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About

Gronland is a sans serif typeface designed in 2018-2021. Gronland inspired by Swiss public transport 
signages, NYC way finding systems and Greenland. Designed for screen and medium sizes. Gronland 
has 8 different weights including Fine to Black. Each weights of Gronland has 750+ Glyphs. A to Z with 
uppercase and lowercase Latin alphabet, numbers, alternative characters sets, standart and discre-
tionary ligatures, ordinal and fractions. 
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TU
AC
UA
JP
OS
LH
LH
LH
LH
SK
UA

①320
①745
⑦403
⑦413
②113
①286
②687
④444
⑧494
⑨480
③263
②917

Wien
Berlin-Tegel
Dusseldorf Main St.
Budapest
Paris-Ch.De Gaulle
Innsbruck
Koeln Hbf
Cologne Main Station
Edinburg
London-Gatwick
Stockholm
Washington

12:00
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Gronland Fine ● 180 Point

Gronland Fine Italic ● 180 Point

Gronland Thin ● 180 Point

Gronland Thin Italic ● 180 Point
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Reformations
Extrapolation
Heartrending
Disintegrates
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Gronland Light ● 180 Point

Gronland Light Italic ● 180 Point

Gronland Regular ● 180 Point

Gronland Regular Italic ● 180 Point



Reformations
Extrapolation
Heartrending
Disintegrates

Undiagnosed
Uncommonly
Successfully
Musculature
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Gronland Book ● 180 Point

Gronland Book Italic ● 180 Point

Gronland Demi ● 180 Point

Gronland Demi Italic ● 180 Point



Undiagnosed
Uncommonly
Successfully
Musculature

Radiological
Interrogator
Department
Elephantine
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Gronland Bold ● 180 Point

Gronland Bold Italic ● 180 Point

Gronland Black ● 180 Point

Gronland Black Italic ● 180 Point
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Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable exclama-
tions of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. The 
self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying power of the 
Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: besides, the sight or even 
the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger au- tomatically. He was an 
object of hatred more constant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when 
Oceania was at war with one of these Powers it was generally at peace with 
the other. But what was strange was that although Goldstein was hated and 
despised by everybody, although every day and a thousand times a day, on 
platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his theories were refut-
ed, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for the pitiful rub- bish that 
they were—in spite of all this, his influence never seemed to grow less. Always 
there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A day never passed 
when spies and saboteurs acting under his directions were not unmasked by 
the Thought Police. He was the commander of a vast shadowy army, an un-
derground network of conspirators dedicated to the overthrow of the State. 
The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to be. There were also whispered 
stories of a terrible book, a compendium of all the heresies, of which Goldstein 
was the author and which circulated clandestinely here and there. It was a 
book without a title. People referred to it, if at all, simply as the book. But one 
knew of such things only through vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor 
the book was a subject that any or- dinary Party member would mention if 
there was a way of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up and 
down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort to 
drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the screen. The little 
sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her mouth was opening and 
shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O’Brien’s heavy face was flushed. He 
was sitting very straight in his chair, his powerful chest swelling and quivering as 
though he were standing up to the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl 
behind Winston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly 
she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the screen. It struck 
Goldstein’s nose and bounced off; the voice contin- ued inexorably. In a lucid 
moment Winston found that he was shouting with the others and kicking his 
heel violent- ly against the rung of his chair. The horrible thing about the Two 
Minutes Hate was not that one was obliged to act a part, but, on the contrary, 

Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable exclama-
tions of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. The 
self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying power of the 
Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: besides, the sight or even 
the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger au- tomatically. He was an 
object of hatred more constant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when 
Oceania was at war with one of these Powers it was generally at peace with 
the other. But what was strange was that although Goldstein was hated and 
despised by everybody, although every day and a thousand times a day, on 
platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his theories were refut-
ed, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for the pitiful rub- bish that 
they were—in spite of all this, his influence never seemed to grow less. Always 
there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A day never passed 
when spies and saboteurs acting under his directions were not unmasked by 
the Thought Police. He was the commander of a vast shadowy army, an un-
derground network of conspirators dedicated to the overthrow of the State. 
The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to be. There were also whispered 
stories of a terrible book, a compendium of all the heresies, of which Goldstein 
was the author and which circulated clandestinely here and there. It was a 
book without a title. People referred to it, if at all, simply as the book. But one 
knew of such things only through vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor 
the book was a subject that any or- dinary Party member would mention if 
there was a way of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up and 
down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort to 
drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the screen. The little 
sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her mouth was opening and 
shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O’Brien’s heavy face was flushed. He 
was sitting very straight in his chair, his powerful chest swelling and quivering as 
though he were standing up to the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl 
behind Winston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly she 
picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the screen. It struck 
Goldstein’s nose and bounced off; the voice contin- ued inexorably. In a lucid 
moment Winston found that he was shouting with the others and kicking his 
heel violent- ly against the rung of his chair. The horrible thing about the Two 
Minutes Hate was not that one was obliged to act a part, but, on the contrary, 
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Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable excla-
mations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. The 
self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying power of the 
Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: besides, the sight or even 
the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger au- tomatically. He was an 
object of hatred more constant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when 
Oceania was at war with one of these Powers it was generally at peace with 
the other. But what was strange was that although Goldstein was hated and 
despised by everybody, although every day and a thousand times a day, on 
platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his theories were re-
futed, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for the pitiful rub- bish 
that they were—in spite of all this, his influence never seemed to grow less. 
Always there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A day never 
passed when spies and saboteurs acting under his directions were not un-
masked by the Thought Police. He was the commander of a vast shadowy 
army, an underground network of conspirators dedicated to the overthrow of 
the State. The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to be. There were also 
whispered stories of a terrible book, a compendium of all the heresies, of 
which Goldstein was the author and which circulated clandestinely here and 
there. It was a book without a title. People referred to it, if at all, simply as the 
book. But one knew of such things only through vague rumours. Neither the 
Brotherhood nor the book was a subject that any or- dinary Party member 
would mention if there was a way of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up and 
down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort to 
drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the screen. The little 
sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her mouth was opening and 
shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O’Brien’s heavy face was flushed. He 
was sitting very straight in his chair, his powerful chest swelling and quivering 
as though he were standing up to the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl 
behind Winston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly 
she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the screen. It struck 
Goldstein’s nose and bounced off; the voice contin- ued inexorably. In a lucid 
moment Winston found that he was shouting with the others and kicking his 
heel violent- ly against the rung of his chair. The horrible thing about the Two 
Minutes Hate was not that one was obliged to act a part, but, on the contrary, 

Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable excla-
mations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. The 
self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying power of the 
Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: besides, the sight or even 
the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger au- tomatically. He was an 
object of hatred more constant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when 
Oceania was at war with one of these Powers it was generally at peace with 
the other. But what was strange was that although Goldstein was hated and 
despised by everybody, although every day and a thousand times a day, on 
platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his theories were re-
futed, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for the pitiful rub- bish 
that they were—in spite of all this, his influence never seemed to grow less. 
Always there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A day never 
passed when spies and saboteurs acting under his directions were not un-
masked by the Thought Police. He was the commander of a vast shadowy 
army, an underground network of conspirators dedicated to the overthrow of 
the State. The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to be. There were also 
whispered stories of a terrible book, a compendium of all the heresies, of 
which Goldstein was the author and which circulated clandestinely here and 
there. It was a book without a title. People referred to it, if at all, simply as the 
book. But one knew of such things only through vague rumours. Neither the 
Brotherhood nor the book was a subject that any or- dinary Party member 
would mention if there was a way of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up and 
down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort to 
drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the screen. The little 
sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her mouth was opening and 
shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O’Brien’s heavy face was flushed. He 
was sitting very straight in his chair, his powerful chest swelling and quivering 
as though he were standing up to the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl 
behind Winston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly 
she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the screen. It struck 
Goldstein’s nose and bounced off; the voice contin- ued inexorably. In a lucid 
moment Winston found that he was shouting with the others and kicking his 
heel violent- ly against the rung of his chair. The horrible thing about the Two 
Minutes Hate was not that one was obliged to act a part, but, on the contrary, 
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Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable excla-
mations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. The 
self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying power of 
the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: besides, the sight 
or even the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger au- tomatically. 
He was an object of hatred more constant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, 
since when Oceania was at war with one of these Powers it was generally at 
peace with the other. But what was strange was that although Goldstein 
was hated and despised by everybody, although every day and a thousand 
times a day, on platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his 
theories were refuted, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for 
the pitiful rub- bish that they were—in spite of all this, his influence never 
seemed to grow less. Always there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced 
by him. A day never passed when spies and saboteurs acting under his di-
rections were not unmasked by the Thought Police. He was the commander 
of a vast shadowy army, an underground network of conspirators dedicated 
to the overthrow of the State. The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to 
be. There were also whispered stories of a terrible book, a compendium of 
all the heresies, of which Goldstein was the author and which circulated 
clandestinely here and there. It was a book without a title. People referred 
to it, if at all, simply as the book. But one knew of such things only through 
vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor the book was a subject that 
any or- dinary Party member would mention if there was a way of avoiding 
it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up and 
down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort to 
drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the screen. The little 
sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her mouth was opening 
and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O’Brien’s heavy face was 
flushed. He was sitting very straight in his chair, his powerful chest swelling 
and quivering as though he were standing up to the assault of a wave. The 
dark-haired girl behind Winston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! Swine! 
Swine!’ and suddenly she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung 
it at the screen. It struck Goldstein’s nose and bounced off; the voice 
contin- ued inexorably. In a lucid moment Winston found that he was shout-
ing with the others and kicking his heel violent- ly against the rung of his 

Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable excla-
mations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. The 
self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying power of 
the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: besides, the sight or 
even the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger au- tomatically. He 
was an object of hatred more constant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, since 
when Oceania was at war with one of these Powers it was generally at 
peace with the other. But what was strange was that although Goldstein 
was hated and despised by everybody, although every day and a thousand 
times a day, on platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his 
theories were refuted, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for 
the pitiful rub- bish that they were—in spite of all this, his influence never 
seemed to grow less. Always there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced 
by him. A day never passed when spies and saboteurs acting under his direc-
tions were not unmasked by the Thought Police. He was the commander of 
a vast shadowy army, an underground network of conspirators dedicated to 
the overthrow of the State. The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to be. 
There were also whispered stories of a terrible book, a compendium of all 
the heresies, of which Goldstein was the author and which circulated clan-
destinely here and there. It was a book without a title. People referred to it, 
if at all, simply as the book. But one knew of such things only through vague 
rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor the book was a subject that any or- 
dinary Party member would mention if there was a way of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up and 
down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort to 
drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the screen. The little 
sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her mouth was opening 
and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O’Brien’s heavy face was 
flushed. He was sitting very straight in his chair, his powerful chest swelling 
and quivering as though he were standing up to the assault of a wave. The 
dark-haired girl behind Winston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! Swine! 
Swine!’ and suddenly she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung 
it at the screen. It struck Goldstein’s nose and bounced off; the voice 
contin- ued inexorably. In a lucid moment Winston found that he was shout-
ing with the others and kicking his heel violent- ly against the rung of his 
chair. The horrible thing about the Two Minutes Hate was not that one was 
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Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable ex-
clamations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. The 
self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying power of 
the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: besides, the sight 
or even the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger au- tomatically. 
He was an object of hatred more constant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, 
since when Oceania was at war with one of these Powers it was generally 
at peace with the other. But what was strange was that although Goldstein 
was hated and despised by everybody, although every day and a thousand 
times a day, on platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his 
theories were refuted, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for 
the pitiful rub- bish that they were—in spite of all this, his influence never 
seemed to grow less. Always there were fresh dupes waiting to be se-
duced by him. A day never passed when spies and saboteurs acting under 
his directions were not unmasked by the Thought Police. He was the com-
mander of a vast shadowy army, an underground network of conspirators 
dedicated to the overthrow of the State. The Brotherhood, its name was 
supposed to be. There were also whispered stories of a terrible book, a 
compendium of all the heresies, of which Goldstein was the author and 
which circulated clandestinely here and there. It was a book without a title. 
People referred to it, if at all, simply as the book. But one knew of such 
things only through vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor the book 
was a subject that any or- dinary Party member would mention if there 
was a way of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up and 
down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort to 
drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the screen. The 
little sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her mouth was 
opening and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O’Brien’s heavy face 
was flushed. He was sitting very straight in his chair, his powerful chest 
swelling and quivering as though he were standing up to the assault of a 
wave. The dark-haired girl behind Winston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! 
Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary 
and flung it at the screen. It struck Goldstein’s nose and bounced off; the 
voice contin- ued inexorably. In a lucid moment Winston found that he was 
shouting with the others and kicking his heel violent- ly against the rung of 

Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable ex-
clamations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. The 
self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying power of 
the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: besides, the sight 
or even the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger au- tomatically. 
He was an object of hatred more constant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, 
since when Oceania was at war with one of these Powers it was generally 
at peace with the other. But what was strange was that although Goldstein 
was hated and despised by everybody, although every day and a thousand 
times a day, on platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his 
theories were refuted, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for 
the pitiful rub- bish that they were—in spite of all this, his influence never 
seemed to grow less. Always there were fresh dupes waiting to be se-
duced by him. A day never passed when spies and saboteurs acting under 
his directions were not unmasked by the Thought Police. He was the com-
mander of a vast shadowy army, an underground network of conspirators 
dedicated to the overthrow of the State. The Brotherhood, its name was 
supposed to be. There were also whispered stories of a terrible book, a 
compendium of all the heresies, of which Goldstein was the author and 
which circulated clandestinely here and there. It was a book without a 
title. People referred to it, if at all, simply as the book. But one knew of such 
things only through vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor the book 
was a subject that any or- dinary Party member would mention if there 
was a way of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up and 
down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort to 
drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the screen. The 
little sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her mouth was 
opening and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O’Brien’s heavy face 
was flushed. He was sitting very straight in his chair, his powerful chest 
swelling and quivering as though he were standing up to the assault of a 
wave. The dark-haired girl behind Winston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! 
Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary 
and flung it at the screen. It struck Goldstein’s nose and bounced off; the 
voice contin- ued inexorably. In a lucid moment Winston found that he was 
shouting with the others and kicking his heel violent- ly against the rung of 
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Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable ex-
clamations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. 
The self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying 
power of the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: be-
sides, the sight or even the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger 
au- tomatically. He was an object of hatred more constant than either 
Eurasia or Eastasia, since when Oceania was at war with one of these 
Powers it was generally at peace with the other. But what was strange 
was that although Goldstein was hated and despised by everybody, al-
though every day and a thousand times a day, on platforms, on the tele-
screen, in newspapers, in books, his theories were refuted, smashed, rid-
iculed, held up to the general gaze for the pitiful rub- bish that they 
were—in spite of all this, his influence never seemed to grow less. Always 
there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A day never passed 
when spies and saboteurs acting under his directions were not unmasked 
by the Thought Police. He was the commander of a vast shadowy army, 
an underground network of conspirators dedicated to the overthrow of 
the State. The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to be. There were 
also whispered stories of a terrible book, a compendium of all the here-
sies, of which Goldstein was the author and which circulated clandes-
tinely here and there. It was a book without a title. People referred to it, if 
at all, simply as the book. But one knew of such things only through vague 
rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor the book was a subject that any 
or- dinary Party member would mention if there was a way of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up and 
down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort to 
drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the screen. The 
little sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her mouth was 
opening and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O’Brien’s heavy face 
was flushed. He was sitting very straight in his chair, his powerful chest 
swelling and quivering as though he were standing up to the assault of a 
wave. The dark-haired girl behind Winston had begun cry- ing out 
‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly she picked up a heavy Newspeak 
dictionary and flung it at the screen. It struck Goldstein’s nose and 
bounced off; the voice contin- ued inexorably. In a lucid moment Winston 
found that he was shouting with the others and kicking his heel violent- ly 

Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable ex-
clamations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. 
The self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying 
power of the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: be-
sides, the sight or even the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger 
au- tomatically. He was an object of hatred more constant than either 
Eurasia or Eastasia, since when Oceania was at war with one of these 
Powers it was generally at peace with the other. But what was strange 
was that although Goldstein was hated and despised by everybody, al-
though every day and a thousand times a day, on platforms, on the tele-
screen, in newspapers, in books, his theories were refuted, smashed, rid-
iculed, held up to the general gaze for the pitiful rub- bish that they 
were—in spite of all this, his influence never seemed to grow less. Always 
there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A day never passed 
when spies and saboteurs acting under his directions were not unmasked 
by the Thought Police. He was the commander of a vast shadowy army, 
an underground network of conspirators dedicated to the overthrow of 
the State. The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to be. There were 
also whispered stories of a terrible book, a compendium of all the here-
sies, of which Goldstein was the author and which circulated clandes-
tinely here and there. It was a book without a title. People referred to it, 
if at all, simply as the book. But one knew of such things only through 
vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor the book was a subject that 
any or- dinary Party member would mention if there was a way of avoid-
ing it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up 
and down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an 
effort to drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the 
screen. The little sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her 
mouth was opening and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O’Brien’s 
heavy face was flushed. He was sitting very straight in his chair, his pow-
erful chest swelling and quivering as though he were standing up to the 
assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl behind Winston had begun cry- 
ing out ‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly she picked up a heavy New-
speak dictionary and flung it at the screen. It struck Goldstein’s nose and 
bounced off; the voice contin- ued inexorably. In a lucid moment Winston 
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Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable ex-
clamations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. 
The self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying 
power of the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: be-
sides, the sight or even the thought of Goldstein produced fear and 
anger au- tomatically. He was an object of hatred more constant than 
either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when Oceania was at war with one of 
these Powers it was generally at peace with the other. But what was 
strange was that although Goldstein was hated and despised by every-
body, although every day and a thousand times a day, on platforms, on 
the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his theories were refuted, 
smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for the pitiful rub- bish 
that they were—in spite of all this, his influence never seemed to grow 
less. Always there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A 
day never passed when spies and saboteurs acting under his directions 
were not unmasked by the Thought Police. He was the commander of a 
vast shadowy army, an underground network of conspirators dedicat-
ed to the overthrow of the State. The Brotherhood, its name was sup-
posed to be. There were also whispered stories of a terrible book, a 
compendium of all the heresies, of which Goldstein was the author and 
which circulated clandestinely here and there. It was a book without a 
title. People referred to it, if at all, simply as the book. But one knew of 
such things only through vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor 
the book was a subject that any or- dinary Party member would men-
tion if there was a way of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up 
and down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an 
effort to drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the 
screen. The little sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her 
mouth was opening and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even 
O’Brien’s heavy face was flushed. He was sitting very straight in his 
chair, his powerful chest swelling and quivering as though he were 
standing up to the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl behind Win-
ston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly she 
picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the screen. It 
struck Goldstein’s nose and bounced off; the voice contin- ued inexo-
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anger au- tomatically. He was an object of hatred more constant than 
either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when Oceania was at war with one of 
these Powers it was generally at peace with the other. But what was 
strange was that although Goldstein was hated and despised by every-
body, although every day and a thousand times a day, on platforms, on 
the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his theories were refuted, 
smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for the pitiful rub- bish 
that they were—in spite of all this, his influence never seemed to grow 
less. Always there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A 
day never passed when spies and saboteurs acting under his directions 
were not unmasked by the Thought Police. He was the commander of a 
vast shadowy army, an underground network of conspirators dedicat-
ed to the overthrow of the State. The Brotherhood, its name was sup-
posed to be. There were also whispered stories of a terrible book, a 
compendium of all the heresies, of which Goldstein was the author and 
which circulated clandestinely here and there. It was a book without a 
title. People referred to it, if at all, simply as the book. But one knew of 
such things only through vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor 
the book was a subject that any or- dinary Party member would men-
tion if there was a way of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up 
and down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an 
effort to drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the 
screen. The little sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her 
mouth was opening and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even 
O’Brien’s heavy face was flushed. He was sitting very straight in his 
chair, his powerful chest swelling and quivering as though he were 
standing up to the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl behind Win-
ston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly she 
picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the screen. It 
struck Goldstein’s nose and bounced off; the voice contin- ued inexo-
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Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable 
exclamations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the 
room. The self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terri-
fying power of the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be 
borne: besides, the sight or even the thought of Goldstein produced 
fear and anger au- tomatically. He was an object of hatred more con-
stant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when Oceania was at war 
with one of these Powers it was generally at peace with the other. But 
what was strange was that although Goldstein was hated and de-
spised by everybody, although every day and a thousand times a day, 
on platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his theories 
were refuted, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for the 
pitiful rub- bish that they were—in spite of all this, his influence never 
seemed to grow less. Always there were fresh dupes waiting to be se-
duced by him. A day never passed when spies and saboteurs acting 
under his directions were not unmasked by the Thought Police. He 
was the commander of a vast shadowy army, an underground net-
work of conspirators dedicated to the overthrow of the State. The 
Brotherhood, its name was supposed to be. There were also whis-
pered stories of a terrible book, a compendium of all the heresies, of 
which Goldstein was the author and which circulated clandestinely 
here and there. It was a book without a title. People referred to it, if at 
all, simply as the book. But one knew of such things only through 
vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor the book was a subject 
that any or- dinary Party member would mention if there was a way 
of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up 
and down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an 
effort to drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the 
screen. The little sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and 
her mouth was opening and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even 
O’Brien’s heavy face was flushed. He was sitting very straight in his 
chair, his powerful chest swelling and quivering as though he were 
standing up to the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl behind 
Winston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly 
she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the screen. 

Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable 
exclamations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the 
room. The self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terri-
fying power of the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be 
borne: besides, the sight or even the thought of Goldstein produced 
fear and anger au- tomatically. He was an object of hatred more con-
stant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when Oceania was at war 
with one of these Powers it was generally at peace with the other. But 
what was strange was that although Goldstein was hated and de-
spised by everybody, although every day and a thousand times a day, 
on platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his theories 
were refuted, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for the 
pitiful rub- bish that they were—in spite of all this, his influence 
never seemed to grow less. Always there were fresh dupes waiting to 
be seduced by him. A day never passed when spies and saboteurs 
acting under his directions were not unmasked by the Thought Police. 
He was the commander of a vast shadowy army, an underground net-
work of conspirators dedicated to the overthrow of the State. The 
Brotherhood, its name was supposed to be. There were also whis-
pered stories of a terrible book, a compendium of all the heresies, of 
which Goldstein was the author and which circulated clandestinely 
here and there. It was a book without a title. People referred to it, if at 
all, simply as the book. But one knew of such things only through 
vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor the book was a subject 
that any or- dinary Party member would mention if there was a way 
of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up 
and down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an 
effort to drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the 
screen. The little sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and 
her mouth was opening and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even 
O’Brien’s heavy face was flushed. He was sitting very straight in his 
chair, his powerful chest swelling and quivering as though he were 
standing up to the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl behind 
Winston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly 
she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the screen. 
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Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable 
exclamations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the 
room. The self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the ter-
rifying power of the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be 
borne: besides, the sight or even the thought of Goldstein produced 
fear and anger au- tomatically. He was an object of hatred more 
constant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when Oceania was at 
war with one of these Powers it was generally at peace with the 
other. But what was strange was that although Goldstein was hated 
and despised by everybody, although every day and a thousand 
times a day, on platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in 
books, his theories were refuted, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the 
general gaze for the pitiful rub- bish that they were—in spite of all 
this, his influence never seemed to grow less. Always there were 
fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A day never passed when 
spies and saboteurs acting under his directions were not unmasked 
by the Thought Police. He was the commander of a vast shadowy 
army, an underground network of conspirators dedicated to the 
overthrow of the State. The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to 
be. There were also whispered stories of a terrible book, a compen-
dium of all the heresies, of which Goldstein was the author and 
which circulated clandestinely here and there. It was a book without 
a title. People referred to it, if at all, simply as the book. But one knew 
of such things only through vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood 
nor the book was a subject that any or- dinary Party member would 
mention if there was a way of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up 
and down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an 
effort to drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from the 
screen. The little sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and 
her mouth was opening and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even 
O’Brien’s heavy face was flushed. He was sitting very straight in his 
chair, his powerful chest swelling and quivering as though he were 
standing up to the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl behind 
Winston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and suddenly 
she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the 

Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncon- trollable 
exclamations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the 
room. The self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the ter-
rifying power of the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be 
borne: besides, the sight or even the thought of Goldstein produced 
fear and anger au- tomatically. He was an object of hatred more 
constant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when Oceania was 
at war with one of these Powers it was generally at peace with the 
other. But what was strange was that although Goldstein was hated 
and despised by everybody, although every day and a thousand 
times a day, on platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in 
books, his theories were refuted, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the 
general gaze for the pitiful rub- bish that they were—in spite of all 
this, his influence never seemed to grow less. Always there were 
fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A day never passed when 
spies and saboteurs acting under his directions were not unmasked 
by the Thought Police. He was the commander of a vast shadowy 
army, an underground network of conspirators dedicated to the 
overthrow of the State. The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to 
be. There were also whispered stories of a terrible book, a compen-
dium of all the heresies, of which Goldstein was the author and 
which circulated clandestinely here and there. It was a book with-
out a title. People referred to it, if at all, simply as the book. But one 
knew of such things only through vague rumours. Neither the 
Brotherhood nor the book was a subject that any or- dinary Party 
member would mention if there was a way of avoiding it.
In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping 
up and down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices 
in an effort to drown the mad- dening bleating voice that came from 
the screen. The little sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, 
and her mouth was opening and shutting like that of a landed fish. 
Even O’Brien’s heavy face was flushed. He was sitting very straight 
in his chair, his powerful chest swelling and quivering as though he 
were standing up to the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl 
behind Winston had begun cry- ing out ‘Swine! Swine! Swine!’ and 
suddenly she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at 


