Critical Reading of a key passage in 1984 (Penguin 1989)

Part 2, Ch. 4, pp150-154 (final 89 lines) 

Presently they fell asleep for a little while. When Winston woke up the hands of the clock had crept round to nearly nine. He did not stir, because Julia was sleeping with her head in the crook of his arm. Most of her make-up had transferred itself to his own face or the bolster, but a light stain of rouge still brought out the beauty of her cheekbone. A yellow ray from the sinking sun fell across the foot of the bed and lighted up the fireplace, where the water in the pan was boiling fast. Down in the yard the woman had stopped singing, but the faint shouts of children floated in from the street. He wondered vaguely whether in the abolished past it had been a normal experience to lie in bed like this, in the cool of a summer evening, a man and a woman with no clothes on, making love when they chose, talking of what they chose, not feeling any compulsion to get up, simply lying there and listening to peaceful sounds outside. Surely there could never have been a time when that seemed ordinary? Julia woke up, rubbed her eyes, and raised herself on her elbow to look at the oilstove.

‘Half that water’s boiled away,’ she said. ‘I’ll get up and make some coffee in another moment. We’ve got an hour. What time do they cut the lights off at your flats?’

‘Twenty-three thirty.’

‘It’s twenty-three at the hostel. But you have to get in earlier than that, because –  Hi! Get out, you filthy brute!’

She suddenly twisted herself over in the bed, seized a shoe from the floor, and sent it hurtling into the corner with a boyish jerk of her arm, exactly as he had seen her fling the dictionary at Goldstein, that morning during the Two Minutes Hate.

‘What was it?’ he said in surprise.

‘A rat. I saw him stick his beastly nose out of the wainscoting. There’s a hole down there. I gave him a good fright, anyway.’

‘Rats!’ murmured Winston. ‘In this room!’

‘They’re all over the place,’ said Julia indifferently as she lay down again. ‘We’ve even got them in the kitchen at the hostel. Some parts of London are swarming with them. Did you know they attack children? Yes, they do. In some of these streets a woman daren’t leave a baby alone for two minutes. It’s the great huge brown ones that do it. And the nasty thing is that the brutes always –’

 ‘Don’t go on!’ said Winston, with his eyes tightly shut.

‘Dearest! You’ve gone quite pale. What’s the matter? Do they make you feel sick?’

‘Of all horrors in the world – a rat!’
She pressed herself against him and wound her limbs round him, as though to reassure him with the warmth of her body. He did not reopen his eyes immediately. For several moments he had had the feeling of being back in a nightmare which had recurred from time to time throughout his life. It was always very much the same. He was standing in front of a wall of darkness, and on the other side of it there was something unendurable, something too dreadful to be faced. In the dream his deepest feeling was always one of self- deception, because he did in fact know what was behind the wall of darkness. With a deadly effort, like wrenching a piece out of his own brain, he could even have dragged the thing into the open. He always woke up without discovering what it was: but somehow it was connected with what Julia had been saying when he cut her short.

‘I’m sorry,’ he said, ‘it’s nothing. I don’t like rats, that’s all.’

‘Don’t worry, dear, we’re not going to have the filthy brutes in here. I’ll stuff the hole with a bit of sacking before we go. And next time we come here I’ll bring some plaster and bung it up properly.’

Already the black instant of panic was half-forgotten. Feeling slightly ashamed of himself, he sat up against the bed head. Julia got out of bed, pulled on her overalls, and made the coffee. The smell that rose from the saucepan was so powerful and exciting that they shut the window lest anybody outside should notice it and become inquisitive. What was even better than the taste of the coffee was the silky texture given to it by the sugar, a thing Winston had almost forgotten after years of saccharine. With one hand in her pocket and a piece of bread and jam in the other, Julia wandered about the room, glancing indifferently at the bookcase, pointing out the best way of repairing the gateleg table, plumping herself down in the ragged arm-chair to see if it was comfortable, and examining the absurd twelve-hour clock with a sort of tolerant amusement. She brought the glass paperweight over to the bed to have a look at it in a better light. He took it out of her hand, fascinated, as always, by the soft, rainwatery appearance of the glass.

‘What is it, do you think?’ said Julia.

‘I don’t think it’s anything-I mean, I don’t think it was ever put to any use. That’s what I like about it. It’s a little chunk of history that they’ve forgotten to alter. It’s a message from a hundred years ago, if one knew how to read it.’

‘And that picture over there’ – she nodded at the engraving on the opposite wall-’would that be a hundred years old?’

‘More. Two hundred, I dare say. One can’t tell. It’s impossible to discover the age of anything nowadays.’

She went over to look at it. ‘Here’s where that brute stuck his nose out,’ she said, kicking the wainscoting immediately below the picture. ‘What is this place? I’ve seen it before somewhere.’

‘It’s a church, or at least it used to be. St Clement Danes its name was.’ The fragment of rhyme that Mr Charrington had taught him came back into his head, and he added half-nostalgically: "Oranges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement’s!"

To his astonishment she capped the line:


‘You owe me three farthings’ say the bells of St Martin’s,

‘When will you pay me?’ say the bells of Old Bailey –  


‘I can’t remember how it goes on after that. But anyway I remember it ends up, "Here comes a candle to light you to bed, here comes a chopper to chop off your head!"

It was like the two halves of a countersign. But there must be another line after ‘the bells of Old Bailey’. Perhaps it could be dug out of Mr Charrington’s memory, if he were suitably prompted.

‘Who taught you that?’ he said.

‘My grandfather. He used to say it to me when I was a little girl. He was vaporized when I was eight – at any rate, he disappeared. I wonder what a lemon was,’ she added inconsequently. ‘I’ve seen oranges. They’re a kind of round yellow fruit with a thick skin.’

‘I can remember lemons,’ said Winston. ‘They were quite common in the fifties. They were so sour that it set your teeth on edge even to smell them.’

‘I bet that picture’s got bugs behind it,’ said Julia. ‘I’ll take it down and give it a good clean some day. I suppose it’s almost time we were leaving. I must start washing this paint off. What a bore! I’ll get the lipstick off your face afterwards.’

Winston did not get up for a few minutes more. The room was darkening. He turned over towards the light and lay gazing into the glass paperweight. The inexhaustibly interesting thing was not the fragment of coral but the interior of the glass itself. There was such a depth of it, and yet it was almost as transparent as air. It was as though the surface of the glass had been the arch of the sky, enclosing a tiny world with its atmosphere complete. He had the feeling that he could get inside it, and that in fact he was inside it, along with the mahogany bed and the gateleg table, and the clock and the steel engraving and the paperweight itself. The paperweight was the room he was in, and the coral was Julia’s life and his own, fixed in a sort of eternity at the heart of the crystal.
1. How does Orwell use setting in this passage to reveal aspects of Winston’s and Julia’s circumstances?

2. What more do we learn about the characters of both Julia and Winston?

3. What are the significant actions in this passage and how do they foreshadow future events?

4. Analyse specific features of Orwell’s style that enhance the focus of the passage on Winston’s relationship with Julia. You should consider his use of allusion and symbolism as well as linguistic structures and features like syntax (grammatical phrasing and sentence structure) and diction (word choice).

5. How do some of the novel’s key ideas and themes find expression in the passage?
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1984: Intricate Corridors
within a Barren World

Ruth Vinz

Someone had picked up the glass paperweight
from the table and smashed it to picces on the
hearthstone. The fragment of coral, a tiny crinkle
of pink like a sugar osebud from a cake, rolled
across the mat. How small, thought Winston,
how small it always was!

Tt was a private war for Orwell. His lfe, like the
fragle coral in the glass paperweight of his imag-
ination, stood suspended, then shattered in a world
he could not understand. This private war became
public with the publication of 1984. For Orwell,
the brooding, silent, watchful eye of Big Brother
walks among the slipping shadows of humanity
The war against the individual rages quietly in
Orwell's gray and barren world.

For students in the late 19605, my mission was
o stess the political and social ramifications of
1984. Trying desperately 10 intensify young peo-
ple's vigilance, T exposed the horrors of submis-
sion. 1 reminded scudents of O'Brien’s words 1o
Winston: “If you want a picwre of the futuse,
imagine a boot stamping on a human face—
forever.” Students reading 195/ during my first
teaching years brought detached wonder and
amazement 1o this brooding world. The novel did
ot touch them personally as 1 hoped it migh.

For my young charges, the love between Julia
and Winston was more worthy of exploration and
auention. Much 1o the chagrin of their parcnis
and zealot instructor, these sex-starved darlings
lusted alter the sordid details of the love affair
They wallowed in random imaginings, sensual
encounters that bore only disappointments when
all in the novel wrned britde and cold. Any affec-
tions for 1981 cooled as the love affair dicd. The

power of the novel escaped most students, Through
frusuation, I discarded the work and moved on to
more intriguing stories. Like my studenis, 1 had
not lived enough o understand 1981's power, and
Iset it aside.

But images from 1984 haunted me. 1 became
absorbed in the vision of Winston's paperwcigh
“The paperweight was the oom he [Winston] was
in, and the coral was Julia’s life and his own,
fixed in a sort of eternity at the heart of the
crystal.” The beautiul coral, suspended yet shat-
texed, brings more than a piece of Orwellian
nostalgia, more than a love for the past to Orwell's
story. The wonderfully created womb, protecting
the suspended coral signals Orwell's craftsmanship
and ultimate message. Individualism, vulnerable
and frail, was nurtared in Winston’s paperweight
“where the surface of the glass was flooded with
clear soft light in which one could sec inio inter-
minable distances.” Through most of the novel,
the paperweight appears as the glimmer of hope;
the coral remains protected.

Suddenly, this glimmer of hope in a “tiny
world with_its aumosphere complete” vanishes,
The fragments of the paperweight lie exposed. |
discovered the smallness of the coral in this shat-
tered paperweight. The shatering of the paper.
weight signals the breaking of human will, The
capacity and potential for love grow barren as the
images surrounding the paperweight bring the
power and beauty of the novel’s sterlity 1o us.
Only then can we understand the power of
Orwell’s ision. Only then was 1 ready 1o share
this new-found insight with students

A new breed of students today takes the battle
for individualism seriously. The love affair no
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Critical Reading of a key sequence in The Lives of Others 
Annotate DVD chapters 5 to 8 of the film in groups, each one making links to Orwell's passage by either setting, character, action, style or ideas. NB: All five groups should note specific film techniques as they relate to their 'topic' (not just the style group).
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After arranging for Dreyman to catch Christa-Maria Sieland returning in Minister
Hempf's car, Weisler goes home & calls a prostitute to his apartment but feels worse.
He returns to Dreyman's home the next day, enters the apartment and takes a copy of
Brecnt's poetry away.

Ché6: BAD NEWS

During Weisler's next surveillance shift, Dreyman gets a call informing him of Jerska's
suicide which prompts him to play the "Sonata for a good man” Jerska gave him.
Eavesdropping on the music brings tears to Weisler's eyes & his later restraint in not
nforming on the impertinent child's father confirms its humanising effect. Minister
Hempf pressures Inspector Grubitz for 'results’ & orders his driver to begin spying on
CMS. Crubitz tells Weisler how valuable Hempf's affair with CMS is .

Ch7: AFRAID

Dreyman asks CMS to end her liaison with Her she links it to the system of power
neither can escape. As he implores her to resist, Udo arrives early to replace Weisler
when he is desperate to stay for her answer. Unable to leave them, Weisler goes to a bar
across the road.

Ch8: I KNOW YOU WELL

CMS enters Weisler's bar for some 'Dutch courage' & he approaches her as her 'audience'.
pealing to her Art as an actor, he succeeds where Dreyman failed in persuading her
o be false (by 'selling herself' to Hempf). Returning for his next surveillance
eads Udo's report which shows his persuasion worked to repair Dreyman's
lationship with CMS.
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