Nineteen Eighty-rour

extract from Part |ll, Chapter 2



Winston is in a cell in the Ministry of Love.
His flaw is that he remembers things which
the Party insists have not happened.

O'Brien reminds him that he wrote In his
diary the sentence:

"Freedom is the freedom to say that two
plus two makes four”.



Winston was aware of some heavy piece of
apparatus being pushed into place behind his
head. O'Brien had sat down beside the bed,
so that his face was almost on a level with
Winston's.

‘Three thousand,’ he said, speaking over
Winston's head to the man in the white coat.



Two soft pads, which felt slightly moist,
clamped themselves against Winston's
temples. He quailed. There was pain coming,
a new kind of pain. O'Brien laid a hand

reassuringly, almost  kindly, on  his.

'This time it will not hurt,' he said. 'Keep your
eyes fixed on mine.'



At this moment there was a devastating
explosion, or what seemed like an explosion,
though it was not certain whether there was
any noise. There was undoubtedly a blinding

flash of light. Winston was not hurt, only
prostrated. Although he had already been
lying on his back when the thing happened,

he had a curious feeling that he had been
knocked into that position.



A terrific painless blow had flattened him out.
Also something had happened inside his
head. As his eyes regained their focus he
remembered who he was, and where he was,
and recognized the face that was gazing into
his own; but somewhere or other there was a
large patch of emptiness, as though a piece
had been taken out of his Dbrain.



It will not last,’ said O'Brien. 'Look me in the

eyes. What country is Oceania at war with?'

Winston thought. He knew what was meant
by Oceania and that he himself was a citizen
of Oceania. He also remembered Eurasia and

did not know. In fact he had not been aware
that there was any war.



'l don't remember.’
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remember that now?'

Yes,'



'‘Oceania has always been at war with
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since the beginning of the Party, since the
beginning of history, the war has continued
without a break, always the same war. Do
you remember that?'

'Yes.



‘Eleven years ago you created a legend about
three men who had been condemned to
death for treachery. You pretended that you
had seen a piece of paper which proved them
innocent. No such piece of paper ever
existed. You invented it, and later you grew to
believe in it. You remember now the very

moment at which you first invented it.
Do you remember that?'



'Yes.

'Just now | held up the fingers of my hand to
you. You saw five fingers. Do you remember
that?'

'Yes.'



O'Brien held up the fingers of his left hand,
with the thumb concealed.

‘There are five fingers there. Do you see five

fingers?’

'Yes.'



And he did see them, for a fleeting instant,
before the scenery of his mind changed. He
saw five fingers, and there was no deformity.
Then everything was normal again, and the

old fear, the hatred, and the bewilderment
came crowding back again.



But there had been a moment -- he did not

<now how long, thirty seconds, perhaps -- of

uminous certainty, when each new
suggestion of O'Brien's had filled up a patch
of emptiness and become absolute truth, and
when two and two could have been three as

easily as five, if that were what was needed.



