, that the Party
had invented airplanes. (In his own schooldays, Winston remembered, in the late
Fifties, it was only the helicopter that the Party claimed to have invented; a dozen
years later, when Julia was at school, it was already claiming the airplane; one
generation more, and it would be claiming the steam engine.) And when he told her
that airplanes had been in existence before he was born, and long before the
Revolution, the fact struck her as totally uninteresting. After all, what did it matter
who had invented airplanes? It was rather more of a shock to him when he discovered
from some chance remark that she did not remember that Oceania, four years ago,
had been at war with Eastasia and at peace with Eurasia. It was true that she
regarded the whole war as a sham; but apparently she had not even noticed that the
name of the enemy had changed. “I thought we’d always been at war with Eurasia,”
she said vaguely. It frightened him a little. The invention of airplanes dated from long
before her birth, but the switch-over in the war had happened only four years ago,
well after she was grown up. He argued with her about it for perhaps a quarter of an
hour. In the end he succeeded in forcing her memory back until she did dimly recall
that at one time Eastasia and not Eurasia had been the enemy. But the issue still
struck her as unimportant. “Who cares?” she said impatiently. “It’s always one
bloody war after another, and one knows the news is all lies anyway.”
—from 1984, Section Two, Chapter V
by George Orwell
In the ramifications of Party doctrine she had not the faintest interest. Whenever
he began to talk of the principles of Ingsoc, doublethink, the mutability of the past
and the denial of objective reality, and to use Newspeak words, she became bored and
confused and said that she never paid any attention to that kind of thing. One knew
that it was all rubbish, so why let oneself be worried by it? She know when to cheer
and when to boo, and that was all one needed. If he persisted in talking of such
subjects, she had a disconcerting habit of falling asleep. She was one of those people
who can go to sleep at any hour and in any position. Talking to her, he realized how
easy it was to present an appearance of orthodoxy while having no grasp whatever of
what orthodoxy meant. In a way, the world-view of the Party imposed itself most
successfully on people incapable of understanding it. They could be made to accept
the most flagrant violations of reality, because they never fully grasped the enormity
of what was demanded of them, and were not sufficiently interested in public events
to notice what was happening. By lack of understanding they remained sane. They
simply swallowed everything, and what they swallowed did them no harm, because it
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left no residue behind, just as a grain of corn will pass undigested through the body of
a bird.
—from 1984, Section Two, Chapter V
by George Orwell
From Section Two, Chapter IX
On the sixth day of Hate Week, after the processions, the speeches, the shouting,
the singing, the banners, the posters, the films, the waxworks, the rolling of drums
and the squealing of trumpets, the tramp of marching feet, the grinding of the
caterpillars of tanks, the roar of massed planes, the booming of guns—after six days
of this, when the great orgasm was quivering to its climax and the general hatred of
Eurasia had boiled up into such delirium that if the crowd could have got their hands
on the two thousand Eurasian war criminals who were to be publicly hanged on the
last day of the proceedings, they would unquestionably have torn them to pieces—at
just this moment it had been announced that Oceania was not after all at war with
Eurasia. Oceania was at war with Eastasia. Eurasia was an ally.
There was, of course, no admission that any change had taken place. Merely it
became known, with extreme suddenness and everywhere at once, that Eastasia and
not Eurasia was the enemy. Winston was taking part in a demonstration in one of
the central London squares at the moment when it happened. It was night, and the
white faces and the scarlet banners were luridly floodlit. The square was packed with
several thousand people, including a block of about a thousand schoolchildren in the
uniforms of the Spies. On a scarlet-draped platform an orator of the Inner Party, a
small lean man with disproportionately long arms and a large, bald skull over which a
few lank locks straggled, was haranguing the crowd. A little Rumpelstiltskin figure,
contorted with hatred, he gripped the neck of the microphone with one hand while the
other, enormous at the end of a bony arm, clawed the air menacingly above his head.
His voice, made metallic by the amplifiers, boomed forth an endless catalogue of
atrocities, massacres, deportations, lootings, rapings, torture of prisoners, bombing of
civilians, lying propaganda, unjust aggressions, broken treaties. It was almost
impossible to listen to him without being first convinced and then maddened. At
every few moments the fury of the crowd boiled over and the voice of the speaker was
drowned by a wild beastlike roaring that rose uncontrollably from thousands of
throats. The most savage yells of all came from the schoolchildren. The speech had
been proceeding for perhaps twenty minutes when a messenger hurried onto the
platform and a scrap of paper was slipped into the speaker’s hand. He unrolled and
read it without pausing in his speech. Nothing altered in his voice or manner, or in the
content of what he was saying, but suddenly the names were different. Without
words said, a wave of understanding rippled through the crowd. Oceania was at war
with Eastasia! The next moment there was a tremendous commotion. The banners
and posters with which the square was decorated were all wrong! Quite half of them
had the wrong faces on them. It was sabotage! The agents of Goldstein had been at
work! There was a riotous interlude while posters were ripped from walls, banners
torn to shreds and trampled underfoot. The Spies performed prodigies of activity in
clambering over the rooftops and cutting the streamers that fluttered from the
chimneys. But within two or three minutes it was all over. The orator, still gripping
the neck of the microphone, his shoulders hunched forward, his free hand clawing at
the air, had gone straight on with his speech. One minute more, and the feral roars of
rage were again bursting from the crowd. The Hate continued exactly as before,
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except that the target had been changed.
The thing that impressed Winston in looking back was that the speaker had
switched from one line to the other actually in mid-sentence, not only without a
pause, but without even breaking the syntax. But at the moment he had other things
to preoccupy him. It was during the moment of disorder while the posters were being
torn down that a man whose face he did not see had tapped him on the shoulder and
said, “Excuse me, I think you’ve dropped your brief case.” He took the brief case
abstractedly, without speaking. He knew that it would be days before he had an
opportunity to look inside it. The instant that the demonstration was over he went
straight to the Ministry of Truth, though the time was now nearly twenty-three
hours. The entire staff of the Ministry had done likewise. The orders already issuing
from the telescreens, recalling them to their posts, were hardly necessary.
Oceania was at war with Eastasia: Oceania had always been at war with
Eastasia. A large part of the political literature of five years was now completely
obsolete. Reports and records of all kinds, newspapers, books, pamphlets, films,
sound tracks, photographs—all had to be rectified at lightning speed. Although no
directive was ever issued, it was known that the chiefs of the Department intended
that within one week no reference to the war with Eurasia, or the alliance with
Eastasis, should remain in existence anywhere. The work was overwhelming, all the
more so because the processes that it involved could not be called by their true
names. Everyone in the Records Department worked eighteen hours in the twentyfour, with two three-hour snatches of sleep. Mattresses were brought up from the
cellars and pitched all over the corridors; meals consisted of sandwiches and Victory
Coffee wheeled round on trolleys by attendants from the canteen. Each time that
Winston broke off for one of his spells of sleep he tried to leave his desk clear of work,
and each time that he crawled back, sticky-eyed and aching, it was to find that
another shower of paper cylinders had covered the desk like a snowdrift, half burying
the speakwrite and overflowing onto the floor, so that the first job was always to
stack them into a neat-enough pile to give him room to work. What was worst of all
was that the work was by no means purely mechanical. Often it was enough merely
to substitute one name for another, but any detailed report of events demanded care
and imagination. Even the geographical knowledge that one needed in transferring
the war from one part of the world to another was considerable.
By the third day his eyes ached unbearably and his spectacles needed wiping every
few minutes. It was like struggling with some crushing physical task, something
which one had the right to refuse and which one was nevertheless neurotically
anxious to accomplish. In so far as he had time to remember it, he was not troubled
by the fact that every word he murmured into the speakwrite, every stroke of his ink
pencil, was a deliberate lie. He was as anxious as everyone else in the Department
that the forgery should be perfect. On the morning of the sixth day the dribble of
cylinders slowed down. For as much as half an hour nothing came out of the tube;
then one more cylinder, then nothing. Everywhere at about the same time the work
was easing off. A deep and as it were secret sigh went through the Department. A
mighty deed, which could never be mentioned, had been achieved. It was now
impossible for any human being to prove by documentary evidence that the war with
Eurasia had ever happened. At twelve hundred it was unexpectedly announced that
all workers in the Ministry were free till tomorrow morning. Winston, still carrying
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the brief case containing the book, which had remained between his feet while he
worked and under his body while he slept, went home, shaved himself, and almost fell
asleep in his bath, although the water was barely more than tepid.
—from 1984, Section Two, Chapter IX
by George Orwell
But the problems of perpetuating a hierarchical society go deeper than this. There
are only four ways in which a ruling group can fall from power. Either it is conquered
from without, or it governs so inefficiently that the masses are stirred to revolt, or it
allows a strong and discontented Middle Group to come into being, or it loses its own
self-confidence and willingness to govern. These causes do not operate singly, and as
a rule all four of them are present in some degree. A ruling class which could guard
against all of them would remain in power permanently. Ultimately, the determining
factor is the mental attitude of the ruling class itself.
After the middle of the present century, the first danger had in reality disappeared.
Each of the three powers which now divide the world is in fact unconquerable, and
could only become conquerable through slow demographic changes which a
government with wide powers can easily avert. The second danger, also, is only a
theoretical one. The masses never revolt of their own accord, and they never revolt
merely because they are oppressed. Indeed, so long as they are not permitted to have
standards of comparison they never even become aware that they are oppressed.
The recurrent economic crises of past times were totally unnecessary and are not
now permitted to happen, but other and equally large dislocations can and do happen
without having political results, because there is no way in which discontent can
become articulate. As for the problem of overproduction, which has been latent in our
society since the development of machine technique, it is solved by the device of
continuous warfare (see Chapter 3), which is also useful in keying up public morale to
the necessary pitch. From the point of view of our present rulers, therefore, the only
genuine dangers are the splitting-off of a new group of able, underemployed, powerhungry people, and the growth of liberalism and skepticism in their own ranks. The
problem, that is to say, is educational. It is a problem of continuously molding the
consciousness both of the directing group and of the larger executive group that lies
immediately below it. The consciousness of the masses needs only to be influenced in
a negative way.
Given this background, one could infer, if one did not know it already, the general
structure of Oceanic society. At the apex of the pyramid comes Big Brother. Big
Brother is infallible and all-powerful. Every success, every achievement, every
victory, every scientific discovery, all knowledge, all wisdom, all happiness, all virtue,
are held to issue directly from his leadership and inspiration. Nobody has ever seen
Big Brother. He is a face on the hoardings, a voice on the telescreen. We may be
reasonably sure that he will never die, and there is already considerable uncertainty
as to when he was born. Big Brother is the guise in which the Party chooses to
exhibit itself to the world. His function is to act as a focusing point for love, fear, and
reverence, emotions which are more easily felt toward an individual than toward an
organization. Below Big Brother comes the Inner Party, its numbers limited to six
millions, or something less than two per cent of the population of Oceania. Below the
Inner Party comes the Outer Party, which, if the Inner Party is described as the
brain of the State, may be justly likened to the hands. Below that come the dumb
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masses whom we habitually refer to as “the proles,” numbering perhaps eighty-five
per cent of the population. In the terms of our earlier classification, the proles are the
Low, for the slave populations of the equatorial lands, who pass constantly from
conqueror to conqueror, are not a permanent or necessary part of the structure.
In principle, membership in these three groups is not hereditary. The child of Inner
Party parents is in theory not born into the Inner Party. Admission to either branch
of the Party is by examination, taken at the age of sixteen. Nor is there any racial
discrimination, or any marked domination of one province by another. Jews, Negroes,
South Americans of pure Indian blood are to be found in the highest ranks of the
Party, and the administrators of any area are always drawn from the inhabitants of
that area. In no part of Oceania do the inhabitants have the feeling that they are a
colonial population ruled from a distant capital. Oceania has no capital, and its
titular head is a person whose whereabouts nobody knows. Except that English is its
chief lingua franca and Newspeak its official language, it is not centralized in any
way. Its rulers are not held together by blood ties but by adherence to a common
doctrine. It is true that our society is stratified, and very rigidly stratified, on what at
first sight appear to be hereditary lines. There is far less to-and-fro movement
between the different groups than happened under capitalism or even in the preindustrial ages. Between the two branches of the Party there is a certain amount of
interchange, but only so much as will ensure that weaklings are excluded from the
Inner Party and that ambitious members of the Outer Party are made harmless by
allowing them to rise. Proletarians, in practice, are not allowed to graduate into the
Party. The most gifted among them, who might possibly become nuclei of discontent,
are simply marked down by the Thought Police and eliminated. But this state of
affairs is not necessarily permanent, nor is it a matter of principle. The Party is not a
class in the old sense of the word. It does not aim at transmitting power to its own
children, as such; and if there were no other way of keeping the ablest people at the
top, it would be perfectly prepared to recruit an entire new generation from the ranks
of the proletariat. In the crucial years, the fact that the Party was not a hereditary
body did a great deal to neutralize opposition. The older kind of Socialist, who had
been trained to fight against something called “class privilege,” assumed that what is
not hereditary cannot be permanent. He did not see that the continuity of an
oligarchy need not be physical, nor did he pause to reflect that hereditary
aristocracies have always been short-lived, whereas adoptive organizations such as
the Catholic Church have sometimes lasted for hundreds or thousands of years. The
essence of oligarchical rule is not father-to-son inheritance, but the persistence of a
certain world-view and a certain way of life, imposed by the dead upon the living. A
ruling group is a ruling group so long as it can nominate its successors. The Party is
not concerned with perpetuating its blood but with perpetuating itself. Who wields
power is not important, provided that the hierarchical structure remains always the
same.
All the beliefs, habits, tastes, emotions, mental attitudes that characterize our
time are really designed to sustain the mystique of the party and prevent the true
nature of present-day society from being perceived. Physical rebellion, or any
preliminary move toward rebellion, is at present not possible. From the proletarians
nothing is to be feared. Left to themselves, they will continue from generation to
generation and from century to century, working, breeding, and dying, not only
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without any impulse to rebel, but without the power of grasping that the world could
be other than it is. They could only become dangerous if the advance of industrial
technique make it necessary to educate them more highly; but, since military and
commercial rivalry are no longer important, the level of popular education is actually
declining. What opinions the masses hold, or do not hold, is looked on as a matter of
indifference. Then can be granted intellectual liberty because they have no intellect.
In a Party member, on the other hand, not even the smallest deviation of opinion on
the most unimportant subject can be tolerated.
A Party member lives from birth to death under the eye of the Thought Police.
Even when he is alone he can never be sure that he is alone. Wherever he may be,
asleep or awake, working or resting, in his bath or in bed, he can be inspected without
warning and without knowing that he is being inspected. Nothing that he does is
indifferent. His friendships, his relaxations, his behavior toward his wife and children,
the expression of his face when he is alone, the words he mutters in sleep, even the
characteristic movements of his body, are all jealously scrutinized. Not only any
actual misdemeanor, but any eccentricity, however small, any change of habits, any
nervous mannerism that could possibly be the symptom of an inner struggle, is
certain to be detected. He has no freedom of choice in any direction whatever. On the
other hand, his actions are not regulated by law or by any clearly formulated code of
behavior. In Oceania there is no law. Thoughts and actions which, when detected,
mean certain death are not formally forbidden, and the endless purges, arrests,
tortures, imprisonments, and vaporizations are not inflicted as punishment for
crimes which have actually been committed, but are merely the wiping-out of persons
who might perhaps commit a crime at some time in the future. A Party member is
required to have not only the right opinions, but the right instincts. Many of the
beliefs and attitudes demanded of him are never plainly stated, and could not be
stated without laying bare the contradictions inherent in Ingsoc. If he is a person
naturally orthodox (in Newspeak, a goodthinker), he will in all circumstances know,
without taking thought, what is the true belief or the desirable emotion. But in any
case an elaborate mental training, undergone in childhood and grouping itself round
the Newspeak words crimestop, blackwhite, and doublethink, makes him unwilling
and unable to think too deeply on any subject whatever.
A Party member is expected to have no private emotions and no respites from
enthusiasm. He is supposed to live in a continuous frenzy of hatred of foreign
enemies and internal traitors, triumph over victories, and self-abasement before the
power and wisdom of the Party. The discontents produced by his bare, unsatisfying
life are deliberately turned outwards and dissipated by such devices as the Two
Minutes Hate, and the speculations which might possibly induce a skeptical or
rebellious attitude are killed in advance by his early acquired inner discipline. The
first and simplest stage in the discipline, which can be taught even to young children,
is called, in Newspeak, crimestop. Crimestop means the faculty of stopping short, as
though by instinct, at the threshold of any dangerous thought. It includes the power
of not grasping analogies, of failing to perceive logical errors, of misunderstanding the
simplest arguments if they are inimical to Ingsoc, and of being bored or repelled by
any train of thought which is capable of leading in a heretical direction. Crimestop, in
short, means protective stupidity. But stupidity is not enough. On the contrary,
orthodoxy in the full sense demands a control over one’s own mental processes as
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complete as that of a contortionist over his body. Oceanic society rests ultimately on
the belief that Big Brother is omnipotent and that the Party is infallible. But since in
reality Big Brother is not omnipotent and the Party is not infallible, there is need for
an unwearying, moment-to-moment flexibility in the treatment of facts. The key
word here is blackwhite. Like so many Newspeak words, this word has two mutually
contradictory meanings. Applied to an opponent, it means the habit of impudently
claiming that black is white, in contradiction of the plain facts. Applied to a Party
member, it means a loyal willingness to say that black is white when Party discipline
demands this. But it means also the ability to believe that black is white, and more,
to know that black is white, and to forget that one has ever believed the contrary.
This demands a continuous alteration of the past, made possible by the system of
thought which really embraces all of the rest, and which is known in Newspeak as
doublethink.
The alteration of the past is necessary for two reasons, one of which is subsidiary
and, so to speak, precautionary. The subsidiary reason is that the Party member,
like the proletarian, tolerates present-day conditions partly because he has no
standards of comparison. He must be cut off from the past, just as he must be cut
off from foreign countries, because it is necessary for him to believe that he is better
off than his ancestors and that the average level of material comfort is constantly
rising. But by far the more important reason for the readjustment of the past is the
need to safeguard the infallibility of the Party. It is not merely that speeches,
statistics, and records of every kind must be constantly brought up to date in order to
show that the predictions of the Party were in all cases right. It is also that no
change of doctrine or in political alignment can ever be admitted. For to change one’s
mind, or even one’s policy, is a confession of weakness. If, for example, Eurasia or
Eastasia (whichever it may be) is the enemy today, then that country must always
have been the enemy. And if the facts say otherwise, then the facts must be altered.
Thus history is continuously rewritten. This day-to-day falsification of the past,
carried out by the Ministry of Truth, is as necessary to the stability of the regime as
the work of repression and espionage carried out by the Ministry of Love.
The mutability of the past is the central tenet of Ingsoc. Past events, it is argued,
have no objective existence, but survive only in written records and in human
memories. The past is whatever the records and the memories agree upon. And
since the Party is in full control of all records, and in equally full control of the minds of
its members, it follows that the past is whatever the Party chooses to make it. It
also follows that though the past is alterable, it never has been altered in any specific
instance. For when it has been recreated in whatever shape is needed at the
moment, then this new version is the past, and no different past can ever have
existed. This holds good even when, as often happens, the same event has to be
altered out of recognition several times in the course of a year. At all times the Party
is in possession of absolute truth, and clearly the absolute can never have been
different from what it is now. It will be seen that the control of the past depends
above all on the training of memory. To make sure that all written records agree with
the orthodoxy of the moment is merely a mechanical act. But it is also necessary to
remember that events happened in the desired manner. And if it is necessary to
rearrange one’s memories or to tamper with written records, then it is necessary to
forget that one has done so. The trick of doing this can be learned like any other
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mental technique. It is learned by the majority of Party members, and certainly by
all who are intelligent as well as orthodox. In Oldspeak it is called, quite frankly,
“reality control.” In Newspeak it is called doublethink, although doublethink
comprises much else as well.
Doublethink means the power of holding two contradictory beliefs in one’s mind
simultaneously, and accepting both of them. The Party intellectual knows in which
direction his memories must be altered; he therefore knows that he is playing tricks
with reality; but by the exercise of doublethink he also satisfies himself that reality is
not violated. The process has to be conscious, or it would not be carried out with
sufficient precision, but it also has to be unconscious, or it would bring with it a feeling
of falsity and hence of guilt. Doublethink lies at the very heart of Ingsoc, since the
essential act of the Party is to use conscious deception while retaining the firmness of
purpose that goes with complete honesty. To tell deliberate lies while genuinely
believing in them, to forget any fact that has become inconvenient, and then, when it
becomes necessary again, to draw it back from oblivion for just so long as it is needed,
to deny the existence of objective reality and all the while to take account of the
reality which one denies—all this is indispensably necessary. Even in using the word
doublethink it is necessary to exercise doublethink. For by using the word one admits
that one is tampering with reality; by a fresh act of doublethink one erases this
knowledge; and so on indefinitely, with the lie always one leap ahead of the truth.
Ultimately, it is by means of doublethink that the Party has been able—and may, for
all we know, continue to be able for thousands of years—to arrest the course of
history.
—from 1984, Section Two, Chapter IX
by George Orwell
From Section Three, Chapter II
He did not remember any ending to his interrogation. There was a period of
blackness and then the cell, or room, in which he now was had gradually materialized
round him. He was almost flat on his back, and unable to move. His body was held
down at every essential point. Even the back of his head was gripped in some
manner. O’Brien was looking down at him gravely and rather sadly. His face, seen
from below, looked course and worn, with pouches under the eyes and tired lines from
nose to chin. He was older than Winston had thought him; he was perhaps fortyeight or fifty. Under his hand there was a dial with a lever on top and figures running
round the face.
“I told you,” said O’Brien, “that if we met again it would be here.”
“Yes,” said Winston.
Without any warning except a slight movement of O’Brien’s hand, a wave of pain
flooded his body. It was a frightening pain, because he could not see what was
happening, and he had the feeling that some mortal injury was being done to him. He
did not know whether the thing was really happening, or whether the effect was
electrically produced; but his body was being wrenched out of shape, the joints were
being slowly torn apart. Although the pain had brought the sweat out on his forehead,
the worst of all was the fear that his backbone was about to snap. He set his teeth
and breathed hard through his nose, trying to keep silent as long as possible.
“You are afraid,” said O’Brien, watching his face, “that in another moment
something is going to break. Your especial fear is that it will be your backbone. You
have a vivid mental picture of the vertebrae snapping apart and the spinal fluid
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dripping out of them. That is what you are thinking, is it not, Winston?”
Winston did not answer. O’Brien drew back the lever on the dial. The wave of pain
receded almost as quickly as it had come.
“That was forty,” said O’Brien. “You can see that the numbers on this dial run up
to a hundred. Will you please remember, throughout our conversation, that I have it
in my power to inflict pain on you at any moment and to whatever degree I choose. If
you tell me any lies, or attempt to prevaricate in any way, or even fall below your
usual level of intelligence you will cry out with pain, instantly. Do you understand
that?”
“Yes,” said Winston.
O’Brien’s manner became less severe. He resettled his spectacles thoughtfully,
and took a pace or two up and down. When he spoke his voice was gentle and patient.
He had the air of a doctor, a teacher, even a priest, anxious to explain and persuade
rather than to punish.
“I am taking trouble with you, Winston,” he said, “because you are worth trouble.
You know perfectly well what is the matter with you. You have known it for years,
though you have fought against the knowledge. You are mentally deranged. You
suffer from a defective memory. You are unable to remember real events, and you
persuade yourself that you remember other events which never happened.
Fortunately it is curable. You have never cured yourself of it, because you did not
choose to. There was a small effort of the will that you were not ready to make. Even
now, I am well aware, you are clinging to your disease under the impression that it is
a virtue. Now we will take and example. At this moment, which power is Oceania at
war with?”
“When I was arrested, Oceania was at war with Eastasia.”
“With Eastasia. Good. And Oceania has always been at war with Eastasia, has it
not?”
Winston drew in his breath. He opened his mouth to speak and then did not speak.
He could not take his eyes away from the dial.
“The truth, please, Winston. Your truth. Tell me what you think you remember.”
“I remember that until only a week before I was arrested, we were not at war with
Eastasia at all. We were in alliance with them. The war was against Eurasia. That
had lasted for four years. Before that—”
O’Brien stopped him with a movement of the hand.
“Another example,” he said. “Some years ago you had a very serious delusion
indeed. You believed that three men, three one-time Party members named Jones,
Aaronson, and Rutherford—men who were executed for treachery and sabotage after
making the fullest possible confession—were not guilty of the crimes they were
charged with. You believed that you had seen unmistakable documentary evidence
proving that their confessions were false. There was a certain photograph about
which you had a hallucination. You believed that you had actually held it in your
hands. It was a photograph something like this.”
An oblong slip of newspaper had appeared between O’Brien’s fingers. For perhaps
five seconds it was within the angle of Winston’s vision. It was a photograph, and
there was no question of its identity. It was the photograph. It was another copy of
the photograph of Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford at the Party function in New
York, which he had chanced upon eleven years ago and promptly destroyed. For only
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an instant it was before his eyes, then it was out of sight again. But he had seen it,
unquestionably he had seen it! He made a desperate, agonizing effort to wrench the
top half of his body free. It was impossible to move so much as a centimeter in any
direction. For the moment he had even forgotten the dial. All he wanted was to hold
the photograph in his fingers again, or at least to see it.
“It exists!” he cried.
“No,” said O’Brien.
He stepped across the room. There was a memory hole in the opposite wall.
O’Brien lifted the grating. Unseen, the frail slip of paper was whirling away on the
current of warm air; it was vanishing in a flash of flame. O’Brien turned away from
the wall.
“Ashes,” he said. “Not even identifiable ashes. Dust. It does not exist. It never
existed.”
“But it did exist! It does exist! It exists in memory. I remember it. You remember
it.”
“I do not remember it,” said O’Brien.
Winston’s heart sank. That was doublethink. He had a feeling of deadly
helplessness. If he could have been certain that O’Brien was lying, it would not have
seemed to matter. But it was perfectly possible that O’Brien had really forgotten the
photograph. And if so, then already he would have forgotten his denial of
remembering it, and forgotten the act of forgetting. How could one be sure that it was
simple trickery? Perhaps that lunatic dislocation in the mind could really happen:
that was the thought that defeated him.
O’Brien was looking down at him speculatively. More than ever he had the air of a
teacher taking pains with a wayward but promising child.
“There is a Party slogan dealing with the control of the past,” he said. “Repeat it, if
you please.”
“ ‘Who controls the past controls the future; who controls the present controls the
past,’ “ repeated Winston obediently.
“ ‘Who controls the present controls the past,’ “ said O’Brien, nodding his head with
slow approval. “Is it your opinion, Winston, that the past has real existence?”
Again the feeling of helplessness descended upon Winston. His eyes flitted toward
the dial. He not only did not know whether “yes” or “no” was the answer that would
save him from pain; he did not even know which answer he believed to be the true
one.
O’Brien smiled faintly. “You are no metaphysician, Winston,” he said. “Until this
moment you had never considered what is meant by existence. I will put it more
precisely. Does the past exist concretely, in space? Is there somewhere or other a
place, a world of solid objects, where the past is still happening?”
“No.”
“Then where does the past exist, if at all?”
“In records. It is written down.”
“In records. And—?”
“In the mind. In human memories.”
“In memory. Very well, then. We, the Party, control all records, and we control all
memories. Then we control the past, do we not?”
“But how can you stop people remembering things?” cried Winston, again
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momentarily forgetting the dial. “It is involuntary. It is outside oneself. How can you
control memory? You have not controlled mine!”
O’Brien’s manner grew stern again. He laid his hand on the dial.
“On the contrary,” he said, “you have not controlled it. That is what has brought
you here. You are here because you have failed in humility, in self-discipline. You
would not make the act of submission which is the price of sanity. You preferred to be
a lunatic, a minority of one. Only the disciplined mind can see realty, Winston. You
believe that reality is something objective, external, existing in its own right. You also
believe that the nature of reality is self-evident. When you delude yourself into
thinking that you see something, you assume that everyone else sees the same thing
as you. But I tell you, Winston, that reality is not external. Reality exists in the
human mind, and nowhere else. Not in the individual mind, which can make
mistakes, and in any case soon perishes; only in the mind of the Party, which is
collective and immortal. Whatever the Party holds to be truth is truth. It is
impossible to see reality except by looking through the eyes of the Party. That is the
fact that you have got to relearn, Winston. It needs an act of self-destruction, an
effort of the will. You must humble yourself before you can become sane.”
He paused for a few moments, as though to allow what he had been saying to sink
in.
“Do you remember,” he went on, “writing in your diary, ‘Freedom is the freedom to
say that two plus two make four’?”
“Yes,” said Winston.
O’Brien held up his left hand, its back toward Winston, with the thumb hidden and
the four fingers extended.
“How many fingers am I holding up, Winston?”
“Four.”
“And if the Party says that it is not four but five—then how many?”
“Four.”
The word ended in a gasp of pain. The needle of the dial had shot up to fifty-five.
The sweat had sprung out all over Winston’s body. The air tore into his lungs and
issued again in deep groans which even by clenching his teeth he could not stop.
O’Brien watched him, the four fingers still extended. He drew back the lever. This
time the pain was only slightly eased.
“How many fingers, Winston?”
“Four.”
The needle went up to sixty.
“How many fingers, Winston?”
“Four! Four! What else can I say? Four!”
The needle must have risen again, but he did not look at it. The heavy, stern face
and the four fingers filled his vision. The fingers stood up before his eyes like pillars,
enormous, blurry, and seeming to vibrate, but unmistakable four.
“How many fingers, Winston?”
“Four! Stop it, stop it! How can you go on? Four! Four!”
“How may fingers, Winston?”
“Five! Five! Five””
“No, Winston, that is no use. Your are lying. You still think there are four. How
many fingers, please?”
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“Four! Five! Four! Anything you like. Only stop it, stop the pain!”
Abruptly he was sitting up with O’Brien’s arm round his shoulders. He had perhaps
lost consciousness for a few seconds. The bonds that had held his body down were
loosened. He felt very cold, he was shaking uncontrollably, his teeth were chattering,
the tears were rolling down his cheeks. For a moment he clung to O’Brien like a baby,
curiously comforted by the heavy arm round his shoulders. He had the feeling that
O’Brien was his protector, that the pain was something that came from outside, from
some other source, and that it was O’Brien who would save him from it.
“You are a slow learner, Winston,” said O’Brien gently.
“How can I help it?” he blubbered. “How can I help seeing what is in front of my
eyes? Two and two are four.”
“Sometimes, Winston. Sometimes they are five. Sometimes they are three.
Sometimes they are all of them at once. You must try harder. It is not easy to
become sane.”
He laid Winston down on the bed. The grip on his limbs tightened again, but the
pain had ebbed away and the trembling had stopped. leaving him merely weak and
cold. O’Brien motioned with his head to the man in the white coat, who had stood
immobile throughout the proceedings. The man in the white coat bent down and
looked closely into Winston’s eyes, felt his pulse, laid an ear against his chest, tapped
here and there; then he nodded to O’Brien.
“Again,” said O’Brien.
The pain flowed into Winston’s body. The needle must be at seventy, seventy-five.
He had shut his eyes this time. He knew that the fingers were still there, and still
four. All that mattered was somehow to stay alive until the spasm was over. He had
ceased to notice whether he was crying out or not. The pain lessened again. He
opened his eyes. O’Brien had drawn back the lever.
“How many fingers, Winston?”
“Four. I suppose there are four. I would see five if I could. I am trying to see five.”
“Which do you wish: to persuade me that you see five, or really to see them?”
“Really to see them.”
“Again,” said O’Brien.
Perhaps the needle was at eighty—ninety. Winston could only intermittently
remember why the pain was happening. Behind his screwed-up eyelids a forest of
finger seemed to be moving in a sort of dance, weaving in and out, disappearing behind
one another and reappearing again. He was trying to count them, he could not
remember why. He knew only that it was impossible to count them, and that this
was somehow due to the mysterious identity between five and four. The pain died
down again. When he opened his eyes it was to find that he was still seeing the same
thing. Innumerable fingers, like moving trees, were still streaming past in either
direction, crossing and recrossing. He shut his eyes again.
“How many fingers am I holding up, Winston?”
“I don’t know. I don’t know. You will kill me if you do that again. Four, five, six—in
all honesty I don’t know.”
“Better,” said O’Brien.
A needle slid into Winston’s arm. Almost in the same instant a blissful, healing
warmth spread all through his body. The pain was already half-forgotten. He opened
his eyes and looked up gratefully at O’Brien. At sight of the heavy, lined face, so ugly
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and so intelligent, his heart seemed to turn over. If he could have moved he would
have stretched out a hand and laid it on O’Brien’s arm. He had never loved him so
deeply as at this moment, and not merely because he had stopped the pain. The old
feeling, that at bottom it did not matter whether O’Brien was a friend or an enemy,
had come back. O’Brien was a person who could be talked to. Perhaps one did not
want to be loved so much as to be understood. O’Brien had tortured him to the edge of
lunacy, and in a little while, it was certain, he would send him to his death. It made no
difference. In some sense that went deeper than friendship, they were intimates;
somewhere or other, although the actual words might never be spoken, there was a
place where they could meet and talk. O’Brien was looking down at him with an
expression which suggested that the same thought might be in his own mind. When
he spoke it was in an easy, conversational tone.
“Do you know where you are, Winston?” he said.
“I don’t know. I can guess. In the Ministry of Love.”
“Do you know how long you have been here?”
“I don’t know. Days, weeks, months—I think it is months.”
“And why do you imagine that we bring people to this place?”
“To make them confess.”
“No, that is not the reason. Try again.”
“To punish them.”
“No!” exclaimed O’Brien. His voice had changed extraordinarily, and his face had
suddenly become both stern and animated. ”No! Not merely to extract your
confession, nor to punish you. Shall I tell you why we have brought you here? To cure
you! To make you sane! Will you understand, Winston, that no one whom we bring to
this place ever leaves our hands uncured? We are not interested in those stupid
crimes that you have committed. The Party is not interested in the overt act: the
thought is all we care about. We do not merely destroy our enemies; we change
them. Do you understand what I mean by that?”
He was bending over Winston. His face looked enormous because of its nearness,
and hideously ugly because it was seen from below. Moreover it was filled with a sort
of exaltation, a lunatic intensity. Again Winston’s heart shrank. If it has been
possible he would have cowered deeper into the bed. He felt certain that O’Brien was
about to twist the dial out of sheer wantonness. At this moment, however, O’Brien
turned away. He took a pace or two up and down. Then he continued less
vehemently:
“The first thing for you to understand is that in this place there are no martyrdoms.
You have read of the religious persecutions of the past. In the Middle Ages there was
the Inquisition. It was a failure. It set out to eradicate heresy, and ended by
perpetuating it. For every heretic it burned at the stake, thousands of others rose up.
Why was that? Because the Inquisition killed its enemies in the open, and killed them
while they were still unrepentant; in fact, it killed them because they were
unrepentant. Men were dying because they would not abandon their true beliefs.
Naturally all the glory belonged to the victim and all the shame to the Inquisitor who
burned him. Later, in the twentieth century, there were the totalitarians, as they
were called. They were the German Nazis and the Russian Communists. The
Russians persecuted heresy more cruelly than the Inquisition had done. And they
imagined that they had learned from the mistakes of the past; They knew, at any
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rate, that one must not make martyrs. Before they exposed their victims to public
trial, they deliberately set themselves to destroy their dignity. They wore them down
by torture and solitude until they were despicable, cringing wretches, confessing
whatever was put into their mouths, covering themselves with abuse, accusing and
sheltering behind one another, whimpering for mercy. And yet after only a few years
the same thing had happened over again. The dead men had become martyrs and
their degradation was forgotten. Once again, why was it? In the first place, because
the confessions that they had made were obviously extorted and untrue. We do not
make mistakes of that kind. All the confessions that are uttered here are true. We
make them true. And above all, we do not allow the dead to rise up against us. You
must stop imagining that posterity will vindicate you, Winston. Posterity will never
hear of you. You will be lifted clean out from the stream of history. We shall turn you
into gas and pour you into the stratosphere. Nothing will remain of you: not a name
in a register, not a memory in a living brain. You will be annihilated in the past as well
as in the future. You will never have existed.”
Then why bother to torture me? thought Winston, with a momentary bitterness.
O’Brien checked his step as though Winston had uttered the thought aloud. His large
ugly face came nearer, with the eyes a little narrowed.
“You are thinking,” he said, “that since we intend to destroy you utterly, so that
nothing that you say or do can make the smallest difference—in that case, why do we
go to the trouble of interrogating you first? That is what you were thinking, was it
not?”
“Yes,” said Winston.
O’Brien smiled slightly. “You are a flaw in the pattern, Winston. You are a stain
that must be wiped out. Did I not tell you just now that we are different from the
persecutors of the past? We are not content with negative obedience, nor even with
the most abject submission. When finally you surrender to us, it must be of your own
free will. We do not destroy the heretic because he resists us; so long as he resists us
we never destroy him. We convert him, we capture his inner mind, we reshape him.
We burn all evil and all illusion out of him; we bring him over to our side, not in
appearance, but genuinely, heart and soul. We make him one of ourselves before we
kill him. It is intolerable to us that an erroneous thought should exist anywhere in the
world, however secret and powerless it may be. Even in the instant of death we
cannot permit any deviation. In the old days the heretic was led to the stake still a
heretic, proclaiming is heresy, exulting in it. Even the victim of the Russian purges
could carry rebellion locked up on his skull as he walked down the passage waiting for
the bullet. But we make the brain perfect before we blow it out. The command of the
old despotisms was ‘Thou shalt not.’ The command of the totalitarians was ‘Thou
shalt.’ Our command is ‘Thou art.’ No one whom we bring to this place ever stands
out against us. Everyone is washed clean. Even those three miserable traitors in
whose innocence you once believed—Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford—in the end we
broke them down. I took part in their interrogation myself. I saw them gradually
worn down, whimpering, groveling, weeping—and in the end it was not with pain or
fear, only with penitence. By the time we had finished with them they were only the
shells of men. There was nothing left in them except sorrow for what they had done,
and love of Big Brother. It was touching to see how they loved him. They begged to
be shot quickly, so that they could die while their minds were still clean.”
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His voice had grown almost dreamy. The exaltation, the lunatic enthusiasm, was
still in his face. He is not pretending, thought Winston; he is not a hypocrite; he
believes every word he says. What most oppressed him was the consciousness of his
own intellectual inferiority. He watched the heavy yet graceful form strolling to and
fro, in and out of the range of his vision. O’Brien was a being in all ways larger than
himself. There was no idea that he had ever had, or could have, that O’Brien had not
long ago known, examined, and rejected. His mind contained Winston’s mind. But in
that case how could it be true that O’Brien was mad? It must be he, Winston, who
was mad. O’Brien halted and looked down at him. His voice had grown stern again.
“Do not imagine that you will save yourself, Winston, however completely you
surrender to us. No one who has once gone astray is ever spared. And even if we
chose to let you live out the natural term of your life, still you would never escape
from us. What happens to you here is forever. Understand that in advance. We
shall crush you down to the point from which there is no coming back. Things will
happen to you from which you could not recover, if you lived a thousand years. Never
again will you be capable of ordinary human feeling. Everything will be dead inside
you. Never again will you be capable of love, or friendship, or joy of living, or laughter,
or curiosity, or courage, or integrity. You will be hollow. We shall squeeze you empty,
and then we shall fill you with ourselves.”
He paused and signed to the man in the white coat. Winston was aware of some
heavy piece of apparatus being pushed into place behind his head. O’Brien had sat
down beside the bed, so that his face was almost on a level with Winston’s.
“Three thousand,” he said, speaking over Winston’s head to the man in the white
coat.
Two soft pads which felt slightly moist, clamped themselves against Winston’s
temples. He quailed. There was pain coming, a new kind of pain. O’Brien laid a hand
reassuringly, almost kindly, on his.
“This time it will not hurt,” he said. “Keep you eyes fixed on mine.”
At this moment there was a devastating explosion, or what seemed like an
explosion, though it was not certain whether there was any noise. There was
undoubtedly a blinding flash of light. Winston was not hurt, only prostrated Although
he had already been lying on his back when the thing happened, he had a curious
feeling that he had been knocked into that position. A terrific, painless blow had
flattened him out. Also something had happened inside his head. As his eyes regained
their focus he remembered who he was, and where he was, and recognized the face
that was gazing into his own; but somewhere or other there was a large patch of
emptiness, as though a piece had been taken out of his brain.
“It will not last,” said O’Brien. “Look me in the eyes. What country is Oceania at
war with?”
Winston thought. He knew what was meant by Oceania, and that he himself was
a citizen of Oceania. He also remembered Eurasia and Eastasia; but who was at
war with whom he did not know. In fact he had not been aware that there was any
war.
“I don’t remember.”
“Oceania is at war with Eastasia. Do you remember now?”
“Yes.”
“Oceania has always been at war with Eastasia. Since the beginning of your life,
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since the beginning of the Party, since the beginning of history, the war has continued
without a break, always the same war. Do you remember that?”
“Yes.”
“Eleven years ago you created a legend about three men who had been condemned
to death for treachery. You pretended that you had seen a piece of paper which
proved them innocent. No such piece of paper ever existed. You invented it, and later
you grew to believe in it. You remember now the very moment at which you first
invented it. Do you remember that?”
“Yes.”
“Just now I held up the fingers of my hand to you. You saw five fingers. Do you
remember that?”
“Yes.”
O’Brien held up the fingers of his left hand, with the thumb concealed.
“There are five fingers there. Do you see five fingers?”
“Yes.”
And he did see them, for a fleeting instant, before the scenery of his mind changed.
He saw five fingers, and there was no deformity. Then everything was normal again,
and the old fear, the hatred, and the bewilderment came crowding back again. But
there had been a moment—he did not know how long, thirty seconds, perhaps—of
luminous certainty, when each new suggestion of O’Brien’s had filled up a patch of
emptiness and become absolute truth, and when two and two could have been three
as easily as five, if that were what was needed. It had faded out before O’Brien had
dropped his hand; but though he could not recapture it, he could remember it, as one
remembers a vivid experience at some remote period of one’s life when one was in
effect a different person.
“You see now,” said O’Brien, “that it is at any rate possible.”
“Yes,” said Winston.
O’Brien stood up with a satisfied air. Over to his left Winston saw the man in the
white coat break an ampoule and draw back the plunger of a syringe. O’Brien turned
to Winston with a smile. In almost the old manner he resettled his spectacles on his
nose.
“Do you remember writing in your diary,” he said, “that it did not matter whether I
was a friend or an enemy, since I was at least a person who understood you and could
be talked to? You were right. I enjoy talking to you. Your mind appeals to me. It
resembles my own mind except that you happen to be insane. Before we bring the
session to an end you can ask me a few questions, if you choose.”
“Any question I like?”
“Anything.” He saw that Winston’s eyes were upon the dial. “It is switched off.
What is your first question?”
“What have you done with Julia?” said Winston.
O’Brien smiled again. “She betrayed you, Winston. Immediately—unreservedly. I
have seldom seen anyone come over to us so promptly. You would hardly recognize
her if you saw her.
All her rebelliousness, her deceit, her folly, her dirtymindedness—everything has been burned out of her. It was a perfect conversion, a
textbook case.”
“You tortured her.”
O’Brien left this unanswered. “Next question,” he said.
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“Does Big Brother exist?”
“Of course he exists. The Party exists. Big Brother is the embodiment of the
Party.”
“Does he exist in the same way as I exist?”
“You do not exist,” said O’Brien.
Once again the sense of helplessness assailed him. He knew, or he could imagine,
the arguments which proved his own nonexistence; but they were nonsense, they
were only a play on words. Did not the statement, “You do not exist,” contain a logical
absurdity? But what use was it to say so? His mind shriveled as he thought of the
unanswerable, mad arguments with which O’Brien would demolish him.
“I think I exist,” he said wearily. “I am conscious of my own identity. I was born,
and I shall die. I have arms and legs. I occupy a particular point in space. No other
solid object can occupy the same point simultaneously. In that sense, does Big
Brother exist?”
“ It is of no importance. He exists.”
“Will Big Brother ever die?”
“Of course not. How could he die? Next question.”
“Does the Brotherhood exist?”
“That, Winston, you will never know. If we choose to set you free when we have
finished with you, and if you live to be ninety years old, still you will never learn
whether the answer to that question is Yes or No. As long as you live, it will be an
unsolved riddle in your mind.”
Winston lay silent. His breast rose and fell a little faster. He still had not asked
the question that had come into his mind the first. He had got to ask it, and yet it was
as though his tongue would not utter it. There was a trace of amusement in O’Brien’s
face. Even his spectacles seemed to wear an ironical gleam. He knows, thought
Winston suddenly, he knows what I am going to ask! At the thought the words burst
out of him:
“What is in Room 101?”
The expression on O’Brien’s face did not change. He answered drily:
“You know what is in Room 101, Winston. Everyone knows what is in Room 101.”
He raised a finger to the man in the white coat. Evidently the session was at an
end. A needle jerked into Winston’s arm. He sank almost instantly into deep sleep.
—from 1984, Section Three, Chapter II
by George Orwell
From Section Three, Chapter III
“We are the priests of power,” he said. “God is power. But at present power is only
a word so far as you are concerned. It is time for you to gather some idea of what
power means. The first thing you must realize is that power is collective. The
individual only has power in so far as he ceases to be an individual. You know the
Party slogan ‘Freedom is Slavery.’ Has it ever occurred to you that it is reversible?
Slavery is freedom. Alone—free—the human being is always defeated. It must be so,
because every human being is doomed to die, which is the greatest of all failures. But
if he can make complete, utter submission, if he can escape from identity, if he can
merge himself in the Party so that he is the Party, then he is all-powerful and
immortal. The second thing for you to realize is that power is power over human
beings. Over the body—but, above all, over the mind. Power over matter—external
Page 28 of 34

The Sovereign’s Library

Excerpts from 1984, by George Orwell
reality, as you would call it—is not important. Already our control over matter is
absolute.”
For a moment Winston ignored the dial. He made a violent effort to raise himself
into a sitting position, and merely succeeded in wrenching his body painfully.
“But how can you control matter?” he burst out. “You don’t even control the
climate or the law of gravity. And there are disease, pain, death—”
O’Brien silenced him by a movement of the hand. “We control matter because we
control the mind. Reality is inside the skull. You will learn by degrees, Winston.
There is nothing that we could not do. Invisibility, levitation—anything. I could float
off this floor like a soap bubble if I wished to. I do not wish to, because the Party does
not wish it. You must get rid of those nineteenth-century ideas about the laws of
nature. We make the laws of nature.”
“But you do not! You are not even masters of this planet. What about Eurasia and
Eastasia? You have not conquered them yet.”
“Unimportant. We shall conquer them when it suits us. And if we did not, what
difference would it make? We can shut them out of existence. Oceania is the world.”
“But the world itself is only a speck of dust. And man is tiny—helpless! How long
has he been in existence? For millions of years the earth was uninhabited.”
“Nonsense. The earth is as old as we are, no older. How could it be older? Nothing
exists except through human consciousness.”
“But the rocks are full of the bones of extinct animals—mammoths and mastodons
and enormous reptiles which lived here long before man was ever heard of.”
“Have you ever seen those bones, Winston? Of course not. Nineteenth-century
biologists invented them. Before man there was nothing. After man, if he could come
to an end, there would be nothing. Outside man there is nothing.”
“But the whole universe is outside us. Look at the stars! Some of them are a
million light-years away.. They are out of our reach forever.”
“What are the stars?” said O’Brien indifferently. “They are bits of fire a few
kilometers away. We could reach them if we wanted to. Or we could blot them out.
The earth is the center of the universe. The sun and the stars go round it.”
Winston made another convulsive movement. This time he did not say anything.
O’Brien continued as though answering a spoken objection:
“For certain purposes, of course, that is not true. When we navigate the ocean, or
when we predict an eclipse, we often find it convenient to assume that the earth goes
round the sun and that the stars are millions upon millions of kilometers away. But
what of it? Do you suppose it is beyond us to produce a dual system of astronomy?
The stars can be near or distant, according as we need them. Do you suppose our
mathematicians are unequal to that? Have you forgotten doublethink?”
Winston shrank back upon the bed. Whatever he said, the swift answer crushed
him like a bludgeon. And yet he knew, he knew, that he was in the right. The belief
that nothing exists outside you own mind—surely there must be some way of
demonstrating that it was false. Had it not been exposed long ago as a fallacy? There
was even a name for it, which he had forgotten. A faint smile twitched the corners of
O’Brien’s mouth as he looked down at him.
“I told you, Winston,” he said, “that metaphysics is not your strong point. The word
you are trying to think of is solipsism. But you are mistaken. This is not solipsism.
Collective solipsism, if you like. But that is a different thing; in fact, the opposite
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thing. All this is a digression,” he added in a different tone. “The real power, the power
we have to fight for night and day, is not power over things, but over men.” He
paused, and for a moment assumed again his air of a schoolmaster questioning a
promising pupil: “How does one man assert his power over another, Winston?”
Winston thought. “By making him suffer,” he said.
“Exactly. By making him suffer. Obedience is not enough. Unless he is suffering,
how can you be sure that he is obeying your will and not his own? Power is in inflicting
pain and humiliation. Power is in tearing human minds to pieces and putting them
together again in new shapes of your own choosing. Do you begin to see, then, what
kind of world we are creating? It is the exact opposite of the stupid hedonistic Utopias
that the old reformers imagined. A world of fear and treachery and torment, a world
of trampling and being trampled upon, a world which will grow not less but more
merciless as it refines itself. Progress in our world will be progress toward more pain.
The old civilizations claimed that they were founded on love and justice. Ours is
founded upon hatred. In our world there will be no emotions except fear, rage,
triumph, and self-abasement. Everything else we shall destroy—everything. Already
we are breaking down the habits of thought which have survived from before the
Revolution. We have cut the links between child and parent, and between man and
man, and between man and woman. No one dares trust a wife or a child or a friend
any longer. But in the future there will be no wives and no friends. Children will be
taken from their mothers at birth, as one takes eggs from a hen. The sex instinct will
be eradicated. Procreation will be an annual formality like the renewal of a ration
card. We shall abolish the orgasm. Our neurologists are at work upon it now. There
will be no loyalty, except loyalty toward the Party. There will be no love, except the
love of Big Brother. There will be no laughter, except the laugh of triumph over a
defeated enemy. There will be no art, no literature, no science. When we are
omnipotent we shall have no more need of science. There will be no distinction
between beauty and ugliness. There will be no curiosity, no employment of the
process of life. All competing pleasures will be destroyed. But always—do not forget
this, Winston—always there will be the intoxication of power, constantly increasing
and constantly growing subtler. Always, at every moment, there will be the thrill of
victory, the sensation of trampling on an enemy who is helpless. If you want a
picture of the future, imagine a boot stamping on a human face—forever.”
He paused as though he expected Winston to speak. Winston had tried to shrink
back into the surface of the bed again. He could not say anything. His heart seemed
to be frozen. O’Brien went on:
“And remember that it is forever. The face will always be there to be stamped
upon. The heretic, the enemy of society, will always be there, so that he can be
defeated and humiliated over again. Everything that you have undergone since you
have been in our hands—all that will continue, and worse. The espionage, the
betrayals, the arrests, the tortures, the executions, the disappearances will never
cease. It will be a world of terror as much as a world of triumph. The more the Party
is powerful, the less it will be tolerant; the weaker the opposition, the tighter the
despotism. Goldstein and his heresies will live forever. Every day, at every moment,
they will be defeated, discredited, ridiculed, spat upon—and yet they will always
survive. This drama that I have played out with you during seven years will be
played out over and over again, generation after generation, always in subtler forms.
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Always we shall have the heretic here at our mercy, screaming with pain, broken up,
contemptible—and in the end utterly penitent, saved from himself, crawling to our
feet of his own accord. That is the world that we are preparing, Winston. A world of
victory after victory, triumph after triumph after triumph: and endless pressing,
pressing, pressing upon the nerve of power. You are beginning, I can see, to realize
what that world will be like. But in the end you will do more than understand it. You
will accept it, welcome it, become part of it.” —from 1984, Section Three, Chapter III
by George Orwell
From Section Three, Chapter VI
Uncalled, a memory floated into his mind. He saw a candlelit room with a vast
white-counterpaned bed, and himself, a boy of nine or ten, sitting on the floor, shaking
a dice box and laughing excitedly. His mother was sitting opposite him and also
laughing.
It must have been about a month before she disappeared. It was a moment of
reconciliation, when the nagging hunger in his belly was forgotten and his earlier
affection for her had temporarily revived. He remembered the day well, a pelting,
drenching day when the water streamed down the window pane and the light indoors
was too dull to read by. The boredom of the two children in the dark, cramped
bedroom became unbearable. Winston whined and grizzled, made futile demands for
food, fretted about the room, pulling everything out of place and kicking the
wainscoting until the neighbors banged on the wall, while the younger child wailed
intermittently. In the end his mother had said. “Now be good, and I’ll buy you a toy.
A lovely toy—you’ll love it”; and then she had gone out in the rain, to a little general
shop which was still sporadically open near by, and come back with a cardboard box
containing an outfit of Snakes and Ladders. He could still remember the smell of the
damp cardboard. It was a miserable outfit. The board was cracked and the tiny
wooden dice were so ill-cut that they would hardly lie on their sides. Winston looked at
the thing sulkily and without interest. But then his mother lit a piece of candle and
they sat down on the floor to play. Soon he was wildly excited and shouting with
laughter as the tiddlywinks climbed hopefully up the ladders and then came slithering
down the snakes again, almost back to the starting point. They played eight games,
winning four each. His tiny sister, too young to understand what the game was
about, had sat propped up against a bolster, laughing because the others were
laughing. For a whole afternoon they had all been happy together, as in his earlier
childhood.
He pushed the picture out of his mind. It was a false memory. He was troubled by
false memories occasionally. They did not matter so long as one knew them for what
they were. Some things had happened, others had not happened. He turned back to
the chessboard and picked up the white knight again. Almost in the same instant it
dropped onto the board with a clatter. He had started as though a pin had run into
him.
A shrill trumpet call had pierced the air. It was the bulletin! Victory! It always
meant victory when a trumpet call preceded the news. A sort of electric thrill ran
through the café. Even the waiters had started and pricked up their ears.
The trumpet call had let loose an enormous volume of noise. Already an excited
voice was gabbling from the telescreen, but even as it started it was almost drowned
by a roar of cheering from outside. The news had run round the streets like magic.
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He could hear just enough of what was issuing from the telescreen to realize that it
has all happened as he had foreseen: a vast seaborne armada secretly assembled, a
sudden blow in the enemy's rear, the white arrow tearing across the tail of the black.
Fragments of triumphant phrases pushed themselves through the din: “Vast
strategic
maneuver—perfect
co-ordination—utter
rout—half
a
million
prisoners—complete demoralization—control of the whole of Africa—bring the war
within measurable distance of its end—victory—greatest victory in human
history—victory, victory, victory!”
Under the table Winston’s feet made convulsive movements. He had not stirred
from his seat, but in his mind he was running, swiftly running, he was with the crowds
outside, cheering himself deaf. He looked up again at the portrait of Big Brother. The
colossus that bestrode the world! The rock against which the hordes of Asia dashed
themselves in vain! He thought how ten minutes ago—yes, only ten minutes—there
had still been equivocation in his heart as he wondered whether the news from the
front would be of victory or defeat. Ah, it was more than a Eurasian army that had
perished! Much had changed in him since the first day in the Ministry of Love, but the
final, indispensable, healing change had never happened, until this moment.
The voice from the telescreen was still pouring forth its tale of prisoners and booty
and slaughter, but the shouting outside had died down a little. The waiters were
turning back to their work. One of them approached with the gin bottle. Winston,
sitting in a blissful dream, paid no attention as his glass was filled up. He was not
running or cheering any longer. He was back in the Ministry of Love, with everything
forgiven, his soul white as snow. He was in the public dock, confessing everything,
implicating everybody. He was walking down the white-tiled corridor, with the feeling
of walking in sunlight, and an armed guard at his back. The long-hoped-for bullet was
entering his brain.
He gazed up at the enormous face. Forty years it had taken him to learn what kind
of smile was hidden beneath the dark mustache. O cruel, needless misunderstanding!
O stubborn, self-willed exile from the loving breast! Two gin-scented tears trickled
down the sides of his nose. But it was all right, everything was all right, the struggle
was finished. He had won the victory over himself. He loved Big Brother.
The End
—from 1984, Section Three, Chapter VI
by George Orwell
From Appendix: The Principles of Newspeak: The B vocabulary
As we have already seen in the case of the word free, words which had once borne a
heretical meaning were sometimes retained for the sake of convenience, but only with
the undesirable meanings purged out of them. Countless other words such as honor,
justice, morality, internationalism, democracy, science, and religion had simply ceased
to exist. A few blanket words covered them, and, in covering them, abolished them.
All words grouping themselves round the concepts of liberty and equality, for
instance, were contained in the single word crimethink, while all words grouping
themselves round the concepts of objectivity and rationalism were contained in the
single work oldthink. Greater precision would have been dangerous. What was
required in a Party member was an outlook similar to that of the ancient Hebrew who
knew, without knowing much else, that all nations other than his own worshipped
“false gods.” He did not need to know that these gods were called Baal, Osiris, Moloch,
Ashtaroth, and the like; probably the less he knew about them the better for his
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orthodoxy. He knew Jehovah and the commandments of Jehovah; he knew,
therefore, that all gods with other names or other attributes were false gods. In
somewhat the same way, the Party member knew what constituted right conduct,
and in exceedingly vague, generalized terms he knew what kinds of departure from it
were possible. His sexual life, for example, was entirely regulated by the two
Newspeak words sexcrime (sexual immorality) and goodsex (chastity). Sexcrime
covered all sexual misdeeds whatever.
It covered fornication, adultery,
homosexuality, and other perversions, and, in addition, normal intercourse practiced
for its own sake. There was no need to enumerate them separately, since they were
all equally culpable, and in principle, all punishable by death. In the C vocabulary,
which consisted of scientific and technical words, it might be necessary to give
specialized names to certain sexual aberrations, but the ordinary citizen had no need
of them. He knew what was meant by goodsex—that is to say, normal intercourse
between man and wife, for the sole purpose of begetting children, and without physical
pleasure on the part of the woman; all else was sexcrime. In Newspeak it was seldom
possible to follow a heretical thought further than the perception that it was heretical;
beyond that point the necessary words were nonexistent.
No word in the B vocabulary was ideologically neutral. A great many were
euphemisms. Such words, for instance, as joycamp (forced-labor camp) or Minipax
(Ministry of Peace, i.e., Ministry of War) meant almost the exact opposite of what
they appeared to mean. Some words, on the other hand, displayed a frank and
contemptuous understanding of the real nature of Oceanic society. An example was
prolefeed, meaning the rubbishy entertainment and spurious news which the Party
handed out to the masses. Other words, again, were ambivalent, having the
connotation “good” when applied to the Party and “bad” when applied to its enemies.
But in addition there were great numbers of words which at first sight appeared to be
mere abbreviations and which derived their ideological color not from their meaning
but from their structure.
So far as it could be contrived, everything that had or might have political
significance of any kind was fitted into the B vocabulary. The name of every
organization, or body of people, or doctrine, or country, or institution, or public
building, was invariable cut down into the familiar shape; that is, a single easily
pronounced word with the smallest number of syllables that would preserve the
original derivation. In the Ministry of Truth, for example, the Records Department, in
which Winston Smith worked, was called Recdep, the Fiction Department was called
Ficdep, the Teleprograms Department was called Teledep, and so on. This was not
done solely with the object of saving time. Even in the early decades of the twentieth
century, telescoped words and phrases had been one of the characteristic features of
political language; and it had been noticed that the tendency to use abbreviations of
this kind was most marked in totalitarian countries and totalitarian organizations.
Examples were such words as Nazi, Gestapo, Comintern, Inprecorr, Agitprop. In the
beginning the practice had been adopted as it were instinctively, but in Newspeak it
was used with a conscious purpose. It was perceived that in thus abbreviating a
name one narrowed and subtly altered its meaning, by cutting out most of the
associations that would otherwise cling to it. The words Communist International, for
instance, call up a composite picture of universal human brotherhood, red flags,
barricades, Karl Marx, and the Paris Commune. The word Comintern, on the other
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hand, suggests merely a tightly knit organization and a well-defined body of doctrine.
It refers to something almost as easily recognized, and as limited in purpose, as a
chair or a table. Comintern is a word that can be uttered almost without taking
thought, whereas Communist International is a phrase over which one is obliged to
linger at least momentarily. In the same way, the associations called up by a word
like Minitrue are fewer and more controllable than those called up by Ministry of
Truth. This accounted not only for the habit of abbreviating whenever possible, but
also for the almost exaggerated care that was taken to make every word easily
pronounceable.
In Newspeak, euphony outweighed every consideration other than exactitude of
meaning. Regularity of grammar was always sacrificed to it when it seemed
necessary. And rightly so, since what was required, above all for political purposes,
were short clipped words of unmistakable meaning which could be uttered rapidly and
which roused the minimum of echoes in the speaker’s mind. The words of the B
vocabulary even gained in force from the fact that nearly all of them were very much
alike. Almost invariably these words—goodthink, Minipax, prolefeed, sexcrime,
joycamp, Ingsoc, bellyfeel, thinkpol, and countless others—were words of two or three
syllables, with the stress distributed equally between the first syllable and the last.
The use of them encouraged a gabbling style of speech, at once staccato and
monotonous. And this was exactly what was aimed at. The intention was to make
speech, and especially speech on any subject not ideologically neutral, as nearly as
possible independent of consciousness. For the purposes of everyday life it was no
doubt necessary, or sometimes necessary, to reflect before speaking, but a Party
member called upon to make a political or ethical judgment should be able to spray
forth the correct opinions as automatically as a machine gun spraying forth bullets.
His training fitted him to do this, the language gave him a almost foolproof
instrument, and the texture of the words, with their harsh sound and a certain willful
ugliness which was in accord with the spirit of Ingsoc, assisted the process still
further.
So did the fact of having very few words to choose from. Relative to our own, the
Newspeak vocabulary was tiny, and new ways of reducing it were constantly being
devised. Newspeak, indeed, differed from almost all other languages in that its
vocabulary grew smaller instead of larger every year. Each reduction was a gain,
since the smaller the area of choice, the smaller the temptation to take thought.
Ultimately it was hoped to make articulate speech issue from the larynx without
involving the higher brain centers at all. This aim was frankly admitted in the
Newspeak word duckspeak, meaning “to quack like a duck.” Like various other words
in the B vocabulary, duckspeak was ambivalent in meaning. Provided that the
opinions which were quacked out were orthodox ones, it implied nothing but praise,
and when the Times referred to one of the orators of the Party as a doubleplusgood
duckspeaker it was paying a warm and valued compliment.
—from 1984, Appendix: The Principles of Newspeak: The B vocabulary
by George Orwell
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