Excerpts from George Orwell, 1984 (original publication: 1949)

[11f all others accepted the lie which the Party imposed — if all records told the same tale — then the lie
passed into history and became truth. “Who controls the past,” ran the Party slogan, ‘controls the future:
who controls the present controls the past.” And yet the past, though of its nature alterable, never had been
altered. Whatever was true now was true from everlasting to everlasting. It was quite simple. All that was
needed was an unending series of victories over your own memory. ‘Reality control’, they called it: in
Newspeak, ‘doublethink’.

With the deep, unconscious sigh which not even the nearness of the telescreen could prevent him from
uttering when his day’s work started, Winston pulled the speakwrite towards him, blew the dust from
its mouthpiece, and put on his spectacles. Then he unrolled and clipped together four small cylinders of
paper which had already flopped out of the pneumatic tube on the right-hand side of his desk.

As soon as Winston had dealt with each of the messages, he clipped his speak-written corrections to the
appropriate copy of ‘The Times’ and pushed them into the pneumatic tube. Then, with a movement
which was as nearly as possible unconscious, he crumpled up the original message and any notes that he
himself had made, and dropped them into the memory hole to be devoured by the flames.

What happened in the unseen labyrinth to which the pneumatic tubes led, he did not know in detail, but
he did know in general terms. As soon as all the corrections which happened to be necessary in any
particular number of ‘The Times’ had been assembled and collated, that number would be reprinted,
the original copy destroyed, and the corrected copy placed on the files in its stead. This process of
continuous alteration was applied not only to newspapers, but to books, periodicals, pamphlets,
posters, leaflets, films, sound-tracks, cartoons, photographs — to every kind of literature or
documentation which might conceivably hold any political or ideological significance. Day by day and
almost minute by minute the past was brought up to date. In this way every prediction made by the
Party could be shown by documentary evidence to have been correct, nor was any item of news, or any
expression of opinion, which conflicted with the needs of the moment, ever allowed to remain on
record. All history was a palimpsest, scraped clean and reinscribed exactly as often as was necessary. In
no case would it have been possible, once the deed was done, to prove that any falsification had taken
place. The largest section of the Records Department, far larger than the one on which Winston worked,
consisted simply of persons whose duty it was to track down and collect all copies of books,
newspapers, and other documents which had been superseded and were due for destruction. A number
of ‘The Times’ which might, because of changes in political alignment, or mistaken prophecies uttered
by Big Brother, have been rewritten a dozen times still stood on the files bearing its original date, and no
other copy existed to contradict it. Books, also, were recalled and rewritten again and again, and were
invariably reissued without any admission that any alteration had been made. Even the written
instructions which Winston received, and which he invariably got rid of as soon as he had dealt with
them, never stated or implied that an act of forgery was to be committed: always the reference was to
slips, errors, misprints, or misquotations which it was necessary to put right in the interests of accuracy.

‘It’s a beautiful thing, the destruction of words. Of course the great wastage is in the verbs and
adjectives, but there are hundreds of nouns that can be got rid of as well. It isn’t only the synonyms;



there are also the antonyms. After all, what justification is there for a word which is simply the opposite
of some other word? A word contains its opposite in itself. Take “good”, for instance. If you have a word
like “good”, what need is there for a word like “bad”? “Ungood” will do just as well — better, because
it’s an exact opposite, which the other is not. Or again, if you want a stronger version of “good”, what
sense is there in having a whole string of vague useless words like “excellent” and “splendid” and all the
rest of them? “Plusgood” covers the meaning, or “doubleplusgood” if you want something stronger still.
Of course we use those forms already. but in the final version of Newspeak there’ll be nothing else. In
the end the whole notion of goodness and badness will be covered by only six words — in reality, only
one word. Don’t you see the beauty of that, Winston? It was B.B.’s idea originally, of course,” he added
as an afterthought.

A sort of vapid eagerness flitted across Winston’s face at the mention of Big Brother. Nevertheless Syme
immediately detected a certain lack of enthusiasm.

‘You haven’t a real appreciation of Newspeak, Winston,” he said almost sadly. ‘Even when you write it
you’re still thinking in Oldspeak. I’'ve read some of those pieces that you write in “The Times”
occasionally. They’re good enough, but they’re translations. In your heart you’d prefer to stick to
Oldspeak, with all its vagueness and its useless shades of meaning. You don’t grasp the beauty of the
destruction of words. Do you know that Newspeak is the only language in the world whose vocabulary
gets smaller every year?’

Winston did know that, of course. He smiled, sympathetically he hoped, not trusting himself to speak.
Syme bit off another fragment of the dark-coloured bread, chewed it briefly, and went on:

‘Don’t you see that the whole aim of Newspeak is to narrow the range of thought? In the end we shall
make thoughtcrime literally impossible, because there will be no words in which to express it. Every
concept that can ever be needed, will be expressed by exactly one word, with its meaning rigidly defined
and all its subsidiary meanings rubbed out and forgotten. Already, in the Eleventh Edition, we’re not far
from that point. But the process will still be continuing long after you and | are dead. Every year fewer
and fewer words, and the range of consciousness always a little smaller. Even now, of course, there’s no
reason or excuse for committing thoughtcrime. It’s merely a question of self-discipline, reality-control.
But in the end there won’t be any need even for that. The Revolution will be complete when the
language is perfect. Newspeak is Ingsoc and Ingsoc is Newspeak,” he added with a sort of mystical
satisfaction. ‘Has it ever occurred to you, Winston, that by the year 2050, at the very latest, not a single
human being will be alive who could understand such a conversation as we are having now?’

... '‘By 2050 — earlier, probably — all real knowledge of Oldspeak will have disappeared. The whole
literature of the past will have been destroyed. Chaucer, Shakespeare, Milton, Byron — they’ll exist only
in Newspeak versions, not merely changed into something different, but actually changed into
something contradictory of what they used to be. Even the literature of the Party will change. Even the
slogans will change. How could you have a slogan like “freedom is slavery” when the concept of freedom
has been abolished? The whole climate of thought will be different. In fact there will be no thought, as
we understand it now. Orthodoxy means not thinking — not needing to think. Orthodoxy is
unconsciousness.’

*Excerpts from Part |, chapters 3 — 5.



