Annotated Exemplar Essay: Nineteen
Eighty-Four

Analyse how the representation of particular lives in your prescribed text enriches your
understanding of the endurance of the human spirit. (HSC 2025)

Introduction

In the paranoiac post-war Europe, where totalitarianism shadowed across the East and
West, [| wanted to begin not with Orwell's text but with his world, the bombed-out
streets, the Iron Curtain descending, the photographs emerging from liberated
concentration camps. There's something almost obscene about treating Nineteen
Eighty-Four as just another novel to analyse when Orwell wrote it dying of
tuberculosis on a freezing Scottish island, racing against his own mortality to warn us
about ours. Starting with context isn't just good practice; it's an ethical obligation to a
writer who insisted that 'every line of serious work that | have written since 1936 has
been written, directly or indirectly, against totalitarianism.’ I'm honouring that
insistence from the first sentence.] George Orwell conceived Nineteen Eighty-Four (1949)
as an urgent testimony to humanity's capacity for resilience despite absolute annihilation.
[Here's my thesis, but notice how I've buried it inside history rather than announcing
it with a trumpet blast. I'm trying to create an oratorical quality, almost like a speech at
a memorial, because that's what writing about Orwell demands. The paradox I'm
setting up, 'resilience despite absolute annihilation’, will haunt the entire essay.
Winston is annihilated. The novel persists. How do we hold both truths
simultaneously?] Whilst Churchill's "iron curtain" descended and the Nuremberg trials
exposed depths of institutional evil, [Three historical references in quick succession:
Churchill's Fulton speech, the Nuremberg trials, and implicitly the Cold War's
hardening divisions. I'm layering these not to flex but because Orwell himself was
obsessed with how totalitarianism emerged from specific historical conditions. He'd
fought in Spain, watched Stalinist agents hunt down his comrades, nearly died with a
bullet through his throat. For him, this was never abstract. Neither should my analysis
be.] Orwell's timeless dystopia interrogates whether the human spirit can endure when
subjected to systemic obliteration. [| chose ‘interrogates' carefully, Orwell asks questions
rather than providing comfortable answers. Winston doesn't escape; the Party isn't
overthrown; Big Brother remains watching. If I'd written "demonstrates’ or 'proves,' I'd
be lying about the novel's profound ambiguity. The text refuses the redemptive arc we
crave, and my essay needs to respect that refusal.] Yet, through his metatextual
deconstruction of the novel form itself, [This is where | tip my hand about the argument's
real direction. Most readings focus on what happens to Winston; I'm interested in
what happens to the novel, its form, its structure, its paratextual apparatus. Orwell
embeds hope not in the plot but in the architecture. The Appendix, written in past
tense about Newspeak, implies someone survived to write it. That's the move I'm



building toward, and signalling it here lets attentive readers anticipate the payoff.]
Orwell represents Winston's doomed rebellion as paradoxically affirming the very values the
Party seeks to extinguish: memory, desire, and the capacity of love. [This tricolon,
memory, desire, love, will organise my body paragraphs. It mirrors the Party's
three-pronged assault: the Ministry of Truth attacks memory, the Junior Anti-Sex
League attacks desire, Room 101 attacks love. When my essay's structure echoes the
novel's thematic structure, that's textual integrity working across levels: form and
content unified in both primary text and critical response.] But as we confront the
novel's heteroglossic structure, [I'm deploying Bakhtin here because no other term
captures what 7984 actually does. Heteroglossia, the coexistence of multiple
discourse types,describes how the novel contains diary entries, Goldstein's political
treatise, and a scholarly linguistic appendix, each with its own voice and register.
Bakhtin argued that novels inherently resist monologic authority; even a book about
totalitarianism can't be totalitarian in form. The Party wants one language (Newspeak);
the novel gives us many. Form subverts content.] fractured between diary entries,
political manifestos, and documentary appendices, [When the American
Book-of-the-Month Club demanded Orwell cut the Appendix and Goldstein's book, he
refused, even though it cost him perhaps £40,000 in sales. 'A book is built up as a
balanced structure,' he wrote, 'and one cannot simply remove large chunks here and
there.' That's Orwell himself insisting on the load-bearing importance of what I'm
calling 'fracturing.' The generic multiplicity isn't decoration; it's architecture.] we are
unsettled to any comfortable reading of individual heroism, suggesting that endurance
requires collective solidarity rather than solitary martyrdom. [This is my argumentative
gambit, I'm pushing against the standard reading of Winston as tragic hero whose
defeat simply proves totalitarianism's power. But Winston fails partly because he
rebels alone, trusting the wrong people, never building genuine solidarity. The
phrasing 'unsettled to any comfortable reading' deliberately jars; the syntax performs
the discomfort. My personal voice emerges through willingness to challenge received
wisdom, to sit with ambiguity rather than resolve it prematurely.] While Winston's spirit
is ultimately crushed beneath O'Brien's boot, [The synecdoche 'O'Brien's boot' echoes
O'Brien's own prophecy: 'If you want a picture of the future, imagine a boot stamping
on a human face, forever.' I'm embedding quotation into my own rhetoric rather than
quarantining it in a block quote, because | want the novel's language and mine to
interpenetrate. That's how you demonstrate intimacy with a text, not by standing
outside it pointing, but by letting it inhabit your own sentences.] the novel form
becomes an act of futile resistance, ['Futile resistance, there's the paradox again. The
resistance fails; Winston loves Big Brother. Yet the resistance persists as narrative,
as testimony, as the very pages we're holding. Orwell knew he was dying when he
finished the manuscript; he literally raced tuberculosis to complete it. The novel is his
futile resistance too, his refusal to go quietly. That biographical echo enriches
everything.] putting into light how storytelling preserves the "ineradicable" essence of
humanity even as we and Winston watch the possibility of a better world fading away.
['Ineradicable’ is Orwell's word, from the Appendix, he discusses how certain
Oldspeak concepts resist translation into Newspeak. I'm quoting it here to
foreshadow my eventual argument about the Appendix's past tense implying the
Party's fall. The introduction plants seeds; the body paragraphs cultivate them; the
conclusion harvests. That's how you build an essay that feels inevitable rather than
arbitrary.]



Body Paragraph 1: Winston's Linguistic Rebellion

In exposing the porosity between individual consciousness and totalitarian discourse,
['Porosity’, | love this word for what it does here. Boundaries between self and state in
Oceania aren't solid but permeable; Party language seeps into Winston's thoughts
even as he struggles against it. When he tries to write 'DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER,'
the words come unbidden, as if from somewhere beneath conscious intention. He's
already colonised by the ideology he resists. My word choice mirrors this
permeability: analysis and its object blur into each other.] Orwell's multifaceted
representation of Winston's inner life celebrates the human spirit through the very act of
linguistic rebellion. [Notice | claim Orwell ‘celebrates’ resistance through form, not
content. Winston loses, there's nothing celebratory about his fate. But the prose that
renders his consciousness is rich, sensuous, psychologically nuanced: everything
Newspeak is designed to eliminate. Orwell writes in Oldspeak about characters who
speak increasingly in Newspeak; that disjunction is itself resistance. The medium
refuses the message.] The novel's third-person limited narration functions as the
Bakhtinian "novelistic zone of contact" [Bakhtin's 'zone of contact' describes where
different ideological languages meet and struggle. Third-person limited is perfect for
this: we inhabit Winston's head but aren't identical with him. The narration can ironise
his thoughts, show us what he can't see, create dramatic distance within apparent
intimacy. When Winston trusts O'Brien, we sense danger he can't perceive. That gap,
character knowledge versus reader knowledge, depends entirely on Orwell's
narratorial choices.] between Winston's private interiority and the Party's omnipresent
ideology, forging a textual battleground where language itself becomes the site of resistance.
[I'm sustaining the martial metaphor because Orwell really did see language as a
battlefield. His essay 'Politics and the English Language,’ written while drafting 7984,
argues that 'the fight against bad English is not frivolous.' For him, clear prose was
political resistance; propaganda thrives on vagueness, euphemism, dying metaphors.
The novel dramatises this conviction, Winston's thoughtcrime is fundamentally
linguistic, a refusal to accept Newspeak's reductions.] When Winston commits his
inaugural act of rebellion, proclaiming "DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER," [l reproduce
Orwell's capitalisation: Winston writes in 'large clumsy capitals,’ his hand trembling.
The orthography carries meaning, desperation, defiance, loss of motor control. Even
letter case matters in a novel this precise.] the diary's blank page becomes sacred space,
[The shift to religious register is deliberate. For Winston, the diary is quasi-liturgical,
an act of faith addressed to a future that may never arrive. He writes 'TO THE FUTURE
OR TO THE PAST, to a time when thought is free.' That's prayer without God,
testimony without guaranteed witness. The Party has replaced religion with itself, Big
Brother as deity, Two Minutes Hate as ritual, but Winston's diary recovers the sacred
in secular form.] reclaiming language from its degradation under Newspeak's reductionism.
[Newspeak aims to make 'thoughtcrime literally impossible, because there will be no
words in which to express it', that's Syme explaining its purpose with chilling
enthusiasm. Orwell draws on the Sapir-Whorf hypothesis, language shapes thought,
and radicalises it into a tool of oppression. Winston's Oldspeak diary asserts that
subversive thought remains thinkable, that Newspeak hasn't yet completed its work of



mental colonisation.] Orwell understood, as Wittgenstein articulated, that "the limits of my
language are limits of my world" [Invoking Wittgenstein's Tractatus isn't name-dropping;
it's locating Newspeak within a broader twentieth-century conversation about
linguistic determinism. Orwell and Wittgenstein both grappled with how language
constrains and enables thought, though from different angles. The connection
enriches both.] hence the Party's linguistic determinism aims to make heretical thought
"literally unthinkable" by eliminating the vocabulary of the dissent. [Syme again: '‘Don’'t you
see that the whole aim of Newspeak is to narrow the range of thought?' He
understands perfectly what he's building and celebrates it, which is why the Party
vaporises him. Intellectual clarity offers no protection. The Party consumes even its
own servants.] Winston's stream-of-consciousness narration, [Positioning Orwell in
relation to high modernism, Joyce, Woolf, while noting his greater accessibility. The
technique lets him render the texture of surveilled life: constant self-monitoring, the
doubling of consciousness between authentic thought and Party-approved thought,
the exhausting labour of doublethink. Free indirect discourse blurs narratorial voice
and character thought; it's formally necessary to represent how totalitarianism
fragments the psyche.] oscillating between poetic evocations of the quasi-paradisal
"Golden Country" and the clinical descriptions of the Ministry's pyramids, enacts the stylistic
resistance Orwell deemed essential to preserving nuanced thought against propaganda's
simplifications. [The juxtaposition I'm identifying mirrors the novel's own style. Golden
Country passages are lush, sensuous, almost Lawrentian, nature, desire, freedom.
Ministry descriptions are bureaucratic, architectural, oppressive, 'enormous
pyramidal structure of glittering white concrete, soaring up, terrace after terrace, 300
metres into the air.' Orwell's prose embodies the conflict it describes. Style performs
theme.] Indeed, the metonymic "coral paperweight" [| say 'metonymic' rather than
'symbolic' because the paperweight doesn’'t stand for one thing, it gathers
associations: beauty, fragility, the past, privacy, the room above Charrington's shop. It
becomes what T.S. Eliot called an 'objective correlative': an external object evoking an
emotional complex without naming it directly. Orwell mistrusted heavy-handed
symbolism; meaning accretes through narrative association.] embodies such
endurance with its "tiny pink crinkle like a sugar rosebud," [This simile deserves attention.
'Sugar’ suggests sweetness but also impermanence, sugar dissolves. 'Rosebud’
evokes beauty and, inevitably after Citizen Kane, lost innocence and impossible
return. 'Tiny' emphasises vulnerability. The coral inside is 'a strange, pink, convoluted
object that recalled a rose or a sea anemone', strange, convoluted, pink, adjectives
that apply equally to the human brain. The paperweight figures consciousness itself;
when it shatters, Winston shatters too.] which glorifies beauty's persistence in a world of
utilitarian brutality, while its transparent glass symbolises fragile, multiversal consciousness.
[The glass lets Winston imaginatively 'get inside' the paperweight, he fantasises about
the room above Charrington's shop as an extension of its interior space, a world one
could enter and inhabit. This anticipates and inverts Room 101: where the
paperweight represented consciousness as refuge, Room 101 reveals consciousness
as prison, the place where your worst fears are inescapable because they're yours.
Sanctuary becomes trap; the structural rhyme is devastating.]JEven as Winston
recognises history as aphoristically "a palimpsest, scraped clean and reinscribed," [The
palimpsest metaphor is one of Orwell's most sophisticated: a manuscript erased and
overwritten, but where traces of original text remain faintly visible beneath. This
describes the Ministry of Truth's work, and its necessary incompleteness. Complete



erasure is impossible; traces persist. The metaphor quietly sustains hope within
Winston's despair. It also anticipates Foucault's later work on archaeology, excavating
buried discourses beneath dominant narratives, though Orwell couldn't have known
this.] his compulsion to remember constitutes spiritual endurance, a refusal to acquiesce to
the Party's temporal solipsism. ['Temporal solipsism' is my phrase for the Party's
ontological claim: "Who controls the past controls the future: who controls the
present controls the past.' They seek not merely political control but metaphysical
omnipotence, the power to determine what has been, is, and will be. Winston's
insistence that Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford were innocent, that the photograph
existed, that 2+2=4, this is rebellion at the deepest level. He asserts that reality isn't
infinitely malleable, that some truths persist regardless of power.] As such, Orwell,
writing as tuberculosis ravaged his body on the remote island of Jura, [This biographical
intrusion is intentional. Orwell composed 7984 in extraordinary circumstances:
isolated on Jura with no electricity, recently widowed, caring for an adopted son, and
dying. He underwent 'collapse therapy', his lung artificially deflated, and described
horrific side effects. Winston's description of himself as 'a bowed, grey-coloured,
skeleton-like thing' draws on Orwell's firsthand knowledge of wasting disease. The
author's physical disintegration shadows his protagonist’'s psychological
destruction.] imbued his protagonist with the human spirit asserting its reality against
ideological unreality through the simple, revolutionary act of saying: "l exist." [l end with
existential affirmation. Winston's entire rebellion amounts to this: subjective
experience is real, memory is trustworthy, the past happened. The Cartesian cogito
becomes political resistance. Descartes used doubt to find an indubitable foundation;
Winston uses affirmation to resist a regime whose power depends on making reality
doubtful.]

Body Paragraph 2: Julia and Embodied Resistance

Inevitably, humanity will desire intimate connections, hence, [I'm transitioning from
linguistic resistance to embodied resistance, from Winston's diary to Julia's sexuality.
The word 'inevitably' is important, I'm claiming that the Party's attempt to 'abolish the
orgasm' must fail because desire is constitutive of humanity, not accidental. This
echoes Orwell's debt to D.H. Lawrence: the body as site of authentic selfhood against
ideological abstraction. Minds can be colonised; bodies remain stubbornly
appetitive.] Orwell's satirical representation of Julia's rebellion subverts the limitations of
individualistic resistance, suggesting that the human spirit's endurance transcends solitary
defiance. [Note my word 'satirical’, Julia isn't presented uncritically. Her declaration
'I'm only a rebel from the waist downwards' reveals both strength and limitation. She
grasps something Winston doesn't: the Party fears physical pleasure more than
intellectual dissent. But she dismisses Goldstein's book, falls asleep when Winston
reads it. Orwell admires her vitality while recognising its insufficiency against
totalitarianism's metaphysical demands.] Indeed, Julia's character subverts androcentric
narratives of heroism [Reading Julia through a feminist lens rescues her from critical
dismissal as 'apolitical.' Her resistance differs from Winston's but isn't inferior: he
rebels through thought and writing, she through action and body. His resistance is



cerebral, hers corporeal. The novel needs both to complete its portrait of human
rebellion, pure intellectualism fails, but so does pure sensualism. Neither alone
suffices against a regime that attacks both mind and body.] by introducing the weak,
male protagonist Winston and Julia as "dark-haired, free-spirited and rebellious," [Julia is
consistently rendered in terms of energy and physicality: 'bold,’ 'young,' 'athletic.’
Winston is 'frail,' 'varicose-veined,’ associated with melancholy. They're
complementary principles, eros and logos, body and mind, whose union creates
temporary wholeness. The Party specifically targets this union.] capable of taking the
once passive Winston and turn him into "some brave who lives out doing what he believes
in" (Clane). [The secondary source shows I've engaged with criticism beyond the
primary text. But more importantly, it articulates Winston's transformation through
relationship. Before Julia, he contemplates rebellion in isolation; after Julia, he acts.
Love enables courage. This complicates individualist readings: Winston fails
ultimately, but only after the relationship dissolves. Solidarity matters, even failed
solidarity.] Her Junior Anti-Sex League sash becomes, in her hands, a symbol of
performative conformity masking authentic desire, [Butler's performativity is relevant
here: Julia performs sexless Party zealot while living a clandestine erotic life. The
sash means opposite things in different contexts. When Julia reveals she's slept with
'hundreds' of Party members, the confession thrills Winston because it proves
conformity is performance, the Party hasn't eradicated desire, only driven it
underground.] emblematic of the Edenic "archetypal Adam and Eve informing Winston and
Julia, especially in the pastoral equivalent to the quasi-paradisal 'Golden Country™
(Dilworth). [The Edenic framework is essential. Their first sexual encounter takes place
in a countryside clearing, prelapsarian space. Julia removes her clothes with a
gesture Winston recognises as 'belonging to an ancient time.' They eat chocolate and
make love without guilt. But Genesis ends in expulsion, and their Eden is already
surveilled. The theological structure persists while its content is secularised: Big
Brother replaces God; state violence replaces divine punishment.] As Winston
observes "the birds singing" and "the thrush with a breast full of song," [The thrush is
Orwell's image of nature untouched by ideology. Its song means nothing, pure
expression, sound without message. In a novel obsessed with corrupted language,
the bird represents non-linguistic existence: a mode of being the Party can't colonise
because there's nothing to manipulate. The pastoral interlude isn't mere romanticism
but philosophical assertion: some things exist beyond power's reach.] Orwell
temporarily constructs authentic human experience beyond ideology's reach. ['Temporarily’
is crucial, the pastoral is bracketed, a respite whose end we anticipate. Orwell doesn't
offer the Golden Country as permanent refuge but as momentary glimpse of what
human life might be. The beauty is inseparable from its doomed quality; we read
these passages elegiacally, mourning loss before it occurs.] Indeed, his celebration of
synaesthetical experiences here align with his democratic socialist conviction that the body's
immediate pleasures constitute resistance against "abolis[ing] the orgasm." [Orwell's
politics matter here. He wasn't a liberal individualist but a democratic socialist, he
fought in Spain with the POUM militia, was shot through the throat, watched Stalinist
agents hunt his comrades. His defence of physical pleasure reflects this: authentic
socialism liberates the body; totalitarianism disciplines it. Julia's orgasms are
insurrectionary acts, each one refuting Party ideology.] The accumulation of gustatory
imagery ("the half-forgotten smell of real coffee," "real sugar," "real bread") [The repetition
of 'real' is signature Orwell: in a world of Victory Gin and Victory Coffee, authenticity



becomes revolutionary. Sensory specificity grounds characters in bodily reality
against slogans' abstraction. When Julia produces contraband chocolate, the moment
carries sacramental weight. Real food among synthetic substitutes is communion.]
grounds human endurance in materiality, suggesting consciousness fails to be colonised
amidst sensory experiences. [This is a phenomenological argument: bodily experience
resists ideological capture because it operates beneath conceptualisation. You can't
Newspeak the taste of chocolate. But Room 101 will weaponise sensation, Winston's
terror of rats is bodily, pre-rational. The body resists; the body also betrays. Orwell's
vision is dialectical, not utopian.] Yet, in the motif of chess, "the difficulty of meeting was
like trying to make a move when you were already mates," [This metaphor is
devastatingly proleptic. Winston and Julia think they're playing against the Party,
evading surveillance, building a secret life. But the game was lost before it began.
O'Brien watched for 'seven years'; Charrington is Thought Police; every move was
permitted to entrap them. 'Already mated' means checkmate occurred before players
realised the game was over. Readers familiar with the novel's trajectory see what
characters can't, tragic structure defined.]lhowever long before Winston and Julia
copulate, the 'game' is lost. [My verb 'copulate' deliberately echoes Party vocabulary,
clinical, desexualised. Using it creates dissonance: | describe their intimacy in their
oppressor's language. This reminds us that even analytical discourse reproduces
ideological categories. No vocabulary is neutral; my essay can't escape what it
critiques, only make the entanglement visible.] The Party's white pieces, those "gleaming
pyramids" of the Ministries, the white-coated interrogators, move first, always, controlling the
game's ontology, [l| extend the chess metaphor into colour symbolism. White
traditionally represents good and purity, but in 7984, white is the Ministries' fagades,
interrogators’ coats, harsh cell lighting. Orwell inverts conventional coding:
whiteness becomes sinister, the colour of sterility and erasure. Nothing means what it
used to mean.] and "evoking the whited sepulchre of Matthew 23:27" (Dilworth). [The
biblical allusion, Jesus condemning Pharisees as tombs that 'appear beautiful
outward, but are within full of dead men's bones’, captures the Party perfectly.
Gleaming Ministries conceal torture chambers; utopian rhetoric masks cynicism
about power. O'Brien’s civilised manner hides sadistic cruelty. The allusion maintains
theological register | established with Eden, creating intertextual coherence.] Although
the Party perceives Julia as "beautiful on the outside," we see her true self being "full of
bones and everything unclean" (Matthew 23:27). [l apply the 'whited sepulchre’ to Julia
paradoxically. From the Party's view, her inner 'uncleanness’ is her authentic
sexuality, everything they want abolished. What orthodoxy calls corruption, we
recognise as humanity. I'm repurposing biblical language against its moralistic grain:
'unclean’ becomes praise.] Tragically, Julia's pragmatic conviction that "if you kept the
small rules you could break the big ones," proves insufficient, as her strategies merely
postpone the inevitable confrontation. [Julia's philosophy is tested and fails. Her survival
pragmatism, comply superficially, rebel secretly, can't protect her because the Party
demands not obedience but conversion. They don't want you following rules; they
want you loving Big Brother. Julia correctly understands the Party at one level (it
wants bodily control) but incorrectly at another (it wants soul transformation). The
'small rules' strategy works against ordinary authoritarianism; it fails against infinite
demands.] The truth is, Julia's ambition becomes the architect of her downfall, [My
personification 'architect' echoes the Ministries' pyramidal architecture, power's
structures crushing both lovers. Language conspires against characters; even my



description participates in imagery of their destruction. Orwell creates a world so
totalising that discourse about it reproduces its patterns.] and whilst her vitality
embodies the human spirit's irrepressibility, her ultimate betrayal distorts the weaponisation
of our deepest connections, as love becomes a mechanism of control. [| end by
confronting the novel's darkest implication. The Party doesn't merely destroy love but
weaponises it. In Room 101, Winston screams 'Do it to Julia!' as rats approach; Julia
betrays Winston too. Their love becomes the lever of their destruction. What should
be humanity's ultimate resource proves its ultimate vulnerability. Totalitarianism
learns your deepest attachments to break you through them. | don't look away; the
essay must acknowledge darkness.]

Body Paragraph 3: The Novel Form as Resistance

Unfortunately, the novel's conclusion enacts a complete extinguishment of individual
experience, [My tonal shift, '‘Unfortunately’, signals we're entering painful territory.
'Extinguishment’ suggests flame snuffed out, leaving no trace. This is what O'Brien
promises: not death but erasure, not martyrdom but vaporisation. 'We do not destroy
the heretic because he resists us,' he explains. 'We convert him, we capture his inner
mind, we reshape him.' Ontological annihilation: make it as though resistance never
existed.] yet paradoxically, Orwell's dystopian form itself preserves the very human values it
depicts being destroyed, suggesting that storytelling constitutes the ultimate endurance.
[Here's my central claim, withheld until now. Winston is destroyed within the story,
but the novel exists outside it, artifact in our hands. Someone wrote this; someone
published it; we're reading it. The act of narration refutes the Party's totalising claims.
O'Brien insists nothing exists outside Party reality; the novel's existence proves
otherwise. Form becomes content; the medium is the message. This is why I've
emphasised heteroglossia throughout, to prepare for this moment where structure
transcends despair.] From the moment Winston picks up the journal in Charrington's Shop,
we see his loss of invulnerability in the arms of his lover, no longer "fixed in a sort of eternity."
['Fixed in a sort of eternity' comes from Winston's fantasy about the paperweight,
imagining the room above the shop as a world outside time. The irony is excruciating:
this 'eternity’ is a trap. Thought Police watched from the telescreen hidden behind the
St Clement's print from the beginning. Winston's security was always illusion,
permitted so its shattering would be complete.] Indeed, we are unsettled to the truth that
Winston himself is unable to see: that his fantasies of love and rebellion are merely illusory.
[I speak directly to the reader, 'we are unsettled’, creating complicity. We share
Winston's blindness initially; we too want sanctuary to be real, O'Brien to be ally,
resistance to succeed. Orwell positions us inside hope before dismantling it, so
betrayal lands viscerally rather than abstractly. The novel isn't just about
totalitarianism but our vulnerability to it.] The subsequent reiteration of "You are the
dead" in a staccato-esque voice ruptures the lovers' sensual present, [The telescreen's
voice interrupts like a death knell. 'Staccato-esque' captures its mechanical
inhumanity, device output, not human speech. The pronoun 'you' devastates: it
addresses them directly, making them surveillance objects rather than life subjects. It
echoes their own earlier exchange, 'We are the dead’, thrown back as condemnation.



Language weaponised against its speakers.] mirroring the "smashed paperweight and
the "tiny pink crinkle like a sugar rosebud" that was the coral, a once perceived symbol of
eternity. [The paperweight's destruction creates structural echo. Introduced as a
symbol, it now appears shattered. The 'tiny pink crinkle’, described so tenderly earlier,
returns in elegy. Orwell's symbolic economy is precise: motifs recur transformed.
Smashing the paperweight literalises smashing everything it represents: privacy,
beauty, relationship, Winston's inner world.] Room 101 literalises Max Weber's "iron
cage" of modernity, [Weber's stahlhartes Gehéduse, usually 'iron cage', warns that
bureaucratic rationality can become its own domination: impersonal rules
imprisoning those they ostensibly serve. Room 101 takes this to the endpoint: reason
perverted into torture, administration become annihilation. Orwell shares Frankfurt
School concerns about instrumental reason, though he arrived at them through Spain
and the Moscow trials rather than German philosophy.] where rationalisation triumphs
over humanity's spontaneous, irrational essence. [The opposition between rationalisation
and irrationality echoes Adorno and Horkheimer's Dialectic of Enlightenment: the
drive to master nature extends to mastering human nature, producing Auschwitz as
rational administration of death. Room 101 is where reason devours its children,
liberation's promise becomes control's technology.] Winston's degradation into "a
bowed, grey-coloured, skeleton like thing," [This quotation comes from Part lll, when
Winston sees himself in a mirror. The description echoes Orwell's
tuberculosis-induced wasting. But more importantly, 'thing' signals complete
dehumanisation, object rather than subject. Grammar performs ontology; noun class
reflects metaphysical status. A 'thing' has no interiority, no rights. Winston has been
thingified.] strips away the Enlightenment's foundational myth of autonomy, [The
Enlightenment promised freedom through self-determination, Kant's 'dare to think for
yourself.' Winston's destruction refutes this: his mind, will, memory, even love are raw
material for reshaping. The autonomous rational subject proves vulnerable to forces
that can remake consciousness itself. Power doesn't just kill dissidents; it transforms
them.] as the objectifying noun "thing" reduces subjectivity to pure materiality. ['Thing'
rather than 'man,’ 'person,’ or 'creature’, deliberate. Things can be manipulated
without ethical constraint. O'Brien's project is to produce this reduction: make
Winston understand himself as 'thing' the Party reshapes at will. Language becomes
instrument of transformation.] As O'Brien promises that "there will be no art, no literature,
no science," [O'Brien's negations are anaphoric, 'no...no...no...", rhythmically
hammering extinction. But here's the irony he can't perceive: he prophesies
literature's end inside a novel that will outlive him. Literature persists even as O'Brien
declares its death. Form contradicts content at the meta-level.] his teleology mirrors
Winston's "feeling of victory," as he finally loves Big Brother, the human spirit utterly
vanquished. ['He loved Big Brother', the novel's final sentence, is devastating because
it's presented as a triumph. Winston experiences destruction as victory. The Party's
achievement: not merely breaking resistance but making the broken grateful. No
residual interiority holds out; the 'victory' is genuine, felt, sincere. This is worse than
death, which at least ends. Or has Orwell left an opening?] The opposing personal
pronouns in his final encounter with Julia, stating "l betrayed you... all you care about is
yourself," bifurcates their once-unified identity, [Grammatical analysis:
'llyou...youlyourself' marks absolute separation where intimacy existed. Before Room
101, they used 'we,’ shared a world. After, they're isolated monads. Love required 'we’;
betrayal produces only 'I' and 'you.' Syntax diagrams psychological fragmentation.]



each "I" and "you" marking an unbridgeable distance where intimacy once existed. [I dwell
on pronouns to prepare for my final turn. Everything internal to the novel points
toward despair. But there's paratextual material we haven't considered, the Appendix.
What the story destroys, structure preserves.] Yet, Orwell's metatextual architecture
refuses this nihilistic conclusion. ['Yet' signals my volta, argumentative turn toward
unexpected hope. Having established Winston's thorough destruction, | argue the
novel as formal object resists the despair its content depicts. This is payoff for
everything I've built: form transcends content, structure outlives story.] The appendix,
written in past tense about Newspeak's principles, implies the Party's eventual fall. [My most
important claim. The Appendix, 'The Principles of Newspeak', uses past tense
throughout: 'Newspeak WAS the official language of Oceania.' This implies
perspective after the Party's fall, future in which Newspeak has become historical
curiosity. Someone, somewhere, survived to write this analysis from outside Party
dominion. Orwell encodes hope in grammar itself. Critics debate this reading, but
Orwell's insistence that the Appendix be retained, 'it would make the story
unintelligible’, suggests its importance exceeds supplement. Unintelligible without it?
Perhaps because it contains this grammatical sliver of hope.] The novel's very
existence, its heteroglossic incorporation of numerous discursive modes (diary, manifesto,
linguistic treatise), enacts the resistance it depicts as falling. [Returning to heteroglossia
completes my theoretical arc. The novel's formal multiplicity resists totalitarian
thought. The Party wants one language; the novel gives many. Literary form exceeds
ideological capture. What O'Brien destroys in Room 101, Orwell preserves in the
Appendix. Structure outlives story.] As Hannah Arendt observed in The Origins of
Totalitarianism(1951), totalitarian regimes seek to make facts themselves malleable, yet
testimony and preservation of memory through narrative glorifies our bulwark against such
erasures. [Arendt, appearing two years after 1984, diagnosed the same phenomenon
from a different position. Her concept of 'natality’, human capacity to begin something
new, provides theoretical grounding for Orwell's encoded hope. Totalitarianism
eliminates natality; storytelling preserves it by recording unpredictable acts, even
failed ones. Winston's story survives his destruction; that survival is natality.] Orwell
realised that while Winston's individual spirit could be broken, the novel form itself, heir to the
Enlightenment's celebration of individual consciousness, preserves what totalitarianism
destroys. [The novel is an Enlightenment genre, it emerges alongside modern notions
of interiority and subjective truth. By writing a novel about totalitarianism's
destruction of individuality, Orwell deploys form against content. The genre testifies
to values the Party seeks to extinguish. This is why 1984 had to be a novel: only the
novel could formally embody the consciousness it mourns.]

Conclusion

The human spirit's endurance lies not in the fantasy of individual triumph but in the collective
act of remembering what was lost. [My thesis returns transformed. | began asking
whether the human spirit endures systematic obliteration; | end redefining endurance.
Not Winston's survival, he doesn't survive, but our memory of his destruction. We,
readers across decades, become the collective that remembers. The novel conscripts



us into testimony. Endurance transfers from protagonist to text to reader, from story
to structure to interpretive community.] To this end, Winston's broken body testifies to
power's victory over flesh, yet the novel itself stands as rigor mortis set against forgetting,
[Rigor mortis, death's stiffening, is a strange, almost grotesque image for a novel. But
it captures what I'm articulating: the text is a corpse that refuses decay, preservation
of death rather than life. It keeps Winston's destruction present, refuses the closure
forgetting would provide. Not triumphalist hope but elegiac persistence: we can't
undo what happened, but we can refuse to let it disappear.] unyielding as a gravestone
that refuses to let the dead stay buried. [My final image fuses resonances: gravestone
(marking what was), refusal (active resistance), dead who won't stay buried (haunting,
return). | leave readers not with comfort but persistence, stubborn insistence that
Winston's story be told, retold, remembered. The novel becomes what Winston
couldn't be: ineradicable. And ‘ineradicable’, as | noted in my introduction, is Orwell's
word from the Appendix. The essay ends where the text gestures toward its own
survival. We've moved from post-war Europe's ruins to Winston's psyche's ruins to
the novel's strange half-life, persisting beyond characters, beyond author, into our
present where totalitarianism remains an ongoing threat rather than historical
curiosity. Form, content, context, and contemporary reading unified in a single act of
attention, memory, and refusal to forget, that's textual integrity at its most urgent.]
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