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1984 

Chapter 1 

It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking thirteen. 

Winston Smith, his chin nuzzled into his breast in an effort to escape the 

vile wind, slipped quickly through the glass doors of Victory Mansions, 

though not quickly enough to prevent a swirl of gritty dust from entering 

along with him. 

 

The hallway smelt of boiled cabbage and old rag mats. At one end of it a 

coloured poster, too large for indoor display, had been tacked to the wall. 

It depicted simply an enormous face, more than a metre wide: the face of a 

man of about forty-five, with a heavy black moustache and ruggedly handsome 

features. Winston made for the stairs. It was no use trying the lift. Even 

at the best of times it was seldom working, and at present the electric 

current was cut off during daylight hours. It was part of the economy drive 

in preparation for Hate Week. The flat was seven flights up, and Winston, 

who was thirty-nine and had a varicose ulcer above his right ankle, went 

slowly, resting several times on the way. On each landing, opposite the 

lift-shaft, the poster with the enormous face gazed from the wall. It was 

one of those pictures which are so contrived that the eyes follow you about 

when you move. BIG BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the caption beneath it ran. 

 

Inside the flat a fruity voice was reading out a list of figures which had 

something to do with the production of pig-iron. The voice came from an 

oblong metal plaque like a dulled mirror which formed part of the surface 

of the right-hand wall. Winston turned a switch and the voice sank 

somewhat, though the words were still distinguishable. The instrument 

(the telescreen, it was called) could be dimmed, but there was no way of 

shutting it off completely. He moved over to the window: a smallish, frail 

figure, the meagreness of his body merely emphasized by the blue overalls 

which were the uniform of the party. His hair was very fair, his face 

naturally sanguine, his skin roughened by coarse soap and blunt razor 

blades and the cold of the winter that had just ended. 

 

Outside, even through the shut window-pane, the world looked cold. Down in 

the street little eddies of wind were whirling dust and torn paper into 

spirals, and though the sun was shining and the sky a harsh blue, there 

seemed to be no colour in anything, except the posters that were plastered 

everywhere. The black-moustachio'd face gazed down from every commanding 

corner. There was one on the house-front immediately opposite. BIG BROTHER 

IS WATCHING YOU, the caption said, while the dark eyes looked deep into 

Winston's own. Down at street level another poster, torn at one corner, 

flapped fitfully in the wind, alternately covering and uncovering the 

single word INGSOC. In the far distance a helicopter skimmed down between 

the roofs, hovered for an instant like a bluebottle, and darted away again 

with a curving flight. It was the police patrol, snooping into people's 

windows. The patrols did not matter, however. Only the Thought Police 



mattered. 

 

Behind Winston's back the voice from the telescreen was still babbling away 

about pig-iron and the overfulfilment of the Ninth Three-Year Plan. The 

telescreen received and transmitted simultaneously. Any sound that Winston 

made, above the level of a very low whisper, would be picked up by it, 

moreover, so long as he remained within the field of vision which the metal 

plaque commanded, he could be seen as well as heard. There was of course 

no way of knowing whether you were being watched at any given moment. How 

often, or on what system, the Thought Police plugged in on any individual 

wire was guesswork. It was even conceivable that they watched everybody all 

the time. But at any rate they could plug in your wire whenever they wanted 

to. You had to live--did live, from habit that became instinct--in the 

assumption that every sound you made was overheard, and, except in 

darkness, every movement scrutinized. 

 

Winston kept his back turned to the telescreen. It was safer; though, as he 

well knew, even a back can be revealing. A kilometre away the Ministry of 

Truth, his place of work, towered vast and white above the grimy landscape. 

This, he thought with a sort of vague distaste--this was London, chief 

city of Airstrip One, itself the third most populous of the provinces of 

Oceania. He tried to squeeze out some childhood memory that should tell him 

whether London had always been quite like this. Were there always these 

vistas of rotting nineteenth-century houses, their sides shored up with 

baulks of timber, their windows patched with cardboard and their roofs 

with corrugated iron, their crazy garden walls sagging in all directions? 

And the bombed sites where the plaster dust swirled in the air and the 

willow-herb straggled over the heaps of rubble; and the places where the 

bombs had cleared a larger patch and there had sprung up sordid colonies 

of wooden dwellings like chicken-houses? But it was no use, he could not 

remember: nothing remained of his childhood except a series of bright-lit 

tableaux occurring against no background and mostly unintelligible. 

 

The Ministry of Truth--Minitrue, in Newspeak [Newspeak was the official 

language of Oceania. For an account of its structure and etymology see 

Appendix.]--was startlingly different from any other object in sight. It 

was an enormous pyramidal structure of glittering white concrete, soaring 

up, terrace after terrace, 300 metres into the air. From where Winston 

stood it was just possible to read, picked out on its white face in 

elegant lettering, the three slogans of the Party: 

 

 

  WAR IS PEACE 

  FREEDOM IS SLAVERY 

  IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH 

 

 

The Ministry of Truth contained, it was said, three thousand rooms above 

ground level, and corresponding ramifications below. Scattered about London 



there were just three other buildings of similar appearance and size. So 

completely did they dwarf the surrounding architecture that from the roof 

of Victory Mansions you could see all four of them simultaneously. They 

were the homes of the four Ministries between which the entire apparatus 

of government was divided. The Ministry of Truth, which concerned itself 

with news, entertainment, education, and the fine arts. The Ministry of 

Peace, which concerned itself with war. The Ministry of Love, which 

maintained law and order. And the Ministry of Plenty, which was responsible 

for economic affairs. Their names, in Newspeak: Minitrue, Minipax, Miniluv, 

and Miniplenty. 

 

The Ministry of Love was the really frightening one. There were no windows 

in it at all. Winston had never been inside the Ministry of Love, nor 

within half a kilometre of it. It was a place impossible to enter except 

on official business, and then only by penetrating through a maze of 

barbed-wire entanglements, steel doors, and hidden machine-gun nests. Even 

the streets leading up to its outer barriers were roamed by gorilla-faced 

guards in black uniforms, armed with jointed truncheons. 

 

Winston turned round abruptly. He had set his features into the 

expression of quiet optimism which it was advisable to wear when facing 

the telescreen. He crossed the room into the tiny kitchen. By leaving 

the Ministry at this time of day he had sacrificed his lunch in the 

canteen, and he was aware that there was no food in the kitchen except 

a hunk of dark-coloured bread which had got to be saved for tomorrow's 

breakfast. He took down from the shelf a bottle of colourless liquid 

with a plain white label marked VICTORY GIN. It gave off a sickly, oily 

smell, as of Chinese rice-spirit. Winston poured out nearly a teacupful, 

nerved himself for a shock, and gulped it down like a dose of medicine. 

 

Instantly his face turned scarlet and the water ran out of his eyes. The 

stuff was like nitric acid, and moreover, in swallowing it one had the 

sensation of being hit on the back of the head with a rubber club. The 

next moment, however, the burning in his belly died down and the world 

began to look more cheerful. He took a cigarette from a crumpled packet 

marked VICTORY CIGARETTES and incautiously held it upright, whereupon the 

tobacco fell out on to the floor. With the next he was more successful. 

He went back to the living-room and sat down at a small table that stood 

to the left of the telescreen. From the table drawer he took out a 

penholder, a bottle of ink, and a thick, quarto-sized blank book with a 

red back and a marbled cover. 

 

For some reason the telescreen in the living-room was in an unusual 

position. Instead of being placed, as was normal, in the end wall, where 

it could command the whole room, it was in the longer wall, opposite the 

window. To one side of it there was a shallow alcove in which Winston 

was now sitting, and which, when the flats were built, had probably been 

intended to hold bookshelves. By sitting in the alcove, and keeping well 

back, Winston was able to remain outside the range of the telescreen, so 



far as sight went. He could be heard, of course, but so long as he stayed 

in his present position he could not be seen. It was partly the unusual 

geography of the room that had suggested to him the thing that he was now 

about to do. 

 

But it had also been suggested by the book that he had just taken out of 

the drawer. It was a peculiarly beautiful book. Its smooth creamy paper, 

a little yellowed by age, was of a kind that had not been manufactured for 

at least forty years past. He could guess, however, that the book was much 

older than that. He had seen it lying in the window of a frowsy little 

junk-shop in a slummy quarter of the town (just what quarter he did not 

now remember) and had been stricken immediately by an overwhelming desire 

to possess it. Party members were supposed not to go into ordinary shops 

('dealing on the free market', it was called), but the rule was not 

strictly kept, because there were various things, such as shoelaces and 

razor blades, which it was impossible to get hold of in any other way. He 

had given a quick glance up and down the street and then had slipped inside 

and bought the book for two dollars fifty. At the time he was not conscious 

of wanting it for any particular purpose. He had carried it guiltily home 

in his briefcase. Even with nothing written in it, it was a compromising 

possession. 

 

The thing that he was about to do was to open a diary. This was not illegal 

(nothing was illegal, since there were no longer any laws), but if detected 

it was reasonably certain that it would be punished by death, or at least 

by twenty-five years in a forced-labour camp. Winston fitted a nib into 

the penholder and sucked it to get the grease off. The pen was an archaic 

instrument, seldom used even for signatures, and he had procured one, 

furtively and with some difficulty, simply because of a feeling that the 

beautiful creamy paper deserved to be written on with a real nib instead 

of being scratched with an ink-pencil. Actually he was not used to writing 

by hand. Apart from very short notes, it was usual to dictate everything 

into the speak-write which was of course impossible for his present 

purpose. He dipped the pen into the ink and then faltered for just a 

second. A tremor had gone through his bowels. To mark the paper was the 

decisive act. In small clumsy letters he wrote: 

 

 

   April 4th, 1984. 

 

 

He sat back. A sense of complete helplessness had descended upon him. To 

begin with, he did not know with any certainty that this was 1984. It 

must be round about that date, since he was fairly sure that his age was 

thirty-nine, and he believed that he had been born in 1944 or 1945; but 

it was never possible nowadays to pin down any date within a year or two. 

 

For whom, it suddenly occurred to him to wonder, was he writing this diary? 

For the future, for the unborn. His mind hovered for a moment round the 



doubtful date on the page, and then fetched up with a bump against the 

Newspeak word DOUBLETHINK. For the first time the magnitude of what he had 

undertaken came home to him. How could you communicate with the future? It 

was of its nature impossible. Either the future would resemble the present, 

in which case it would not listen to him: or it would be different from it, 

and his predicament would be meaningless. 

 

For some time he sat gazing stupidly at the paper. The telescreen had 

changed over to strident military music. It was curious that he seemed 

not merely to have lost the power of expressing himself, but even to have 

forgotten what it was that he had originally intended to say. For weeks 

past he had been making ready for this moment, and it had never crossed 

his mind that anything would be needed except courage. The actual writing 

would be easy. All he had to do was to transfer to paper the interminable 

restless monologue that had been running inside his head, literally for 

years. At this moment, however, even the monologue had dried up. Moreover 

his varicose ulcer had begun itching unbearably. He dared not scratch it, 

because if he did so it always became inflamed. The seconds were ticking 

by. He was conscious of nothing except the blankness of the page in front 

of him, the itching of the skin above his ankle, the blaring of the music, 

and a slight booziness caused by the gin. 

 

Suddenly he began writing in sheer panic, only imperfectly aware of what 

he was setting down. His small but childish handwriting straggled up and 

down the page, shedding first its capital letters and finally even its 

full stops: 

 

 

   April 4th, 1984. Last night to the flicks. All war films. One very good 

one of a ship full of refugees being bombed somewhere in the Mediterranean. 

Audience much amused by shots of a great huge fat man trying to swim away 

with a helicopter after him, first you saw him wallowing along in the 

water like a porpoise, then you saw him through the helicopters gunsights, 

then he was full of holes and the sea round him turned pink and he sank as 

suddenly as though the holes had let in the water, audience shouting with 

laughter when he sank. then you saw a lifeboat full of children with a 

helicopter hovering over it. there was a middle-aged woman might have been 

a jewess sitting up in the bow with a little boy about three years old in 

her arms. little boy screaming with fright and hiding his head between her 

breasts as if he was trying to burrow right into her and the woman putting 

her arms round him and comforting him although she was blue with fright 

herself, all the time covering him up as much as possible as if she thought 

her arms could keep the bullets off him. then the helicopter planted a 20 

kilo bomb in among them terrific flash and the boat went all to matchwood. 

then there was a wonderful shot of a child's arm going up up up right up 

into the air a helicopter with a camera in its nose must have followed it 

up and there was a lot of applause from the party seats but a woman down in 

the prole part of the house suddenly started kicking up a fuss and shouting 

they didnt oughter of showed it not in front of kids they didnt it aint 



right not in front of kids it aint until the police turned her turned her 

out i dont suppose anything happened to her nobody cares what the proles 

say typical prole reaction they never---- 

 

 

Winston stopped writing, partly because he was suffering from cramp. He did 

not know what had made him pour out this stream of rubbish. But the curious 

thing was that while he was doing so a totally different memory had 

clarified itself in his mind, to the point where he almost felt equal to 

writing it down. It was, he now realized, because of this other incident 

that he had suddenly decided to come home and begin the diary today. 

 

It had happened that morning at the Ministry, if anything so nebulous could 

be said to happen. 

 

It was nearly eleven hundred, and in the Records Department, where Winston 

worked, they were dragging the chairs out of the cubicles and grouping them 

in the centre of the hall opposite the big telescreen, in preparation for 

the Two Minutes Hate. Winston was just taking his place in one of the 

middle rows when two people whom he knew by sight, but had never spoken 

to, came unexpectedly into the room. One of them was a girl whom he often 

passed in the corridors. He did not know her name, but he knew that she 

worked in the Fiction Department. Presumably--since he had sometimes seen 

her with oily hands and carrying a spanner--she had some mechanical job 

on one of the novel-writing machines. She was a bold-looking girl, of 

about twenty-seven, with thick hair, a freckled face, and swift, athletic 

movements. A narrow scarlet sash, emblem of the Junior Anti-Sex League, was 

wound several times round the waist of her overalls, just tightly enough to 

bring out the shapeliness of her hips. Winston had disliked her from the 

very first moment of seeing her. He knew the reason. It was because of the 

atmosphere of hockey-fields and cold baths and community hikes and general 

clean-mindedness which she managed to carry about with her. He disliked 

nearly all women, and especially the young and pretty ones. It was always 

the women, and above all the young ones, who were the most bigoted 

adherents of the Party, the swallowers of slogans, the amateur spies and 

nosers-out of unorthodoxy. But this particular girl gave him the impression 

of being more dangerous than most. Once when they passed in the corridor 

she gave him a quick sidelong glance which seemed to pierce right into 

him and for a moment had filled him with black terror. The idea had even 

crossed his mind that she might be an agent of the Thought Police. That, 

it was true, was very unlikely. Still, he continued to feel a peculiar 

uneasiness, which had fear mixed up in it as well as hostility, whenever 

she was anywhere near him. 

 

The other person was a man named O'Brien, a member of the Inner Party and 

holder of some post so important and remote that Winston had only a dim 

idea of its nature. A momentary hush passed over the group of people 

round the chairs as they saw the black overalls of an Inner Party member 

approaching. O'Brien was a large, burly man with a thick neck and a coarse, 



humorous, brutal face. In spite of his formidable appearance he had a 

certain charm of manner. He had a trick of resettling his spectacles on 

his nose which was curiously disarming--in some indefinable way, curiously 

civilized. It was a gesture which, if anyone had still thought in such 

terms, might have recalled an eighteenth-century nobleman offering his 

snuffbox. Winston had seen O'Brien perhaps a dozen times in almost as many 

years. He felt deeply drawn to him, and not solely because he was intrigued 

by the contrast between O'Brien's urbane manner and his prize-fighter's 

physique. Much more it was because of a secretly held belief--or perhaps 

not even a belief, merely a hope--that O'Brien's political orthodoxy was 

not perfect. Something in his face suggested it irresistibly. And again, 

perhaps it was not even unorthodoxy that was written in his face, but 

simply intelligence. But at any rate he had the appearance of being a 

person that you could talk to if somehow you could cheat the telescreen and 

get him alone. Winston had never made the smallest effort to verify this 

guess: indeed, there was no way of doing so. At this moment O'Brien glanced 

at his wrist-watch, saw that it was nearly eleven hundred, and evidently 

decided to stay in the Records Department until the Two Minutes Hate was 

over. He took a chair in the same row as Winston, a couple of places away. 

A small, sandy-haired woman who worked in the next cubicle to Winston was 

between them. The girl with dark hair was sitting immediately behind. 

 

The next moment a hideous, grinding speech, as of some monstrous machine 

running without oil, burst from the big telescreen at the end of the room. 

It was a noise that set one's teeth on edge and bristled the hair at the 

back of one's neck. The Hate had started. 

 

As usual, the face of Emmanuel Goldstein, the Enemy of the People, had 

flashed on to the screen. There were hisses here and there among the 

audience. The little sandy-haired woman gave a squeak of mingled fear and 

disgust. Goldstein was the renegade and backslider who once, long ago 

(how long ago, nobody quite remembered), had been one of the leading 

figures of the Party, almost on a level with Big Brother himself, and 

then had engaged in counter-revolutionary activities, had been condemned 

to death, and had mysteriously escaped and disappeared. The programmes 

of the Two Minutes Hate varied from day to day, but there was none in 

which Goldstein was not the principal figure. He was the primal traitor, 

the earliest defiler of the Party's purity. All subsequent crimes against 

the Party, all treacheries, acts of sabotage, heresies, deviations, 

sprang directly out of his teaching. Somewhere or other he was still 

alive and hatching his conspiracies: perhaps somewhere beyond the sea, 

under the protection of his foreign paymasters, perhaps even--so it was 

occasionally rumoured--in some hiding-place in Oceania itself. 

 

Winston's diaphragm was constricted. He could never see the face of 

Goldstein without a painful mixture of emotions. It was a lean Jewish face, 

with a great fuzzy aureole of white hair and a small goatee beard--a 

clever face, and yet somehow inherently despicable, with a kind of senile 

silliness in the long thin nose, near the end of which a pair of spectacles 



was perched. It resembled the face of a sheep, and the voice, too, had a 

sheep-like quality. Goldstein was delivering his usual venomous attack 

upon the doctrines of the Party--an attack so exaggerated and perverse that 

a child should have been able to see through it, and yet just plausible 

enough to fill one with an alarmed feeling that other people, less 

level-headed than oneself, might be taken in by it. He was abusing Big 

Brother, he was denouncing the dictatorship of the Party, he was demanding 

the immediate conclusion of peace with Eurasia, he was advocating freedom 

of speech, freedom of the Press, freedom of assembly, freedom of thought, 

he was crying hysterically that the revolution had been betrayed--and all 

this in rapid polysyllabic speech which was a sort of parody of the 

habitual style of the orators of the Party, and even contained Newspeak 

words: more Newspeak words, indeed, than any Party member would normally 

use in real life. And all the while, lest one should be in any doubt as to 

the reality which Goldstein's specious claptrap covered, behind his head on 

the telescreen there marched the endless columns of the Eurasian army--row 

after row of solid-looking men with expressionless Asiatic faces, who swam 

up to the surface of the screen and vanished, to be replaced by others 

exactly similar. The dull rhythmic tramp of the soldiers' boots formed the 

background to Goldstein's bleating voice. 

 

Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncontrollable 

exclamations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. 

The self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying power 

of the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: besides, 

the sight or even the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger 

automatically. He was an object of hatred more constant than either Eurasia 

or Eastasia, since when Oceania was at war with one of these Powers it was 

generally at peace with the other. But what was strange was that although 

Goldstein was hated and despised by everybody, although every day and a 

thousand times a day, on platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, 

in books, his theories were refuted, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the 

general gaze for the pitiful rubbish that they were--in spite of all this, 

his influence never seemed to grow less. Always there were fresh dupes 

waiting to be seduced by him. A day never passed when spies and saboteurs 

acting under his directions were not unmasked by the Thought Police. 

He was the commander of a vast shadowy army, an underground network of 

conspirators dedicated to the overthrow of the State. The Brotherhood, its 

name was supposed to be. There were also whispered stories of a terrible 

book, a compendium of all the heresies, of which Goldstein was the author 

and which circulated clandestinely here and there. It was a book without a 

title. People referred to it, if at all, simply as THE BOOK. But one knew 

of such things only through vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor 

THE BOOK was a subject that any ordinary Party member would mention if 

there was a way of avoiding it. 

 

In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up and 

down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort 

to drown the maddening bleating voice that came from the screen. The little 



sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her mouth was opening and 

shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O'Brien's heavy face was flushed. 

He was sitting very straight in his chair, his powerful chest swelling and 

quivering as though he were standing up to the assault of a wave. The 

dark-haired girl behind Winston had begun crying out 'Swine! Swine! Swine!' 

and suddenly she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the 

screen. It struck Goldstein's nose and bounced off; the voice continued 

inexorably. In a lucid moment Winston found that he was shouting with the 

others and kicking his heel violently against the rung of his chair. The 

horrible thing about the Two Minutes Hate was not that one was obliged to 

act a part, but, on the contrary, that it was impossible to avoid joining 

in. Within thirty seconds any pretence was always unnecessary. A hideous 

ecstasy of fear and vindictiveness, a desire to kill, to torture, to smash 

faces in with a sledge-hammer, seemed to flow through the whole group of 

people like an electric current, turning one even against one's will into 

a grimacing, screaming lunatic. And yet the rage that one felt was an 

abstract, undirected emotion which could be switched from one object to 

another like the flame of a blowlamp. Thus, at one moment Winston's hatred 

was not turned against Goldstein at all, but, on the contrary, against 

Big Brother, the Party, and the Thought Police; and at such moments his 

heart went out to the lonely, derided heretic on the screen, sole guardian 

of truth and sanity in a world of lies. And yet the very next instant he 

was at one with the people about him, and all that was said of Goldstein 

seemed to him to be true. At those moments his secret loathing of Big 

Brother changed into adoration, and Big Brother seemed to tower up, an 

invincible, fearless protector, standing like a rock against the hordes 

of Asia, and Goldstein, in spite of his isolation, his helplessness, and 

the doubt that hung about his very existence, seemed like some sinister 

enchanter, capable by the mere power of his voice of wrecking the structure 

of civilization. 

 

It was even possible, at moments, to switch one's hatred this way or that 

by a voluntary act. Suddenly, by the sort of violent effort with which one 

wrenches one's head away from the pillow in a nightmare, Winston succeeded 

in transferring his hatred from the face on the screen to the dark-haired 

girl behind him. Vivid, beautiful hallucinations flashed through his mind. 

He would flog her to death with a rubber truncheon. He would tie her naked 

to a stake and shoot her full of arrows like Saint Sebastian. He would 

ravish her and cut her throat at the moment of climax. Better than before, 

moreover, he realized WHY it was that he hated her. He hated her because 

she was young and pretty and sexless, because he wanted to go to bed with 

her and would never do so, because round her sweet supple waist, which 

seemed to ask you to encircle it with your arm, there was only the odious 

scarlet sash, aggressive symbol of chastity. 

 

The Hate rose to its climax. The voice of Goldstein had become an actual 

sheep's bleat, and for an instant the face changed into that of a sheep. 

Then the sheep-face melted into the figure of a Eurasian soldier who seemed 

to be advancing, huge and terrible, his sub-machine gun roaring, and 



seeming to spring out of the surface of the screen, so that some of the 

people in the front row actually flinched backwards in their seats. But 

in the same moment, drawing a deep sigh of relief from everybody, the 

hostile figure melted into the face of Big Brother, black-haired, 

black-moustachio'd, full of power and mysterious calm, and so vast that 

it almost filled up the screen. Nobody heard what Big Brother was saying. 

It was merely a few words of encouragement, the sort of words that are 

uttered in the din of battle, not distinguishable individually but 

restoring confidence by the fact of being spoken. Then the face of Big 

Brother faded away again, and instead the three slogans of the Party stood 

out in bold capitals: 

 

 

  WAR IS PEACE 

  FREEDOM IS SLAVERY 

  IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH 

 

 

But the face of Big Brother seemed to persist for several seconds on the 

screen, as though the impact that it had made on everyone's eyeballs was 

too vivid to wear off immediately. The little sandy-haired woman had flung 

herself forward over the back of the chair in front of her. With a 

tremulous murmur that sounded like 'My Saviour!' she extended her arms 

towards the screen. Then she buried her face in her hands. It was apparent 

that she was uttering a prayer. 

 

At this moment the entire group of people broke into a deep, slow, 

rhythmical chant of 'B-B!...B-B!'--over and over again, very slowly, with a 

long pause between the first 'B' and the second--a heavy, murmurous sound, 

somehow curiously savage, in the background of which one seemed to hear the 

stamp of naked feet and the throbbing of tom-toms. For perhaps as much as 

thirty seconds they kept it up. It was a refrain that was often heard in 

moments of overwhelming emotion. Partly it was a sort of hymn to the wisdom 

and majesty of Big Brother, but still more it was an act of self-hypnosis, 

a deliberate drowning of consciousness by means of rhythmic noise. 

Winston's entrails seemed to grow cold. In the Two Minutes Hate he could 

not help sharing in the general delirium, but this sub-human chanting of 

'B-B!...B-B!' always filled him with horror. Of course he chanted with the 

rest: it was impossible to do otherwise. To dissemble your feelings, to 

control your face, to do what everyone else was doing, was an instinctive 

reaction. But there was a space of a couple of seconds during which the 

expression of his eyes might conceivably have betrayed him. And it was 

exactly at this moment that the significant thing happened--if, indeed, 

it did happen. 

 

Momentarily he caught O'Brien's eye. O'Brien had stood up. He had taken 

off his spectacles and was in the act of resettling them on his nose with 

his characteristic gesture. But there was a fraction of a second when 

their eyes met, and for as long as it took to happen Winston knew--yes, he 



KNEW!--that O'Brien was thinking the same thing as himself. An unmistakable 

message had passed. It was as though their two minds had opened and the 

thoughts were flowing from one into the other through their eyes. 'I am 

with you,' O'Brien seemed to be saying to him. 'I know precisely what you 

are feeling. I know all about your contempt, your hatred, your disgust. 

But don't worry, I am on your side!' And then the flash of intelligence 

was gone, and O'Brien's face was as inscrutable as everybody else's. 

 

That was all, and he was already uncertain whether it had happened. Such 

incidents never had any sequel. All that they did was to keep alive in him 

the belief, or hope, that others besides himself were the enemies of the 

Party. Perhaps the rumours of vast underground conspiracies were true after 

all--perhaps the Brotherhood really existed! It was impossible, in spite 

of the endless arrests and confessions and executions, to be sure that the 

Brotherhood was not simply a myth. Some days he believed in it, some days 

not. There was no evidence, only fleeting glimpses that might mean anything 

or nothing: snatches of overheard conversation, faint scribbles on lavatory 

walls--once, even, when two strangers met, a small movement of the hand 

which had looked as though it might be a signal of recognition. It was all 

guesswork: very likely he had imagined everything. He had gone back to his 

cubicle without looking at O'Brien again. The idea of following up their 

momentary contact hardly crossed his mind. It would have been inconceivably 

dangerous even if he had known how to set about doing it. For a second, two 

seconds, they had exchanged an equivocal glance, and that was the end of 

the story. But even that was a memorable event, in the locked loneliness in 

which one had to live. 

 

Winston roused himself and sat up straighter. He let out a belch. The gin 

was rising from his stomach. 

 

His eyes re-focused on the page. He discovered that while he sat helplessly 

musing he had also been writing, as though by automatic action. And it was 

no longer the same cramped, awkward handwriting as before. His pen had slid 

voluptuously over the smooth paper, printing in large neat capitals-- 

 

 

  DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER 

  DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER 

  DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER 

  DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER 

  DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER 

 

 

over and over again, filling half a page. 

 

He could not help feeling a twinge of panic. It was absurd, since the 

writing of those particular words was not more dangerous than the initial 

act of opening the diary, but for a moment he was tempted to tear out the 

spoiled pages and abandon the enterprise altogether. 



 

He did not do so, however, because he knew that it was useless. Whether he 

wrote DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER, or whether he refrained from writing it, made 

no difference. Whether he went on with the diary, or whether he did not go 

on with it, made no difference. The Thought Police would get him just the 

same. He had committed--would still have committed, even if he had never 

set pen to paper--the essential crime that contained all others in itself. 

Thoughtcrime, they called it. Thoughtcrime was not a thing that could be 

concealed for ever. You might dodge successfully for a while, even for 

years, but sooner or later they were bound to get you. 

 

It was always at night--the arrests invariably happened at night. The 

sudden jerk out of sleep, the rough hand shaking your shoulder, the lights 

glaring in your eyes, the ring of hard faces round the bed. In the vast 

majority of cases there was no trial, no report of the arrest. People 

simply disappeared, always during the night. Your name was removed from the 

registers, every record of everything you had ever done was wiped out, your 

one-time existence was denied and then forgotten. You were abolished, 

annihilated: VAPORIZED was the usual word. 

 

For a moment he was seized by a kind of hysteria. He began writing in a 

hurried untidy scrawl: 

 

   theyll shoot me i don't care theyll shoot me in the back of the neck i 

dont care down with big brother they always shoot you in the back of the 

neck i dont care down with big brother---- 

 

He sat back in his chair, slightly ashamed of himself, and laid down 

the pen. The next moment he started violently. There was a knocking at 

the door. 

 

Already! He sat as still as a mouse, in the futile hope that whoever it was 

might go away after a single attempt. But no, the knocking was repeated. 

The worst thing of all would be to delay. His heart was thumping like a 

drum, but his face, from long habit, was probably expressionless. He got 

up and moved heavily towards the door. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter One-Brave New World 

A SQUAT grey building of only thirty-four stories. Over the main entrance the words, CENTRAL LONDON 

HATCHERY AND CONDITIONING CENTRE, and, in a shield, the World State's motto, COMMUNITY, IDENTITY, 

STABILITY. 

The enormous room on the ground floor faced towards the north. Cold for all the summer beyond the panes, for all 

the tropical heat of the room itself, a harsh thin light glared through the windows, hungrily seeking some draped lay 



figure, some pallid shape of academic goose-flesh, but finding only the glass and nickel and bleakly shining porcelain of a 

laboratory. Wintriness responded to wintriness. The overalls of the workers were white, their hands gloved with a pale 

corpse-coloured rubber. The light was frozen, dead, a ghost. Only from the yellow barrels of the microscopes did it 

borrow a certain rich and living substance, lying along the polished tubes like butter, streak after luscious streak in long 

recession down the work tables. 

 

"And this," said the Director opening the door, "is the Fertilizing Room." 

Bent over their instruments, three hundred Fertilizers were plunged, as the Director of Hatcheries and Conditioning 

entered the room, in the scarcely breathing silence, the absent-minded, soliloquizing hum or whistle, of absorbed 

concentration. A troop of newly arrived students, very young, pink and callow, followed nervously, rather abjectly, at 

the Director's heels. Each of them carried a notebook, in which, whenever the great man spoke, he desperately 

scribbled. Straight from the horse's mouth. It was a rare privilege. The D. H. C. for Central London always made a point 

of personally conducting his new students round the various departments. 

 

"Just to give you a general idea," he would explain to them. For of course some sort of general idea they must have, if 

they were to do their work intelligently–though as little of one, if they were to be good and happy members of society, 

as possible. For particulars, as every one knows, make for virtue and happiness; generalities are intellectually necessary 

evils. Not philosophers but fret-sawyers and stamp collectors compose the backbone of society. 

"To-morrow," he would add, smiling at them with a slightly menacing geniality, "you'll be settling down to serious work. 

You won't have time for generalities. Meanwhile …" 

 

Meanwhile, it was a privilege. Straight from the horse's mouth into the notebook. The boys scribbled like mad. 

Tall and rather thin but upright, the Director advanced into the room. He had a long chin and big rather prominent 

teeth, just covered, when he was not talking, by his full, floridly curved lips. Old, young? Thirty? Fifty? Fifty-five? It was 

hard to say. And anyhow the question didn't arise; in this year of stability, A. F. 632, it didn't occur to you to ask it. 

"I shall begin at the beginning," said the D.H.C. and the more zealous students recorded his intention in their notebooks: 

Begin at the beginning. "These," he waved his hand, "are the incubators." And opening an insulated door he showed 

them racks upon racks of numbered test-tubes. "The week's supply of ova. Kept," he explained, "at blood heat; whereas 

the male gametes," and here he opened another door, "they have to be kept at thirty-five instead of thirty-seven. Full 

blood heat sterilizes." Rams wrapped in theremogene beget no lambs. 

 

Still leaning against the incubators he gave them, while the pencils scurried illegibly across the pages, a brief description 

of the modern fertilizing process; spoke first, of course, of its surgical introduction–"the operation undergone 

voluntarily for the good of Society, not to mention the fact that it carries a bonus amounting to six months' salary"; 

continued with some account of the technique for preserving the excised ovary alive and actively developing; passed on 

to a consideration of optimum temperature, salinity, viscosity; referred to the liquor in which the detached and ripened 

eggs were kept; and, leading his charges to the work tables, actually showed them how this liquor was drawn off from 

the test-tubes; how it was let out drop by drop onto the specially warmed slides of the microscopes; how the eggs 

which it contained were inspected for abnormalities, counted and transferred to a porous receptacle; how (and he now 

took them to watch the operation) this receptacle was immersed in a warm bouillon containing free-swimming 

spermatozoa–at a minimum concentration of one hundred thousand per cubic centimetre, he insisted; and how, after 

ten minutes, the container was lifted out of the liquor and its contents re-examined; how, if any of the eggs remained 

unfertilized, it was again immersed, and, if necessary, yet again; how the fertilized ova went back to the incubators; 

where the Alphas and Betas remained until definitely bottled; while the Gammas, Deltas and Epsilons were brought out 

again, after only thirty-six hours, to undergo Bokanovsky's Process. 



"Bokanovsky's Process," repeated the Director, and the students underlined the words in their little notebooks. 

One egg, one embryo, one adult-normality. But a bokanovskified egg will bud, will proliferate, will divide. From eight to 

ninety-six buds, and every bud will grow into a perfectly formed embryo, and every embryo into a full-sized adult. 

Making ninety-six human beings grow where only one grew before. Progress. 

"Essentially," the D.H.C. concluded, "bokanovskification consists of a series of arrests of development. We check the 

normal growth and, paradoxically enough, the egg responds by budding." 

Responds by budding. The pencils were busy. 

 

He pointed. On a very slowly moving band a rack-full of test-tubes was entering a large metal box, another, rack-full was 

emerging. Machinery faintly purred. It took eight minutes for the tubes to go through, he told them. Eight minutes of 

hard X-rays being about as much as an egg can stand. A few died; of the rest, the least susceptible divided into two; 

most put out four buds; some eight; all were returned to the incubators, where the buds began to develop; then, after 

two days, were suddenly chilled, chilled and checked. Two, four, eight, the buds in their turn budded; and having budded 

were dosed almost to death with alcohol; consequently burgeoned again and having budded–bud out of bud out of bud–

were thereafter–further arrest being generally fatal–left to develop in peace. By which time the original egg was in a fair 

way to becoming anything from eight to ninety-six embryos– a prodigious improvement, you will agree, on nature. 

Identical twins–but not in piddling twos and threes as in the old viviparous days, when an egg would sometimes 

accidentally divide; actually by dozens, by scores at a time. 

 

"Scores," the Director repeated and flung out his arms, as though he were distributing largesse. "Scores." 

But one of the students was fool enough to ask where the advantage lay. 

"My good boy!" The Director wheeled sharply round on him. "Can't you see? Can't you see?" He raised a hand; his 

expression was solemn. "Bokanovsky's Process is one of the major instruments of social stability!" 

Major instruments of social stability. 

 

Standard men and women; in uniform batches. The whole of a small factory staffed with the products of a single 

bokanovskified egg. 

 

"Ninety-six identical twins working ninety-six identical machines!" The voice was almost tremulous with enthusiasm. 

"You really know where you are. For the first time in history." He quoted the planetary motto. "Community, Identity, 

Stability." Grand words. "If we could bokanovskify indefinitely the whole problem would be solved." 

Solved by standard Gammas, unvarying Deltas, uniform Epsilons. Millions of identical twins. The principle of mass 

production at last applied to biology. 

 

"But, alas," the Director shook his head, "we can't bokanovskify indefinitely." 

Ninety-six seemed to be the limit; seventy-two a good average. From the same ovary and with gametes of the same 

male to manufacture as many batches of identical twins as possible–that was the best (sadly a second best) that they 

could do. And even that was difficult. 

 

"For in nature it takes thirty years for two hundred eggs to reach maturity. But our business is to stabilize the 

population at this moment, here and now. Dribbling out twins over a quarter of a century–what would be the use of 

that?" 

 

Obviously, no use at all. But Podsnap's Technique had immensely accelerated the process of ripening. They could make 

sure of at least a hundred and fifty mature eggs within two years. Fertilize and bokanovskify–in other words, multiply by 



seventy-two–and you get an average of nearly eleven thousand brothers and sisters in a hundred and fifty batches of 

identical twins, all within two years of the same age. 

 

"And in exceptional cases we can make one ovary yield us over fifteen thousand adult individuals." 

Beckoning to a fair-haired, ruddy young man who happened to be passing at the moment. "Mr. Foster," he called. The 

ruddy young man approached. "Can you tell us the record for a single ovary, Mr. Foster?" 

"Sixteen thousand and twelve in this Centre," Mr. Foster replied without hesitation. He spoke very quickly, had a 

vivacious blue eye, and took an evident pleasure in quoting figures. "Sixteen thousand and twelve; in one hundred and 

eighty-nine batches of identicals. But of course they've done much better," he rattled on, "in some of the tropical 

Centres. Singapore has often produced over sixteen thousand five hundred; and Mombasa has actually touched the 

seventeen thousand mark. But then they have unfair advantages. You should see the way a negro ovary responds to 

pituitary! It's quite astonishing, when you're used to working with European material. Still," he added, with a laugh (but 

the light of combat was in his eyes and the lift of his chin was challenging), "still, we mean to beat them if we can. I'm 

working on a wonderful Delta-Minus ovary at this moment. Only just eighteen months old. Over twelve thousand seven 

hundred children already, either decanted or in embryo. And still going strong. We'll beat them yet." 

"That's the spirit I like!" cried the Director, and clapped Mr. Foster on the shoulder. "Come along with us, and give 

these boys the benefit of your expert knowledge." 

 

Mr. Foster smiled modestly. "With pleasure." They went. 

 

In the Bottling Room all was harmonious bustle and ordered activity. Flaps of fresh sow's peritoneum ready cut to the 

proper size came shooting up in little lifts from the Organ Store in the sub-basement. Whizz and then, click! the lift-

hatches hew open; the bottle-liner had only to reach out a hand, take the flap, insert, smooth-down, and before the 

lined bottle had had time to travel out of reach along the endless band, whizz, click! another flap of peritoneum had shot 

up from the depths, ready to be slipped into yet another bottle, the next of that slow interminable procession on the 

band. 

 

Next to the Liners stood the Matriculators. The procession advanced; one by one the eggs were transferred from their 

test-tubes to the larger containers; deftly the peritoneal lining was slit, the morula dropped into place, the saline 

solution poured in … and already the bottle had passed, and it was the turn of the labellers. Heredity, date of 

fertilization, membership of Bokanovsky Group–details were transferred from test-tube to bottle. No longer 

anonymous, but named, identified, the procession marched slowly on; on through an opening in the wall, slowly on into 

the Social Predestination Room. 

 

"Eighty-eight cubic metres of card-index," said Mr. Foster with relish, as they entered. 

"Containing all the relevant information," added the Director. 

"Brought up to date every morning." 

"And co-ordinated every afternoon." 

"On the basis of which they make their calculations." 

"So many individuals, of such and such quality," said Mr. Foster. 

"Distributed in such and such quantities." 

"The optimum Decanting Rate at any given moment." 

"Unforeseen wastages promptly made good." 

"Promptly," repeated Mr. Foster. "If you knew the amount of overtime I had to put in after the last Japanese 

earthquake!" He laughed goodhumouredly and shook his head. 



"The Predestinators send in their figures to the Fertilizers." 

"Who give them the embryos they ask for." 

"And the bottles come in here to be predestined in detail." 

"After which they are sent down to the Embryo Store." 

"Where we now proceed ourselves." 

And opening a door Mr. Foster led the way down a staircase into the basement. 

The temperature was still tropical. They descended into a thickening twilight. Two doors and a passage with a double 

turn insured the cellar against any possible infiltration of the day. 

"Embryos are like photograph film," said Mr. Foster waggishly, as he pushed open the second door. "They can only stand 

red light." 

 

And in effect the sultry darkness into which the students now followed him was visible and crimson, like the darkness of 

closed eyes on a summer's afternoon. The bulging flanks of row on receding row and tier above tier of bottles glinted 

with innumerable rubies, and among the rubies moved the dim red spectres of men and women with purple eyes and all 

the symptoms of lupus. The hum and rattle of machinery faintly stirred the air. 

"Give them a few figures, Mr. Foster," said the Director, who was tired of talking. 

Mr. Foster was only too happy to give them a few figures. 

 

Two hundred and twenty metres long, two hundred wide, ten high. He pointed upwards. Like chickens drinking, the 

students lifted their eyes towards the distant ceiling. 

Three tiers of racks: ground floor level, first gallery, second gallery. 

The spidery steel-work of gallery above gallery faded away in all directions into the dark. Near them three red ghosts 

were busily unloading demijohns from a moving staircase. 

The escalator from the Social Predestination Room. 

Each bottle could be placed on one of fifteen racks, each rack, though you couldn't see it, was a conveyor traveling at 

the rate of thirty-three and a third centimetres an hour. Two hundred and sixty-seven days at eight metres a day. Two 

thousand one hundred and thirty-six metres in all. One circuit of the cellar at ground level, one on the first gallery, half 

on the second, and on the two hundred and sixty-seventh morning, daylight in the Decanting Room. Independent 

existence–so called. 

"But in the interval," Mr. Foster concluded, "we've managed to do a lot to them. Oh, a very great deal." His laugh was 

knowing and triumphant. 

"That's the spirit I like," said the Director once more. "Let's walk around. You tell them everything, Mr. Foster." 

Mr. Foster duly told them. 

 

Told them of the growing embryo on its bed of peritoneum. Made them taste the rich blood surrogate on which it fed. 

Explained why it had to be stimulated with placentin and thyroxin. Told them of the corpus luteum extract. Showed 

them the jets through which at every twelfth metre from zero to 2040 it was automatically injected. Spoke of those 

gradually increasing doses of pituitary administered during the final ninety-six metres of their course. Described the 

artificial maternal circulation installed in every bottle at Metre 112; showed them the reservoir of blood-surrogate, the 

centrifugal pump that kept the liquid moving over the placenta and drove it through the synthetic lung and waste 

product filter. Referred to the embryo's troublesome tendency to anæmia, to the massive doses of hog's stomach 

extract and foetal foal's liver with which, in consequence, it had to be supplied. 

Showed them the simple mechanism by means of which, during the last two metres out of every eight, all the embryos 

were simultaneously shaken into familiarity with movement. Hinted at the gravity of the so-called "trauma of decanting," 

and enumerated the precautions taken to minimize, by a suitable training of the bottled embryo, that dangerous shock. 



Told them of the test for sex carried out in the neighborhood of Metre 200. Explained the system of labelling–a T for 

the males, a circle for the females and for those who were destined to become freemartins a question mark, black on a 

white ground. 

 

"For of course," said Mr. Foster, "in the vast majority of cases, fertility is merely a nuisance. One fertile ovary in twelve 

hundred–that would really be quite sufficient for our purposes. But we want to have a good choice. And of course one 

must always have an enormous margin of safety. So we allow as many as thirty per cent of the female embryos to 

develop normally. The others get a dose of male sex-hormone every twenty-four metres for the rest of the course. 

Result: they're decanted as freemartins–structurally quite normal (except," he had to admit, "that they do have the 

slightest tendency to grow beards), but sterile. Guaranteed sterile. Which brings us at last," continued Mr. Foster, "out 

of the realm of mere slavish imitation of nature into the much more interesting world of human invention." 

He rubbed his hands. For of course, they didn't content themselves with merely hatching out embryos: any cow could 

do that. 

 

"We also predestine and condition. We decant our babies as socialized human beings, as Alphas or Epsilons, as future 

sewage workers or future …" He was going to say "future World controllers," but correcting himself, said "future 

Directors of Hatcheries," instead. 

 

The D.H.C. acknowledged the compliment with a smile. 

They were passing Metre 320 on Rack 11. A young Beta-Minus mechanic was busy with screw-driver and spanner on 

the blood-surrogate pump of a passing bottle. The hum of the electric motor deepened by fractions of a tone as he 

turned the nuts. Down, down … A final twist, a glance at the revolution counter, and he was done. He moved two 

paces down the line and began the same process on the next pump. 

 

"Reducing the number of revolutions per minute," Mr. Foster explained. "The surrogate goes round slower; therefore 

passes through the lung at longer intervals; therefore gives the embryo less oxygen. Nothing like oxygen-shortage for 

keeping an embryo below par." Again he rubbed his hands. 

 

"But why do you want to keep the embryo below par?" asked an ingenuous student. 

"Ass!" said the Director, breaking a long silence. "Hasn't it occurred to you that an Epsilon embryo must have an Epsilon 

environment as well as an Epsilon heredity?" 

 

It evidently hadn't occurred to him. He was covered with confusion. 

"The lower the caste," said Mr. Foster, "the shorter the oxygen." The first organ affected was the brain. After that the 

skeleton. At seventy per cent of normal oxygen you got dwarfs. At less than seventy eyeless monsters. 

"Who are no use at all," concluded Mr. Foster. 

Whereas (his voice became confidential and eager), if they could discover a technique for shortening the period of 

maturation what a triumph, what a benefaction to Society! 

"Consider the horse." 

They considered it. 

 

Mature at six; the elephant at ten. While at thirteen a man is not yet sexually mature; and is only full-grown at twenty. 

Hence, of course, that fruit of delayed development, the human intelligence. 

"But in Epsilons," said Mr. Foster very justly, "we don't need human intelligence." 



Didn't need and didn't get it. But though the Epsilon mind was mature at ten, the Epsilon body was not fit to work till 

eighteen. Long years of superfluous and wasted immaturity. If the physical development could be speeded up till it was 

as quick, say, as a cow's, what an enormous saving to the Community! 

 

"Enormous!" murmured the students. Mr. Foster's enthusiasm was infectious. 

He became rather technical; spoke of the abnormal endocrine co-ordination which made men grow so slowly; 

postulated a germinal mutation to account for it. Could the effects of this germinal mutation be undone? Could the 

individual Epsilon embryo be made a revert, by a suitable technique, to the normality of dogs and cows? That was the 

problem. And it was all but solved. 

 

Pilkington, at Mombasa, had produced individuals who were sexually mature at four and full-grown at six and a half. A 

scientific triumph. But socially useless. Six-year-old men and women were too stupid to do even Epsilon work. And the 

process was an all-or-nothing one; either you failed to modify at all, or else you modified the whole way. They were still 

trying to find the ideal compromise between adults of twenty and adults of six. So far without success. Mr. Foster sighed 

and shook his head. 

 

Their wanderings through the crimson twilight had brought them to the neighborhood of Metre 170 on Rack 9. From 

this point onwards Rack 9 was enclosed and the bottle performed the remainder of their journey in a kind of tunnel, 

interrupted here and there by openings two or three metres wide. 

"Heat conditioning," said Mr. Foster. 

 

Hot tunnels alternated with cool tunnels. Coolness was wedded to discomfort in the form of hard X-rays. By the time 

they were decanted the embryos had a horror of cold. They were predestined to emigrate to the tropics, to be miner 

and acetate silk spinners and steel workers. Later on their minds would be made to endorse the judgment of their 

bodies. "We condition them to thrive on heat," concluded Mr. Foster. "Our colleagues upstairs will teach them to love 

it." 

"And that," put in the Director sententiously, "that is the secret of happiness and virtue–liking what you've got to do. All 

conditioning aims at that: making people like their unescapable social destiny." 

In a gap between two tunnels, a nurse was delicately probing with a long fine syringe into the gelatinous contents of a 

passing bottle. The students and their guides stood watching her for a few moments in silence. 

"Well, Lenina," said Mr. Foster, when at last she withdrew the syringe and straightened herself up. 

The girl turned with a start. One could see that, for all the lupus and the purple eyes, she was uncommonly pretty. 

"Henry!" Her smile flashed redly at him–a row of coral teeth. 

"Charming, charming," murmured the Director and, giving her two or three little pats, received in exchange a rather 

deferential smile for himself. 

 

"What are you giving them?" asked Mr. Foster, making his tone very professional. 

"Oh, the usual typhoid and sleeping sickness." 

"Tropical workers start being inoculated at Metre 150," Mr. Foster explained to the students. "The embryos still have 

gills. We immunize the fish against the future man's diseases." Then, turning back to Lenina, "Ten to five on the roof this 

afternoon," he said, "as usual." 

 

"Charming," said the Director once more, and, with a final pat, moved away after the others. 

On Rack 10 rows of next generation's chemical workers were being trained in the toleration of lead, caustic soda, tar, 

chlorine. The first of a batch of two hundred and fifty embryonic rocket-plane engineers was just passing the eleven 



hundred metre mark on Rack 3. A special mechanism kept their containers in constant rotation. "To improve their 

sense of balance," Mr. Foster explained. "Doing repairs on the outside of a rocket in mid-air is a ticklish job. We slacken 

off the circulation when they're right way up, so that they're half starved, and double the flow of surrogate when they're 

upside down. They learn to associate topsy-turvydom with well-being; in fact, they're only truly happy when they're 

standing on their heads. 

 

"And now," Mr. Foster went on, "I'd like to show you some very interesting conditioning for Alpha Plus Intellectuals. 

We have a big batch of them on Rack 5. First Gallery level," he called to two boys who had started to go down to the 

ground floor. 

 

"They're round about Metre 900," he explained. "You can't really do any useful intellectual conditioning till the foetuses 

have lost their tails. Follow me." 

 

But the Director had looked at his watch. "Ten to three," he said. "No time for the intellectual embryos, I'm afraid. We 

must go up to the Nurseries before the children have finished their afternoon sleep." 

Mr. Foster was disappointed. "At least one glance at the Decanting Room," he pleaded. 

"Very well then." The Director smiled indulgently. "Just one glance." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Lottery 

 

The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth of a full-summer day; the flowers were blossoming profusely 

and the grass was richly green. The people of the village began to gather in the square, between the post office and the bank, around 

ten o'clock; in some towns there were so many people that the lottery took two days and had to be started on June 2th. but in this 

village, where there were only about three hundred people, the whole lottery took less than two hours, so it could begin at ten 

o'clock in the morning and still be through in time to allow the villagers to get home for noon dinner.  

 

The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over for the summer, and the feeling of liberty sat uneasily on most of 

them; they tended to gather together quietly for a while before they broke into boisterous play. and their talk was still of the 

classroom and the teacher, of books and reprimands. Bobby Martin had already stuffed his pockets full of stones, and the other boys 

soon followed his example, selecting the smoothest and roundest stones; Bobby and Harry Jones and Dickie Delacroix-- the 

villagers pronounced this name "Dellacroy"--eventually made a great pile of stones in one corner of the square and guarded it 



against the raids of the other boys. The girls stood aside, talking among themselves, looking over their shoulders at rolled in the 

dust or clung to the hands of their older brothers or sisters.  

 

Soon the men began to gather. surveying their own children, speaking of planting and rain, tractors and taxes. They stood together, 

away from the pile of stones in the corner, and their jokes were quiet and they smiled rather than laughed. The women, wearing 

faded house dresses and sweaters, came shortly after their menfolk. They greeted one another and exchanged bits of gossip as they 

went to join their husbands. Soon the women, standing by their husbands, began to call to their children, and the children came 

reluctantly, having to be called four or five times. Bobby Martin ducked under his mother's grasping hand and ran, laughing, back to 

the pile of stones. His father spoke up sharply, and Bobby came quickly and took his place between his father and his oldest brother.  

 

The lottery was conducted--as were the square dances, the teen club, the Halloween program--by Mr. Summers. who had time and 

energy to devote to civic activities. He was a round-faced, jovial man and he ran the coal business, and people were sorry for him. 

because he had no children and his wife was a scold. When he arrived in the square, carrying the black wooden box, there was a 

murmur of conversation among the villagers, and he waved and called. "Little late today, folks." The postmaster, Mr. Graves, 

followed him, carrying a three- legged stool, and the stool was put in the center of the square and Mr. Summers set the black box 

down on it. The villagers kept their distance, leaving a space between themselves and the stool. and when Mr. Summers said, "Some 

of you fellows want to give me a hand?" there was a hesitation before two men. Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter. came forward 

to hold the box steady on the stool while Mr. Summers stirred up the papers inside it.  

 

The original paraphernalia for the lottery had been lost long ago, and the black box now resting on the stool had been put into use 

even before Old Man Warner, the oldest man in town, was born. Mr. Summers spoke frequently to the villagers about making a 

new box, but no one liked to upset even as much tradition as was represented by the black box. There was a story that the present 

box had been made with some pieces of the box that had preceded it, the one that had been constructed when the first people 

settled down to make a village here. Every year, after the lottery, Mr. Summers began talking again about a new box, but every year 

the subject was allowed to fade off without anything's being done.  The black box grew shabbier each year: by now it was no longer 

completely black but splintered badly along one side to show the original wood color, and in some places faded or stained. 

 

 Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, held the black box securely on the stool until Mr. Summers had stirred the papers 

thoroughly with his hand. Because so much of the ritual had been forgotten or discarded, Mr. Summers had been successful in 

having slips of paper substituted for the chips of wood that had been used for generations. Chips of wood, Mr. Summers had argued. 

had been all very well when the village was tiny, but now that the population was more than three hundred and likely to keep on 

growing, it was necessary to use something that would fit more easily into he black box. The night before the lottery, Mr. Summers 

and Mr. Graves made up the slips of paper and put them in the box, and it was then taken to the safe of Mr. Summers' coal company 

and locked up until Mr. Summers was ready to take it to the square next morning. The rest of the year, the box was put way, 

sometimes one place, sometimes another; it had spent one year in Mr. Graves's barn and another year underfoot in the post office. 

and sometimes it was set on a shelf in the Martin grocery and left there.  

 

There was a great deal of fussing to be done before Mr. Summers declared the lottery open. There were the lists to make up--of 

heads of families. heads of households in each family. members of each household in each family. There was the proper swearing-in 

of Mr. Summers by the postmaster, as the official of the lottery; at one time, some people remembered, there had been a recital of 

some sort, performed by the official of the lottery, a perfunctory. tuneless chant that had been rattled off duly each year; some 

people believed that the official of the lottery used to stand just so when he said or sang it, others believed that he was supposed to 

walk among the people, but years and years ago this p3rt of the ritual had been allowed to lapse. There had been, also, a ritual 

salute, which the official of the lottery had had to use in addressing each person who came up to draw from the box, but this also 

had changed with time, until now it was felt necessary only for the official to speak to each person approaching. Mr. Summers was 

very good at all this; in his clean white shirt and blue jeans. with one hand resting carelessly on the black box. he seemed very 

proper and important as he talked interminably to Mr. Graves and the Martins. 

 



 Just as Mr. Summers finally left off talking and turned to the assembled villagers, Mrs. Hutchinson came hurriedly along the path to 

the square, her sweater thrown over her shoulders, and slid into place in the back of the crowd. "Clean forgot what day it was," she 

said to Mrs. Delacroix, who stood next to her, and they both laughed softly. "Thought my old man was out back stacking wood," 

Mrs. Hutchinson went on. "and then I looked out the window and the kids was gone, and then I remembered it was the 

twentyseventh and came a-running." She dried her hands on her apron, and Mrs. Delacroix said, "You're in time, though. They're 

still talking away up there." 

 

 Mrs. Hutchinson craned her neck to see through the crowd and found her husband and children standing near the front. She 

tapped Mrs. Delacroix on the arm as a farewell and began to make her way through the crowd. The people separated good-

humoredly to let her through: two or three people said. in voices just loud enough to be heard across the crowd, "Here comes 

your, Missus, Hutchinson," and "Bill, she made it after all." Mrs. Hutchinson reached her husband, and Mr. Summers, who had been 

waiting, said cheerfully. "Thought we were going to have to get on without you, Tessie." Mrs. Hutchinson said. grinning, "Wouldn't 

have me leave m'dishes in the sink, now, would you. Joe?," and soft laughter ran through the crowd as the people stirred back into 

position after Mrs. Hutchinson's arrival 

 

. "Well, now." Mr. Summers said soberly, "guess we better get started, get this over with, so's we can go back to work. Anybody 

ain't here? 

 "Dunbar." several people said. 

 

 "Dunbar. Dunbar." Mr. Summers consulted his list. "Clyde Dunbar." he said. 

 "That's right. He's broke his leg, hasn't he? Who's drawing for him?" 

 "Me. I guess," a woman said. and Mr. Summers turned to look at her. 

 "Wife draws for her husband." Mr. Summers said. "Don't you have a grown boy to do it for you, Janey?"  

 

Although Mr. Summers and everyone else in the village knew the answer perfectly well, it was the business of the official of the 

lottery to ask such questions formally. Mr. Summers waited with an expression of polite interest while Mrs. Dunbar answered.  

 

"Horace's not but sixteen vet." Mrs. Dunbar said regretfully. "Guess I gotta fill in for the old man this year." 

 

 "Right." Sr. Summers said. He made a note on the list he was holding. Then he asked, "Watson boy drawing this year?"  

 

A tall boy in the crowd raised his hand. "Here," he said. "I'm drawing for my mother and me." He blinked his eyes nervously and 

ducked his head as several voices in the crowd said things like 

 

 "Good fellow, lack." and "Glad to see your mother's got a man to do it." 

 

 "Well," Mr. Summers said, "guess that's everyone. Old Man Warner make it?" 

 

 "Here," a voice said. and Mr. Summers nodded. 

 

 A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and looked at the list. "All ready?" he called. "Now, I'll read the 

names--heads of families first--and the men come up and take a paper out of the box. Keep the paper folded in your hand without 

looking at it until everyone has had a turn. “Everything clear?" The people had done it so many times that they only half listened to 

the directions: most of them were quiet. wetting their lips. not looking around. Then Mr. Summers raised one hand high and said, 

"Adams." A man disengaged himself from the crowd and came forward. "Hi. Steve." Mr. Summers said. and Mr. Adams said. "Hi. 

Joe." They grinned at one another humorlessly and nervously. Then Mr. Adams reached into the black box and took out a folded 

paper. He held it firmly by one corner as he turned and went hastily back to his place in the crowd. where he stood a little apart 

from his family. not looking down at his hand. "Allen." Mr. Summers said. "Anderson.... Bentham." "Seems like there's no time at all 

between lotteries any more." Mrs. Delacroix said to Mrs. Graves in the back row. "Seems like we got through with the last one only 



last week." "Time sure goes fast.-- Mrs. Graves said. "Clark.... Delacroix" "There goes my old man." Mrs. Delacroix said. She held 

her breath while her husband went forward. "Dunbar," Mr. Summers said, and Mrs. Dunbar went steadily to the box while one of 

the women said. "Go on. Janey," and another said, 

 

 "There she goes." 

 

 "We're next." Mrs. Graves said. 

 

 She watched while Mr. Graves came around from the side of the box, greeted Mr. Summers gravely and selected a slip of paper 

from the box. By now, all through the crowd there were men holding the small folded papers in their large hand. turning them over 

and over nervously Mrs. Dunbar and her two sons stood together, Mrs. Dunbar holding the slip of paper.  

 

"Harburt.... Hutchinson." 

 

 "Get up there, Bill," Mrs. Hutchinson said. and the people near her laughed. 

 

 "Jones." 

 "They do say," Mr. Adams said to Old Man Warner, who stood next to him, "that over in the north village they're talking of giving 

up the lottery." 

 

 Old Man Warner snorted. "Pack of crazy fools," he said. "Listening to the young folks, nothing's good enough for them. Next thing 

you know, they'll be wanting to go back to living in caves, nobody work any more, live hat way for a while. Used to be a saying 

about 'Lottery in June, corn be heavy soon.' First thing you know, we'd all be eating stewed chickweed and acorns. There's always 

been a lottery," he added petulantly. "Bad enough to see young Joe Summers up there joking with everybody." 

 

 "Some places have already quit lotteries." Mrs. Adams said. 

 

 "Nothing but trouble in that," Old Man Warner said stoutly. "Pack of young fools." "Martin." And Bobby Martin watched his father 

go forward. "Overdyke.... Percy." 

 

 "I wish they'd hurry," Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son.  

 

"I wish they'd hurry." "They're almost through," her son said. "You get ready to run tell Dad," Mrs. Dunbar said. Mr. Summers called 

his own name and then stepped forward precisely and selected a slip from the box.  

 

Then he called, "Warner." "Seventy-seventh year I been in the lottery," 

 

 Old Man Warner said as he went through the crowd. "Seventy-seventh time."  

 

"Watson" The tall boy came awkwardly through the crowd. Someone said, "Don't be nervous, Jack," and Mr. Summers said, "Take 

your time, son." 

 

 "Zanini." After that, there was a long pause, a breathless pause, until Mr. Summers. holding his slip of paper in the air, said, 

 

 "All right, fellows."  

 

For a minute, no one moved, and then all the slips of paper were opened. Suddenly, all the women began to speak at once, saving.  

 

"Who is it?," "Who's got it?," 



 "Is it the Dunbars?," 

 "Is it the Watsons?" Then the voices began to say,  

"It's Hutchinson. It's Bill," "Bill Hutchinson's got it." 

 "Go tell your father," Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill Hutchinson was 

standing quiet, staring down at the paper in his hand. Suddenly. Tessie Hutchinson shouted to Mr. Summers. 

 

 "You didn't give him time enough to take any paper he wanted. I saw you. It wasn't fair!"  

 

"Be a good sport, Tessie." Mrs. Delacroix called, and Mrs. Graves said, "All of us took the same chance." 

 

 "Shut up, Tessie," Bill Hutchinson said 

 

. "Well, everyone," Mr. Summers said, "that was done pretty fast, and now we've got to be hurrying a little more to get done in 

time." He consulted his next list.  

 

"Bill," he said, "you draw for the Hutchinson family. You got any other households in the Hutchinsons?"  

"There's Don and Eva," Mrs. Hutchinson yelled.  

 

"Make them take their chance!" "Daughters draw with their husbands' families, Tessie," Mr. Summers said gently. "You know that as 

well as anyone else."  

 

"It wasn't fair," Tessie said. 

 

 "I guess not, Joe." Bill Hutchinson said regretfully. 

 

 "My daughter draws with her husband's family; that's only fair. And I've got no other family except the kids." 

 

 "Then, as far as drawing for families is concerned, it's you," 

 

 Mr. Summers said in explanation, "and as far as drawing for households is concerned, that's you, too. Right?" 

 

 "Right," Bill Hutchinson said.. 

 "How many kids, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked formally. 

 

 "Three," Bill Hutchinson said. "There's Bill, Jr., and Nancy, and little Dave. And Tessie and me."  

 

"All right, then," Mr. Summers said. "Harry, you got their tickets back?" Mr. Graves nodded and held up the slips of paper. 

 

 "Put them in the box, then," Mr. Summers directed.  

 

"Take Bill's and put it in." 

 

 "I think we ought to start over," Mrs. Hutchinson said, as quietly as she could. "I tell you it wasn't fair. You didn't give him time 

enough to choose. Everybody saw that."  

 

Mr. Graves had selected the five slips and put them in the box. and he dropped all the papers but those onto the ground. where the 

breeze caught them and lifted them off.  

 

"Listen, everybody," Mrs. Hutchinson was saying to the people around her. 



 

 "Ready, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked. and Bill Hutchinson, with one quick glance around at his wife and children. nodded. "Remember," 

Mr. Summers said. "take the slips and keep them folded until each person has taken one. Harry, you help little Dave." Mr. Graves 

took the hand of the little boy, who came willingly with him up to the box. 

 

 "Take a paper out of the box, Davy." Mr. Summers said. Davy put his hand into the box and laughed.  

 

"Take just one paper." Mr. Summers said. 

 

 "Harry, you hold it for him." Mr. Graves took the child's hand and removed the folded paper from the tight fist and held it while 

little Dave stood next to him and looked up at him wonderingly. 

 

 "Nancy next," Mr. Summers said. Nancy was twelve, and her school friends breathed heavily as she went forward switching her 

skirt, and took a slip daintily from the box  

 

"Bill, Jr.," Mr. Summers said, and Billy, his face red and his feet overlarge, near knocked the box over as he got a paper out. "Tessie," 

Mr. Summers said. She hesitated for a minute, looking around defiantly. and then set her lips and went up to the box. She snatched a 

paper out and held it behind her 

 

. "Bill," Mr. Summers said, and Bill Hutchinson reached into the box and felt around, bringing his hand out at last with the slip of 

paper in it. The crowd was quiet. A girl whispered, 

 

 "I hope it's not Nancy," and the sound of the whisper reached the edges of the crowd. 

 

 "It's not the way it used to be." Old Man Warner said clearly. 

 

 "People ain't the way they used to be." "All right," Mr. Summers said.  

 

"Open the papers. Harry, you open little Dave's." Mr. Graves opened the slip of paper and there was a general sigh through the 

crowd as he held it up and everyone could see that it was blank. Nancy and Bill. Jr.. opened theirs at the same time. and both 

beamed and laughed. turning around to the crowd and holding their slips of paper above their heads. 

 

 "Tessie," Mr. Summers said. There was a pause, and then Mr. Summers looked at Bill Hutchinson, and Bill unfolded his paper and 

showed it. It was blank.  

 

 "It's Tessie," Mr. Summers said, and his voice was hushed. 

 

 "Show us her paper. Bill." Bill Hutchinson went over to his wife and forced the slip of paper out of her hand. It had a black spot on 

it, the black spot Mr. Summers had made the night before with the heavy pencil in the coal company office. Bill Hutchinson held it 

up, and there was a stir in the crowd. 

 

 "All right, folks." Mr. Summers said. "Let's finish quickly."  

 

Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the original black box, they still remembered to use stones. The pile of 

stones the boys had made earlier was ready; there were stones on the ground with the blowing scraps of paper that had come out 

of the box Delacroix selected a stone so large she had to pick it up with both hands and turned to Mrs. Dunbar. 

 

 "Come on," she said.  

 



"Hurry up." Mr. Dunbar had small stones in both hands, and she said. gasping for breath. 

 

 "I can't run at all. You'll have to go ahead and I'll catch up with you." 

 

 The children had stones already. And someone gave little Davy Hutchinson few pebbles. Tessie Hutchinson was in the center of a 

cleared space by now, and she held her hands out desperately as the villagers moved in on her. 

 

 "It isn't fair," she said. A stone hit her on the side of the head. Old Man Warner was saying, 

 

 "Come on, come on, everyone."  

 

Steve Adams was in the front of the crowd of villagers, with Mrs. Graves beside him. 

 

 "It isn't fair, it isn't right," Mrs. Hutchinson screamed, and then they were upon her 


