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bent but active, with white moustaches that bristled forward like those 
of a prawn, pushed open the swing door and went in. As Winston stood 
watching, it occurred to him that the old man, who must be eighty at 
the least, had already been middle-aged when the Revolution happened. 
He and a few others like him were the last links that now existed with 
the vanished world of capitalism. In the Party itself there were not many 
people left whose ideas had been formed before the Revolution. The 
older generation had mostly been wiped out in the great purges of the 
fifties and sixties, and the few who survived had long ago been terrified 
into complete intellectual surrender. If there was any one still alive who 
could give you a truthful account of conditions in the early part of the 
century, it could only be a prole. Suddenly the passage from the history 
book that he had copied into his diary came back into Winston’s mind, 
and a lunatic impulse took hold of him. He would go into the pub, he 
would scrape acquaintance with that old man and question him. He 
would say to him: ‘Tell me about your life when you were a boy. What 
was it like in those days? Were things better than they are now, or were 
they worse?’

Hurriedly, lest he should have time to become frightened, he 
descended the steps and crossed the narrow street. It was madness of 
course. As usual, there was no definite rule against talking to proles 
and frequenting their pubs, but it was far too unusual an action to pass 
unnoticed. If the patrols appeared he might plead an attack of faintness, 
but it was not likely that they would believe him. He pushed open the 
door, and a hideous cheesy smell of sour beer hit him in the face. As he 
entered the din of voices dropped to about half its volume. Behind his 
back he could feel everyone eyeing his blue overalls. A game of darts 
which was going on at the other end of the room interrupted itself for 
perhaps as much as thirty seconds. The old man whom he had followed 
was standing at the bar, having some kind of altercation with the bar-
man, a large, stout, hook-nosed young man with enormous forearms. A 
knot of others, standing round with glasses in their hands, were watch-
ing the scene.

‘I arst you civil enough, didn’t I?’ said the old man, straightening his 
shoulders pugnaciously. ‘You telling me you ain’t got a pint mug in the 
‘ole bleeding boozer?’

‘And what in hell’s name IS a pint?’ said the barman, leaning forward 
with the tips of his fingers on the counter.

‘’Ark at ‘im! Calls ‘isself a barman and don’t know what a pint is! 

number. Four oh seven, it ended in. It were in February—second 
week in February.’

‘February your grandmother! I got it all down in black and white. 
An’ I tell you, no number—’

‘Oh, pack it in!’ said the third man.
They were talking about the Lottery. Winston looked back when 

he had gone thirty metres. They were still arguing, with vivid, passion-
ate faces. The Lottery, with its weekly pay-out of enormous prizes, was 
the one public event to which the proles paid serious attention. It was 
probable that there were some millions of proles for whom the Lottery 
was the principal if not the only reason for remaining alive. It was their 
delight, their folly, their anodyne, their intellectual stimulant. Where the 
Lottery was concerned, even people who could barely read and write 
seemed capable of intricate calculations and staggering feats of mem-
ory. There was a whole tribe of men who made a living simply by sell-
ing systems, forecasts, and lucky amulets. Winston had nothing to do 
with the running of the Lottery, which was managed by the Ministry of 
Plenty, but he was aware (indeed everyone in the party was aware) that 
the prizes were largely imaginary. Only small sums were actually paid 
out, the winners of the big prizes being non-existent persons. In the 
absence of any real intercommunication between one part of Oceania 
and another, this was not difficult to arrange.

But if there was hope, it lay in the proles. You had to cling on to 
that. When you put it in words it sounded reasonable: it was when 
you looked at the human beings passing you on the pavement that it 
became an act of faith. The street into which he had turned ran down-
hill. He had a feeling that he had been in this neighbourhood before, 
and that there was a main thoroughfare not far away. From somewhere 
ahead there came a din of shouting voices. The street took a sharp turn 
and then ended in a flight of steps which led down into a sunken alley 
where a few stall-keepers were selling tired-looking vegetables. At this 
moment Winston remembered where he was. The alley led out into the 
main street, and down the next turning, not five minutes away, was the 
junk-shop where he had bought the blank book which was now his 
diary. And in a small stationer’s shop not far away he had bought his 
penholder and his bottle of ink.

He paused for a moment at the top of the steps. On the opposite side 
of the alley there was a dingy little pub whose windows appeared to be 
frosted over but in reality were merely coated with dust. A very old man, 

7776

TEXT PAGE

135 mm

20
0 

m
m

19
 m

m

10
 m

m
6,

5 
m

m

17
 m

m

18 mm 16 mm

The regular text pages has margins quite 
similar to each other. They all have measure-
ments between 16 and 19 mm.

The margins are set to maximize the amount 
of text in the page, to reduce the total number 
of pages, but without suffocating the page 
with an overload of text.

The upper margin is slightly smaller than the 
bottom margin, which places the text block 
in the reader’s perceived middle of the page. 
The size of the bottom margin is also to leave 
enough space for the page number, which is 
aligned centered to the text block.

The outer margin is designed to leave enough 
space for the reader to hold the book with-
out being distracted by hands or disturbing 
environment while reading. The inner margin 
is the smallest, designed to make the reader 
comfortable with continuous reading from 
one page to another, but to still allow the 
binding process to naturally affect the margin 
size.

The paragraph indent is set to 5 mm, which is 
slightly more than one em.  

5 mm

Adobe Caslon Pro Regular 10 pt
10/12 pt

02



Nina Johansson 2015
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there to mark a new paragraph, which makes 
the first indent of a new chapter superfluous, 
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vague idea that he would like to have a bunch of flowers to offer to the 
girl when they met. He had got together a big bunch and was smelling 
their faint sickly scent when a sound at his back froze him, the unmis-
takable crackle of a foot on twigs. He went on picking bluebells. It was 
the best thing to do. It might be the girl, or he might have been fol-
lowed after all. To look round was to show guilt. He picked another and 
another. A hand fell lightly on his shoulder.

He looked up. It was the girl. She shook her head, evidently as a 
warning that he must keep silent, then parted the bushes and quickly 
led the way along the narrow track into the wood. Obviously she had 
been that way before, for she dodged the boggy bits as though by habit. 
Winston followed, still clasping his bunch of flowers. His first feeling 
was relief, but as he watched the strong slender body moving in front 
of him, with the scarlet sash that was just tight enough to bring out the 
curve of her hips, the sense of his own inferiority was heavy upon him. 
Even now it seemed quite likely that when she turned round and looked 
at him she would draw back after all. The sweetness of the air and the 
greenness of the leaves daunted him. Already on the walk from the sta-
tion the May sunshine had made him feel dirty and etiolated, a creature 
of indoors, with the sooty dust of London in the pores of his skin. It 
occurred to him that till now she had probably never seen him in broad 
daylight in the open. They came to the fallen tree that she had spoken 
of. The girl hopped over and forced apart the bushes, in which there did 
not seem to be an opening. When Winston followed her, he found that 
they were in a natural clearing, a tiny grassy knoll surrounded by tall 
saplings that shut it in completely. The girl stopped and turned.

‘Here we are,’ she said.
He was facing her at several paces’ distance. As yet he did not dare 

move nearer to her.
‘I didn’t want to say anything in the lane,’ she went on, ‘in case there’s 

a mike hidden there. I don’t suppose there is, but there could be. There’s 
always the chance of one of those swine recognizing your voice. We’re 
all right here.’

He still had not the courage to approach her. ‘We’re all right here?’ 
he repeated stupidly.

‘Yes. Look at the trees.’ They were small ashes, which at some time 
had been cut down and had sprouted up again into a forest of poles, 
none of them thicker than one’s wrist. ‘There’s nothing big enough to 
hide a mike in. Besides, I’ve been here before.’

Winston picked his way up the lane through dappled light and shade, 
stepping out into pools of gold wherever the boughs parted. Under the 
trees to the left of him the ground was misty with bluebells. The air 
seemed to kiss one’s skin. It was the second of May. From somewhere 
deeper in the heart of the wood came the droning of ring-doves.

He was a bit early. There had been no difficulties about the journey, 
and the girl was so evidently experienced that he was less frightened 
than he would normally have been. Presumably she could be trusted 
to find a safe place. In general you could not assume that you were 
much safer in the country than in London. There were no telescreens, 
of course, but there was always the danger of concealed microphones by 
which your voice might be picked up and recognized; besides, it was not 
easy to make a journey by yourself without attracting attention. For dis-
tances of less than 100 kilometres it was not necessary to get your pass-
port endorsed, but sometimes there were patrols hanging about the rail-
way stations, who examined the papers of any Party member they found 
there and asked awkward questions. However, no patrols had appeared, 
and on the walk from the station he had made sure by cautious back-
ward glances that he was not being followed. The train was full of proles, 
in holiday mood because of the summery weather. The wooden-seat-
ed carriage in which he travelled was filled to overflowing by a single 
enormous family, ranging from a toothless great-grandmother to a 
month-old baby, going out to spend an afternoon with ‘in-laws’ in the 
country, and, as they freely explained to Winston, to get hold of a little 
black-market butter.

The lane widened, and in a minute he came to the footpath she had 
told him of, a mere cattle-track which plunged between the bushes. He 
had no watch, but it could not be fifteen yet. The bluebells were so thick 
underfoot that it was impossible not to tread on them. He knelt down 
and began picking some partly to pass the time away, but also from a 
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MINIPEACEFUL, and MINILOVELY, simply because -TRUEFUL, -PAXFUL, 
and -LOVEFUL were slightly awkward to pronounce. In principle, how-
ever, all B words could inflect, and all inflected in exactly the same way.

Some of the B words had highly subtilized meanings, barely intelligible 
to anyone who had not mastered the language as a whole. Consider, 
for example, such a typical sentence from a ‘Times’ leading article as 
OLDTHINKERS UNBELLYFEEL INGSOC. The shortest rendering that one 
could make of this in Oldspeak would be: ‘Those whose ideas were 
formed before the Revolution cannot have a full emotional under-
standing of the principles of English Socialism.’ But this is not an ade-
quate translation. To begin with, in order to grasp the full meaning of 
the Newspeak sentence quoted above, one would have to have a clear 
idea of what is meant by INGSOC. And in addition, only a person thor-
oughly grounded in Ingsoc could appreciate the full force of the word 
BELLYFEEL, which implied a blind, enthusiastic acceptance difficult to 
imagine today; or of the word OLDTHINK, which was inextricably mixed 
up with the idea of wickedness and decadence. But the special function 
of certain Newspeak words, of which OLDTHINK was one, was not so 
much to express meanings as to destroy them. These words, necessarily 
few in number, had had their meanings extended until they contained 
within themselves whole batteries of words which, as they were suffi-
ciently covered by a single comprehensive term, could now be scrapped 
and forgotten. The greatest difficulty facing the compilers of the 
Newspeak Dictionary was not to invent new words, but, having invent-
ed them, to make sure what they meant: to make sure, that is to say, 
what ranges of words they cancelled by their existence.

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 HONOUR, 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 con-
cepts of liberty and equality, for instance, were contained in the single 
word CRIMETHINK, while all words grouping themselves round the con-
cepts of objectivity and rationalism were contained in the single word 
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 

the need for rapid and easy speech. A word which was difficult to utter, 
or was liable to be incorrectly heard, was held to be ipso facto a bad 
word; occasionally therefore, for the sake of euphony, extra letters were 
inserted into a word or an archaic formation was retained. But this need 
made itself felt chiefly in connexion with the B vocabulary. WHY so great 
an importance was attached to ease of pronunciation will be made clear 
later in this essay.

THE B VOCABULARY. The B vocabulary consisted of words which had 
been deliberately constructed for political purposes: words, that is to say,
which not only had in every case a political implication, but were 
intended to impose a desirable mental attitude upon the person using 
them. Without a full understanding of the principles of Ingsoc it was 
difficult to use these words correctly. In some cases they could be trans-
lated into Oldspeak, or even into words taken from the A vocabulary, 
but this usually demanded a long paraphrase and always involved the 
loss of certain overtones. The B words were a sort of verbal shorthand, 
often packing whole ranges of ideas into a few syllables, and at the same 
time more accurate and forcible than ordinary language.

The B words were in all cases compound words. [Compound words such 
as SPEAKWRITE, were of course to be found in the A vocabulary, but 
these were merely convenient abbreviations and had no special ideolog-
ical colour.] They consisted of two or more words, or portions of words, 
welded together in an easily pronounceable form. The resulting amal-
gam was always a noun-verb, and inflected according to the ordinary 
rules. To take a single example: the word GOODTHINK, meaning, very 
roughly, ‘orthodoxy’, or, if one chose to regard it as a verb, ‘to think in 
an orthodox manner’. This inflected as follows: noun-verb, GOODTHINK; 
past tense and past participle, GOODTHINKED; present participle, GOOD-
THINKING; adjective, GOODTHINKFUL; adverb, GOODTHINKWISE; verbal 
noun, GOODTHINKER.

The B words were not constructed on any etymological plan. The 
words of which they were made up could be any parts of speech, and 
could be placed in any order and mutilated in any way which made 
them easy to pronounce while indicating their derivation. In the word 
CRIMETHINK (thoughtcrime), for instance, the THINK came second, 
whereas in THINKPOL (Thought Police) it came first, and in the latter 
word POLICE had lost its second syllable. Because of the great difficul-
ty in securing euphony, irregular formations were commoner in the B 
vocabulary than in the A vocabulary. For example, the adjective forms 
of MINITRUE, MINIPAX, and MINILUV were, respectively, MINITRUTHFUL, 
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2928

He had to be back at work by fourteen-thirty.
Curiously, the chiming of the hour seemed to have put new heart 

into him. He was a lonely ghost uttering a truth that nobody would 
ever hear. But so long as he uttered it, in some obscure way the continu-
ity was not broken. It was not by making yourself heard but by staying 
sane that you carried on the human heritage. He went back to the table, 
dipped his pen, and wrote:

 
To the future or to the past, to a time when thought is free, when 
menare different from one another and do not live alone—to a time 
when truth exists and what is done cannot be undone: From the age 
of uniformity, from the age of solitude, from the age of Big Brother, 
from the age of doublethink—greetings!

He was already dead, he reflected. It seemed to him that it was only 
now, when he had begun to be able to formulate his thoughts, that he 
had taken the decisive step. The consequences of every act are included 
in the act itself. He wrote:

 
Thoughtcrime does not entail death: thoughtcrime IS death. 

Now he had recognized himself as a dead man it became import-
ant to stay alive as long as possible. Two fingers of his right hand were 
inkstained. It was exactly the kind of detail that might betray you. 
Some nosing zealot in the Ministry (a woman, probably: someone like 
the little sandy-haired woman or the dark-haired girl from the Fiction 
Department) might start wondering why he had been writing during 
the lunch interval, why he had used an old-fashioned pen, WHAT he had 
been writing—and then drop a hint in the appropriate quarter. He went 
to the bathroom and carefully scrubbed the ink away with the gritty 
dark-brown soap which rasped your skin like sandpaper and was there-
fore well adapted for this purpose.

He put the diary away in the drawer. It was quite useless to think of 
hiding it, but he could at least make sure whether or not its existence 
had been discovered. A hair laid across the page-ends was too obvious. 
With the tip of his finger he picked up an identifiable grain of whitish 
dust and deposited it on the corner of the cover, where it was bound to 
be shaken off if the book was moved.

reverberating roar. About twenty or thirty of them a week were fall-
ing on London at present.

Down in the street the wind flapped the torn poster to and fro, and 
the word INGSOC fitfully appeared and vanished. Ingsoc. The sacred 
principles of Ingsoc. Newspeak, doublethink, the mutability of the past. 
He felt as though he were wandering in the forests of the sea bottom, 
lost in a monstrous world where he himself was the monster. He was 
alone. The past was dead, the future was unimaginable. What certainty 
had he that a single human creature now living was on his side? And 
what way of knowing that the dominion of the Party would not endure 
FOR EVER? Like an answer, the threeslogans on the white face of the 
Ministry of Truth came back to him:

WAR IS PEACE
FREEDOM IS SLAVERY

IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH

He took a twenty-five cent piece out of his pocket. There, too, in tiny 
clear lettering, the same slogans were inscribed, and on the other face of 
the coin the head of Big Brother. Even from the coin the eyes pursued 
you. On coins, on stamps, on the covers of books, on banners, on post-
ers, and on the wrappings of a cigarette packet—everywhere. Always 
the eyes watching you and the voice enveloping you. Asleep or awake, 
working or eating, indoors or out of doors, in the bath or in bed—no 
escape. Nothing was your own except the few cubic centimetres inside 
your skull.

The sun had shifted round, and the myriad windows of the Ministry 
of Truth, with the light no longer shining on them, looked grim as the 
loopholes of a fortress. His heart quailed before the enormous pyrami-
dal shape. It was too strong, it could not be stormed. A thousand rocket 
bombs would not batter it down. He wondered again for whom he was 
writing the diary. For the future, for the past—for an age that might 
be imaginary. And in front of him there lay not death but annihilation. 
The diary would be reduced to ashes and himself to vapour. Only the 
Thought Police would read what he had written, before they wiped it 
out of existence and out of memory. How could you make appeal to the 
future when not a trace of you, not even an anonymous word scribbled 
on a piece of paper, could physically survive?

The telescreen struck fourteen. He must leave in ten minutes.  
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