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
cencouragement, 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
IGNORANCEIS 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! ...,
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 drown-
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f iousness by means of rhythmic nqise. Winston’s
:‘::t(;ilscosen:nqled to grow cold. In the Two Minutes Hate he
tould not help sharing in the general delirium, but thls sqb—
human chanting of ‘B-B! .. .. B-B!’ always ﬁ]led hnn with

. Of he -
:‘l));o:o doczudrxse i o dissemble your feelfngs, to
control your face, to do what everyone else was doing, was

instinctive reaction. But there was a space of a cogplc
::'scconds during which thcexprmon in his eyes mxgnh:
conceivably have betrayed hnn And it was exactly at -
moment that the significant thing happened—if, indeed, i
dlth:l:np:taﬁly he caught O’Brien’s eye. O’B_ncn had
stood up. Hchadukmoﬁ'hisspectac-lsan'dwasm&xc.af:t
of re-settling them on his nose with his d:amacruqc
ganne.Butthcrcwasa&'acﬁonofaseoondwhchzeu
eyes met, and for as long as it took to happcp Wmst;n
knew—yes, he knew!—that O’Br!en was thinking ]n;
same thing as himself. An mmhbk message
passed. Itwasasthoughdmittwommdsl?adopmedand
the thoughts were flowing from one into the oth::
through their eyes. ‘I am with you,” O’Brien secmed_to :
saying to him. ‘I know precisely what you are fec!mg.
know all about your contempt, your l’m:red, your dnﬁ
But don’t worry, I am on your sl.dc!, And then the
of intelligence was gone, and O’Brien’s face was as inscrut-

body else’s. :

abl’;‘laxztc :vc:syall, an 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_be.hef, or hope,
that others besides himself were the enemies of the Party.
Perhaps the rumours of vast underground consplrir:ua
were true after all-perhaps the Brotherhood g
existed! It was impossible, in spite of the endless armmh oax;d
confessions and executions, to be sure that the Brother!
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DOWN WITH BIG BROTH

DOWN WITH BIG BRO THgﬁ
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

over and over again, filling half a page.

Pages and abandon the enterprise altogether.

20

He did not do so, however, because he knew that it

" was useless. Whether he wrote DOWN WITH BIG

#RO THER, or whether he refrained from writing it,
made no difference. Whether he went on with the diary,
ot whether he did not go on with it, made no difference.
The Thought Police would get him just the same. He had
tommitted—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. Thought-
erime 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 every-
thing 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 dont 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 doo.

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
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