
Winston could not remember anything concrete. But he had a feeling that the world had been somewhat happier when he was a child. He was well aware that there was something wrong with modern society. The absolute control which state had over their lives made him feel uneasy. However, his co-workers seemed to ignore this fact or they were even thankful that the state was making decisions for them.


Winston took a little package out of his jacket and unwrapped it carefully. It was a bomb. Winston did not know much about explosives but the information he had been given was simple: ‘Just push this button and run away.’ He checked again all the fine wires though he did not really understand the mechanism. Then he hid the bomb into his jacket once again and left his flat.


He wanted to go straight to the Ministry of Truth. While he was walking through the rundown streets, he saw two policemen patrolling in front of a house of one of his friends. 

He slipped into an alley on the right, hoping that the policeman had not noticed him.

Ten minutes later Winston arrived at the Ministry. He went quickly through the entrance hall, showed his ID to a security guard and went upstairs to the archives. He hoped that by destroying the state database he could undermine the omnipotence of Big Brother and the Thought Police. So far, everything was going according to plan. Winston planted the explosive and pushed the button. He was about to run away, but then he realized that nothing had happened. He tried to push the button again. Nothing. Then he heard an unruffled voice coming from behind him. 

‘We have been watching you all along, Winston,’ said the voice. Winston turned around. It was Theodore Fryton, the head of the Thought Police. ‘Did you really think I would let you blow up the archives? The bomb is a fake, of course. And now I will make sure that you won’t try anything like this again.’
