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Introduction
Anthony Burgess was born in Manchester in 1917

and is a graduate of the University there. After six
years in the Army he worked as an instructor for
the Central Advisory Council for Forces Education,
as alecturer in Phonetics and as agrammar school
master. From 1954 till 1960 he was an education
officer in the Colonia Service, stationed in Mdaya
and Brunei.

He became a full-time writer in 1960, though his
first novel had been published four years earlier.
A late starter in the art of fiction, he had spent his
creative energy previously on music, and he has
composed many full-scale works for orchestraand
other media.

Anthony Burgess maintains his old interest in music
and in linguistics, and these have conditioned the
style and content of the novels he writes. Though he
and hiswife no longer live abroad, foreign travel
remains agreat source of inspiration. He has, to
date, published many novels, a book on linguistics,
and various critical works.

His other books in Penguin are 'Inside Mr Enderby' ,
‘Tremor of Intent' and 'Nothing Like the Sun', a
story of Shakespeare's love-life.



INTRODUCTION
A Clockwork Orange Resucked

| FIRST PUBLISHED the novella A Clockwork Orangein 1962,
which ought to be far enough in the past for it to be erased from
the world's literary memory. It refuses to be erased, however, and
for thisthe film version of the book made by Stanley Kubrick may
be held chiefly responsible. | should myself be glad to disown it
for various reasons, but thisis not permitted. | receive mail from
students who try to write theses about it, or requests from Japanese
dramaturgesto turn it into a sort of Noh play. It seems likely to
survive, while other works of mine that | value more bite the dust.
Thisis not an unusual experience for an artist. Rachmaninoff used
to groan because he was known mainly for a Prelude in C Sharp
Minor which he wrote as a boy, while the works of his maturity
never got into the programmes. Kids cut their pianistic teeth on a
Minuet in G which Beethoven composed only so that he could
detest it. | have to go on living with A Clockwork Orange, and this
means | have a sort of authorial duty to it. | have avery special
duty to it in the United States, and | had better now explain what
that duty is.

L et me put the situation baldly. A Clockwork Orange has never
been published entire in America. The book | wrote is divided into
three sections of seven chapters each. Take out your pocket
calculator and you will find that these add up to atotal of twenty-
one chapters. 21 is the symbol of human maturity, or used to be,
since at 21 you got the vote and assumed adult responsibility.
Whatever its symbology, the number 21 was the number | started
out with. Novelists of my stamp are interested in what is called
arithmology, meaning that [a] number has to mean somethingin
human terms when they handle it. The number of chaptersis never
entirely arbitrary. Just as a musical composer starts off with a
vague image of bulk and duration, so a novelist begins with an



image of length, and thisimage is expressed inthe number of
sections and the number of chapters into which the work will be
disposed. Those twenty one chapters were important to me.

But they were not important to my New Y ork publisher. The book
he brought out had only twenty chapters. He insisted on cutting out
the twenty-first. | could, of course, have demurred at this and taken
my book elsewhere, but it was considered that he was being
charitable in accepting the work at all, and that all other New Y ork,
or Boston, publishers would kick out the manuscript on its dog-ear.
| needed money back in 1961, even the pittance | was being
offered as an advance, and if the condition of the book's
acceptance was also its truncation - well, so beit. So thereisa
profound difference between A Clockwork Orange as Great Britain
knows it and the somewhat slimmer volume that bears the same
name in the United States of America.

Let us go further. The rest of the world was sold the book out of
Great Britain, and so most versions... have the original twenty-one
chapters. Now when Stanley Kubrick made his film - though he
madeit in Englad - he followed the American version and, so it
seemed to his audiences outside America, ended the story
somewhat prematurely. People wrote to me about this - indeed
much of my later life has been expended on Xeroxing statements
of intention and the frustration of intention - while both Kubrick
and my New Y ork publisher coolly bask in the rewards of their
misdemeanor. Lifeis, of course, terrible.

Burgess goes on to discuss the merits of the 21st chapter and the
meaning of the title (and the loss thereof in translation), which I'll
type up after dosing up on more Coke. He ends with:

Readers of the twenty-first chapter must decide for themselves
whether it enhances the book they presumably know or isreally a
discardable limb. | meant the book to end in thisway, but my
aesthetic judgegment may have been faulty. Writers are rarely their



own best critics, nor are critics. '‘Quod scripsi scripsi' said Pontius
Pilate when he made Jesus Christ the King of the Jews. 'What |
have written | have Written.! We can destroy what we have written
but we cannot unwrite it. | leave what | wrote with what Dr.
Johnson called frigid indifference to the judgement of that
.00000001 of the American population which cares about such
things. Eat this sweetish segment or spit it out. You are free.

Anthony Burgess, November 1986



PUBLISHER'SNOTE

THIS NEW, American edition of A Clockwork Orange, as the
author so forcefully putsit in his Introduction, islonger by one
chapter - the last. This chapter was included in the original, British
edition but dropped from the American edition and therefore from
Stanley Kubrick's film version. The author and his American
publisher - who is delighted to give this fascinating book a new
and larger life - differ in their memories as to whether or not the
dropping of the last chapter, which changed the book's impact
dramatically, was a condition of publication or merely a suggestion
made for conceptual reasons. Whichever istrue, the larger truth is
that A Clockwork Orangeis amodern classic which must, indeed,
be made available to Anthony Burgess's American readers
precisely in the form he wishes it to be. It is so done.

Eric Swenson, December 1986
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"What's it going to be then, eh?"

There was me, that is Alex, and my three droogs, that is

Pete, Georgie, and Dim. Dim being really dim, and we sat in
the Korova Milkbar making up our rassoodocks what to do
with the evening, aflip dark chill winter bastard though dry.
The Korova Milkbar was a milk-plus mesto, and you may, O
my brothers, have forgotten what these mestos were like,
things changing so skorry these days and everybody very
quick to forget, newspapers not being read much neither.
Well, what they sold there was milk plus something else. They
had no licence for selling liquor, but there was no law yet
against prodding some of the new veshches which they used
to put into the old moloko, so you could peet it with vel-

locet or synthemesc or drencrom or one or two other vesh-
ches which would give you a nice quiet horrorshow fifteen
minutes admiring Bog And All HisHoly Angels and Saintsin
your left shoe with lights bursting all over your mozg. Or you
could peet milk with knivesin it, as we used to say, and this
would sharpen you up and make you ready for a bit of dirty
twenty-to-one, and that was what we were peeting this even-
ing I'm starting off the story with.

Our pockets were full of deng, so there was no real need

from the point of view of crasting any more pretty polly to
tolchock some old veck in an aley and viddy him swim in his
blood while we counted the takings and divided by four, nor
to do the ultra-violent on some shivering starry grey-haired
ptitsain a shop and go smecking off with the till's guts. But, as
they say, money isn't everything.

The four of us were dressed in the height of fashion,

which in those days was a pair of black very tight tights with
the old jelly mould, aswe called it, fitting on the crotch
underneath the tights, this being to protect and also a sort of
adesign you could viddy clear enough in a certain light, so



that | had one in the shape of a spider, Pete had a rooker (a
hand, that is), Georgie had avery fancy one of aflower, and
poor old Dim had a very hound-and-horny one of aclown's
litso (face, that is). Dim not ever having much of an idea of
things and being, beyond all shadow of a doubting thomas,
the dimmest of we four. Then we wore waisty jackets without
lapels but with these very big built-up shoulders ('pletchoes
we called them) which were a kind of a mockery of having rea
shoulders like that. Then, my brothers, we had these off-white
cravats which looked like whipped-up kartoffel or spud with a
sort of adesign made on it with afork. We wore our hair not
too long and we had flip horrorshow boots for kicking.
"What's it going to be then, eh?"

There were three devotchkas sitting at the counter all

together, but there were four of us malchicks and it was
usually like one for al and all for one. These sharps were
dressed in the heighth of fashion too, with purple and green
and orange wigs on their gullivers, each one not costing less
than three or four weeks of those sharps wages, | should
reckon, and make-up to match (rainbows round the glazzies,
that is, and the rot painted very wide). Then they had long
black very straight dresses, and on the groody part of them
they had little badges of like silver with different malchicks
names on them - Joe and Mike and suchlike. These were sup-
posed to be the names of the different malchicks they'd
gpatted with before they were fourteen. They kept looking
our way and | nearly felt like saying the three of us (out of the
corner of my rot, that is) should go off for a bit of pol and
leave poor old Dim behind, because it would be just a matter
of kupetting Dim a demi-litre of white but thistime with a
dollop of synthemesc in it, but that wouldn't really have been
playing like the game. Dim was very very ugly and like his
name, but he was a horrorshow filthy fighter and very handy
with the boot.

"What's it going to be then, eh?"



The chelloveck sitting next to me, there being thislong big
plushy seat that ran round three walls, was well away with his
glazzies glazed and sort of burbling slovos like "Aristotle
wishy washy works outing cyclamen get forficulate smartish”.
He wasin the land all right, well away, in orbit, and | knew
what it was like, having tried it like everybody else had done,
but at thistime I'd got to thinking it was a cowardly sort of a
veshch, O my brothers. You'd lay there after you'd drunk the
old moloko and then you got the messel that everything all
round you was sort of in the past. You could viddy it all right,
al of it, very clear - tables, the stereo, the lights, the sharps
and the malchicks - but it was like some veshch that used to
be there but was not there not no more. And you were sort of
hypnotized by your boot or shoe or afinger-nail asit might
be, and at the same time you were sort of picked up by the old
scruff and shook like you might be acat. Y ou got shook and
shook till there was nothing left. Y ou lost your name and
your body and your self and you just didn't care, and you
waited until your boot or finger-nail got yellow, then
yellower and yellower all thetime. Then the lights started
cracking like atomics and the boot or finger-nail or, asit
might be, a bit of dirt on your trouser-bottom turned into a
big big big mesto, bigger than the whole world, and you were
just going to get introduced to old Bog or God when it was

al over. You came back to here and now whimpering sort of,
with your rot al squaring up for aboohoohoo. Now that's
very nice but very cowardly. Y ou were not put on this earth
just to get intouch with God. That sort of thing could sap all
the strength and the goodness out of a chelloveck.

"What's it going to be then, eh?"

The stereo was on and you got the idea that the singer's
goloss was moving from one part of the bar to another,

flying up to the ceiling and then swooping down again and
whizzing from wall to wall. It was Berti Laski rasping areal
starry oldie called 'Y ou Blister My Paint’. One of the three



ptitsas at the counter, the one with the green wig, kept push-
ing her belly out and pulling it in in time to what they called
the music. | could feel the knivesin the old moloko starting
to prick, and now | was ready for a bit of twenty-to-one. So |
yelped: "Out out out out!" like a doggie, and then | cracked
this veck who was sitting next to me and well away and
burbling a horrorshow crack on the ooko or earhole, but he
didn't feel it and went on with his " Telephonic hardware and
when the farfarculule gets rubadubdub”. He'd fedl it all right
when he came to, out of the land.

"Where out?' said Georgie.

"Oh, just to keep walking," | said, "and viddy what turns up,
O my little brothers."

So we scatted out into the big winter nochy and walked

down Marghanita Boulevard and then turned into Boothby
Avenue, and there we found what we were pretty well looking
for, amalenky jest to start off the evening with. Therewas a
doddery starry schoolmaster type veck, glasses on and his rot
open to the cold nochy air. He had books under hisarm and a
crappy umbrella and was coming round the corner from the
Public Biblio, which not many lewdies used these days. You
never really saw many of the older bourgeois type out after
nightfall those days, what with the shortage of police and we
fine young malchickiwicks about, and this prof type chello-
veck was the only one walking in the whole of the street. So
we goolied up to him, very polite, and | said: "Pardon me,
brother."

He looked a malenky bit poogly when he viddied the four

of uslike that, coming up so quiet and polite and smiling, but
hesaid: "Yes? What isit?' in avery loud teacher-type gol oss,
asif he wastrying to show us he wasn't poogly. | said:

"| see you have books under your arm, brother. It isindeed
arare pleasure these days to come across somebody that still
reads, brother."

"Oh," hesad, all shaky. "Isit? Oh, | see." And he kept [ook-



ing from one to the other of we four, finding himself now like
in the middle of avery smiling and polite square.

"Yes," | said. "It would interest me greatly, brother, if you
would kindly allow me to see what books those are that you
have under your arm. | like nothing better in thisworld than a
good clean book, brother."

"Clean," hesaid. "Clean, en?' And then Pete skvatted these
three books from him and handed them round real skorry.
Being three, we all had one each to viddy at except for Dim.
The one | had was called 'Elementary Crystallography’, so |
opened it up and said: "Excellent, really first-class," keeping
turning the pages. Then | said in a very shocked type goloss:
"But what isthis here? What is thisfilthy slovo? | blush to
look at thisword. You disappoint me, brother, you do
realy."

"But," he tried, "but, but."

"Now," said Georgie, "hereiswhat | should call real dirt.
There's one slovo beginning with an f and another with ac."
He had a book called "The Miracle of the Snowflake.'

"Oh," said poor old Dim, smotting over Pete's shoulder and
going too far, like he always did, "it says here what he done to
her, and there'sapictureand all. Why," he said, "you're
nothing but a filthy-minded old skitebird."

"An old man of your age, brother," | said, and | started to

rip up the book 1'd got, and the others did the same with the
ones they had. Dim and Pete doing a tug-of-war with 'The
Rhombohedral System'. The starry prof type began to creech:
"But those are not mine, those are the property of the mu-
nicipality, thisis sheer wantonness and vandal work," or some
such slovos. And he tried to sort of wrest the books back off
of us, which was like pathetic. "Y ou deserve to be taught a
lesson, brother," | said, "that you do." This crystal book | had
was very tough-bound and hard to razrez to bits, being real
starry and made in days when things were made to last like,
but | managed to rip the pages up and chuck them in handfuls



of like snowflakes, though big, all over this creeching old
veck, and then the others did the same with theirs, old Dim
just dancing about like the clown hewas. "Thereyou are," said
Pete. "There's the mackerel of the cornflake for you, you dirty
reader of filth and nastiness."

"Y ou naughty old veck, you," | said, and then we began to
filly about with him. Pete held his rookers and Georgie sort
of hooked his rot wide open for him and Dim yanked out his
false zoobies, upper and lower. He threw these down on the
pavement and then | treated them to the old boot-crush,
though they were hard bastards like, being made of some new
horrorshow plastic stuff. The old veck began to make sort of
chumbling shooms - "wuf waf wof" - so Georgie let go of
holding his goobers apart and just let him have onein the
toothless rot with hisringy fist, and that made the old veck
start moaning alot then, then out comes the blood, my
brothers, real beautiful. So all we did then wasto pull his
outer platties off, strippi ng him down to his vest and long
underpants (very starry; Dim smecked his head off near), and
then Pete kicks him lovely in his pot, and we let him go. He
went sort of staggering off, it not having been too hard of a
tolchock really, going "Oh oh oh", not knowing where or
what was what really, and we had a snigger at him and then
riffled through his pockets, Dim dancing round with his
crappy umbrella meanwhile, but there wasn't much in them.
There were afew starry letters, some of them dating right
back to 1960 with "My dearest dearest” in them and all that
chepooka, and akeyring and a starry leaky pen. Old Dim gave
up his umbrella dance and of course had to start reading one
of the letters out loud, like to show the empty street he could
read. "My darling one," herecited, in this very high type
goloss, "l shall be thinking of you while you are away and
hope you will remember to wrap up warm when you go out

at night." Then helet out avery shoomny smeck - "Ho ho ho"
- pretending to start wiping hisyahmawith it. "All right," |



said. "Letit go, O my brothers." In thetrousers of this starry
veck there was only a malenky bit of cutter (money, that is) -
not more than three gollies - so we gave all his messy little
coin the scatter treatment, it being hen-korm to the amount

of pretty polly we had on us already. Then we smashed the
umbrella and razrezzed his platties and gave them to the
blowing winds, my brothers, and then we'd finished with the
starry teacher type veck. We hadn't done much, | know, but
that was only like the start of the evening and | make no appy
polly loggiesto thee or thine for that. The knivesin the milk
plus were stabbing away nice and horrorshow now.

The next thing was to do the sammy act, which was one

way to unload some of our cutter so we'd have more of an
incentive like for some shop-crasting, as well as it being away
of buying an alibi in advance, so we went into the Duke of
New Y ork on Amis Avenue and sure enough in the snug there
were three or four old baboochkas peeting their black and
suds on SA (State Aid). Now we were the very good mal -
chicks, smiling good evensong to one and all, though these
wrinkled old lighters started to get all shook, their veiny old
rookers all trembling round their glasses, and making the suds
spill on the table. "Leave us be, lads," said one of them, her
face all mappy with being athousand years old, "we're only
poor old women." But we just made with the zoobies, flash
flash flash, sat down, rang the bell, and waited for the boy to
come. When he came, all nervous and rubbing his rookers on
his grazzy apron, we ordered us four veterans - a veteran
being rum and cherry brandy mixed, which was popular just
then, some liking a dash of limein it, that being the Canadian
variation. Then | said to the boy:

"Give these poor old baboochkas over there a nourishing
something. Large Scotchmen all round and something to take
away." And | poured my pocket of deng all over the table, and
the other three did likewise, O my brothers. So double
firegolds were bought in for the scared starry lighters, and



they knew not what to do or say. One of them got out
"Thanks, lads," but you could see they thought there was
something dirty like coming. Anyway, they were each given a
bottle of Y ank General, cognac that is, to take away, and |
gave money for them to be delivered each a dozen of black
and suds that following morning, they to leave their stinking
old cheenas addresses at the counter. Then with the cutter
that was left over we did purchase, my brothers, all the meat
pies, pretzels, cheese-snacks, crisps and chocbars in that
mesto, and those too were for the old sharps. Then we said:
"Back in aminoota,” and the old ptitsas were still saying:
"Thanks, lads," and "God bless you, boys," and we were going
out without one cent of cutter in our carmans.

"Makes you feel real dobby, that does," said Pete. Y ou could
viddy that poor old Dim the dim didn't quite pony all that,

but he said nothing for fear of being called gloopy and a
domeless wonderboy. Well, we went off now round the
corner to Attlee Avenue, and there was this sweets and cancers
shop still open. We'd left them alone near three months now
and the whole district had been very quiet on the whole, so

the armed millicents or rozz patrols weren't round there

much, being more north of the river these days. We put our
maskies on - new jobs these were, real horrorshow, wonder-
fully done redlly; they were like faces of historical per-
sonalities (they gave you the names when you bought) and |
had Disraeli, Pete had Elvis Presley, Georgie had Henry VIl
and poor old Dim had a poet veck called Peebee Shelley; they
were areal like disguise, hair and all, and they were some very
gpecial plastic veshch so you could roll it up when you'd done
with it and hide it in your boot - then three of uswent in.

Pete keeping chasso without, not that there was anything to
worry about out there. As soon as we launched on the shop
we went for Slouse who ran it, a big portwine jelly of aveck
who viddied at once what was coming and made straight for
the inside where the telephone was and perhaps his well-oiled



pooshka, complete with six dirty rounds. Dim was round that
counter skorry as a bird, sending packets of snoutie flying and
cracking over a big cut-out showing a sharp with all her
zoobies going flash at the customers and her groodies near
hanging out to advertise some new brand of cancers. What
you could viddy then was a sort of abig ball rolling into the
inside of the shop behind the curtain, this being old Dim and
Slouse sort of locked in a death struggle. Then you could
slooshy panting and snoring and kicking behind the curtain
and veshches falling over and swearing and then glass going
smash smash smash. Mother Slouse, the wife, was sort of
froze behind the counter. We could tell she would creech
murder given one chance, so | was round that counter very
skorry and had a hold of her, and a horrorshow big lump she
was too, all nuking of scent and with flipflop big bobbing
groodies on her. 1I'd got my rooker round her rot to stop her
belting out death and destruction to the four winds of

heaven, but this lady doggie gave me alarge foul big bite on it
and it was me that did the creeching, and then she opened up
beautiful with aflip yell for the millicents. Well, then she had
to be tolchocked proper with one of the weights for the
scales, and then afair tap with a crowbar they had for opening
cases, and that brought the red out like an old friend. So we
had her down on the floor and arip of her platties for fun and
agentle bit of the boot to stop her moaning. And, viddying
her lying there with her groodies on show, | wondered should
| or not, but that was for later on in the evening. Then we
cleaned the till, and there was flip horrorshow takings that
nochy, and we had a few packs of the very best top cancers
apiece, then off we went, my brothers.

"A real big heavy great bastard he was," Dim kept saying. |
didn't like the look of Dim: he looked dirty and untidy, like a
veck who'd been in afight, which he had been, of course, but
you should never look as though you have been. His cravat
was like someone had trampled on it, his maskie had been



pulled off and he had floor-dirt on hislitso, so we got himin
an alleyway and tidied him up a malenky bit, soaking our
tashtooks in spit to cheest the dirt off. The things we did for
old Dim. We were back in the Duke of New Y ork very skorry
and | reckoned by my watch we hadn't been more than ten
minutes away. The starry old baboochkas were still there on
the black and suds and Scotchmen we'd bought them, and we
said: "Hallo there, girlies, what's it going to be?' They started
on the old "Very kind, lads, God bless you, boys," and so we
rang the collocol and brought a different waiter in thistime
and we ordered beers with rum in, being sore athirst, my
brothers, and whatever the old ptitsas wanted. Then | said to
the old baboochkas: "We haven't been out of here, have we?
Been here al the time, haven't we?' They all caught on real
skorry and said:

"That'sright, lads. Not been out of our sight, you haven't.
God bless you, boys," drinking.

Not that it mattered much, really. About half an hour went

by before there was any sign of life among the millicents, and
then it was only two very young rozzes that camein, very
pink under their big copper's shlemmies. One said:

"You lot know anything about the happenings at Slouse's
shop this night?"

"Us?' | said, innocent. "Why, what happened?"

"Stealing and roughing. Two hospitalizations. Where've

you lot been this evening?'

"I don't go for that nasty tone," | said. "I don't care much

for these nasty insinuations. A very suspicious nature all this
betokeneth, my little brothers."

"They've been in here all night, lads," the old sharps started

to creech out. "God bless them, there's no better ot of boys
living for kindness and generosity. Been here all the time they
have. Not seen them move we haven't."

"We're only asking," said the other young millicent. "We've
got our job to do like anyone else." But they gave us the nasty



warning look before they went out. Asthey were going out
we handed them a bit of lip-music: brrrrzzzzrrrr. But, myself, |
couldn't help a bit of disappointment at things as they were
those days. Nothing to fight against really. Everything as easy
as kiss-my-sharries. Still, the night was still very young.



2

When we got outside of the Duke of New Y ork we viddied by
the main bar's long lighted window, a burbling old pyahnitsa
or drunkie, howling away at the filthy songs of his fathers and
going blerp blerp in between as though it might be afilthy old
orchestrain his stinking rotten guts. One veshch | could never
stand wasthat. | could never stand to see amoodge all filthy
and rolling and burping and drunk, whatever his age might be,
but more especially when he was real starry like this one was.
He was sort of flattened to the wall and his platties were a
disgrace, all creased and untidy and covered in cal and mud
and filth and stuff. So we got hold of him and cracked him
with afew good horrorshow tolchoks, but he still went on
singing. The song went:

And | will go back to my darling, my darling,
When you, my darling, are gone.

But when Dim fisted him afew times on his filthy drunkard's
rot he shut up singing and started to creech: "Go on, do mein,
you bastard cowards, | don't want to live anyway, not in a
stinking world like thisone." | told Dim to lay off a bit then,
because it used to interest me sometimes to slooshy what
some of these starry decreps had to say about life and the
world. | said: "Oh. And what's stinking about it?"

He cried out: "It's a stinking world because it lets the young
get on to the old like you done, and there's no law nor order
no more." He was creeching out loud and waving his rookers
and making real horrorshow with the slovos, only the odd
blurp blurp coming from his keeshkas, like something was
orbiting within, or like some very rude interrupting sort of a
moodge making a shoom, so that this old veck kept sort of
threatening it with hisfists, shouting: "It's no world for any
old man any longer, and that means that 1'm not one bit



scared of you, my boyos, because I'm too drunk to feel the
pain if you hit me, and if you kill me I'll be glad to be dead."
We smecked and then grinned but said nothing, and then he
said: "What sort of aworldisit at all? Men on the moon and
men spinning round the earth like it might be midges round a
lamp, and there's not more attention paid to earthly law nor
order no more. So your worst you may do, you filthy cow-
ardly hooligans." Then he gave us some lip-music -
"Prrrrzzzzrrrr” - like we'd done to those young millicents, and
then he started singing again:

Oh dear dear land, | fought for thee
And brought thee peace and victory -

So we cracked into him lovely, grinning all over our litsos,
but he still went on singing. Then we tripped him so he laid
down flat and heavy and a bucketload of beer-vomit came
whooshing out. That was disgusting so we gave him the boot,
one go each, and then it was blood, not song nor vomit, that
came out of hisfilthy old rot. Then we went on our way.

It was round by the Municipal Power Plant that we came
across Billyboy and hisfive droogs. Now in those days, my
brothers, the teaming up was mostly by fours or fives, these
being like auto-teams, four being a comfy number for an

auto, and six being the outside limit for gang-size. Sometimes
gangs would gang up so as to make like malenky armies for
big night-war, but mostly it was best to roam in these like
small numbers. Billyboy was something that made me want to
sick just to viddy his fat grinning litso, and he always had this
von of very stale oil that's been used for frying over and over,
even when he was dressed in his best platties, like now. They
viddied us just as we viddied them, and there was like avery
quit kind of watching each other now. Thiswould bereal,
this would be proper, this would be the nozh, the oozy, the
britva, not just fisties and boots. Billyboy and his droogs



stopped what they were doing, which was just getting ready
to perform something on a weepy young devotchka they had
there, not more than ten, she creeching away but with her
platties still on. Billyboy holding her by one rooker and his
number-one, Leo, holding the other. They'd probably just
been doing the dirty slovo part of the act before getting down
to amalenky bit of ultra-violence. When they viddied us &
coming they let go of this boo-hooing little ptitsa, there

being plenty more where she came from, and she ran with her
thin white legs flashing through the dark, still going "Oh oh
oh". | said, smiling very wide and droogie: "Well, if it isn't fat
stinking billygoat Billyboy in poison. How art thou, thou
globby bottle of cheap stinking chip-oil? Come and get onein
the yarbles, if you have any yarbles, you eunuch jelly, thou."
And then we started.

There were four of usto six of them, like | have already
indicated, but poor old Dim, for al his dimness, was worth
three of the others in sheer madness and dirty fighting. Dim
had areal horrorshow length of oozy or chain round his

waist, twice wound round, and he unwound this and began to
swing it beautiful in the eyes or glazzies. Pete and Georgie had
good sharp nozhes, but | for my own part had afine starry
horrorshow cut-throat britva which, at that time, | could flash
and shine artistic. So there we were dratsing away in the dark,
the old Luna with men on it just coming up, the stars stabbing
away as it might be knives anxious to join in the dratsing.
With my britval managed to slit right down the front of one
of Billyboy's droog's platties, very very neat and not even
touching the plott under the cloth. Then in the dratsing this
droog of Billyboy's suddenly found himself all opened up like
a peapod, with his belly bare and his poor old yarbles show-
ing, and then he got very razdraz, waving and screaming

and losing his guard and letting in old Dim with his chain
snaking whisssssshhhhhhhhh, so that old Dim chained him
right in the glazzies, and this droog of Billyboy's went totter-



ing off and howling his heart out. We were doing very hor-
rorshow, and soon we had Billyboy's number-one down
underfoot, blinded with old Dim's chain and crawling and
howling about like an animal, but with one fair boot on the
gulliver he was out and out and out.

Of the four of us Dim, as usual, came out the worst in point

of looks, that isto say hislitso was all bloodied and his
platties a dirty mess, but the others of us were still cool and
whole. It was stinking fatty Billyboy | wanted now, and there |
was dancing about with my britvalike | might be a barber on
board a ship on avery rough sea, trying to get in at him with a
few fair slashes on his unclean oily litso. Billyboy had a nozh,
along flick-type, but he was a malenky bit too slow and heavy
in his movements to vred anyone really bad. And, my
brothers, it was real satisfaction to me to waltz - left two
three, right two three - and carve left cheeky and right cheeky,
so that like two curtains of blood seemed to pour out at the
same time, one on either side of hisfat filthy oily snout in the
winter starlight. Down this blood poured in like red curtains,
but you could viddy Billyboy felt not a thing, and he went
lumbering on like a filthy fatty bear, poking at me with his
nozh.

Then we slooshied the sirens and knew the millicents were
coming with pooshkas pushing out of the police-auto-
windows at the ready. That weepy little devotchka had told
them, no doubt, there being a box for calling the rozzes not
too far behind the Muni Power Plant. "Get you soon, fear
not," | called, "stinking billygoat. I'll have your yarbles off
lovely." Then off they ran, slow and panting, except for
Number One Leo out snoring on the ground, away north
towards the river, and we went the other way. Just round the
next turning was an alley, dark and empty and open at both
ends, and we rested there, panting fast then slower, then
breathing like normal. It was like resting between the feet of
two terrific and very enormous mountains, these being the



flatblocks, and in the windows of all the flats you could

viddy like blue dancing light. Thiswould be thetelly. Tonight
was what thy called a worldcast, meaning that the same pro-
gramme was being viddied by everybody in the world that
wanted to, that being mostly the middle-aged middle-class
lewdies. There would be some big famous stupid comic
chelloveck or black singer, and it was all being bounced off
the special telly satellites in outer space, my brothers. We
waited panting, and we could slooshy the sirening millicents
going east, so we knew we were all right now. But poor old
Dim kept looking up at the stars and planets and the Luna
with hisrot wide open like a kid who'd never viddied any such
things before, and he said:

"What's on them, | wonder. What would be up there on
things like that?"

| nudged him hard, saying: "Come, gloopy bastard as thou

art. Think thou not on them. There'll be life like down here
most likely, with some getting knifed and others doing the
knifing. And now, with the nochy still molodoy, let us be on
our way, O my brothers." The others smecked at this, but
poor old Dim looked at me serious, then up again at the stars
and the Luna. So we went on our way down the alley, with the
worldcast blueing on on either side. What we needed now was
an auto, so we turned left coming out of the aley, knowing
right away we werein Priestly Place as soon as we viddied the
big bronze statue of some starry poet with an apey upper lip
and a pipe stuck in adroopy old rot. Going north we came to
the filthy old Filmdrome, peeling and dropping to bits

through nobody going there much except malchicks like me
and my droogs, and then only for ayell or arazrez or abit of
In-out-in-out in the dark. We could viddy from the poster on
the Filmdrome's face, a couple of fly-dirtied spots trained on
it, that there was the usual cowboy riot, with the archangels

on the side of the US marshal six-shooting at the rustlers out
of hell'sfighting legions, the kind of hound-and-horny veshch



put out by Statefilm in those days. The autos parked by the
sinny weren't all that horrorshow, crappy starry veshches
most of them, but there was a newish Durango 95 that |
thought might do. Georgie had one of these polyclefs, as they
called them, on his keyring, so we were soon aboard - Dim
and Pete at the back, puffing away lordly at their cancers- and
| turned on the ignition and started her up and she grumbled
away real horrorshow, a nice warm vibraty feeling grumbling
all through your guttiwuts. Then | made with the noga,

and we backed out lovely, and nobody viddied us take off.
We fillied round what was called the backtown for abit,
scaring old vecks and cheenas that were crossing the roads
and zigzagging after cats and that. Then we took the road
west. There wasn't much traffic about, so | kept pushing the
old noga through the floorboards near, and the Durango 95
ate up the road like spaghetti. Soon it was winter trees and

dark, my brothers, with a country dark, and at one place | ran
over something big with a snarling toothy rot in the head-
lamps, then it screamed and sguelched under and old Dim at
the back near laughed his gulliver off - "Ho ho ho" - at that.
Then we saw one young malchick with his sharp, lubbilubbing
under atree, so we stopped and cheered at them, then we
bashed into them both with a couple of half-hearted tol-

chocks, making them cry, and on we went. What we were after
now was the old surprise visit. That was areal kick and good
for smecks and lashings of the ultra-violent. We came at last

to a sort of village, and just outside this village was a small

sort of a cottage on its own with abit of garden. The Luna
was well up now, and we could viddy this cottage fine and clear
as | eased up and put the brake on, the other three giggling like
bezoomny, and we could viddy the name on the gate of this
cottage veshch was HOME, a gloomy sort of aname. | got out
of the auto, ordering my droogs to shush their giggles and act
like serious, and | opened this malenky gate and walked up to



the front door. | knocked nice and gentle and nobody came,
so | knocked a bit more and thistime | could slooshy some-
body coming, then a bolt drawn, then the door inched open
an inch or so, then | could viddy this one glazz looking out
at me and thedoor wason achain. "Yes? Whoisit?' It
was a sharp's goloss, a youngish devotchka by her sound, so

| said in a very refined manner of speech, areal gentleman's
goloss:

"Pardon, madam, most sorry to disturb you, but my friend
and me were out for awak, and my friend has taken bad all of
asudden with a very troublesome turn, and heis out there on
the road dead out and groaning. Would you have the good-
ness to let me use your telephone to telephone for an am-
bulance?"

"We haven't atelephone," said this devotchka. "I'm sorry,
but we haven't. You'll have to go somewhere else." From
inside this malenky cottage | could slooshy the clack clack
clacky clack clack clackity clackclack of some veck typing
away, and then the typing stopped and there wasthis
chelloveck's goloss calling: "What isit, dear?’

"Well," | said, "could you of your goodness please let him
have a cup of water? It'slike afaint, you see. It seemsas
though he's passed out in a sort of afainting fit."

The devotchka sort of hesitated and then said: "Wait." Then
she went off, and my three droogs had got out of the auto
quiet and crept up horrorshow stealthy, putting their maskies
on now, then | put mine on, then it was only a matter of me
putting in the old rooker and undoing the chain, me having
softened up this devotchka with my gent's goloss, so that she
hadn't shut the door like she should have done, us being
strangers of the night. The four of us then went roaring in,
old Dim playing the shoot as usual with hisjumping up and
down and singing out dirty slovos, and it was a nice malenky
cottage, I'll say that. We all went smecking into the room
with alight on, and there was this devotchka sort of cower-



ing, ayoung pretty bit of sharp with real horrorshow
groodies on her, and with her was this chelloveck who was
her moodge, youngish too with horn-rimmed otchkies on
him, and on atable was a typewriter and all papers scattered
everywhere, but there was one little pile of paper like that
must have been what he'd already typed, so here was another
intelligent type bookman type like that we'd fillied with some
hours back, but this one was awriter not areader. Anyway, he
sad:

"What is this? Who are you? How dare you enter my house
without permission.” And all the time his goloss was trem-
bling and his rookerstoo. So | said:

"Never fear. If fear thou hast in thy heart, O brother, pray
banish it forthwith." Then Georgie and Pete went out to find
the kitchen, while old Dim waited for orders, standing next to
me with hisrot wide open. "What isthis, then?" | said, picking
up the pile like of typing from off of the table, and the horn-
rimmed moodge said, dithering:

"That's just what | want to know. What isthis? What do

you want? Get out at once before | throw you out." So poor
old Dim, masked like Peebee Shelley, had a good |oud smeck
at that, roaring like some animal.

"It'sabook," | said. "It's abook what you are writing." |

made the old goloss very coarse. "l have always had the strong-
est admiration for them as can write books." Then | looked

at itstop sheet, and therewasthename-A CLOCK W ORK
ORANGE-and| said: "That'safair gloopy title. Who ever
heard of a clockwork orange?' Then | read a malenky bit out
loud in a sort of very high type preaching goloss: " - The
attempt to impose upon man, a creature of growth and

capable of sweetness, to ooze juicily at the last round the
bearded lips of God, to attempt to impose, | say, laws and
conditions appropriate to a mechanical creation, agai nst this

| raise my sword-pen-" Dim madetheold lip-music at that and



| had to smeck myself. Then | started to tear up the sheets and
scatter the bits over the floor, and this writer moodge went
sort of bezoomny and made for me with his zoobies clenched
and showing yellow and his nails ready for me like claws. So
that was old Dim's cue and he went grinning and going er er
and aaafor thisveck's dithering rot, crack crack, first left
fistie then right, so that our dear old droog thered - red vino
on tap and the samein al places, likeit's put out by the same
big firm - started to pour and spot the nice clean carpet and
the bits of thisbook that | was still ripping away at, razrez
razrez. All thistime this devotchka, hisloving and faithful
wife, just stood like froze by the fireplace, and then she
started letting out little malenky creeches, like in timeto the
like music of old Dim's fisty work. Then Georgie and Pete
came in from the kitchen, both munching away, though with
their maskies on, you could do that with them on and no
trouble. Georgie with like a cold leg of something in one
rooker and half aloaf of kleb with a big dollop of maslo on it
in the other, and Pete with a bottle of beer frothing its gulli-
ver off and a horrorshow rookerful of like plum cake. They
went haw haw haw, viddying old Dim dancing round and
fisting the writer veck so that the writer veck started to platch
like hislife's work was ruined, going boo hoo hoo with a
very square bloody rot, but it was haw haw haw in a muffled
eater's way and you could see bits of what they were eating. |
didn't like that, it being dirty and slobbery, so | said:

"Drop that mounch. | gave no permission. Grab hold of this
veck here so he can viddy all and not get away." So they put
down their fatty pishcha on the table among all the flying
paper and they clopped over to the writer veck whose horn-
rimmed otchkies were cracked but still hanging on, with old
Dim still dancing round and making ornaments shake on the
mantelpiece (I swept them all off then and they couldn't shake
no more, little brothers) while he fillied with the author of 'A
Clockwork Orange', making his litso all purple and dripping



away like some very special sort of ajuicy fruit. "All right,
Dim," | said. "Now for the other veshch, Bog help usall." So he
did the strong-man on the devotchka, who was still creech
creech creeching away in very horrorshow four-in-a-bar,
locking her rookers from the back, while | ripped away at this
and that and the other, the others going haw haw haw still,

and real good horrorshow groodies they were that then exhi-
bited their pink glazzies, O my brothers, while | untrussed and
got ready for the plunge. Plunging, | could slooshy cries of
agony and this writer bleeding veck that Georgi e and Pete held
on to nearly got loose howling bezoomny with the filthiest

of slovosthat | already knew and others he was making up.
Then after me it was right old Dim should have his turn, which
he did in a beasty snorty howly sort of away with his Peebee
Shelley maskie taking no notice, while | held on to her. Then
there was a changeover, Dim and me grabbing the slobbering
writer veck who was past struggling really, only just coming
out with slack sort of slovos like he wasin the land in a milk-
plus bar, and Pete and Georgie had theirs. Then there was like
quiet and we were full of like hate, so smashed what was | eft
to be smashed - typewriter, lamp, chairs- and Dim, it was
typical of old Dim, watered the fire out and was going to dung
on the carpet, there being plenty of paper, but | said no. "Out
out out out," | howled. The writer veck and his zheenawere
not really there, bloody and torn and making noises. But
they'd live.

So we got into the waiting auto and | left it to Georgie to

take the wheel, me feeling that malenky bit shagged, and we
went back to town, running over odd squealing things on the

way.
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We yeckated back townwards, my brothers, but just outside,
not far from what they called the Industrial Canal, we viddied
the fuel needl e had like collapsed, like our own ha ha ha
needles had, and the auto was coughing kashl kashl kashl. Not
to worry overmuch, though, because arail station kept
flashing blue - on off on off - just near. The point was
whether to leave the auto to be sobiratted by the rozzes or,

us feeling like in a hate and murder mood, to give it afair
tolchock into the starry watersfor a nice heavy loud plesk
before the death of the evening. This latter we decided on, so
we got out and, the brakes off, all four tolchocked it to the

edge of the filthy water that was like treacle mixed with
human hole products, then one good horrorshow tolchock
and in she went. We had to dash back for fear of thefilth
splashing on our platties, but splussshhhh and glolp she went,
down and lovely. "Farewell, old droog," called Georgie, and
Dim obliged with a clowny great guff - "Huh huh huh huh."
Then we made for the station to ride the one stop to Center,
as the middle of the town was called. We paid our fares nice
and polite and waited gentlemanly and quiet on the platform,
old Dim fillying with the slot machines, his carmans being full
of small malenky coin, and ready if need be to distribute
chocbars to the poor and starving, though there was none
such about, and then the old espresso rapido came lumbering
in and we climbed aboard, the train looking to be near empty.
To pass the three-minute ride we fillied about with what they
called the upholstery, doing some nice horrorshow tearing-
out of the seats' guts and old Dim chaining the okno till the
glass cracked and sparkled in the winter air, but we were all
feeling that bit shagged and fagged and fashed, it having been
an evening of some small energy expenditure, my brothers,
only Dim, like the clowny animal he was, full of the joys-of,



but looking all dirtied over and too much von of sweat on

him, which was one thing | had against old Dim.

We got out at Center and walked slow back to the

Korova Milkbar, all going yawwwww a malenky bit and exhi-
biting to moon and star and lamplight our back fillings, be-
cause we were still only growing malchicks and had school in
the daytime, and when we got into the Korovawe found it
fuller than when we'd left earlier on. But the chelloveck that
had been burbling away, in the land, on white and synthemesc
or whatever, was still on at it, going: "Urchins of deadcast in
the way-ho-hay glill platonic time weatherborn." It was prob-
able that thiswas his third or fourth lot that evening, for he
had that pale inhuman look, like he'd become a 'thing', and like
hislitso was really a piece of chalk carved. Redly, if he wanted
to spend so long in the land, he should have gone into one of
the private cubies at the back and not stayed in the big mesto,
because here some of the malchickies would filly about with
him a malenky bit, though not too much because there were
powerful bruiseboys hidden away in the old Korova who

could stop any riot. Anyway, Dim sgueezed in next to this
veck and, with his big clown's yawp that showed his hanging
grape, he stabbed this veck's foot with his own large filthy
sabog. But the veck, my brothers, heard nought, being now all
above the body.

It was nadsats milking and coking and fillying around

(nadsats were what we used to call the teens), but there were a
few of the more starry ones, vecks and cheenas alike (but not
of the bourgeois, never them) laughing and govoreeting at the
bar. You could tell them from their barberings and loose platties
(big stringy sweaters mostly) that they'd been on rehearsals at
the TV studios around the corner. The devotchkas among them
had these very lively litsos and wide big rots, very red, show-
ing alot of teeth, and smecking away and not caring about

the wicked world one whit. And then the disc on the stereo
twanged off and out (it was Johnny Zhivago, a Russky



koshka, singing 'Only Every Other Day'), and in the like inter-
val, the short silence before the next one came on, one of
these devotchkas - very fair and with a big smiling red rot and
in her late thirties I'd say - suddenly came with a burst of
singing, only abar and a half and as though she was like giving
an example of something they'd all been govoreeting about,
and it was like for a moment, O my brothers, some great bird
had flown into the milkbar, and | felt all the little malenky
hairs on my plott standing endwise and the shivers crawling
up like slow malenky lizards and then down again. Because |
knew what she sang. It was from an opera by Friedrich Gitter-
fenster called 'Das Bettzeug', and it was the bit where she's
snuffing it with her throat cut, and the slovos are 'Better like
this maybe'. Anyway, | shivered.

But old Dim, as soon as he'd slooshied this dollop of song
like alomtick of redhot meat plonked on your plate, let off
one of hisvulgarities, which in this case was a lip-trump fol-
lowed by a dog-howl followed by two fingers pronging twice
at the air followed by a clowny guffaw. | felt myself all of a
fever and like drowning in redhot blood, slooshying and
viddying Dim's vulgarity, and | said: "Bastard. Filthy drooling
mannerless bastard." Then | leaned across Georgie, who was
between me and horrible Dim, and fisted Dim skorry on the
rot. Dim looked very surprised, hisrot open, wiping the
krovvy off of his goober with hisrook and in turn looking
surprised at the red flowing krovvy and at me. "What for did
you do that for?' he said in hisignorant way. Not many
viddied what 1'd done, and those that viddied cared not. The
stereo was on again and was playing a very sick electronic
guitar veshch. | said:

"For being a bastard with no manners and not the dook of

an idea how to comport yourself publicwise, O my

brother."

Dim put on a hound-and-horny look of evil, saying: "I

don't like you should do what you done then. And I'm not



your brother no more and wouldn't want to be." He'd taken a
big snotty tashtook from his pocket and was mopping the red
flow puzzled, keeping on looking at it frowning as if he
thought that blood was for other vecks and not for him. It
was like he was singing blood to make up for hisvulgarity
when that devotchka was singing music. But that devotchka
was smecking away ha ha ha now with her droogs at the bar,
her red rot working and her zoobies ashine, not having no-
ticed Dim'sfilthy vulgarity. It was mereally Dim had done
wrong to. | said:

"if you don't like this and you wouldn't want that, then you
know what to do, little brother." Georgie said, in a sharp way
that made me look:

"All right. Let's not be starting."
"That's clean up to Dim," | said. "Dim can't go on all his
jeezny being as alittle child." And | looked sharp at Georgie.

Dim said, and the red krovvy was easing its flow now:

"What natural right does he have to think he can give the
orders and tolchock me whenever he likes? Yarblesiswhat |
say to him, and I'd chain his glazzies out as soon as |ook."
"Watch that," | said, as quiet as | could with the stereo
bouncing all over the walls and ceiling and the in-the-land
veck beyond Dim getting loud now with his " Spark nearer,
ultoptimate”, | said: "Do watch that, O Dim, if to continue to
be on live thou dost wish."

"Yarbles," said Dim, sneering, "great bolshy yarblockos to
you. What you done then you had no right. I'll meet you with
chain or nozh or britva any time, not having you aiming tol-
chocks at me reasonless, it stands to reason | won't have

it."

"A nozh scrap any time you say," | snarled back. Pete said:
"Oh now, don't, both of you malchicks. Droogs, aren't we?

It isn't right droogs should behave thiswise. See, there are
some loose-lipped malchicks over there smecking at us, leer-
ing like. We mustn't let ourselves down."



"Dim," | said, "has got to learn his place. Right?"

"Wait," said Georgie. "What is all this about place? Thisisthe
first | ever hear about lewdies learning their place.”

Pete said: "If the truth is known, Alex, you shouldn't have
given old Dim that uncalled-for tolchock. I'll say it once and
no more. | say it with all respect, but if it had been me you'd
given it to you'd have to answer. | say no more." And he
drowned his litso in his milk-glass.

| could feel myself getting all razdraz inside, but | tried to
cover it, saying calm: "There hasto be aleader. Discipline
there hasto be. Right?' None of them skazatted aword or
nodded even. | got more razdraz inside, calmer out. "1," | said,
"have been in charge long now. We are all droogs, but some-
body hasto bein charge. Right? Right?' They all like nodded,
wary like. Dim was osooshing the last of the krovvy off. It
was Dim who said now:

"Right, right. Doobidoob. A bit tired, maybe, everybody is.
Best not to say more." | was surprised and just that malenky

bit poogly to sloosh Dim govoreeting that wise. Dim said:
"Bedways is rightways now, so best we go homeways. Right?' |
was very surprised. The other two nodded, going right right
right. | said:

"Y ou understand about that tolchock on the rot, Dim.

It was the music, see. | get al bezoomny when any veck
interferes with aptitsasinging, as it might be. Like that

then."

"Best we go off homeways and get a bit of spatchka," said

Dim. "A long night for growing malchicks. Right?' Right right
nodded the other two. | said:

"I think it best we go home now. Dim has made areal
horrorshow suggestion. If we don't meet day-wise, O my
brothers, well then - same time same place tomorrow?"

"Oh yes," said Georgie. "I think that can be arranged.”

"I might," said Dim, "be just that malenky bit late. But same
place and near same time tomorrow surely." He was still



wiping at his goober, though no krovvy flowed any longer
now. "And," hesaid, "it isto be hoped there won't be no more
of them singing ptitsasin here." Then he gave his old Dim guff,
a clowny big hohohohoho. It seemed like he was too dim to
take much offence.

So off we went our several ways, me belching arrrrgh on

the cold coke I'd peeted. | had my cut-throat britva handy in
case any of Billyboy's droogs should be around near the flat-
block waiting, or for that matter any of the other bandas or
gruppas or shaikas that from time to time were at war with
one. Where| lived was with my dadda and mum in the flats of
Municipal Flatblock 18A, between Kingsley Avenue and Wil-
sonsway. | got to the big main door with no trouble, though |
did pass one young malchick sprawling and creeching and
moaning in the gutter, all cut about lovely, and saw in the
lamplight also streaks of blood here and there like signatures,
my brothers, of the night'sfillying. Andtoo | saw just by 18A
apair of devotchka's neezhnies doubtless rudely wrenched off
in the heat of the moment, O my brothers. And soin. Inthe
hallway was the good old municipal painting on the walls -
vecks and ptitsas very well developed, stern in the dignity of
labour, at workbench and machine with not one stitch of
platties on their well-developed plotts. But of course some of
the malchicks living in 18A had, as was to be expected, em-
bellished and decorated the said big painting with handy
pencil and ballpoint, adding hair and stiff rods and dirty bal-
looning slovos out of the dignified rots of these nagoy (bare,
that is) cheenas and vecks. | went to the lift, but there was no
need to press the electric knopkato seeif it was working or
not, because it had been tolchocked real horrorshow this
night, the metal doors all buckled, some feat of rare strength
indeed, so | had to walk the ten floors up. | cursed and panted
climbing, being tired in plott if not so much in brain. | wanted
music very bad this evening, that singing devotchkain the
Korova having perhaps started me off. | wanted like abig feast



of it before getting my passport stamped, my brothers, at
sleep's frontier and the stripy shest lifted to et me through.

| opened the door of 10-8 with my own little klootch, and
inside our malenky quarters all was quiet, the pee and em both
being in sleepland, and mum had laid out on the table on
malenky bit of supper - a couple of lomticks of tinned sponge-
meat with a shive or so of kleb and butter, a glass of the old
cold moloko. Hohoho, the old moloko, with no knives or
synthemesc or drencrom init. How wicked, my brothers,
innocent milk must always seem to me now. Still I drank and
ate growling, being more hungry than | thought at first, and |
got fruit-pie from the larder and tore chunks off it to stuff

into my greedy rot. Then | tooth-cleaned and clicked, cleaning
out the old rot with my yahzick or tongue, then | went into

my own little room or den, easing off my plattiesas | did so.
Here was my bed and my stereo, pride of my jeezny, and my
discsin their cupboard, and banners and flags on the wall,
these being like remembrances of my corrective school life
since | was eleven, O my brothers, each one shining and blaz-
oned with name or number: SOUTH 4; METRO COR-

SKOL BLUE DIVISION; THE BOYS OF ALPHA.

The little speakers of my stereo were all arranged round the
room, on ceiling, walls, floor, so, lying on my bed slooshying
the music, | was like netted and meshed in the orchestra. Now
what | fancied first tonight was this new violin concerto by
the American Geoffrey Plautus, played by Odysseus Choerilos
with the Macon (Georgia) Philharmonic, so | slid it from
where it was neatly filed and switched on and waited.

Then, brothers, it came. Oh, bliss, bliss and heaven. | lay all
nagoy to the ceiling, my gulliver on my rookers on the pillow,
glazzies closed, rot open in bliss, slooshying the sluice of
lovely sounds. Oh, it was gorgeousness and gorgeosity made
flesh. The trombones crunched redgold under my bed, and
behind my gulliver the trumpets three-wise silverflamed, and
there by the door the timps rolling through my guts and out



again crunched like candy thunder. Oh, it was wonder of
wonders. And then, abird of like rarest spun heavenmetal, or
like silvery wine flowing in a spaceship, gravity all nonsense
now, came the violin solo above all the other strings, and
those strings were like a cage of silk around my bed. Then flute
and oboe bored, like worms of like platinum, into the thick
thick toffee gold and silver. | wasin such bliss, my brothers.
Pee and em in their bedroom next door had learnt now not to
knock on the wall with complaints of what they called noise.

| had taught them. Now they would take sleep-pills. Perhaps,
knowing the joy | had in my night music, they had already
taken them. As| slooshied, my glazzies tight shut to shut in
the bliss that was better than any synthemesc Bog or God, |
knew such lovely pictures. There were vecks and ptitsas, both
young and starry, lying on the ground screaming for mercy,
and | was smecking all over my rot and grinding my boot in
their litsos. And there were devotchkas ripped and creeching
against walls and | plunging like a shlagainto them, and
indeed when the music, which was one movement only, rose
to the top of its big highest tower, then, lying there on my

bed with glazzies tight shut and rookers behind my gulliver, |
broke and spattered and cried aaaaaaah with the bliss of it.
And so the lovely music glided to its glowing close.

After that | had lovely Mozart, the Jupiter, and there were

new pictures of different litsos to be ground and splashed, and
it was after thisthat | thought | would have just one last disc
only before crossing the border, and | wanted something
starry and strong and very firm, so it was J. S. Bach | had, the
Brandenburg Concerto just for middlie and lower strings. And,

slooshying with different bliss than before, | viddied again this
name on the paper 1'd razrezzed that night, along time ago it
seemed, in that cottage called HOME. The name was about a
clockwork orange. Listening to the J. S. Bach, | began to pony



better what that meant now, and I thought, slooshying away
to the brown gorgeousness of the starry German master, that
| would like to have tolchecked them both harder and ripped

them to ribbons on their own floor.
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The next morning | woke up at oh eight oh oh hours, my
brothers, and as | still felt shagged and fagged and fashed and
bashed and my glazzies were stuck together real horrorshow
with sleepglue, | thought | would not go to school. | thought
how | would have a malenky bit longer in the bed, an hour or
two say, and then get dressed nice and easy, perhaps even
having a splosh about in the bath, make toast for myself and
slooshy the radio or read the gazetta, all on my oddy knocky.
And then in the afterlunch | might perhaps, if | still felt likeit,
itty off to the old skolliwoll and see what was vareeting in
the great seat of gloopy useless learning, O my brothers. |
heard my papapa grumbling and trampling and then ittying off
to the dyeworks where he rabbited, and then my mum called
inin avery respectful goloss as she did now | was growing up
big and strong:

"It's gone eight, son. You don't want to be late again."

So | called back: "A bit of paininmy gulliver. Leave us be
and I'll try to sleep it off and then I'll be right as dodgers for
this after." | slooshied her give a sort of a sigh and she said:
“I'll put your breakfast in the oven then, son. |'ve got to be
off myself now." Which was true, there being thislaw for
everybody not a child nor with child nor ill to go out rab-
biting. My mum worked at one of the Statemarts, as they
called them, filling up the shelves with tinned soup and beans
and al that cal. So | slooshied her clank a plate in the gas-
oven like and then she was putting her shoes on and then
getting her coat from behind the door and then sighing again,
then she said: "I'm off now, son." But | et on to be back in
sleepland and then | did doze off real horrorshow, and | had a
gueer and very real like sneety, dreaming for some reason of
my droog Georgie. In thissneety he'd got like very much
older and very sharp and hard and was govoreeting about
discipline and obedience and how all the malchicks under his



control had to jump hard at it and throw up the old salute

like being in the army, and there was mein line like the rest
saying yes sir and no sir, and the | viddied clear that Georgie
had these stars on his pletchoes and he was like ageneral. And
then he brought in old Dim with awhip, and Dim was alot
more starry and grey and had afew zoobies missing as you
could see when he let out a smeck, viddying me, and then my
droog Georgie said, pointing like at me: "That man has filth
and cal all over hisplatties," and it was true. Then | creeched:
"Don't hit, please don't, brothers," and started to run. And |
was running in like circles and Dim was after me, smecking his
gulliver off, cracking with the old whip, and each time | got a
real horrorshow tolchock with this whip there was like a very
loud electric bell ringringring, and this bell was like a sort

of apain too.

Then | woke up real skorry, my heart going bap bap bap,

and of course there was really a bell going brrrrr, and it was
our front-door bell. | let on that nobody was at home, but
this brrrrr still ittied on, and then | heard a goloss shouting
through the door: "Come on then, get out of it, | know
you'rein bed." | recognized the golossright away. It wasthe
goloss of P. R. Deltoid (areal gloopy nazz, that one) what
they called my Post-Corrective Adviser, an overworked veck
with hundreds on his books. | shouted right right right, in a
goloss of like pain, and | got out of bed and attired myself, O
my brothers, in avery lovely over-gown of like silk, with
designs of like great cities all over thisover-gown. Then | put
my nogas into very comfy wooly toofles, combed my
luscious glory, and was ready for P. R. Deltoid. When |
opened up he came shambling in looking shagged, a battered
old shlapa on his gulliver, his raincoat filthy. "Ah, Alex boy,"
he said to me. "I met your mother, yes She said something
about a pain somewhere. Hence not at schol, yes."

"A rather intolerable pain in the head, brother, sir," | said in
my gentleman's goloss. "I think it should clear by this after-



noon."

"Or certainly by this evening, yes," said P. R. Deltoid. "The
evening isthe great time, isn't it, Alex boy? Sit," he said, "sit,
sit," as though this was his domy and me his guest. And he sat
in this starry rocking-chair of my dad's and began rocking, as
if that was all he had come for. | said:

"A cup of the old chal, sir? Tea, | mean."

"Notime," he said. And he rocked, giving me the old glint
under frowning brows, asif with all the timein theworld. "No
time, yes," he said, gloopy. So | put the kettle on. Then |
sad:

"To what do | owe the extreme pleasure? |s anything

wrong, sir?"

"Wrong?' he said, very skorry and sly, sort of hunched
looking at me but still rocking away. Then he caught sight of
an advert in the gazetta, which was on the table - alovely
smecking young ptitsa with her groodies hanging out to ad-
vertise, my brothers, the Glories of the Jugoslav Beaches.
Then, after sort of eating her up in two swallows, he said:
"Why should you think in terms of there being anything
wrong? Have you been doing something you shouldn't,

yes?”

"Just a manner of speech,” | said, "sir."

"Well," said P. R. Deltoid, "it's just a manner of speech from
me to you that you watch out, little Alex, because next time,
as you very well know, it's not going to be the corrective
school any more. Next timeit's going to be the barry place
and all my work ruined. If you have no consideration for your
horrible self you at least might have some for me, who have
sweated over you. A big black mark, | tell you in confidence,
for every one we don't reclaim, a confession of failure for
every one of you that ends up in the stripy hole."

"|'ve been doing nothing | shouldn't, sir,” | said. "The mil-
licents have nothing on me, brother, sir | mean."

"Cut out this clever talk about millicents," said P. R. Deltoid



very weary, but still rocking. "Just because the police have not
picked you up lately doesn't, as you very well know, mean
you've not been up to some nastiness. There was a bit of a
fight last night, wasn't there? There was a bit of shuffling with
nozhes and bike-chains and the like. One of a certain fat boy's
friends was ambulanced off late from near the Power Plant
and hospitalized, cut about very unpleasantly, yes. Your name
was mentioned. The word has got through to me by the usual
channels. Certain friends of yours were named also. There
seems to have been afair amount of assorted nastiness last
night. Oh, nobody can prove anything about anybody, as
usual. But I'm warning you, little Alex, being a good friend to
you as always, the one man in this sick and sore community
who wants to save you from yourself."

"| appreciate al that, sir,” | said, "very sincerely."

"Yes, you do, don't you?' he sort of sneered. "Just watch it,
that's all, yes. We know more than you think, little Alex."
Then he said, in agoloss of great suffering, but still rocking
away: "What getsinto you all? We study the problem and
we've been studying it for damn well near a century, yes, but
we get no further with our studies. Y ou've got a good home
here, good loving parents, you've got not too bad of a brain.
Isit some devil that crawlsinside you?"

"Nobody's got anything on me, sir,” | said. "I've been out of
the rookers of the millicents for along time now."

"That's just what worries me," sighed P. R. Deltoid. "A bit
too long of atime to be healthy. Y ou're about due now by my
reckoning. That'swhy I'm warning you, little Alex, to keep
your handsome young proboscis out of the dirt, yes. Do |
make myself clear?"

"Asan unmuddied lake, sir," | said. "Clear as an azure sky of
deepest summer. You can rely on me, sir." And | gave hima
nice zooby smile.

But when he'd ookadeeted and | was making this very

strong pot of chai, | grinned to myself over this veshch that



P. R. Deltoid and his droogs worried about. All right, | do
bad, what with crasting and tolchocks and carves with the
britva and the old in-out-in-out, and if | get loveted, well, too
bad for me, O my little brothers, and you can't run a country
with every chelloveck comporting himself in my manner of
the night. Soif | get loveted and it's three monthsin this
mesto and another six in that, and the, as P. R. Deltoid so
kindly warns, next time, in spite of the great tenderness of my
summers, brothers, it's the great unearthly zoo itself, well, |
say: "Fair, but a pity, my lords, because | just cannot bear to
be shut in. My endeavour shall be, in such future as stretches
out its snowy and lilywhite arms to me before the nozh
overtakes or the blood spattersitsfinal chorusin twisted
metal and smashed glass on the highroad, to not get loveted
again." Whichisfair speeching. But, brothers, this biting of
their toe-nails over what is the cause of badnessiswhat turns
me into afine laughing malchick. They don't go into the cause
of goodness, so why the other shop? If lewdies are good
that's because they likeit, and | wouldn't ever interfere with
their pleasures, and so of the other shop. And | was patron
1zing the other shop. More, badnessis of the self, the one, the
you or me on our oddy knockies, and that self is made by old
Bog or God and is his great pride and radosty. But the not-self
cannot have the bad, meaning they of the government and the
judges and the schools cannot allow the bad because they
cannot allow the self. And is not our modern history, my
brothers, the story of brave malenky selves fighting these big
machines? | am serious with you, brothers, over this. But
what | do | do because | like to do.

So now, this smiling winter morning, | drink this very

strong chai with moloko and spoon after spoon after spoon

of sugar, me having a sladky tooth, and | dragged out of the
oven the breakfast my poor old mum had cooked for me. It
was an egg fried, that and no more, but | made toast and ate
egg and toast and jam, smacking away at it while | read the



gazetta. The gazetta was the usual about ultra-violence and
bank robberies and strikes and footballers making everybody
paralytic with fright by threatening to not play next Saturday
If they did not get higher wages, naughty malchickiwicks as
they were. Also there were more space-trips and bigger stereo
TV screens and offers of free packets of soapflakesin ex-
change for the labels on soup-tins, amazing offer for one
week only, which made me smeck. And there was a bolshy big
article on Modern Youth (meaning me, so | gave the old bow,
grinning like bezoomny) by some very clever bald chelloveck.
| read this with care, my brothers, slurping away at the old
chai, cup after tass after chasha, crunching my lomticks of
black toast dipped in jammiwam and eggiweg. Thislearned
veck said the usual veshches, about no parental discipline, as
he called it, and the shortage of real horrorshow teachers

who would lambast bloody beggary out of their innocent
poops and make them go boohoohoo for mercy. All this was
gloopy and made me smeck, but it was like nice to go on
knowing one was making the news all the time, O my
brothers. Every day there was something about Modern

Y outh, but the best veshch they ever had in the old gazetta
was by some starry pop in adoggy collar who said that in his
considered opinion and he was govoreeting as a man of Bog
IT WASTHE DEVIL THAT WAS ABROAD and was

like ferreting his way into like young innocent flesh, and it was
the adult world that could take the responsibility for thiswith
their wars and bombs and nonsense. So that was all right. So
he knew what he talked of, being a Godman. So we young
innocent mal chicks could take no blame. Right right right.
When I'd gone erk erk a couple of razzes on my full inno-
cent stomach, | started to get out day platties from my ward
robe, turning the radio on. There was music playing, avery
nice malenky string quartet, my brothers, by Claudius Bird-
man, one that | knew well. | had to have a smeck, though,
thinking of what 1'd viddied once in one of these like articles



on Modern Y outh, about how Modern Y outh would be better
off if A Lively Appreciation Of The Arts could be like en-
couraged. Great Music, it said, and Great Poetry would like
guieten Modern Y outh down and make Modern Youth more
Civilized. Civilized my syphilised yarbles. Music always sort of
sharpened me up, O my brothers, and made me feel like

old Bog himself, ready to make with the old donner and blit-
zen and have vecks and ptitsas creeching away in my haha
power. And when I'd cheested up my litso and rookers a bit
and done dressing (my day platties were like student-wear: the
old blue pantalonies with sweater with A for Alex) | thought
here at last was time to itty off to the disc-bootick (and

cutter too, my pockets being full of pretty polly) to see about
this long-promised and long-ordered stereo Beethoven
Number Nine (the Choral Symphony, that is), recorded on
Masterstroke by the Esh Sham Sinfonia under L. Muhaiwir. So
out | went, brothers.

The day was very different from the night. The night be-
longed to me and my droogs and all the rest of the nadsats,
and the starry bourgeois lurked indoors drinking in the
gloopy worldcasts, but the day was for the starry ones, and
there always seemed to be more rozzes or millicents about
during the day, too. | got the autobus from the corner and
rode to Center, and then | walked back to Taylor Place, and
there was the disc-bootick | favoured with my inestimable
custom, O my brothers. It had the gloopy name of MEL-
ODIA, but it was areal horrorshow mesto and skorry, most
times, at getting the new recordings. | walked in and the only
other customers were two young ptitsas sucking away at ice-
sticks (and this, mark, was dead cold winter and sort of
shuffling through the new pop-discs - Johnny Burnaway,
Stash Kroh, The Mixers, Lay Quit Awhile With Ed And Id
Molotov, and all the rest of that cal). These two ptitsas
couldn't have been more than ten, and they too, like me, it
seemed, evidently, had decided to take the morning off from



the old skolliwoll. They saw themselves, you could see, asredl
grown-up devotchkas already, what with the old hip-swing
when they saw your Faithful Narrator, brothers, and padded
groodies and red all ploshed on their goobers. | went up to

the counter, making with the polite zooby smile at old Andy
behind it (always polite himself, always helpful, areal hor-
rorshow type of aveck, though bald and very very thin). He
said:

"Aha. | know what you want, | think. Good news, good
news. It has arived." And with like big conductor's rookers
beating time he went to get it. The two young ptitsas started
giggling, asthey will at that age, and | gave them alike cold
glazzy. Andy was back real skorry, waving the great shiny
white sleeve of the Ninth, which had on it, brothers, the
frowning beetled like thunderbolted litso of Ludwig van him-
self. "Here," said Andy. "Shall we giveit thetrial spin?' But |
wanted it back home on my stereo to slooshy on my oddy
knocky, greedy as hell. | fumbled out the deng to pay and one
of the little ptitsas said:

"Who you getten, bratty? What biggy, what only?' These
young devotchkas had their own like way of govoreeting.

"The Heaven Seventeen? Luke Sterne? Goggly Gogol?' And
both giggled, rocking and hippy. Then an idea hit me and
made me near fall over with the anguish and ecstasy of it, O
my brothers, so | could not breathe for near ten seconds. |
recovered and made with my new-clean zoobies and said:
"What you got back home, little sisters, to play your fuzzy
warbleson?' Because | could viddy the discs they were buying
were these teeny pop veshches. "l bet you got little save tiny
portable like picnic spinners.” And they sort of pushed their
lower lips out at that. "Come with uncle,”" | said, "and hear all
proper. Hear angel trumpets and devil trombones. You are
invited." And | like bowed. They giggled again and one said:
"Oh, but we're so hungry. Oh, but we could so eat." The
other said: "Y ah, she can say that, can't shejust." So | said:



"Eat with uncle. Name your place."

Then they viddied themselves as real sophistoes, which was
like pathetic, and started talking in big-lady golosses about
the Ritz and the Bristol and the Hilton and Il Ristorante Gran-
turco. But | stopped that with "Follow uncle," and | led them
to the Pasta Parlour just round the corner and let them fill

their innocent young litsos on spaghetti and sausages and
cream-puffs and banana-splits and hot choc-sauce, till | near
sicked with the sight of it, I, brothers, lunching but frugally off
acold ham-slice and a growling dollop of chilli. These two
young ptitsas were much alike, though not sisters. They had
the same ideas or lack of, and the same colour hair - alike
dyed strawy. Well, they would grow up real today. Today |
would make a day of it. No school this afterlunch, but edu-
cation certain, Alex asteacher. Their names, they said, were
Marty and Sonietta, bezoomny enough and in the heighth of
their childish fashion, so | said:

"Righty right, Marty and Sonietta. Time for the big spin.
Come." When we were outside on the cold street they
thought they would not go by autobus, oh no, but by taxi, so

| gave them the humour, though with areal horrorshow in
grin, and | called ataxi from the rank near Center. Thedriver,
a starry whiskery veck in very stained platties, said:

"No tearing up, now. No nonsense with them seats. Just re-
upholstered they are." | quieted his gloopy fears and off we
spun to Municipal Flatblock 18A, these two bold little ptitsas
giggling and whispering. So, to cut all short, we arrived, O my
brothers, and | led the way up to 10-8, and they panted and
smecked away the way up, and then they were thirsty, they
said, so | unlocked the treasure-chest in my room and gave
these ten-year-young devotchkas a real horrorshow Scotch-
man apiece, though well filled with sneezy pins-and-needles
soda. They sat on my bed (yet unmade) and leg-swung, smeck-
ing and peeting their highballs, while | spun their like pathetic
malenky discs through my stereo. Like peeting some sweet



scented kid's drink, that was, in like very beautiful and lovely
and costly gold goblets. But they went oh oh oh and said,
"Swoony" and "Hilly" and other weird slovos that were the
heighth of fashion in that youth group. While | spun this cal
for them | encouraged them to drink and have another, and
they were nothing loath, O my brothers. So by the time their
pathetic pop-discs had been twice spun each (there were two:
'Honey Nose, sung by Ike Yard, and '‘Night After Day After
Night', moaned by two horrible yarbleless like eunuchs whose
names | forget) they were getting near the pitch of like young
ptitsa's hysterics, what with jumping all over my bed and mein
the room with them.

What was actually done that afternoon there isno need to
describe, brothers, as you may easily guess all. Those two
were unplattied and smecking fit to crack in no time at all, and
they thought it the bolshiest fun to viddy old Uncle Alex
standing there all nagoy and pan-handled, squirting the hypo-
dermic like some bare doctor, then giving myself the old jab
of growling jungle-cat secretion in the rooker. Then | pulled
the lovely Ninth out of its sleeve, so that Ludwig van was now
nagoy too, and | set the needle hissing on to the last move-
ment, which was all bliss. There it was then, the bass strings
like govoreeting away from under my bed at the rest of the
orchestra, and then the male human goloss coming in and
telling them all to be joyful, and then the lovely blissful tune
all about Joy being a glorious spark like of heaven, and then |
felt the old tigers leap in me and then | leapt on these two
young ptitsas. Thistime they thought nothing fun and
stopped creeching with high mirth, and had to submit to the
strange and weird desires of Alexander the Large which, what
with the Ninth and the hypo jab, were choodessny and zam-
mechat and very demanding, O my brothers. But they were
both very very drunken and could hardly feel very much.
When the last movement had gone round for the second

time with all the banging and creeching about Joy Joy Joy



Joy, then these two young ptitsas were not acting the big lady
sophisto no more. They were like waking up to what was

being done to their malenky persons and saying that they
wanted to go home and like | was awild beast. They looked
like they had been in some big bitva, as indeed they had, and
were all bruised and pouty. Well, if they would not go to
school they must stil have their education. And education

they had had. They were creeching and going ow ow ow as
they put their platties on, and they were like punchipunching
me with their teeny fistsas| lay there dirty and nagoy and fair
shagged and fagged on the bed. This young Sonietta was cre-
eching: "Beast and hateful animal. Filthy horror." So | let them
get their things together and get out, which they did, talking
about how the rozzes should be got on to me and all that cal.
Then they were going down the stairs and | dropped off to
sleep, still with the old Joy Joy Joy Joy crashing and howling away.
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What happened, though, was that | woke up late (near seven-
thirty by my watch) and, asit turned out, that was not so
clever. You can viddy that everything in this wicked world
counts. You can pony that one thing always leads to another.
Right right right. My stereo was no longer on about Joy and |
Embrace Ye O Ye Millions, so some veck had dealt it the off,
and that would be either pee or em, both of them now being
quite clear to the slooshying in the living-room and, from the
clink clink of plates and slurp slurp of peeting teafrom cups,
at their tired meal after the day's rabbiting in factory the one,
store the other. The poor old. The pitiable starry. | put on my
over-gown and looked out, in guise of loving only son, to

sy

"Hi hi hi, there. A lot better after the day's rest. Ready now
for evening work to earn that little bit." For that's what they
said they believed | did these days. "Yum, yum, mum. Any of
that for me?' It was like some frozen pie that she'd unfroze
and then warmed up and it looked not so very appetitish, but

| had to say what | said. Dad looked at me with a not-so-
pleased suspicious like look but said nothing, knowing he
dared not, and mum gave me atired like little smeck, to thee
fruit of my womb my only son sort of. | danced to the bath
room and had areal skorry cheest all over, feeling dirty and
gluey, then back to my den for the evening's platties. Then,
shining, combed, brushed and gorgeous, | sat to my lomtick
of pie. Papapa said:

"Not that | want to pry, son, but where exactly isit you go

to work of evenings?"'

"Oh," | chewed, "it's mostly odd things, helping like. Here
and there, asit might be." | gave him a straight dirty glazzy, as
to say to mind his own and I'd mind mine. "I never ask for
money, do |? Not money for clothes or for pleasures? All
right, then, why ask?"



My dad was like humble mumble chumble. "Sorry, son," he
said. "But | get worried sometimes. Sometimes | have dreams.
Y ou can laugh if you like, but there'salot in dreams. Last
night | had this dream with you init and | didn't like it one
bit."

"Oh?' He had gotten me interessovatted now, dreaming of

me like that. | had like afeeling | had had a dream, too, but |
could not remember proper what. "Yes?' | said, stopping
chewing my gluey pie.

"It wasvivid," said my dad. "I saw you lying on the street and
you had been beaten by other boys. These boys were like the
boys you used to go around with before you were sent to

that last Corrective School."

"Oh?' | had an in-grin at that, papapa believing | had really
reformed or believing he believed. And then | remembered my
own dream, which was a dream of that morning, of Georgie
giving his general's orders and old Dim smecking around
toothless as he wielded the whip. But dreams go by opposites
| was once told. "Never worry about thine only son and heir,
O my father," | said. "Fear not. He canst taketh care of himself,
verily."

"And," said my dad, "you were like helpless in your blood

and you couldn't fight back." That was real opposites, so | had
another quiet malenky grin within and then | took all the deng
out of my carmans and tinkled it on the saucy table-cloth. |
said:

"Here, dad, it's not much. It'swhat | earned last night. But
perhaps for the odd peet of Scotchman in the snug some-
where for you and mum."

"Thanks, son," he said. "But we don't go out much now. We
daren't go out much, the streets being what they are. Y oung
hooligans and so on. Still, thanks. 1'll bring her home a bottle
of something tomorrow." And he scooped thisill-gotten
pretty into histrouser carmans, mum being at the cheesting of
the dishesin the kitchen. And | went out with loving smiles all



round.

When | got to the bottom of the stairs of the flatblock |

was somewhat surprised. | was more than that. | opened my
rot like wide in the old stony gapes. They had come to meet
me. They were waiting by the all scrawled-over municipal
wall-painting of the nagoy dignity of labour, bare vecks and
cheenas stern at the wheels of industry, like | said, with all this
dirt pencilled from their rots by naughty malchicks. Dim had a
big thick stick of black greasepaint and was tracing filthy
slovos real big over our municipal painting and doing the old
Dim guff - wuh huh huh - while he did it. But he turned round
when Georgie and Pete gave me the well hello, showing their
shining droogy zoobies, and he horned out: "He are here, he
have arrived, hooray," and did a clumsy turnitoe bit of danc-
ing.

"We got worried," said Georgie. "There we were awaiting
and peeting away at the old knify moloko, and you might

have been like offended by some veshch or other, so round

we come to your abode. That's right, Pete, right?"

"Oh, yes, right," said Pete.

"Appy polly loggies,” | said careful. "l had something of apain
in the gulliver so had to sleep. | was not wakened when | gave
orders for wakening. Still, here we all are, ready for what

the old nochy offers, yes?' | seemed to have picked up that
yes? from P. R. Deltoid, my Post-Corrective Adviser. Very
strange.

"Sorry about the pain,” said Georgie, like very concerned.
"Using the gulliver too much like, maybe. Giving orders and
discipline and such, perhaps. Sure the pain is gone? Sure you'll
not be happier going back to the bed?' And they all had a bit
of amalenky grin.

"Wait," | said. "Let's get things nice and sparkling clear. This
sarcasm, if | may call it such, does not become you, O my
little friends. Perhaps you have been having a bit of a quiet
govoreet behind my back, making your own little jokes and



such-like. As| am your droog and leader, surely | am entitled
to know what goes on, eh? Now then, Dim, what does that
great big horsy gape of agrin portend?' For Dim had his rot
open in asort of bezoomny soundless smeck. Georgie got in
very skorry with:

"All right, no more picking on Dim, brother. That's part of

the new way."

"New way?' | said. "What's this about a new way? There's
been some very large talk behind my sleeping back and no
error. Let me slooshy more.” And | sort of folded my rookers
and leaned comfortable to listen against the broken banister-
rail, me being still higher than them, droogs as they called
themselves, on the third stair.

"No offence, Alex," said Pete, "but we wanted to have things
more democratic like. Not like you like saying what to do and
what not all thetime. But no offence.”

George said: "Offenceis neither here nor elsewhere. It'sthe
matter of who hasideas. What ideas has he had?' And he kept
his very bold glazzies turned full on me. "It's all the small stuff,
malenky veshches like last night. We're growing up, brothers."
"More," | said, not moving. "Let me slooshy more."

"Well," said Georgie, "if you must have it, have it then. We
itty round, shop-crasting and the like, coming out with a piti-
ful rookerful of cutter each. And there's Will the English in
the Muscleman coffee mesto saying he can fence anything that
any malchick caresto try to crast. The shiny stuff, theice," he
said, still with these like cold glazzies on me. "The big big big
money is available iswhat Will the English says."

"So," | said, very comfortable out but real razdraz within.
"Since when have you been consorting and comporting with
Will the English?"

"Now and again," said Georgie, "I get around all on my oddy
knocky. Like last Sabbath for instance. | can live my own
jeezny, droogy, right?"

| didn't care for any of this, my brothers. "And what will



you do," | said, "with the big big big deng or money as you so
highfaluting call it? Have you not every veshch you need? If
you need an auto you pluck it from the trees. If you need
pretty polly you takeit. Yes? Why this sudden shilarny for
being the big bloated capitalist?"

"Ah," said Georgie, "you think and govoreet sometimes like
alittle child." Dim went huh huh huh at that. "Tonight," said
Georgie, "we pull a mansize crast."

So my dream had told truth, then. Georgie the general

saying what we should do and what not do, Dim with the whip
as mindless grinning bulldog. But | played with care, with great
care, the greatest, saying, smiling: "Good. Real horrorshow.
Initiative comes to them as wait. | have taught you much,
little droogie. Now tell me what you have in mind, Georgie-
boy."

"Oh," said Georgie, cunning and crafty in his grin, "the old

mol oko-plus first, would you not say? Something to sharpen
us up, boy, but you especially, we having the start on you."

"Y ou have govoreeted my thoughts for me," | smiled away.

"| was about to suggest the dear old Korova. Good good
good. Lead, little George." And | made with alike deep bow,
smiling like bezoomny but thinking all the time. But when we
got into the street | viddied that thinking is for the gloopy

ones and that the oomny ones use like inspiration and what
Bog sends. For now it waslovely music that came to my aid.
There was an auto ittying by and it had itsradio on, and |
could just slooshy a bar or so of Ludwig van (it was the Violin
Concerto, last movement), and | viddied right at once what to
do. | said, inlike athick deep goloss. "Right, Georgie, now,"
and | whisked out my cut-throat britva. Georgie said: "Uh?"
but he was skorry enough with his nozh, the blade coming
sloosh out of the handle, and we were on to each other. Old
Dim said: "Oh no, not right that isn't, and made to uncoil the
chain round histally, but Pete said, putting his rooker firm on



old Dim: "Leave them. It'sright like that." So then Georgie and
Y our Humble did the old quiet cat-stalk, looking for openings,
knowing each other's style a bit too horrorshow really. Georgie
now and then going lurch lurch with his shining nozh but not
no wise connecting. And all the time lewdies passed by and
viddied all this but minded their own, it being perhaps a
common street-sight. But then | counted odin dvatree and
went ak ak ak with the britva, though not at litso or glazzies

but at Georgie's nozh-holding rooker and, my little brothers,

he dropped. He did. He dropped his nozh with atinkle tankle
on the hard winter sidewalk. | had just ticklewickled his fingers
with my britva, and there he was looking at the malenky
dribble of krovvy that was redding out in the lamplight. "Now,"
| said, and it was me that was starting, because Pete had given
old Dim the soviet not to uncoil the oozy from round his

tally and Dim had taken it, "now, Dim, let's thou and me have
al thisnow, shall us?' Dim went, "Aaaaaaarhgh," like some
bolshy bezoomny animal, and snaked out the chain from his
waist real horrorshow and skorry, so you had to admire. Now
the right style for me here was to keep low like in frog-dancing
to protect litso and glazzies, and this | did, brothers, so that
poor old Dim was a malenky bit surprised, him being accus-
tomed to the straight face-on lash lash lash. Now | will say
that he whished me horrible on the back so that it stung like
bezoomny, but that pain told me to dig in skorry once and for
al and be done with old Dim. So | swished with the britva at
his left nogain its very tight tight and I slashed two inches of
cloth and drew a malenky drop of krovvy to make Dim real
bezoomny. Then while he went hauwwww hauwww hauwww
like adoggie | tried the same style as for Georgie, banking all
on one move - up, cross, cut - and | felt the britva go just deep
enough in the meat of old Dim's wrist and he dropped his
snaking oozy yelping like alittle child. Then he tried to drink
in al the blood from his wrist and how! at the same time, and
there was too much krovvy to drink and he went bubble



bubble bubble, the red like fountaining out lovely, but not for
very long. | said:

"Right, my droogies, now we should know. Y es, Pete?"

"I never said anything," said Pete. "l never govoreeted one
slovo. Look, old Dim's bleeding to death."

"Never," | said. "One can die but once. Dim died before he
was born. That red red krovvy will soon stop." Because | had
not cut into the like main cables. And | myself took a clean
tashtook from my carman to wrap round poor old dying
Dim's rooker, howling and moaning as he was, and the
krovvy stopped like | said it would, O my brothers. So they
knew now who was master and leader, sheep, thought 1.

It did not take long to quieten these two wounded soldiers
down in the snug of the Duke of New Y ork, what with large
brandies (bought with their own cutter, me having given al to
my dad, and a wipe with tashtooks dipped in the water-jug.
The old ptitsas we'd been so horrorshow to last night were
there again, going, "Thanks, lads" and "God bless you, boys"
like they couldn't stop, though we had not repeated the old
sammy act with them. But Pdae said: "What's it to be, girls?"
and bought black and suds for them, him seeming to have a
fair amount of pretty polly in his carmans, so they were on
louder than ever with their "God bless and keep you all,lads"
and "We'd never split on you, boys" and "The best |ads breath
ing, that's what you are." At last | said to Georgie:

"Now we're back to where we were, yes? Just like before
and all forgotten, right?"

"Right right right," said Georgie. But old Dim still looked a
bit dazed and he even said: "I could have got that big bastard,
see, with my oozy, only some veck got in the way," as though
he'd been dratsing not with me but with some other malchick.
| said:

"Well, Georgieboy, what did you have in mind?"

"Oh," said Georgie, "not tonight. Not this nochy, please."
"You're abig strong chelloveck," | said, "likeusall. We're



not little children, are we, Georgieboy? What, then, didst

thou in thy mind have?"

"| could have chained his glazzies real horrorshow," said
Dim, and the old baboochkas were stil on with their "Thanks,
lads."

"It was this house, see," said Georgie. "The one with the two
lamps outside. The one with the gloopy name like."

"What gloopy name?"

"The Mansion or the Manse or some such piece of gloop.
Where this very starry ptitsaliveswith her cats and all these
very starry valuable veshches."

"Such as?"

"Gold and silver and like jewels. It was Will the English who
like said.”

"I viddy," | said. "l viddy horrorshow." | knew where he
meant - Oldtown, just beyond Victoria Flatblock. Well, the
real horrorshow leader knows always when like to give and
show generousto his like unders. "Very good, Georgie," | said.
"A good thought, and one to be followed. Let usat onceitty."
And as we were going out the old baboochkas said: "We'll say
nothing, lads. Been here all the time you have, boys." So |
said: "Good old girls. Back to buy more in ten minutes." And
so | led my three droogs out to my doom.



6

Just past the Duke of New Y ork going east was offices and
then there was the starry beat-up biblio and then was the
bolshy flatblock called Victoria Flatblock after some victory
or other, and then you came to the like starry type houses of
the town in what was called Oldtown. Y ou got some of the
real horrorshow ancient domies here, my brothers, with
starry lewdies living in them, thin old barking like colonels
with sticks and old ptitsas who were widows and deaf starry
damas with cats who, my brothers, had felt not the touch of
any chelloveck in the whole of their pure like jeeznies. And
here, true, there were starry veshches that would fetch their
share of cutter on the tourist market - like pictures and jewels
and other starry pre-plastic cal of that type. So we came nice
and quiet to this domy called the Manse, and there were globe
lights outside on iron stalks, like guarding the front door on
each side, and there was alight like dim on in one of the
rooms on the ground level, and we went to a nice patch of
street dark to watch through the window what was ittying on.
This window had iron barsin front of it, like the house was a
prison, but we could viddy nice and clear what was ittying on.
What was ittying on was that this starry ptitsa, very grey in
the voloss and with avery liny like litso, was pouring the old
moloko from a milk-bottle into saucers and then setting
these saucers down on the floor, so you could tell there were
plenty of mewing kots and koshkas writhing about down
there. And we could viddy one or two, great fat scoteenas,
jumping up on to the table with their rots open going mare
mare mare. And you could viddy this old baboochka talking
back to them, govoreeting in like scoldy language to her
pussies. Inthe room you could viddy alot of old pictures on
the walls and starry very elaborate clocks, also some like
vases and ornaments that looked starry and dorogoy. Georgie
whispered: "Real horrorshow deng to be gotten for them,



brothers. Will the Englishisreal anxious." Pete said: "How in?"
Now it was up to me, and skorry, before Georgie started

telling us how. "First veshch," | whispered, "is to try the regular
way, the front. | will go very polite and say that one of my
droogs has had a like funny fainting turn on the street. Georgie
can be ready to show, when she opens, thatwise. Then to

ask for water or to phonethe doc. Thenin easy." Georgie
sad:

"She may not open." | said:

"Welll try it, yes?' And he sort of shrugged his pletchoes,
making with afrog'srot. So | said to Pete and old Dim: "You
two droogies get either side of the door. Right?' They

nodded in the dark right right right. "So," | said to Georgie,
and | made bold straight for the front door. There was a
bellpush and | pushed, and brrrrrrr brrrrr sounded down the

hall inside. Alike sense of slooshying followed, as though the
ptitsaand her koshkas all had their ears back at the brrrrrr
brrrrrr, wondering. So | pushed the old zvonock a malenky bit
more urgent. | then bent down to the letter-slit and called
through in arefined like goloss. "Help, madam, please. My
friend has just had a funny turn on the street. Let me phone a
doctor, please." Then | could viddy alight being put on in the
hall, and then | could hear the old baboochka's nogas

going flip flap in flip-flap slippers to nearer the front door,

and | got the idea, | don't know why, that she had a big fat
pussycat under each arm. Then she called out in avery sur-
prising deep like goloss:

"Go away. Go away or | shoot." Georgie heard that and
wanted to giggle. | said, with like suffering and urgency in my
gentleman's gol oss:

"Oh, please help, madam. My friend's very ill."

"Go away," shecalled. "l know your dirty tricks, making me
open the door and then buy things | don't want. Go away. |
tell you." That wasreal lovely innocence, that was. "Go away,"
shesaid again, "or I'll set my cats onto you." A malenky bit



bezoomny she was, you could tell that, through spending her
jeezny all on her oddy knocky. Then | looked up and | viddied
that there was a sash-window above the front door and that

it would be alot more skorry to just do the old pletcho climb
and get in that way. Elsethere'd be thisargument all the long
nochy. Sol sad:

"Very well, madam. If you won't help | must take my
suffering friend elsewhere." And | winked my droogies all away
quiet, only me crying out: "All right, old friend, you will surely
meet some good samaritan some place other. Thisold lady
perhaps cannot be blamed for being suspicious with so many
scoundrels and rogues of the night about. No, indeed not."
Then we waited again in the dark and | whispered: "Right.
Return to the door. Me stand on Dim's pletchoes. Open that
window and me enter, droogies. Then to shut up that old
ptitsa and open up for all. No trouble." For | was like showing
who was |leader and the chelloveck with theideas. "See," | said.
"Real horrorshow bit of stonework over that door, anice

hold for my nogas." They viddied all that, admiring perhaps |
thought, and said and nodded Right right right in the dark.

So back tiptoe to the door. Dim was our heavy strong
malchick and Pete and Georgie like heaved me up onto Dim's
bolshy manly pletchoes. All thistime, O thanks to worldcasts
on the gloopy TV and, more, lewdies night-fear through lack
of night-police, dead lay the street. Up there on Dim's plet-
choes | viddied that this stonework above the door would

take my boots lovely. | kneed up, brothers, and there | was.
The window, as | had expected, was closed, but | outed with
my britva and cracked the glass of the window smart with the
bony handle thereof. All the time below my droogies were
hard breathing. So | put in my rooker through the crack and
made the lower half of the window sail up open silver-

smooth and lovely. And | was, like getting into the bath, in.
And there were my sheep down below, their rots open as they
looked up, O brothers.



| was in bumpy darkness, with beds and cupboards and
bolshy heavy stoolies and piles of boxes and books about.
But | strode manful towards the door of the room | wasin,
seeing alike crack of light under it. The door went
squeeeeeeeeeeak and then | was on a dusty corridor with
other doors. All thiswaste, brothers, meaning all these
rooms and but one starry sharp and her pussies, but perhaps
the kots and koshkas had like separate bedrooms, living on
cream and fish-heads like royal queens and princes. | could
hear the like muffled goloss of this old ptitsa down below
saying: "Yesyesyes, that'sit," but she would be govoreeting to
these mewing sidlers going maaaaaaa for more moloko.
Then | saw the stairs going down to the hall and | thought to
myself that | would show these fickle and worthless droogs of
mine that | was worth the whole three of them and more. |
would do all on my oddy knocky. | would perform the old
ultra-violence on the starry ptitsa and on her pusspots if need
be, then | would take fair rookerfuls of what looked like real
polezny stuff and go waltzing to the front door and open up
showering gold and silver on my waiting droogs. They must
learn all about leadership.

So down | ittied, sSlow and gentle, admiring in the stairwell
grahzny pictures of old time - devotchkas with long hair and
high collars, the like country with trees and horses, the holy
bearded veck all nagoy hanging on across. Therewas areal
musty von of pussies and pussy-fish and starry dust in this
domy, different from the flatblocks. And then | was down-
stairsand | could viddy the light in this front room where she
had been doling moloko to the kots and koshkas. More, |
could viddy these great overstuffed scoteenas going in and
out with their tails waving and like rubbing themselves on the
door-bottom. On alike big wooden chest in the dark hall |
could viddy a nice malenky statue that shone in the light of
the room, so | crasted thisfor my own self, it being like a
young thin devotchka standing on one noga with her rookers



out, and | could see this was made of silver. So | had this
when | ittied into the lit-up room, saying: "Hi hi hi. At last we
meet. Our brief govoreet through the letter-hole was not,

shall we say, satisfactory, yes? Let us admit not, oh verily not,
you stinking starry old sharp." And | like blinked in the light at
thisroom and the old ptitsainit. It wasfull of kots and
koshkas all crawling to and fro over the carpet, with bits of

fur floating in the lower air, and these fat scoteenas were all
different shapes and colours, black, white, tabby, ginger, tor-
toise-shell, and of all ages, too, so that there were kittens
fillying about with each other and there were pussies full-
grown and there were real dribbling starry ones very bad-
tempered. Their mistress, this old ptitsa, looked at me fierce
like aman and said:

"How did you get in? Keep your distance, you villainous
young toad, or | shall be forced to strike you."

| had areal horrorshow smeck at that, viddying that she

had in her veiny rooker a crappy wood walking-stick which
sheraised at me threatening. So, making with my shiny
zoobies, | ittied a bit nearer to her, taking my time, and on the
way | saw on alike sideboard a lovely little veshch, the love-
liest malenky veshch any malchick fond of music like myself
could ever hope to viddy with his own two glazzies, for it was
like the gulliver and pletchoes of Ludwig van himself, what
they call abust, alike stone veshch with stone long hair and
blind glazzies and the big flowing cravat. | was off for that
right away, saying: "Well, how lovely and all for me." But
ittying towards it with my glazzies like full on it and my
greedy rooker held out, | did not see the milk saucers on the
floor and into one | went and sort of lost balance. "Whoops,"

| said, trying to steady, but this old ptitsa had come up behind
me very sy and with great skorriness for her age and then she
went crack crack on my gulliver with her bit of astick. So |
found myself on my rookers and knees trying to get up and
saying: "Naughty, naughty naughty." And then she was going



crack crack crack again, saying: "Wretched little slummy
bedbug, breaking into real people's houses." | didn't like this
crack crack eegra, so | grasped hold of one end of her stick as
it came down again and then she lost her balance and was
trying to steady herself against the table, but then the table-
cloth came off with a milk-jug and a milk-bottle going all
drunk then scattering white splosh in all directions, then she
was down on the floor, grunting, going: "Blast you, boy, you
shall suffer." Now all the cats were getting spoogy and running
and jumping in alike cat-panic, and some were blaming each
other, hitting out cat-tolchocks with the old lapa and ptaaaaa
and grrrrr and kraaaaark. | got up on to my nogas, and there
was this nasty vindictive starry forella with her wattles ashake
and grunting as she like tried to lever herself up from the
floor, so | gave her amalenky fair kick in the litso, and she
didn't like that, crying: "Waaaaah," and you could viddy her
veiny mottled litso going purplewurple where I'd landed the
old noga.

As | stepped back from the kick | must have like trod on the
tail of one of these dratsing creeching pusspots, because |
slooshied a gromky yauuuuuuuuw and found that like fur and
teeth and claws had like fastened themselves around my leg,
and there | was cursing away and trying to shake it off holding

this silver malenky statue in one rooker and trying to climb
over this old ptitsa on the floor to reach lovely Ludwig van in
frowning like stone. And then | was into another saucer brim-
ful of creamy moloko and near went flying again, the whole
vesnch really avery humorous one if you could imagine it
sloochatting to some other veck and not to Y our Humble
Narrator. And then the starry ptitsa on the floor reached over
al the dratsing yowling pusscats and grabbed at my noga, still
going "Waaaaah" at me, and, my balance being a bit gone, |
went really crash thistime, on to sploshing moloko and
skriking koshkas, and the old forella started to fist me on the



litso, both of us being on the floor, creeching: "Thrash him,
beat him, pull out hisfinger-nails, the poisonous young
beetle," addressing her pusscats only, and then, asif like obey-
ing the starry old ptitsa, a couple of koshkas got on to me

and started scratching like bezoomny. So then | got real be-
zoomny myself, brothers, and hit out at them, but this bab-
oochka said: "Toad, don't touch my kitties," and like
scratched my litso. So then | screeched: "Y ou filthy old
soomka', and upped with the little malenky like silver statue
and cracked her afine fair tolchock on the gulliver and that
shut her up real horrorshow and lovely.

Now as | got up from the floor among all the crarking kots
and koshkas what should | slooshy but the shoom of the old
police-auto siren in the distance, and it dawned on me skorry
that the old forella of the pusscats had been on the phone to
the millicents when | thought she'd been govoreeting to the
mewlers and mowlers, her having got her suspicions skorry
on the boil when I'd rung the old zvonock pretending for
help. So now, slooshying this fearful shoom of the rozz-

van, | belted for the front door and had a rabbiting time un-
doing all the locks and chains and bolts and other protective
veshches. Then | got it open, and who should be on the door-
step but old Dim, me just being able to viddy the other two of
my so-called droogs belting off. "Away," | creeched to Dim.
"Therozzes are coming." Dim said: "You stay to meet them
huh huh huh," and then | viddied that he had his oozy out, and
then he upped with it and it snaked whishhh and he chained
me gentle and artistic like on the glazlids, me just closing
them up in time. Then | was howling around trying to viddy
with this howling great pain, and Dim said: "I don't like you
should do what you done, old droogy. Not right it wasn't to
get on to me like the way you done, brat." And then | could
slooshy his bolshy lumpy boots beating off, him going huh
huh huh into the darkmans, and it was only about seven
seconds after that | slooshied the millicent-van draw up with a



filthy great dropping siren-howl, like some bezoomny animal
snuffing it. | was howling too and like yawing about and |
banged my gulliver smack on the hall-wall, my glazzies being
tight shut and the juice astream from them, very agonizing. So
there | was like groping in the hallway as the millicents ar-
rived. | couldn't viddy them, of course, but | could slooshy
and damn near smell the von of the bastards, and soon | could
feel the bastards as they got rough and did the old twist-arm
act, carrying me out. | could aso slooshy one millicent goloss
saying from like the room I'd come out of with all the kots
and koshkas in it: " She's been nastily knocked but she's
breathing," and there was loud mewing all the time.

"A real pleasurethisis,” | heard another millicent goloss say
as | was tolchocked very rough and skorry into the auto.
"Little Alex all to our own selves." | creeched out:

"I'm blind, Bog bust and bleed you, you grahzny bastards."
"Language, language,” like smecked a goloss, and then | got
a like backhand tolchock with some ringy rooker or other

full ontherot. | said:

"Bog murder you, you vonny stinking bratchnies. Where are
the others? Where are my stinking traitorous droogs? One of
my cursed grahzny bratties chained me on the glazzies. Get
them before they get away. It was all their idea, brothers.
They like forced meto doit. I'm innocent, Bog butcher you."
By thistime they were all having like a good smeck at me with
the heighth of like callousness, and they'd tolchocked me into
the back of the auto, but I still kept on about these so-called
droogs of mine and then | viddied it would be no good, be-
cause they'd all be back now in the snug of the Duke of New
Y ork forcing black and suds and double Scotchmen down the
unprotesting gorloes of those stinking starry ptitsas and

they saying: "Thanks, lads. God bless you, boys. Been here
al thetime you have, lads. Not been out of our sight you
haven't."

All the time we were sirening off to the rozz-shop, me being



wedged between two millicents and being given the odd
thump and malenky tolchock by these smecking bullies. Then |
found | could open up my glazlids a malenky bit and viddy
like through all tears akind of steamy city going by, all the
lights like having run into one another. | could viddy now
through smarting glazzies these two smecking millicents at the
back with me and the thin-necked driver and the fat-necked
bastard next to him, this one having a sarky like govoreet at
me, saying: "Well, Alex boy, we all ook forward to a pleasant
evening together, don't we not?' | said:

"How do you know my name, you stinking vonny bully?

May Bog blast you to hell, grahzny bratchny as you are, you
sod." Sothey all had a smeck at that and | had my ooko like
twisted by one of these stinking millicents at the back with
me. The fat-necked not-driver said:

"Everybody knows little Alex and his droogs. Quite a
famous young boy our Alex has become."

"It's those others," | creeched. "Georgie and Dim and Pete.
No droogs of mine, the bastards."

"Well," said the fat-neck, "you've got the evening in front of
you to tell the whole story of the daring exploits of those
young gentlemen and how they led poor little innocent Alex
astray.” Then there was the shoom of another like police siren
passing this auto but going the other way.

"Isthat for those bastards?' | said. "Are they being picked up
by you bastards?"

"That," said fat-neck, "is an ambulance. Doubtless for your
old lady victim, you ghastly wretched scoundrel."

"It was al their fault," | creeched, blinking my smarting glaz-
zies. "The bastards will be peeting away in the Duke of New
York. Pick them up blast you, you vonny sods." And then
there was more smecking and another malenky tolchock, O
my brothers, on my poor smarting rot. And then we arrived at
the stinking rozz-shop and they helped me get out of the auto
with kicks and pulls and they tolchocked me up the steps and |



knew | was going to get nothing like fair play from these
stinky grahzny bratchnies, Bog blast them.



v

They dragged me into this very bright-lit whitewashed can-
tora, and it had a strong von that was a mixture of like sick
and lavatories and beery rots and disinfectant, all coming

from the barry places near by. Y ou could hear some of the
plenniesin their cells cursing and singing and | fancied | could
slooshy one belting out:

'‘And | will go back to my darling, my darling,
When you, my darling, are gone.’

But there were the golosses of millicents telling them to shut

it and you could even slooshy the zvook of like somebody
being tolchocked real horrorshow and going
owwwwwwwww, and it was like the goloss of a drunken
starry ptitsa, not a man. With me in this cantora were four
millicents, all having a good loud peet of chai, abig pot of it
being on the table and they sucking and belching away over
their dirty bolshy mugs. They didn't offer me any. All that they
gave me, my brothers, was a crappy starry mirror to look

into, and indeed | was not your handsome young Narrator

any longer but areal strack of a sight, my rot swollen and my
glazzies al red and my nose bumped a bit also. They al had a
real horrorshow smeck when they viddied my like dismay, and
one of them said: "Love's young nightmare like." And then a
top millicent came in with like stars on his pletchoes to show
he was high high high, and he viddied me and said: "Hm." So
then they started. | said:

"I won't say one single solitary slovo unless | have my

lawyer here. | know the law, you bastards." Of course they al
had a good gromky smeck at that and then the stellar top millicent
sad:

"Righty right, boys, wel'll start off by showing him that we
know the law, too, but that knowing the law isn't everything."



He had a like gentleman's goloss and spoke in avery weary
sort of away, and he nodded with alike droogy smile at one
very big fat bastard. This big fat bastard took off his tunic and
you could viddy he had areal big starry pot on him, then he
came up to me not too skorry and | could get the von of the
milky chal he'd been peeting when he opened hisrot in alike
very tired leery grin at me. He was not too well shaved for a
rozz and you could viddy like patches of dried sweat on his
shirt under the arms, and you could get this von of like

earwax from him as he came close. Then he clenched his stink-
ing red rooker and let me have it right in the belly, which was
unfair, and all the other millicents smecked their gullivers off
at that, except the top one and he kept on with thisweary like
bored grin. | had to lean against the white-washed wall so

that all the white got on to my platties, trying to drag the old
breath back and in great agony, and then | wanted to sick up
the gluey pie I'd had before the start of the evening. But |
couldn't stand that sort of veshch, sicking all over the floor,
so | held it back. Then | saw that this fatty bruiseboy was
turning to his millicent droogs to have areal horrorshow
smeck at what he'd done, so | raised my right noga and before
they could creech at him to watch out 1'd kicked him smart

and lovely on the shin. And he creeched murder, hopping
around.

But after that they all had aturn, bouncing me from one to

the other like some very weary bloody ball, O my brothers,
and fisting me in the yarbles and the rot and the belly and
dealing out kicks, and then at last | had to sick up on the floor
and, like some real bezoomny veck, | evan said: "Sorry,
brothers, that was not the right thing at all. Sorry sorry

sorry." But they handed me starry bits of gazetta and made me
wipe it, and then they made me make with the sawdust. And then
they said, aimost like dear old droogs, that | was to sit down
and we'd all have aquiet like govoreet. And then P. R. Deltoid
came in to have aviddy, his office being in the same building,



looking very tired and grahzny, to say: "So it's happened, Alex
boy, yes? Just as | thought it would. Dear dear dear, yes."
Then he turned to the millicents to say: "Evening, inspector.
Evening, sergeant. Evening, evening, all. Well, thisisthe end of
the line for me, yes. Dear dear, this boy does ook messy,
doesn't he? Just look at the state of him."

"Violence makes violence," said the top millicent in avery
holy type goloss. "Heresisted hislawful arresters.”

"End of theline, yes," said P. R. Deltoid again. He looked at
me with very cold glazzieslike | had become a thing and was
no more a bleeding very tired battered chelloveck. "I suppose
I'll have to be in court tomorrow."

"It wasn't me, brother, sir," | said, a malenky bit weepy.
"Speak up for me, sir, for I'm not so bad. | was led on by the
treachery of the others,sir.”

"Sings like alinnet," said the top rozz, sneery. "Singsthe

roof off lovely, he doesthat."

"I'll speak," said cold P. R. Deltoid. "I'll be there tomorrow,
don't worry."

"If you'd like to give him a bash in the chops, sir,” said the
top millicent, "don't mind us. We'l hold him down. He must
be another great disappointment to you."

P. R. Deltoid then did something | never thought any man

like him who was supposed to turn us baddiwads into real
horrorshow malchicks would do, especially with all those
rozzes around. He came a bit nearer and he spat. He spat. He
gpat full in my litso and then wiped his wet spitty rot with the
back of hisrooker. And | wiped and wiped and wiped my spat-
on litso with my bloody tashtook, saying "Thank you, sir,
thank you very much, sir, that was very kind of you, sir, thank
you." And then P. R. Deltoid walked out without another
slovo.

The millicents now got down to making this long state-

ment for me to sign, and | thought to myself, Hell and blast
you all, if all you bastards are on the side of the Good then



I'm glad | belong to the other shop. "All right," | said to them,
"you grahzny bratchnies as you are, you vonny sods. Take it,
take thelot. I'm not going to crawl around on my brooko

any more, you merzky gets. Where do you want it taking
from, you cally vonning animals? From my last corrective?
Horrorshow, horrorshow, hereitis, then." Sol gaveit to
them, and | had this shorthand milicent, a very quiet and
scared type chelloveck, no real rozz at all, covering page after
page after page after. | gave them the ultra-violence, the crast-
ing, the dratsing, the old in-out-in-out, the lot, right up to

this night's veshch with the bugatty starry ptitsa with the
mewing kots and koshkas. And | made sure my so-called
droogs werein it, right up to the shiyah. When I'd got
through the lot the shorthand millicent looked a bit faint,

poor old veck. Thetop rozz said to him, in akind type goloss:
"Right, son, you go off and get a nice cup of chai for your-
self and then type all that filth and rottenness out with a
clothes-peg on your nose, three copies. Then they can be
brought to our handsome young friend here for signature.
And you," he said to me, "can now be shown to your bridal
suite with running water and all conveniences. All right," in
this weary goloss to two of the real tough rozzes, "take him
away."

So | was kicked and punched and bullied off to the cells and
put in with about ten or twelve other plennies, alot of them
drunk. There were real oozhassny animal type vecks among
them, one with his nose all ate away and his rot open like a
big black hole, one that was lying on the floor snoring away
and all like slime dribbling all the time out of hisrot, and one
that had like done all cal in his pantalonies. Then there were
two like queer ones who both took a fancy to me, and one of
them made ajump onto my back, and | had areal nasty bit of
dratsing with him and the von on him, like of meth and cheap
scent, made me want to sick again, only my belly was empty
now, O my brothers. Then the other queer one started putting



his rookers on to me, and then there was a snarling bit of
dratsing between these two, both of them wanting to get at
my plott. The shoom became very loud, so that a couple of
millicents came along and cracked into these two with like
truncheons, so that both sat quiet then, looking like into
space, and there was the old krovvy going drip drip drip down
the litso of one of them. There were bunksin this cell, but all
filled. | climbed up to the top one of onetier of bunks, there
being four in atier, and there was a starry drunken veck snor-
ing away, most probably heaved up there to the top by the
millicents. Anyway, | heaved him down again, him not being
al that heavy, and he collapsed on top of afat drunk chello-
veck on the floor, and both woke and started creeching and
punching pathetic at each other. So I lay down on this vonny
bed, my brothers, and went to very tired and exhausted and
hurt sleep. But it was not really like sleep, it was like passing
out to another better world. And in this other better world, O
my brothers, | wasin like abig field with all flowers and trees,
and there was a like goat with a man's litso playing away on a
like flute. And there rose like the sun Ludwig van himself
with thundery litso and cravat and wild windy voloss, and
then | heard the Ninth, last movement, with the slovos all a
bit mixed-up like they knew themselves they had to be mixed-
up, this being a dream:

Boy, thou uproarious shark of heaven,
Slaughter of Elysium,

Hearts on fire, aroused, enraptured,

We will tolchock you on the rot and kick
your grahzny vonny bum.

But the tune was right, as | knew when | was being woke up
two or ten minutes or twenty hours or days or years later, my
watch having been taken away. There was amillicent like miles
and miles down below and he was prodding at me with along



stick with a spike on the end, saying:

"Wake up, son. Wake up, my beauty. Waketo real trouble."

| said:

"Why? Who? Where? What isit?' And the tune of the Joy
ode in the Ninth was singing away real lovely and horrorshow
within, The millicent said:

"Come down and find out. There's somereal lovely news

for you, my son." So | scrambled down, very stiff and sore and
not like real awake, and this rozz, who had a strong von of
cheese and onions on him, pushed me out of the filthy snor-
ing cell, and then along corridors, and all the time the old

tune Joy Thou Glorious Spark Of Heaven was sparking away
within. Then we came to avery neat like cantora with type-
writers and flowers on the desks, and at the like chief desk the
top millicent was sitting, looking very serious and fixing alike
very cold glazzy on my sleepy litso. | said:

"Well well well. What makes, bratty. What gives, thisfine
bright middle of the nochy?' He said:

"I'll give you just ten seconds to wipe that stupid grin off of
your face. Then | want you to listen."

"Well, what?' | said, smecking. "Are you not satisfied with
beating me near to death and having me spat upon and making
me confess to crimes for hours on end and then shoving me
among bezoomnies and vonny pervertsin that grahzny cell?
Have you some new torture for me, you bratchny?"

"It'll be your own torture," he said, serious. "I hope to God
it'll torture you to madness."

And then, before he told me, | knew what it was. The old
ptitsawho had all the kots and koshkas had passed on to a
better world in one of the city hospitals. 1'd cracked her a bit
too hard, like. Well, well, that was everything. | thought of all
those kots and koshkas mewling for moloko and getting

none, not any more from their starry forella of a mistress.

That was everything. 1'd done the lot, now. and me still only
fifteen.



Part Two



1

"What's it going to be then, eh?"

| take it up now, and thisisthe real weepy and like tragic

part of the story beginning, my brothers and only friends, in
Stgja (State Jail, that is) Number 84F. You will havelittle
desire to slooshy all the cally and horrible raskazz of the
shock that sent my dad beating his bruised and krovvy rockers
against unfair like Bog in his Heaven, and my mum squaring
her rot for owwwww owwwww owwwww in her mother's grief
at her only child and son of her bosom like letting every-

body down real horrorshow. Then there was the starry very
grim magistrate in the lower court govoreeting some very
hard slovos against your Friend and Humble Narrator, after

al the cally and grahzny slander spat forth by P. R. Deltoid
and the rozzes, Bog blast them. Then there was being rem-
anded in filthy custody among vonny perverts and pre-
stoopnicks. Then there wasthetrial in the higher court with
judges and ajury, and some very very nasty slovos indeed
govoreeted in avery like solemn way, and then Guilty and my
mum boohoohooing when they said Fourteen Y ears, O my
brothers. So here | was now, two years just to the day of
being kicked and clanged into Staja 84F, dressed in the heighth
of prison fashion, which was a one-piece suit of avery filthy
like cal colour, and the number sewn on the groody part just
above the old tick-tocker and on the back as well, so that
going and coming | was 6655321 and not your little droog
Alex not no longer.

"What's it going to be then, eh?"

It had not been like edifying, indeed it had not, being in this
grahzny hellhole and like human zoo for two years, being
kicked and tolchocked by brutal bully warders and meeting
vonny leering like criminals, some of them real perverts and
ready to dribble all over aluscious young malchick like your
story-teller. And there was having to rabbit in the workshop



at making matchboxes and itty round and round and round

the yard for like exercise, and in the evenings sometimes some
starry prof type veck would give atalk on beetles or the Milky
Way or the Glorious Wonders of the Snowflake, and | had a
good smeck at thislast one, because it reminded me of that
time of the tolchocking and Sheer Vandalism with that ded
coming from the public biblio on awinter's night when my
droogs were stil not traitors and | was like happy and free. Of
those droogs | had slooshied but one thing, and that was one
day when my pee and em came to visit and | was told that
Georgie was dead. Yes, dead, my brothers. Dead as a bit of
dog-cal on theroad. Georgie had led the other two into alike
very rich chelloveck's house, and there they had kicked and
tolchocked the owner on the floor, and then Georgie had
started to razrez the cushions and curtains, and then old Dim
had cracked at some very precious ornaments, like statues

and so on, and this rich beat-up chelloveck had raged like real
bezoomny and gone for them all with avery heavy iron bar.
His being all razdraz had given him some gigantic strength,
and Dim and Pete had got out through the window, but Georgie
had tripped on the carpet and then brought thisterrible
swinging iron bar crack and splodge on the gulliver, and that
was the end of traitorous Georgie. The starry murderer had
got off with Self Defence, as was really right and proper.
Georgie being killed, though it was more than one year after me
being caught by the millicents, it all seemed right and proper
and like Fate.

"What's it going to be then, eh?"

| was in the Wing Chapel, it being Sunday morning, and the
prison charlie was govoreeting the Word of the Lord. It was
my rabbit to play the starry stereo, putting on solemn music
before and after and in the middle too when hymns were sung.
| was at the back of the Wing Chapel (there were four along
here in Staja 84F) near where the warders or chassos were
standing with their rifles and their dirty bolshy blue brutal



jowls, and | could viddy all the plennies sitting down slooshy-
ing the Slovo of the Lord in their horrible cal-coloured

prison platties, and a sort of filthy von rose from them, not
like real unwashed, not grazzy, but like a special real stinking
von which you only got with the criminal types, my brothers,
alike dusty, greasy, hopeless sort of avon. And | was thinking
that perhaps | had this von too, having become areal plenny
myself, though still very young. So it was important to

me, O my brothers, to get out of this stinking grahzny zoo as
soon as | could. And, asyou will viddy if you keep reading on,
it was not long before | did.

"What's it going to be then, en?" said the prison charlie for
thethird raz. "Isit going to be in and out and in and out of
Institutions, like this, though more in than out for most of
you, or are you going to attend to the Divine Word and
realize the punishments that await the unrepentant sinner in
the next world, aswell asin this? A lot of blasted idiots you
are, most of you, selling your birthright for a saucer of cold por-
ridge. Thethrill of theft, or violence, the urgeto live easy - is
it worth it when we have undeniable proof, yes yes, incon-
trovertible evidence that hell exists? | know, | know, my
friends, | have been informed in visions that there is a place,
darker than any prison, hotter than any flame of human fire,
where souls of unrepentant criminal sinners like yourselves -
and don't leer at me, damn you, don't laugh - like yourselves,

| say, scream in endless and intolerable agony, their noses
choked with the smell of filth, their mouths crammed with
burning ordure, their skin peeling and rotting, afireball spin-
ning in their screaming guts. Yes, yes, yes, | know"

At this point, brothers, a plenny somewhere or other near

the back row let out ashoom of lip-music - 'Prrrrrp' - and
then the brutal chassos were on the job right away, rushing
real skorry to what they thought was the scene of the

schoom, then hitting out nasty and delivering tolchocks, left



and right. Then they picked out one poor trembling plenny,
very thin and malenky and starry too, and dragged him off,

but all the time he kept creeching: "It wasn't me, it was him,
see," but that made no difference. He was tolchocked rea
nasty and then dragged out of the Wing Chapel creeching his
gulliver off.

"Now," said the prison charlie, "listen to the Word of the
Lord." Then he picked up the big book and flipped over the
pages, keeping on wetting his fingers to do this by licking
them splurge splurge. He was a bolshy great burly bastard
with avery red litso, but he was very fond of myself, me being
young and also now very interested in the big book. It had
been arranged as part of my like further education to read in
the book and even have music on the chapel stereo while |
was reading, O my brothers. And that was real horrorshow.
They would like lock me in and let me slooshy holy music by
J. S. Bach and G. F. Handel, and | would read of these starry
yahoodies tolchocking each other and then peeting their
Hebrew vino and getting on to the bed with their wives' like
hand-maidens, real horrorshow. That kept me going,

brothers. | didn't so much kopat the later part of the book,
which is more like all preachy govoreeting than fighting and
the old in-out. But one day the charles said to me, squeezing
me like tight with his bolshy beefy rooker: "Ah, 6655321,
think on the divine suffering. Meditate on that, my boy." And
al the time he had this rich manny von of Scotch on him, and
then he went off to hislittle cantorato peet some more. So |
read all about the scourging and the crowning with thorns

and then the cross veshch and all that cal, and | viddied better
that there was something in it. While the stereo played bits of
lovely Bach | closed my glazzies and viddied myself helping in
and even taking charge of the tolchocking and the nailing in,
being dressed in alike toga that was the heighth of Roman
fashion. So being in Staja 84F was not all that wasted, and the
Governor himself was very pleased to hear that | had taken to



like Religion, and that was where | had my hopes.

This Sunday morning the charlie read out from the book

about chellovecks who slooshied the slovo and didn't take a
blind bit being like a domy built upon sand, and then the rain
came splash and the old boomaboom cracked the sky and

that was the end of that domy. But | thought that only avery
dim veck would have built his domy upon sand, and a right lot of
real sneering droogs and nasty neighbours a veck like that
would have, them not telling him how dim he was doing that
sort of building. Then the charles creeched: "Right, you lot.
We'll end with Hymn Number 435 in the Prisoners Hymnal ."
Then there was a crash and plop and a whish whish while the
plennies picked up and dropped and lickturned the pages of
their grazzy malenky hymnbooks, and the bully fierce warders
creeched: "Stop talking there, bastards. 1'm watching you,
920537." Of course | had the disc ready on the stereo, and
then | let the ssmple music for organ only come belting out
with a growwwwowwwwowwww. Then the plennies started
to sing real horrible:

Weak tea are we, new brewed
But stirring make all strong.
We eat no angel's food,

Our times of trial arelong.

They sort of howled and wept these stupid slovos with the
charlie like whipping them on with "L ouder, damn you, sing
up," and the warders creeching: "Just you wait, 7749222", and
"One on the turnip coming up for you, filth." Then it was all
over and the charlie said: "May the Holy Trinity keep you
always and make you good, amen," and the shamble out began
to a nice choice bit of Symphony No. 2 by Adrian Schweigsel-
ber, chosen by your Humble Narrator, O my brothers. What a
lot they were, | thought, as | stood there by the starry chapel
stereo, viddying them all shuffle out going marrrrre and



baaaaaa like animals and up-your-piping with their grahzny
fingers at me, because it looked like | was very special
favoured. When the last one had slouched out, his rookers
hanging like an ape and the one warder left giving him afair
loud tolchock on the back of the gulliver, and when | had
turned off the stereo, the charlie came up to me, puffing away
at a cancer, till in his starry bogman's platties, all lacy and
white like a devotchkas. He said:

"Thank you as always, little 6655321. And what news have
you got for me today?' Theideawas, | knew, that this charlie
was after becoming a very great holy chelloveck in the world
of Prison Religion, and he wanted a real horrorshow tes-
timonial from the Governor, so he would go and govoreet
quietly to the Governor now and then about what dark plots
were brewing among the plennies, and he would get alot of
this cal from me. A lot of it would be all like made up, but
some of it would be true, like for instance the time it had
come through to our cell on the waterpipes knock knock
knockiknockiknock knockiknock that big Harriman was
going to break. He was going to tolchock the warder at
slop-time and get out in the warder's platties. Then there was
going to be a big throwing about of the horrible pishcha we
got in the dining-hall, and | knew about that and told. Then
the charlie passed it on and was complimented like by the
Governor for his Public Spirit and Keen Ear. So thistime |
said, and this was not true:

"Well, sir, it has come through on the pipes that a con-
signment of cocaine has arrived by irregular means and that a
cell somewhere along Tier 5 isto be the centre of dis-
tribution." | made all that up as | went along, like | made

up so many of these stories, but the prison charlie was very
grateful, saying: "Good, good, good. | shall pass that on

to Himself," this being what he called the Governor. Then |
sad:

"Sir, | have done my best, have | not?' | always used my very



polite gentleman's gol oss govoreeting with those at the top.
"I'vetried, sir, haven't |7

"I think," said the charlie, "that on the whole you have,
6655321. Y ou've been very helpful and, | consider, shown a
genuine desire to reform. You will, if you continuein this
manner, earn your remission with no trouble at all."

"But sir," | said, "how about this new thing they're talking
about? How about this new like treatment that gets you out
of prisonin no time at all and makes sure that you never get
back in again?"'

"Oh," he said, very like wary. "Where did you hear this?
Who's been telling you these things?"

"These things get around, sir," | said. "Two warderstalk, asit
might be, and somebody can't help hearing what they say. And
then somebody picks up a scrap of newspaper in the work-
shops and the newspaper says all about it. How about you
putting me in for thisthing, sir, if | may make so bold asto
make the suggestion?"

Y ou could viddy him thinking about that while he puffed
away at his cancer, wondering how much to say to me about
what he knew about this veshch I'd mentioned. Then he said:
"| take it you're referring to Ludovico's Technique." He was
still very wary.

"I don't know what it's called, sir,” | said. "All | know is that
it gets you out quickly and makes sure that you don't get in
again."

"That isso," he said, his eyebrows like all beetling while he
looked down at me. "That is quite so, 6655321. Of course, it's
only in the experimental stage at the moment. It'svery ssimple
but very drastic."

"But it's being used here, isn'tit, sir?' | said. "Those new like
white buildings by the South wall, sir. We've watched those
being built, sir, when we've been doing our exercise."

"It's not been used yet," he said, "not in this prison,

6655321. Himself has grave doubts about it. | must confess |



share those doubts. The question is whether such atechnique
can really make a man good. Goodness comes from within,
6655321. Goodness is something chosen. When a man cannot
choose he ceases to be aman." He would have gone on with a
lot more of this cal, but we could slooshy the next lot of
plennies marching clank clank down the iron stairs to come
for their bit of Religion. He said: "WEe'l have alittle chat
about this some other time. Now you'd better start the vol-
untary." So | went over to the starry stereo and put on

J. S. Bach's 'Wachet Auf' Choral Prelude and in these grahzny
vonny bastard criminals and perverts came shambling like a
lot of broke-down apes, the warders or chassos like barking

at them and lashing them. And soon the prison charlie was
asking them: "What's it going to be then, eh?' And that's
where you camein.

We had four of these lomticks of like Prison Religion that
morning, but the charles said no more to me about this Lu-
dovico's Technique, whatever it was, O my brothers. When I'd
finished my rabbit with the stereo he just govoreeted afew
slovos of thanks and then | was privodeeted back to the cell

on Tier 6 which was my very vonny and crammed home. The
chasso was not really too bad of aveck and he did not tol-
chock or kick me in when he'd opened up, he just said: "Here
we are, sonny, back to the old waterhole." And there | was
with my new type droogs, all very criminal but, Bog be
praised, not given to perversions of the body. There was
Zophar on his bunk, avery thin and brown veck who went on
and on and on in hislike cancery goloss, so that nobody
bothered to slooshy. What he was saying now like to nobody
was "And at that time you couldn't get hold of a poggy" (what-
ever that was, brothers), "not if you was to hand over ten
million archibalds, so what do | do, eh, | goes down to
Turkey's and says I've got this sproog on that morrow, see,

and what can he do?' It was all thisvery old-timereal crimi-
nal's slang he spoke. Also there was Wall, who had only one



glazzy, and he was tearing bits of his toe-nails off in honour of
Sunday. Also there was Big Jew, avery fat sweaty veck lying
flat on his bunk like dead. In addition there was Jojohn and
The Doctor. Jojohn was very mean and keen and wiry and had
specialized in like Sexua Assault, and The Doctor had pre-
tended to be able to cure syph and gon and gleet but he had
only injected water, also he had killed off two devotchkas
instead, like he had promised, of getting rid of their unwanted
loads for them. They were aterrible grahzny lot really, and |
didn't enjoy being with them, O my brothers, any more than
you do now, but it won't be for much longer.

Now what | want you to know is that this cell was intended
for only three when it was built, but there were six of us there,
all jammed together sweaty and tight. And that was the state
of al the cellsin all the prisons in those days, brothers, and a
dirty cally disgrace it was, there not being decent room for a
chelloveck to stretch hislimbs. And you will hardly believe
what | say now, which is that on this Sunday they brosatted in
another plenny. Yes, we had had our horrible pishcha of
dumplings and vonny stew and were smoking a quiet cancer
each on our bunks when this veck was thrown into our midst.
He was a chinny starry veck and it was him who started cree-
ching complaints before we even had a chance to viddy the
position. Hetried to like shake the bars, creeching: "I demand
my sodding rights, this one's full-up, it's a bleeding im-
position, that'swhat it is." But one of the chassos came back
to say that he had to make the best of it and share a bunk

with whoever would let him, otherwise it would have to be
the floor. "And," said the warder, "it's going to get worse, not
better. A right dirty criminal world you lot are trying to
build."
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Well, it was the letting-in of this new chelloveck that was
really the start of my getting out of the old Staja, for he was
such a nasty quarrelsome type of plenny, with avery dirty
mind and filthy intentions, that trouble nachinatted that very
same day. He was also very boastful and started to make with
avery sneery litso at us al and aloud proud goloss. He made
out that he was the only real horrorshow prestoopnick in the
whole zoo, going on that he'd done this and done the other
and killed ten rozzes with one crack of hisrooker and all that
cal. But nobody was very impressed, O my brothers. So then
he started on me, me being the youngest there, trying to say
that as the youngest | ought to be the one to zasnoot on the
floor and not him. But all the others were for me, creeching:
"Leave him alone, you grahzny bratchny," and then he began
the old whine about how nobody loved him. So that same
nochy | woke up to find this horrible plenny actually lying
with me on my bunk, which was on the bottom of the three-
tier and also very narrow, and he was govoreeting dirty like
love-slovos and stroke stroke stroking away. So then | got
real bezoomny and lashed out, though | could not viddy all
that horrorshow, there being only this malenky little red light
outside on the landing. But | knew it was this one, the vonny
bastard, and then when the trouble really got under way and
the lights were turned on | could viddy his horrible litso with
al krovvy dripping from hisrot where I'd hit out with my
clawing rooker.

What sloochatted then, of course, was that me cell-mates
woke up and started to join in, tolchocking a bit wild in the
near-dark, and the shoom seemed to wake up the wholetier,
so that you could slooshy alot of creeching and banging
about with tin mugs on the wall, as though all the plenniesin
all the cells thought a big break was about to commence, O
my brothers. So then the lights came on and the chassos came



along in their shirts and trousers and caps, waving big sticks.
We could viddy each other's flushed litsos and the shaking of
fisty rookers, and there was alot of creeching and cursing.
Then | put in my complaint and every chasso said it was prob-
ably your Humble Narrator, brothers, that started it all
anyway, me having no mark of a scratch on me but this hor-
rible plenny dipping red red krovvy from the rot where I'd

got him with my clawing rooker. That made me real be-
zoomny. | said | would not sleep another nochy in that cell if
the Prison Authorities were going to allow horrible vonny
stinking perverted prestoopnicks to leap on my plott when |
was in no position to defend myself, being asleep. "Wait till
the morning," they said. "lIsit a private room with bath and
television that your honour requires? Well, all that will be
seen to in the morning. But for the present, little droog, get
your bleeding gulliver down on your straw-filled podooshka
and let's have no more trouble from anyone. Right right
right?' Then off they went with stern warnings for all, then
soon after the lights went out, and then | said | would sit up
all the rest of the nochy, saying first to this horrible pre-
stoopnick: "Go on, get on my bunk if you wish it. | fancy it no
longer. Y ou have madeit filthy and cally with your horrible
vonny plott lying on it already.” But then the othersjoined in.
Big Jew said, still sweating from the bit of a bitvawe'd had in
the dark:

"Not having that we're not, brotherth. Don't givein to the
thquirt." So this new one said:

"Crash your dermott, yid," meaning to shut up, but it was
very insulting. So then Big Jew got ready to launch atol-
chock. The Doctor said:

"Come on, gentlemen, we don't want any trouble, do we?"

in his very high-class goloss, but this new prestoopnick was
really asking for it. Y ou could viddy that he thought he was a
very big bolshy veck and it was beneath his dignity to be
sharing a cell with six and having to sleep on the floor till |



made this gesture at him. In his sneery way he tried to take off
The Doctor, saying:

"Owwww, yew wahnt noo moor trouble, isthat it, Archi-
balls?' So Jojohn, mean and keen and wiry, said:

"If we can't have sleep let's have some education. Our new
friend here had better be taught alesson." Although he like
specialized in Sexual Assault he had a nice way of govoreeting,
quiet and like precise. So the new plenny sneered:

"Kish and kosh and koosh, you little terror." So then it all
really started, but in a queer like gentle way, with nobody
raising his goloss much. The new plenny creeched a malenky
bit at first, but the Wall fisted hisrot while Big Jew held him
up against the bars so that he could be viddied in the malenky
red light from the landing, and he just went oh oh oh. He was
not a very strong type of veck, being very feeblein histrying
to tolchock back, and | suppose he made up for this by being
shoomny in the goloss and very boastful. Anyway, seeing the
old krovvy flow red in thered light, | felt the old joy like rising
up in my keeshkas and | said:

"Leave him to me, go on, let me have him now, brothers."

So Big Jew said:

"Y eth, yeth, boyth, that'th fair. Thlosh him then, Alekth." So
they all stood around while | cracked at this prestoopnick in
the near dark. | fisted him al over, dancing about with my
boots on though unlaced, and then | tripped him and he went
crash crash on to the floor. | gave him onereal horrorshow
kick on the gulliver and he went ohhhh, then he sort of
snorted off to like sleep, and The Doctor said:

"Very well, I think that wil be enough of alesson," squinting
to viddy this downed and beaten-up veck on the floor. "Let
him dream perhaps about being a better boy in the future." So
we al climbed back into our bunks, being very tired now.
What | dreamt of, O my brothers, was of being in some very
big orchestra, hundreds and hundreds strong, and the con-
ductor was a like mixture of Ludwig van and G. F. Handel,



looking very deaf and blind and weary of the world. | was
with the wind instruments, but what | was playing was like a
white pinky bassoon made of flesh and growing out of my
plott, right in the middle of my belly, and when | blew into it |
had to smeck ha ha ha very loud because it like tickled, and
then Ludwig van G. F. got very razdraz and bezoomny. Then
he came right up to my litso and creeched loud in my ooko,
and then | woke up like sweating. Of course, what the loud
shoom really was was the prison buzzer going brrrrr brrrrr
brrrrr. It was winter morning and my glazzies were all cally
with sleepglue, and when | opened up they were very sorein
the electric light that had been switched on all over the zoo.
Then | looked down and viddied this new prestoopnick lying
on the floor, very bloody and bruisy and still out out out.
Then | remembered about last night and that made me smeck
abit.

But when | got off the bunk and moved him with my bare
noga, there was afeel of like stiff coldness, so | went over to
The Doctor's bunk and shook him, him always being very
slow at waking up in the morning. But he was off his bunk
skorry enough this time, and so were the others, except for
Wall who dlept like dead meat. "Very unfortunate,” The
Doctor said. "A heart attack, that's what it must have been."
Then he said, looking round at us all: "You really shouldn't
have gone for him like that. It was most ill-advised really."
Jojohn said:

"Come come, doc, you weren't all that backward yourself

in giving him agly bit of fist." Then Big Jew turned on me,
saying:

"Alekth, you were too impetuouth. That latht kick wath a
very very nathty one." | began to get razdraz about this and
said:

"Who started it, en? | only got in at the end, didn't 1?" |
pointed at Jojohn and said: "It was your idea." Wall snored a
bit loud, so | said: "Wake that vonny bratchny up. It was him



that kept on at hisrot while Big Jew here had him up against
the bars." The Doctor said:

"Nobody will deny having alittle hit at the man, to teach
him alesson so to speak, but it's apparent that you, my dear
boy, with the forcefulness and, shall | say, heedlessness of
youth, dealt him the coo de gras. It'sagreat pity."
"Traitors," | said. "Traitors and liars," because | could viddy
it was all like before, two years before, when my so-called
droogs had left me to the brutal rookers of the millicents.
There was no trust anywhere in the world, O my brothers, the
way | could seeit. And Jojohn went and woke up Wall, and

Wall was only too ready to swear that it was Y our Humble
Narrator that had done the real dirty tolchocking and brut-
ality. When the chassos came along, and then the Chief
Chasso, and then the Governor himself, all these cell-droogs
of mine were very shoomny with tales of what 1'd done to
oobivat this worthless pervert whose krovvy-covered plott

lay sacklike on the floor.

That was a very queer day, O my brothers. The dead plott
was carried off, and then everybody in the whole prison had
to stay locked up until further orders, and there was no pishcha
given out, not even amug of hot chai. Wejust all sat there,
and the warders or chassos sort of strode up and down the
tier, now and then creeching "Shut it" or "Close that hole"
whenever they slooshied even awhisper from any of the cells.
Then about eleven o'clock in the morning there was a sort of
like stiffening and excitement and like the von of fear spread-
ing from outside the cell, and then we could viddy the
Governor and the Chief Chasso and some very bolshy im-
portant-looking chellovecks walking by real skorry, govoreet-
ing like bezoomny. They seemed to walk right to the end

of thetier, then they could be slooshied walking back again,
more slow thistime, and you could slooshy the Governor, a
very sweaty fatty fair-haired veck, saying slovoslike"But, sir - *



and "Well, what can be done, sir?' and so on. Then the whole
lot stopped at our cell and the Chief Chasso opened up. You
could viddy who was the real important veck right away, very
tall and with blue glazzies and with real horrorshow platties
on him, the most lovely suit, brothers, | have ever viddied,
absolutely in the heighth of fashion. He just sort of looked
right through us poor plennies, saying, in avery beautiful real
educated goloss: "The Government cannot be concerned any
longer with outmoded penological theories. Cram criminals
together and see what happens. Y ou get concentrated crimi-
nality, crime in the midst of punishment. Soon we may be

needing all our prison space for political offenders.” | didn't
pony this at all, brothers, but after all he was not govoreeting
to me. Then he said: "Common criminals like this unsavoury
crowd" - (that meant me, brothers, as well as the others, who

were real prestoopnicks and treacherous with it) - "can best
be dealt with on a purely curative basis. Kill the criminal
reflex, that'sall. Full implementation in ayear'stime. Pun-
Ishment means nothing to them, you can see that. They enjoy
their so-called punishment. They start murdering each other."
And he turned his stern blue glazzies on me. So | said, bold:
"With respect, sir, | object very strongly to what you said
then. | am not acommon criminal, sir, and | am not un-
savoury. The others may be unsavoury but | am not." The
Chief Chasso went all purple and creeched:

"Y ou shut your bleeding hole, you. Don't you know who
thisis?"

"All right, all right," said this big veck. Then he turned to the
Governor and said: "You can use him as atrail-blazer. He's
young, bold, vicious. Brodsky will deal with him tomorrow
and you can sit in and watch Brodsky. It works all right, don't
worry about that. This vicious young hoodlum will be trans-
formed out of all recognition."”



And those hard slovos, brothers, were like the beginning of
my freedom.

3

That very same evening | was dragged down nice and gentle by
brutal tolchocking chassos to viddy the Governor in his holy
of holies holy office. The Governor looked very weary at me
and said: "l don't suppose you know who that was this morn
ing, do you, 66553217" And without waiting for me to say no
he said: "That was no |ess a personage than the Minister of the
Interior, the new Minister of the Interior and what they call a
very new broom. Well, these new ridiculous ideas have come
at last and orders are orders, though | may say to you in
confidence that | do not approve. | most emphatically do not
approve. Aneyefor aneye, | say. If someone hits you you hit

back, do you not? Why then should not the State, very
severely hit by you brutal hooligans, not hit back also? But the
new view isto say no. The new view isthat we turn the bad
into the good. All of which seemsto me grossly unjust. HmM?'
So | said, trying to be like respectful and accomodating:

"Sir." And then the Chief Chasso, who was standing all red
and burly behind the Governor's chair, creeched:

"Shut your filthy hole, you scum.”

"All right, all right," said the like tired and fagged-out
Governor. "You, 6655321, are to be reformed. Tomorrow
you go to this man Brodsky. It isbelieved that you will be
able to leave State Custody in alittle over afortnight. Ina
little over afortnight you will be out again in the big free
world, no longer a number. | suppose,” and he snorted a bit
here, "that prospect pleases you?' | said nothing so the Chief
Chasso creeched:

"Answer, you filthy young swine, when the Governor asks



you aquestion." So | said:

"Oh, yes, sir. Thank you very much, sir. I've done my best
here, really | have. I'm very grateful to all concerned."

"Don't be," like sighed the Governor. "Thisis not areward.
Thisisfar from being areward. Now, thereisaform hereto
be signed. It saysthat you are wiling to have the residue of
your sentence commuted to submission to what is called

here, ridiculous expression, Reclamation Treatment. Will you
sign?"

"Most certainly | will sign,” | said, "sir. And very many
thanks." So | was given an ink-pencil and | signed my name nice
and flowy. The Governor said:

"Right. That'sthelot, | think." The Chief Chasso said:

"The Prison Chaplain would like aword with him, sir." So |
was marched out and off down the corridor towards the

Wing Chapel, tolchocked on the back and the gulliver all the
way by one of the chassos, but in avery like yawny and bored
manner. And | was marched across the Wing Chapel to the
little cantora of the charles and then madeto goin. The
charles was sitting at his desk, smelling loud and clear of afine
manny von of expensive cancers and Scotch. He said:

"Ah, little 6655321, be seated." And to the chassos. "Wait
outside, eh?' Which they did. Then he spokein avery like
earnest way to me, saying: "One thing | want you to under-
stand, boy, isthat thisis nothing to do with me. Were it
expedient, | would protest about it, but it is not expedient.
Thereisthe question of my own career, there is the question
of the weakness of my own voice when set against the shout
of certain more powerful elementsin the polity. Do | make
myself clear?' He didn't, brothers, but | nodded that he did.
"Very hard ethical questions are involved," he went on. "Y ou
are to be made into a good boy, 6655321. Never again will
you have the desire to commit acts of violence or to offend

In any way whatsoever against the State's Peace. | hope you
take al that in. | hope you are absolutely clear in your own



mind about that." | said:

"Oh, it will be nice to be good, sir." But | had areal hor-
rorshow smeck at that inside, brothers. He said:

"It may not be nice to be good, little 6655321. It may be
horrible to be good. And when | say that to you | realize how
self-contradictory that sounds. | know | shall have many
sleepless nights about this. What does God want? Does God
want woodness or the choice of goodness? |saman who
chooses the bad perhaps in some ways better than a man who
has the good imposed upon him? Deep and hard questions,
little 6655321. But all | want to say to you now isthis. if at
any time in the future you look back to these times and re-
member me, the lowest and humblest of all God's servitors,

do not, | pray, think evil of mein your heart, thinking mein
any way involved in what is now about to happen to you. And
now, talking of praying, | realize sadly that there will be little
point in praying for you. Y ou are passing now to aregion
where you will be beyond the reach of the power of prayer. A
terrible terrible thing to consider. And yet, in asense, in
choosing to be deprive of the ability to make an ethical

choice, you have in a sense really chosen the good. So | shall
liketo think. So, God help us all, 6655321, | shall liketo
think." And then he began to cry. But | didn't really take much
notice of that, brothers only having abit of a quiet smeck
inside, because you could viddy that he had been peeting away
at the old whisky, and now he took a bottle from a cupboard

In his desk and started to pour himself areal horrorshow
bolshy slog into avery greasy and grahzny glass. He downed
it and the said: "All may be well, who knows? God worksin a
mysterious way." Then he began to sing away at ahymnin a
real loud rich goloss. Then the door opened and the chassos
came in to tolchock me back to my vonny cell, but the old
charles still went on singing this hymn.

Well, the next morning | had to say good-bye to the old

Stgja, and | felt amalenky bit sad as you always will when you



have to leave a place you've like got used to. But | didn't go
very far, O my brothers. | was punched and kicked along to
the new white building just beyond the yard where we used to
do our bit of exercise. Thiswas avery new building and it had
anew cold like sizy smell which gave you a bit of the shivers. |
stood there in the horrible bolshy bare hall and | got new

vons, sniffing away there with my like very sensitive morder or
sniffer. These were like hospital vons, and the chelloveck the
chassos handed me over to had a white coat on, as he might

be a hospital man. He signed for me, and one of the brutal
chassos who had brought nme said: "Y ou watch thisone, sir. A
right brutal bastard he has been and will be again, in spite of

all his sucking up to the Prison Chaplain and reading the
Bible." But this new chelloveck had real horrorshow blue glaz-
zies which like smiled when he govoreeted. He said:

"Oh, we don't anticipate any trouble. We're going to be
friends, aren't we?' And he smiled with hi s glazzies and his fine
big rot which was full of shining white zoobies and | sort of
took to thisveck right away. Anyway, he passed meonto a
like lesser veck in awhite coat, and this one was very nice

too, and | was led off to avery nice white clean bedroom with
curtains and a bedside lamp, and just the one bed in it, all for

Y our Humble Narrator. So | had a real horrorshow inner
smeck at that, thinking | was really avery lucky young mal-
chickiwick. | wastold to take off my horrible prison platties
and | was given areally beautiful set of pyjamas, O my
brothers, in plain green, the heighth of bedwear fashion. And |
was given a nice warm dressing-gown too and lovely toofles

to put my bare nogasin, and | thought: "Well, Alex boy, little
6655321 as was, you have copped it lucky and no mistake.

You arereally going to enjoy it here."

After | had been given a nice chasha of real horrorshow

coffee and some old gazettas and mags to look at while peet-
ing it, thisfirst veck in white came in, the onewho had like
signed for me, and he said: "Aha, there you are," asilly sort of



aveshch to say but it didn't sound silly, this veck being so like
nice. "My name," he said, "is Dr. Branom. I'm Dr. Brodsky's
assistant. With your permission, I'll just give you the usual

brief overall examination." And he took the old stetho out of
his right carman. "We must make sure you're quite fit, mustn't
we? Yesindeed, we must." So whilel lay there with my pyjama
top off and he did this, that and the other, | said:

"What exactly isit, sir, that you're going to do?"

"Oh," said Dr. Branom, his cold stetho going all down my

back, "it's quite simple, really. We just show you some films."
"Films?' | said. | could hardly believe my ookos, brothers,

as you may well understand. "You mean," | said, "it will be just
like going to the pictures?"

"They'll be special films," said Dr. Branom. "Very special
films. You'll be having the first session this afternoon. Yes," he
said, getting up from bending over me, "you seem to be quite a
fit young boy. A bit under-nourished perhaps. That will be the
fault of the prison food. Put your pyjamatop back on. After
every meal," he said, sitting on the edge of the bed, "we shall be
giving you a shot in thearm. That should help." | felt really
grateful to thisvery nice Dr. Branom. | said:

"Vitamins, sir, will it be?"

"Something like that," he said, smiling real horrorshow and
friendly, "just ajab in the arm after every meal." Then he went

out. | lay on the bed thinking thi s was like real heaven, and |
read some of the mags they'd given me - "Worldsport', 'Sinny"'
(this being a film mag) and 'Goal’. Then | lay back on the bed
and shut my glazzies and thought how nice it was going to be

out there again, Alex with perhaps a nice easy job during the
day, me being now too old for the old skolliwoll, and then
perhaps getting a new like gang together for the nochy, and
the first rabbit would be to get old Dim and Pete, if they had
not been got already by the millicents. Thistime | would be



very careful not to get loveted. They were giving another like
chance, me having done murder and all, and it would not be
like fair to get loveted again, after going to all thistrouble to
show me films that were going to make me area good mal-
chick. | had areal horrorshow smeck at everybody's like
Innocence, and | was smecking my gulliver off when they
brought in my lunch on atray. The veck who brought it was
the one who'd led me to this malenky bedroom when | came
into the mesto, and he said:

"It's nice to know somebody's happy." It wasreally avery
nice appetizing bit of pishchathey'd laid out on the tray - two
or three lomticks of like hot roastbeef with mashed kartoffel
and vedge, then there was also ice-cream and a nice hot
chasha of chai. And there was even a cancer to smoke and a
matchbox with one match in. So thislooked like it was the
life, O my brothers. Then, about half an hour after while | was
lying a bit sleepy on the bed, a woman nurse camein, areal
nice young devotchka with real horrorshow groodies (I had
not seen such for two years) and she had atray and a hypo-
dermic. | said:

"Ah, the old vitamins, en?' And | clickclicked at her but she
took no notice. All she did wasto slam the needle into my
left arm, and then swishhhh in went the vitamin stuff. Then she
went out again, clack clack on her high-heeled nogas. Then
the white-coated veck who was like a male nurse came in with
awheelchair. | was amalenky bit surprised to viddy that. |
said:

"What giveth then, brother? | can walk, surely, to wherever
we havetoitty to." But he said:

"Best | push you there." And indeed, O my brothers, when |
got off the bed | found myself a malenky biy weak. It wasthe
under-nourishment like Dr. Branom had said, all that horrible
prison pishcha. But the vitamins in the after-meal injection
would put meright. No doubt at all about that, | thought.
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Where | was wheeled to, brothers, was like no sinny | had ever
viddied before. True enough, one wall was all covered with
silver screen, and direct opposite was a wall with square holes
in for the projector to project through, and there were stereo
speakers stuck all over the mesto. But against the right-hand
one of the other walls was a bank of all like little meters, and
in the middle of the floor facing the screen was like a dentist's
chair with all lengths of wire running fromit, and | had to like
crawl from the wheelchair to this, being given some help by
another like male nurse veck in awhite coat. Then | noticed
that underneath the projection holes was like all frosted glass
and | thought I viddied shadows of like people moving behind
it and | thought | slooshied somebody cough kashl kashl

kashl. But then all | could like notice was how weak | seemed
to be, and | put that down to changing over from prison
pishchato this new rich pishcha and the vitamins injected into
me. "Right," said the wheelchair-wheeling veck, "now I'll leave
you. The show will commence as soon as Dr. Brodsky arrives.
Hope you enjoy it." To be truthful, brothers, | did not really
feel that | wanted to viddy any film-show this afternoon. | was
just not in the mood. | would have liked much better to have
anice quiet spatchka on the bed, nice and quiet and all on my
oddy knocky. | felt very limp.

What happened now was that one white-coated veck

strapped my gulliver to alike head-rest, singing to himself all
the time some vonny cally pop-song. "What's this for?' | said.
And this veck replied, interrupting his like song an instant,

that it was to keep my gulliver still and make me look at the
screen. "But," | said, "l want to look at the screen. I've been
brought here to viddy films and viddy films| shall." And then
the other white-coat veck (there were three atogether, one

of them a devotchka who was like sitting at the bank of

meters and twiddling with knobs) had a bit of a smeck at that.



He said:

"You never know. Oh, you never know. Trust us, friend. It's
better thisway." And then | found they were strapping my
rookersto the chair-arms and my nogas were like stuck to a
foot-rest. It seemed a bit bezoomny to me but | let them get
on with what they wanted to get on with. If | wasto be afree
young malchick again in afortnight's time | would put up with
much in the meantime, O my brothers. One veshch | did not
like, though, was when they put like clips on the skin of my
forehead, so that my top glazz-lids were pulled up and up and
up and | could not shut my glazzies no matter how | tried. |
tried to smeck and said: "This must be areal horrorshow film
If you're so keen on my viddying it." And one of the white-
coat vecks said, smecking:

"Horrorshow isright, friend. A real show of horrors." And
then | had like a cap stuck on my gulliver and | could viddy

all wires running away from it, and they stuck alike suction
pad on my belly and one on the old tick-tocker, and | could
just about viddy wires running away from those. Then there
was the shoom of a door opening and you could tell some
very important chelloveck was coming in by the way the
white-coated under-vecks went all stiff. Andthen | viddied this
Dr. Brodsky. He was a malenky veck, very fat, with all curly
hair curling all over his gulliver, and on his spuddy nose he
had very thick ochkies. | could just viddy that he had areal
horrorshow suit on, absolutely the heighth of fashion, and he
had a like very delicate and subtle von of operating-theatres
coming from him. With him was Dr. Branom, all smiling like as
though to give me confidence. "Everything ready?' said Dr.
Brodsky in avery breathy goloss. Then I could slooshy voices
saying Right right right from like a distance, then nearer to,
then there was a quiet like humming shoom as though things
had been switched on. And then the lights went out and there
was Y our Humble Narrator And Friend sitting alone in the
dark, all on his frightened oddy knocky, not able to move nor



shut his glazzies nor anything. And then, O my brothers, the
film-show started off with some very gromky atmosphere
music coming from the speakers, very fierce and full of dis-
cord. And then on the screen the picture came on, but there
was no title and no credits. What came on was a street, as it
might have been any street in any town, and it was areal dark
nochy and the lamps were lit. It was avery good like pro-
fessional piece of sinny, and there were none of these flickers
and blobs you get, say, when you viddy one of these dirty
filmsin somebody's house in aback street. All the time the
music bumped out, very like sinister. And then you could
viddy an old man coming down the street, very starry, and
then there leaped out on this starry veck two malchicks
dressed in the heighth of fashion, asit was at this time (still
thin trousers but no like cravat any more, more of areal tie),
and then they started to filly with him. Y ou could slooshy the
screams and moans, very realistic, and you could even get the
like heavy breathing and panting of the two tolchocking mal-
chicks. They made areal pudding out of this starry veck, going
crack crack crack at him with the fisty rookers, tearing his
platties off and then finishing up by booting his nagoy plott
(thislay all krovvy-red in the grahzny mud of the gutter) and
then running off very skorry. Then there was the close-up
gulliver of this beaten-up starry veck, and the krovvy flowed
beautiful red. It'sfunny how the colours of the like real
world only seem really real when you viddy them on the
screen.

Now all the time | was watching this | was beginning to get
very aware of alike not feeling all that well, and this | put
down to the under-nourishment and my stomach not quite
ready for tthe rich pishcha and vitamins | was getting here. But
| tried to forget this, concentrating on the next film which
came on at once, brothers, without any break at all. This
time the film jumped right away on a young devotchka who
was being given the old in-out by first one malchick then



another then another then another, she creeching away very
gromky through the speakers and like very pathetic and tragic
music going on at the sametime. Thiswasreal, very redl,
though if you thought about it properly you couldn't imagine
lewdies actually agreeing to having all this done to themin a
film, and if these films were made by the Good or the State
you couldn't imagine them being allowed to take these films
without like interfering with what was going on. So it must
have been very clever what they call cutting or editing or
some such veshch. For it wasvery real. And when it cameto
the sixth or seventh malchick leering and smecking and then
going into it and the devotchka creeching on the sound-track
like bezoomny, then | began to feel sick. | had like pains all
over and felt | could sick up and at the same time not sick up,
and | began to feel likeindistress, O my brothers, being fixed
rigid too on this chair. When this bit of film was over | could
slooshy the goloss of this Dr. Brodsky from over by the
switchboard saying: "Reaction about twelve point five? Prom-
Ising, promising."

Then we shot straight into another lomtick of film, and this
time it was of just a human litso, a very like pale human face
held still and having different nasty veshches donetoit. | was
sweating a malenky bit with the pain in my guts and a horrible
thirst and my gulliver going throb throb throb, and it seemed
to methat if | could not viddy this bit of film | would perhaps
be not so sick. But | could not shut my glazzies, and even if |
tried to move my glaz-balls about I still could not get like out
of theline of fire of thispicture. So | had to go on viddying
what was being done and hearing the most ghastly creechings
coming from thislitso. | knew it could not really be real, but
that made no difference. | was heaving away but could not
sick, viddying first a britva cut out an eye, then slice down the
cheek, then gorip rip rip all over, while red krovvy shot on to
the cameralens. Then all the teeth were like wrenched out
with a pair of pliers, and the creeching and the blood were



terrific. Then| slooshied this very pleased goloss of Dr.
Brodsky going: "Excellent, excellent, excellent.”

The next lomtick of film was of an old woman who kept a
shop being kicked about amid very gromky laughter by alot
of malchicks, and these malchicks broke up the shop and then
set firetoit. You could viddy this poor starry ptitsatrying to
crawl| out of the flames, screaming and creeching, but having
had her leg broke by these malchicks kicking her she could
not move. So then all the flames went roaring round her, and
you could viddy her agonized litso like appealing through the
flames and the disappearing in the flames, and then you

could slooshy the most gromky and agonized and agonizing
screams that ever came from a human goloss. So thistime |
knew | had to sick up, so | creeched:

"I want to be sick. Please let me be sick. Please bring some-
thing for meto be sick into." But this Dr. Brodsky called back:
"Imagination only. Y ou've nothing to worry about. Next
film coming up." That was perhaps meant to be ajoke, for |
heard alike smeck coming from the dark. And then | was
forced to viddy a most nasty film about Japanese torture. It
was the 1939-45 War, and there were soldiers being fixed to
trees with nails and having fires lit under them and having their
yarbles cut off, and you even viddied a gulliver being sliced off
asoldier with asword, and then with his head rolling about
and the rot and glazzies |ooking alive still, the plott of this
soldier actually ran about, krovvying like afountain out of
the neck, and then it dropped, and all the time there was very
very loud laughter from the Japanese. The pains| felt now in
my belly and the headache and the thirst were terrible, and
they all seemed to be coming out of the screen. So |
creeched:

"Stop thefilm! Please, please stop it! | can't stand any
more." And then the goloss of this Dr. Brodsky said:

"Stop it? Stop it, did you say? Why, we've hardly started.”
And he and the others smecked quite loud.
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| do not wish to describe, brothers, what other horrible vesh-
ches | waslike forced to viddy that afternoon. Thelike
minds of this Dr. Brodsky and Dr. Branom and the othersin
white coats, and remember there was this devotchka twid-
dling with the knobs and watching the meters, they must have
been more cally and filthy than any prestoopnick in the Staja
itself. Because | did not think it was possible for any veck to
even think of making films of what | was forced to viddy, all
tied to this chair and my glazzies made to be wide open. All |
could do was to creech very gromky for them to turn it off,
turn it off, and that like part drowned the noise of dratsing

and fillying and also the music that went with it all. Y ou can
Imagine it was like aterrible relief when 1'd viddied the last bit
of film, and this Dr. Brodsky said, in avery yawny and bored
like goloss: "I think that should be enough for Day One, don't
you, Branom?' And there | was with the lights switched on,
my gulliver throbbing like a bolshy big engine that makes
pain, and my rot all dry and cally inside, and feeling | could
like sick up every bit of pishchal had ever eaten, O my
brothers, since the day | was like weaned. "All right," said this
Dr. Brodsky, "he can be taken back to hisbed.” Then helike
patted me on the pletcho and said: "Good, good. A very
promising start,” grinning all over hislitso, then helike
waddled out, Dr. Branom after him, but Dr. Branom gave me a
like very droogy and sympathetic type smile as though he had
nothing to do with all this veshch but was like forced into it
as | was,

Anyhow, they freed my plott from the chair and they let go
the skin above my glazzies so that | could open and shut them
again, and | shut them, O my brothers, with the pain and throb
in my gulliver, and then | was like carried to the old wheel -



chair and taken back to my malenky bedroom, the under-veck
who wheeled me singing away at some hound-and-horny
popsong so that | like snarled: "Shut it, thou," but he only
smecked and said: "Never mind, friend," and then sang louder.
So | was put into the bed and still felt bolnoy but could not
sleep, but soon | started to feel that soon I might start to feel
that | might soon start feeling just a malenky bit better, and
then | was brought some nice hot chai with plenty of moloko
and sakar and, peseting that, | knew that that like horrible
nightmare was in the past and all over. And then Dr. Branom
camein, al nice and smiling. He said:

"Well, by my calculations you should be starting to feel all
right again. Yes?

"Sir," | said, likewary. | did not quite kopat what he was
getting at govoreeting about calculations, seeing that getting
better from feeling bolnoy is like your own affair and nothing
to do with calculations. He sat down, all nice and droogy, on
the bed's edge and said:

"Dr. Brodsky is pleased with you. You had avery positive
response. Tomorrow, of course, there'll be two sessions,
morning and afternoon, and | should imagine that you'll be
feeling abit [imp at the end of the day. But we haveto be hard
on you, you have to be cured." | said:

"Y ou mean | have to sit through - ? You mean | have to

look at - ? Oh, no," | said. "It was horrible."

"Of courseit was horrible," smiled Dr. Branom. "Violenceisa
very horrible thing. That's what you're learning now. Y our
body islearning it."

"But," | said, "I don't understand. | don't understand about
feeling sick like | did. | never used to feel sick before. | used to
feel like very the opposite. | mean, doing it or watching it |
used to feel real horrorshow. | just don't understand why or
how or what - "

"Lifeisavery wonderful thing," said Dr. Branom in alike
very holy goloss. "The processes of life, the make-up of the



human organism, who can fully understand these miracles? Dr.
Brodsky is, of course, aremarkable man. What is happening
to you now is what should happen to any normal healthy
human organism contemplating the actions of the forces of
evil, the workings of the principle of destruction. You are
being made sane, you are being made healthy."

"That | will not have," | said, "nor can understand at all.
What you've been doing is to make me feel very ill."

"Do you fedl ill now?' he said, still with the old droogy
smile on hislitso. "Drinking tea, resting, having a quiet chat
with afriend - surely you're not feding anything but well?"

| like listened and felt for pain and sicknessin my gulliver
and plott, in alike cautious way, but it was true, brothers,

that | felt real horrorshow and even wanting my dinner. "
don't getit,” | said. "You must be doing something to me to
make me feel ill." And | sort of frowned about that, thinking.
"You feltill this afternoon,” he said, "because you're getting
better. When we're healthy we respond to the presence of the
hateful with fear and nausea. Y ou're becoming healthy, that's
al. You'll be healthier still thistime tomorrow." Then he
patted me on the noga and went out, and | tried to puzzle the
whole veshch out as best | could. What it seemed to me was
that the wire and other veshches that were fixed to my plott
perhaps were making me feel ill, and that it was all atrick
really. | was still puzzling out all this and wondering whether |
should refuse to be strapped down to this chair tomorrow

and start areal bit of dratsing with them all, because | had my
rights, when another chelloveck cameinto see me. Hewasa
like smiling starry veck who said he was what he called the
Discharge Officer, and he carried alot of bits of paper with
him. He said:

"Where will you go when you leave here?' | hadn't really
thought about that sort of veshch at all, and it only now

really began to dawn on me that I'd be a fine free malchick
very soon, and then | viddied that would only beif | played it



everybody's way and did not start any dratsing and creeching
and refusing and so on. | said:

"Oh, | shall go home. Back to my pee and em."

"Your - ?* Hedidn't get nadsat-talk at all, so | said:

"To my parentsin the dear old flatblock."

"I see," he said. "And when did you last have avisit from
your parents?”

"A month," | said, "very near. They like suspended visiting-
day for a bit because of one prestoopnick getting some blast-
Ing-powder smuggled in across the wires from his ptitsa. A
real cally trick to play on the innocent, like punishing them as
well. So it's near amonth since | had a visit."

"| see," said thisveck. "And have your parents been informed
of your transfer and impending release?' That had ared
lovely zvook that did, that slovo 'release’. | said:

"No." Then | said: "It will be anice surprise for them, that,
won't it? Me just walking in through the door and saying:
'Here | am, back, afree veck again.' Yes, real horrorshow."
"Right," said the Discharge Officer veck, "we'll leaveit at that.
So long as you have somewhere to live. Now, there's the
guestion of your having ajob, isn't there?' And he showed me
thislong list of jobs | could have, but | thought, well, there
would be time enough for that. A nice malenky holiday first. |
could do acrasting job soon as | got out and fill the old
carmans with pretty polly, but | would have to be very careful
and | would have to do the job all on my oddy knocky. | did
not trust so-called droogs any more. So | told this veck to
leave it a bit and we would govoreet about it again. He said
right right right, then got ready to leave. He showed himself
to be a very queer sort of a veck, because what he did now
was to like giggle and then say: "Would you like to punch me
in the face before | go?' | did not think | could possibly have
slooshied that right, so | said:

"Eh?"

"Would you," he giggled, "like to punch mein the face



before | go?' | frowned like at that, very puzzled, and said:
"Why?"'

"Oh," he said, "just to see how you're getting on." And he
brought hislitso real near, afat grin all over hisrot. So |

fisted up and went smack at thislitso, but he pulled himself
away real skorry, grinning still, and my rooker just punched
air. Very puzzling, thiswas, and | frowned as he left, smecking
his gulliver off. And then, my brothers, | felt real sick again,
just like in the afternoon, just for a couple of minootas. It

then passed off skorry, and when they brought my dinner in

| found | had afair appetite and was ready to crunk away at

the roast chicken. But it was funny that starry chelloveck
asking for atolchock in thelitso. And it was funny feeling sick
like that.

What was even funnier was when | went to sleep that night,

O my brothers, | had a nightmare, and, as you might expect, it
was one of those bits of film I'd viddied in the afternoon. A
dream or nightmareisreally only like afilm inside your gulli-
ver, except that it is as though you could walk into it and be
part of it. And thisiswhat happened to me. It was anightmare
of one of the bits of film they showed me near the end of the
afternoon like session, all of smecking malchicks doing the
ultra-violent on a young ptitsa who was creeching away in her
red red krovvy, her platties all razrezzed real horrorshow. |
was in thisfillying about, smecking away and being like the
ring-leader, dressed in the heighth of nadsat fashion. And then
at the heighth of all this dratsing and tolchocking | felt like
paralysed and wanting to be very sick, and all the other mal-
chicks had areal gromky smeck at me. Then | was dratsing my
way back to being awake all through my own krovvy, pints
and quarts and gallons of it, and then | found myself in my bed
inthisroom. | wanted to be sick, so | got out of the bed all
trembly so asto go off down the corridor to the old vaysay.
But, behold, brothers, the door was locked. And turning

round | viddied for like the first raz that there were bars on



the window. And so, as | reached for the like pot in the mal-
enky cupboard beside the bed, | viddied that there would be
no escaping from any of all this. Worse, | did not dare to go
back into my own sleeping gulliver. | soon found | did not
want to be sick after al, but then | was poogly of getting back

into bed to sleep. But soon | fell smack into sleep and did not
dream any more.
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"Stopit, stopit, stop it," | kept on creeching out. "Turn it off
you grahzny bastards, for | can stand no more." It wasthe
next day, brothers, and | had truly done my best morning and
afternoon to play it their way and sit like a horrorshow smil-
ing cooperative malchick in their chair of torture while they
flashed nasty bits of ultra-violence on the screen, my glazzies
clipped open to viddy all, my plott and rookers and nogas
fixed to the chair so | could not get away. What | was being
made to viddy now was not really a veshch | would have
thought to be too bad before, it being only three or four
malchicks crasting in a shop and filling their carmans with
cutter, at the same time fillying about with the creeching
starry ptitsa running the shop, tolchocking her and letting the
red red krovvy flow. But the throb and like crash crash crash
in my gulliver and the wanting to be sick and the terrible dry
rasping thirstinessin my rot, all were worse than yesterday.
"Oh. I've had enough" | cried. "It's not fair, you vonny sods,"
and | tried to struggle out of the chair but it was not possible
me being as good as stuck to it.

"First-class," creeched out this Dr. Brodsky. "You're doing
really well. Just one more and then we're finished."

What it was now was the starry 1939-45 War again, and it
was a very blobby and liny and crackly film you could viddy
had been made by the Germans. It opened with German eagles
and the Nazi flag with that like crooked cross that all mal-
chicks at school love to draw, and then there were very
haughty and nadmenny like German officers walking through
streets that were all dust and bomb-holes and broken build-
ings. Then you were allowed to viddy lewdies being shot
against walls, officers giving the orders, and also horrible
nagoy plottsleft lying in gutters, all like cages of bare ribs and
white thin nogas. Then there were lewdies being dragged off
creeching though not on the sound-track, my brothers, the



only sound being music, and being tolchocked while they
were dragged off. Then | noticed, in all my pain and sickness,
what music it was that like crackled and boomed on the
sound-track, and it was Ludwig van, the last movement of the
Fifth Symphony, and | creeched like bezoomny at that. " Stop!"
| creeched. "Stop, you grahzny disgusting sods. It'sasin, that's
what it is, afilthy unforgivable sin, you bratchnies!" They
didn't stop right away, because there was only a minute or

two more to go - lewdies being beaten up and all krovvy, then
more firing squads, then the old Nazi flag and THE END. But
when the lights came on this Dr. Brodsky and also Dr. Branom
were standing in front of me, and Dr. Brodsky said:

"What's all this about sin, eh?"

"That," | said, very sick. "Using Ludwig van like that. He did
no harm to anyone. Beethoven just wrote music." And then |
was really sick and they had to bring a bowl that wasin the
shape of like a kidney.

"Music," said Dr. Brodsky, like musing. "So you're keen on
music. | know nothing about it myself. It's a useful emotional
heightener, that's all | know. Well, well. What do you think
about that, eh, Branom?"

"It can't be helped,” said Dr. Branom. "Each man killsthe
thing he loves, as the poet-prisoner said. Here's the pun-
ishment element, perhaps. The Governor ought to be
pleased."

"Givemeadrink," | said, "for Bog's sake."

"Loosen him," ordered Dr. Brodsky. "Fetch him a carafe of
ice-cold water." So then these under-vecks got to work and
soon | was peeting gallons and gallons of water and it was
like heaven, O my brothers. Dr. Brodsky said:

"Y ou seem a sufficiently intelligent young man. Y ou seem,
too, to be not without taste. Y ou've just got this violence
thing, haven't you? Violence and theft, theft being an aspect
of violence." | didn't govoreet asingle slovo, brothers, | was
still feeling sick, though getting a malenky bit better now. But



it had been aterrible day. "Now then," said Dr. Brodsky, "how
do you think thisis done? Tell me, what do you think we're
doing to you?"

"You're making mefeel ill. I'mill when | look at those filthy
pervert films of yours. But it's not really the films that's doing
it. But | feel that if you'll stop these filmsI'll stop feelingill."
"Right," said Dr. Brodsky. "It's association, the oldest edu-
cational method in the world. And what really causes you to
feel ill?"

"These grahzny sodding veshches that come out of my gulli-
ver and my plott," | said, "that'swhat it is."

"Quaint," said Dr. Brodsky, like smiling, "the dialect of the
tribe. Do you know anything of its provenance, Branom?"
"Odd bits of old rhyming slang," said Dr. Branom, who did
not look quite so much like afriend any more. "A bit of gipsy
talk, too. But most of the roots are Slav. Propaganda. Sub-
liminal penetration.”

"All right, al right, all right," said Dr. Brodsky, like impatient
and not interested any more. "Well," he said to me, "it isn't the
wires. It's nothing to do with what's fastened to you. Those
are just for measuring your reactions. What is it, then?"

| viddied then, of course, what a bezoomny shoot | was not

to notice that it was the hypodermic shotsin the rooker.

"Oh," | creeched, "oh, | viddy all now. A filthy cally vonny
trick. An act of treachery, sod you, and you won't do it

again."

"I'm glad you've raised your objections now," sad Dr.
Brodsky. "Now we can be perfectly clear about it. We can get
this stuff of Ludovico'sinto your system in many different
ways. Orally, for instance. But the subcutaneous method isthe
best. Don't fight against it, please. There's no point in your
fighting. You can't get the better of us."

"Grahzny bratchnies,”" | said, like snivelling. Then | said: "I
don't mind about the ultra-violence and all that cal. | put up
with that. But it's not fair on the music. It'snot fair | should



feel ill when I'm slooshying lovely Ludwig van and G. F. Handel
and others. All that shows you're an evil lot of bastards and |
shall never forgive you, sods."

They both looked a bit like thoughtful. Then Dr. Brodsky
said: "Delimitation is always difficult. Theworldisone, lifeis
one. The sweetest and most heavenly of activities partake in
some measure of violence - the act of love, for instance;

music, for instance. Y ou must take your chance, boy. The
choice has been all yours." | didn't understand all these slovos,
but now | said:

"Y ou needn't take it any further, sir." 1'd changed my tune a
malenky bit in my cunning way. "You've proved to me that all
this dratsing and ultra-violence and killing is wrong wrong

and terribly wrong. I'velearned my lesson, sirs. | see now
what I've never seen before. I'm cured, praise God." And |
raised my glazziesin alike holy way to the ceiling. But both
these doctors shook their gullivers like sadly and Dr. Brodsky
sad:

"You're not cured yet. There's still alot to be done. Only
when your body reacts promptly and violently to violence, as
to a snake, without further help from us, without medication,
only then-" | said:

"But, sir, Sirs, | seethat it'swrong. It's wrong because it's
against like society, it'swrong because every veck on earth
has the right to live and be happy without being beaten and
tolchocked and knifed. I'velearned alot, oh really | have."
But Dr. Brodsky had aloud long smeck at that, showing all his
white zoobies, and said:

"The heresy of an age of reason," or some such slovos. "I

see what is right and approve, but | do what iswrong. No, no,
my boy, you must leaveit all to us. But be cheerful about it. It
will soon be all over. Inlessthan afortnight now you'll be a
free man." Then he patted me on the pletcho.

L ess than afortnight, O my brothers and friends, it was like

an age. It waslike from the beginning of the world to the end



of it. To finish the fourteen years without remission in the
Stgja would have been nothing to it. Every day it wasthe
same. When the devotchka with the hypodermic came round,
though, four days after this govoreeting with Dr. Brodsky and
Dr. Branom, | said: "Oh, no you won't," and tolchocked her on
the rooker, and the syringe went tinkle clatter on to the

floor. That was like to viddy what they would do. What they
did was to get four or five real bolshy white-coated bastards
of under-vecks to hold me down on the bed, tolchocking me
with grinny litsos close to mine, and then this nurse ptitsa
sad: "You wicked naughty little devil, you," while she jabbed
my rooker with another syringe and squirted this stuff in real
brutal and nasty. And then | was wheeled off exhausted to this
like hell sinny as before.

Every day, my brothers, these films were like the same, all
kicking and tolchocking and red red krovvy dripping off of
litsos and plotts and spattering all over the cameralenses. It
was usually grinning and smecking malchicks in the heighth of
nadsat fashion, or else teeheeheeing Jap torturers or brutal
Nazi kickers and shooters. And each day the feeling of want-
ing to die with the sickness and gulliver pains and aches in the
zoobies and horrible horrible thirst grew really worse. Until
one morning | tried to defeat the bastards by crash crash
crashing my gulliver against the wall so that | should tolchock
myself unconscious, but all that happened was | felt sick with
viddying that this kind of violence was like the violencein the
films, so | wasjust exhausted and was given the injection and
was wheeled off like before.

And then there came a morning when | woke up and had my
breakfast of eggs and toast and jam and very hot milky chai,
and then | thought: "It can't be much longer now. Now must
be very near the end of thetime. | have suffered to the
heighths and cannot suffer any more." And | waited and
waited, brothers, for this nurse ptitsa to bring in the syringe,
but she did not come. And then the white-coated under-veck



came and said:

"Today, old friend, we are letting you walk."

"Walk?' | said. "Where?"

"To the usual place,” he said. "Yes, yes, look not so aston-
ished. You areto walk to the films, me with you of course.

Y ou are no longer to be carried in awheelchair."

"But," | said, "how about my horrible morning injection?"

For | was really surprised at this, brothers, they being so keen
on pushing this Ludovico veshch into me, asthey said. "Don't
| get that horrible sicky stuff rammed into my poor suffering
rooker any more?"

"All over," like smecked this veck. "For ever and ever amen.
Y ou're on your own now, boy. Walking and all to the
chamber of horrors. But you're still to be strapped down and
made to see. Come on then, my littletiger." And | had to put
my over-gown and toofles on and walk down the corridor to
the like simny mesto.

Now thistime, O my brothers, | was not only very sick but
very puzzled. Thereit was again, all the old ultra-violence and
vecks with their gullivers smashed and torn krovvy-dripping
ptitsas creeching for mercy, the like private and individual
fillying and nastiness. Then there were the prison-camps and
the Jews and the grey like foreign streets full of tanks and
uniforms and vecks going down in withering rifle-fire, this
being the public side of it. And thistime | could blame nothing
for mefeeling sick and thirsty and full of aches except what |
was forced to viddy, my glazzies still being clipped open and
my nogas and plott fixed to the chair but this set of wires and
other veshches no longer coming out of my plott and gulli-
ver. So what could it be but the films | was viddying that were
doing thisto me? Except, of course, brothers, that this Lu-
dovico stuff was like a vaccination and there it was cruising
about in my krovvy, so that | would be sick always for ever
and ever amen whenever | viddied any of this ultra-violence.
So now | squared my rot and went boo hoo hoo, and the



tears like blotted out what | was forced to viddy in like all
blessed runny silvery dewdrops. But these white-coat
bratchnies were skorry with their tashtooks to wipe the tears
away, saying: "There there, wazzums all weepy-weepy den."
And there it was again all clear before my glazzies, these
Germans prodding like beseeching and weeping Jews - vecks
and cheenas and malchicks and devotchkas - into mestos
where they would all snuff it of poison gas. Boo hoo hoo |
had to go again, and along they came to wipe the tears off,
very skorry, so | should not miss one solitary veshch of what
they were showing. It was aterrible and horrible day, O my
brothers and only friends.

| was lying on the bed all alone that nochy after my dinner

of fat thick mutton stew and fruit-pie and ice-cream, and |
thought to myself: "Hell hell hell, there might be a chance for
meif | get out now." | had no weapon, though. | was allowed
no britva here, and | had been shaved every other day by afat
bal d-headed veck who came to my bed before breakfast, two
white-coated bratchnies standing by to viddy | was a good
non-violent malchick. The nails on my rookers had been scis
sored and filed real short so | could not scratch. But | was still
skorry on the attack, though they had weakened me down,
brothers, to alike shadow of what | had been in the old free
days. So now | got off the bed and went to the locked door
and began to fist it real horrorshow and hard, creeching at the
sametime: "Oh, help help. I'm sick, I'm dying. Doctor doctor

doctor, quick. Please. On, I'll die, | shall. Help." My gorlo was
real dry and sore before anyone came. Then | heard nogas
coming down the corridor and a like grumbling goloss, and

then | recognized the goloss of the white-coated veck who
brought me pishcha and like escorted me to my daily doom.

He like grumbl ed:

"What isit? What goes on? What's your little nasty gamein
there?"



"Oh, I'm dying," | likemoaned. "Oh, | have aghastly painin
my side. Appendicitis, itis. Ooooooh."

"Appendy shitehouse," grumbled this veck, and then to my
joy, brothers, | could slooshy the like clank of keys. "If you're
trying it little friend, my friends and me will beat and kick you
all through the night." Then he opened up and brought in like
the sweet air of the promise of my freedom. Now | was like
behind the door when he pushed it open, and | could viddy
him in the corridor light looking round for me puzzled. Then

| raised my two fisties to tolchock him on the neck nasty, and
then, | swear, as| viddied him in advance lying moan-

ing or out out out and felt the like joy rise in my guts, it was
then that this sickness rose in me asit might be awave and |
felt ahorrible fear asif | wasreally going to die. | like tottered
over to the bed going urgh urgh urgh, and the veck, who was
not in his white coat but an over-gown, viddied clear enough
what | had in mind for he said:

"Weéll, everything'salesson, isn't it? Learning all the time,
asyou could say. Come on, little friend, get up from that bed
and hit me. | want you to, yes, really. A real good crack across
thejaw. Oh, I'm dying for it, really | am." But all | could do,
brothers, was to just lay there sobbing boo hoo hoo. "Scum,"
like sneered this veck now. "Filth." And he pulled me up by like
the scruff of my pyjama-top, me being very weak and limp,
and he raised and swung his right rooker so that | got afair

old tolchock clean on the litso. "That," he said, "is for getting
me out of my bed, you young dirt." And he wiped his rookers
against each other swish swish and went out. Crunch crunch
went the key in the lock.

And what, brothers, | had to escape into sleep from then

was the horrible and wrong feeling that it was better to get

the hit than give it. If that veck had stayed | might even have
like presented the other cheek.






v

| could not believe, brothers, what | was told. It seemed that |
had been in that vonny mesto for near ever and would be
there for near ever more. But it had always been a fortnight
and now they said the fortnight was near up. They said:
"Tomorrow, little friend, out out out." And they made with
the old thumb, like pointing to freedom. And then the white-
coated veck who had tolchocked me and who had still

brought me my trays of pishchaand like escorted me to my
everyday torture said: "But you still have one real big day in
front of you. It'sto be your passing-out day," and he had a
leery smeck at that.

| expected this morning that | would be ittying as usual to

the sinny mesto in my pyjamas and toofles and over-gown.
But no. This morning | was given my shirt and underveshches
and my platties of the night and my horrorshow kick-boots,

al lovely and washed or ironed and polished. And | was even
given my cut-throat britvathat | had used in those old happy
days for fillying and dratsing. So | gave with the puzzled frown
at thisas | got dressed, but the white-coated under-veck just
like grinned and would govoreet nothing, O my brothers.

| was led quite kindly to the same old mesto, but there were
changes there. Curtains had been drawn in front of the sinny
screen and the frosted glass under the projection holes was

no longer there, it having perhaps been pushed up or folded

to the sides like blinds or shutters. And where there had been
just the noise of coughing kashl kashl kashl and like shadows
of the lewdies was now areal audience, and in this audience
there were litsos | knew. There was the Staja Governor and
the holy man, the charlie or charles as he was called, and the
Chief Chasso and this very important and well-dressed chello-
veck who was the Minister of the Interior or Inferior. All the
rest | did not know. Dr. Brodsky and Dr. Branom were there,
though not now white-coated, instead they were dressed as



doctors would dress who were big enough to want to dressin
the heighth of fashion. Dr. Branom just stood, but Dr. Brodsky
stood and govoreeted in alike learned manner to all the
lewdies assembled. When he viddied me coming in he said:
"Aha. At this stage, gentlemen, we introduce the subject him-
self. Heis, asyou will percieve, fit and well nourished. He
comes straight from a night's sleep and a good breakfast,
undrugged, unhypnotized. Tomorrow we send him with
confidence out into the world again, as decent alad as you
would meet on a May morning, inclined to the kindly word
and the helpful act. What a change is here, gentlemen, from
the wretched hoodlum the State committed to unprofitable
punishment some two years ago, unchanged after two years.
Unchanged, do | say? Not quite. Prison taught him the false
smile, the rubbed hands of hypocrisy, the fawning greased
obsequious leer. Other vicesit taught him, as well as
confirming him in those he had long practised before. But
gentlemen, enough of words. Actions speak |ouder than.
Action now. Observe, al."

| was a bit dazed by all this govoreeting and | was trying to
grasp in my mind that like all thiswas about me. Then all the
lights went out and then there came on two like spotlights
shining from the projection-squares, and one of them was full
on Your Humble and Suffering Narrator. And into the other
spotlight there walked a bolshy big chelloveck | had never
viddied before. He had alardy like litso and a moustache and
like strips of hair pasted over his near-bald gulliver. He was
about thirty or forty or fifty, some old age like that, starry.

He ittied up to me and the spotlight ittied with him, and soon
the two spotlights had made like one big pool. He said to me,
very sneery: "Hello, heap of dirt. Pooh, you don't wash much,
judging from the horrible smell." Then, asif he was like danc-
ing, he stamped on my nogas, left, right, then he gave me a
finger-nail flick on the nose that hurt like bezoomny and
brought the old tears to my glazzies then he twisted at my left



ooko likeit wasaradio dial. | could slooshy tittersand a
couple of real horrorshow hawhawhaws coming from like
the audience. My nose and nogas and ear-hole stung and
pained like bezoomny, so | said:

"What do you do that to mefor? I've never done wrong to
you, brother."

"Oh," thisveck said, "I do this' - flickedflicked nose again -
"and that" - twisted smarting ear-hole - "and the other" -
stamped nasty on right noga - "because | don't care for your
horrible type. And if you want to do anything about it, start,
start, please do." Now | knew that I'd have to be real skorry
and get my cut-throat britva out before this horrible killing
sickness whooshed up and turned the like joy of battle into
feeling | was going to snuff it. But, O brothers, as my rooker
reached for the britvain my inside carman | got thislike
picture in my mind's glazzy of thisinsulting chelloveck how-
ling for mercy with the red red krovvy all streaming out of his
rot, and hot after this picture the sickness and dryness and
pains were rushing to overtake, and | viddied that I'd have to
change the way | felt about this rotten veck very very skorry
indeed, so | felt in my carmans for cigarettes or for pretty
polly, and, O my brothers, there was not either of these
veshches, | said, like all howly and blubbery:

"I'd like to give you a cigarette, brother, but | don't seem to
have any." Thisveck went:

"Wah wah. Boohoohoo. Cry, baby." Then he flick-
flickflicked with his bolshy horny nail at my nose again, and |
could slooshy very loud smecks of like mirth coming from the
dark audience. | said, real desperate, trying to be nice to this
insulting and hurtful veck to stop the pains and sickness
coming up:

"Please let me do something for you, please." And | feltin
my carmans but could find only my cut-throat britva, so |
took this out and handed it to him and said: "Please take this,
please. A little present. Please haveit." But he said:



"Keep your stinking bribes to yourself. Y ou can't get round
me that way." And he banged at my rooker and my cut-throat
britvafell on thefloor. Sol said:

"Please, | must do something. Shall | clean your boots? L ook,
I'll get down and lick them." And, my brothers, believeit or
kiss my sharries, | got down on my knees and pushed my red
yahzick out amile and half to lick his grahzny vonny boots.
But all this veck did wasto kick me not too hard on the rot.
So then it seemed to me that it would not bring on the sick-
ness and pain if | just gripped his ankles with my rookers tight
round them and brought this grashzny bratchny down to the
floor. So | did thisand he got areal bolshy surprise, coming
down crack amid loud laughter from the vonny audience. But
viddying him on the floor | could feel the whole horrible feel-
Ing coming over me, so | gave him my rooker to lift him up
skorry and up he came. Then just as he was going to give me
areal nasty and earnest tolchock on the litso Dr. Brodsky said:
"All right, that will do very well." Then this horrible veck
sort of bowed and danced off like an actor while the lights
came up on me blinking and with my rot square for howling.
Dr. Brodsky said to the audience: "Our subject is, you see,
impelled towards the good by, paradoxically, being impelled
towards evil. Theintention to act violently is accompanied by
strong feelings of physical distress. To counter these the sub-
ject has to switch to adiametrically opposed attitude. Any
guestions?"

"Choice," rumbled arich deep goloss. | viddied it belonged
to the prison charlie. "He has no real choice, has he? Self-
interest, fear of physical pain, drove him to that grotesgue act
of self-abasement. Itsinsincerity was clearly to be seen. He
ceases to be awrongdoer. He ceases also to be a creature
capable of moral choice."

"These are subtleties," like smiled Dr. Brodsky. "We are not
concerned with motive, with the higher ethics. We are con
cerned only with cutting down crime - "



"And," chipped in this bolshy well-dressed Minister, "with
relieving the ghastly congestion in our prisons.”

"Hear hear," said somebody.

There was alot of govoreeting and arguing then and | just
stood there, brothers, like completely ignored by all these
ignorant bratchnies, so | creeched out:

"Me, me, me. How about me? Where do | comeinto al

this? Am | just some animal or dog?' And that started

them off govoreeting real loud and throwing slovos at me. So
| creeched louder, still creeching: "Am | just to be like a clock-
work orange?' | didn't know what made me use those slovos,
brothers, which just came like without asking into my gulli-
ver. And that shut all those vecks up for some reason for a
minoota or two. Then one very thin starry professor type
chelloveck stood up, his neck like all cables carrying like
power from his gulliver to his plott, and he said:

"Y ou have no cause to grumble, boy. Y ou made your choice
and all thisis a consequence of your choice. Whatever now
ensues is what you yourself have chosen.” And the prison
charlie creeched out:

"Oh, if only | could believe that." And you could viddy the
Governor give him alook like meaning that he would not
climb so highin like Prison Religion as he thought he would.
Then loud arguing started again, and then | could slooshy the
slovo Love being thrown around, the prison charles himself
creeching as loud as any about Perfect Love Casteth Out Fear
and all that cal. And now Dr. Brodsky said, smiling all over his
litso:

"I am glad, gentlemen, this question of Love has been

raised. Now we shall seein action a manner of Love that was
thought to be dead with the Middle Ages." And then the lights
went down and the spotlights came on again, one on your
poor and suffering Friend and Narrator, and into the other
therelikerolled or sidled the most lovely young devotchka
you could ever hope in all your jeezny, O my brothers, to



viddy. That isto say, she had real horrorshow groodies all of
which you could like viddy, she having on platties which came
down down down off her pletchoes. And her nogas were like
Bog in His Heaven, and she walked like to make you groan in
your keeshkas, and yet her litso was a sweet smiling young
like innocent litso. She came up towards me with the light like
it was the like light of heavenly grace and all that cal coming
with her, and the first thing that flashed into my gulliver was
that | would like to have her right down there on the floor

with the old in-out real savage, but skorry as a shot came the
sickness, like a like detective that had been watching round a
corner and now followed to make his grahzny arrest. And
now the von of lovely perfume that came off her made me
want to think of starting to heave in my keeshkas, so |

knew | had to think of some new like way of thinking about
her before all the pain and thirstiness and horrible sickness
come over me real horrorshow and proper. So | creeched out:
"O most beautiful and beauteous of devotchkas, | throw

like my heart at your feet for you to like trample all over. If |
had arosel would giveit to you. If it wasall rainy and cally
now on the ground you could have my platties to walk on so
as not to cover your dainty nogas with filth and cal." Andasl
was saying all this, O my brothers, | could feel the sickness
like dlinking back. "Let me," | creeched out, "worship you and
be like your helper and protector from the wicked like world."
Then | thought of the right slovo and felt better for it, saying:
"Let me belike your true knight," and down | went again on
the old knees, bowing and like scraping.

And then | felt real shooty and dim, it having been like an

act again, for this devotchka smiled and bowed to the audi-
ence and like danced off, the lights coming up to a bit of
applause. And the glazzies of some of these starry vecksin the
audience were like popping out at this young devotchka with
dirty and like unholy desire, O my brothers.

"He will be your true Christian,” Dr. Brodsky was creeching



out, "ready to turn the other cheek, ready to be crucified

rather than crucify, sick to the very heart at the thought even

of killing afly." And that was right, brothers, because when he
said that | thought of killing afly and felt just that tiny bit

sick, but | pushed the sickness and pain back by thinking of the
fly being fed with bits of sugar and looked after like a bleeding
pet and all that cal. "Reclamation,”" he creeched. "Joy before
the Angels of God."

"The point is," this Minister of the Inferior was saying rea
gromky, "that it works."

"Oh," the prison charlie said, likesighing, "it works all right,
God help the lot of us."



Part Three



1

"What's it going to be then, eh?"

That, my brothers, was me asking myself the next morning,
standing outside this white building that was like tacked on to
the old Staja, in my platties of the night of two years back in
the grey light of dawn, with a malenky bit of a bag with my
few personal veshchesin and a bit of cutter kindly donated by
the vonny Authorities to like start me off in my new life.

The rest of the day before had been very tiring, what with
Interviews to go on tape for the telenews and photographs
being took flash flash flash and more like demonstrations of
me folding up in the face of ultra-violence and all that embar-
rassing cal. And then | had likefallen into the bed and then,as
it looked to me, been waked up to be told to get off out, to
itty off home, they did not want to viddy Y our Humble Nar-
rator never not no more, O my brothers. So there | was, very
very early in the morning, with just this bit of pretty polly in
my left carman, jingle-jangling it and wondering:

"What's it going to be then, eh?"

Some breakfast some mesto, | thought, me not having

eaten at all that morning, every veck being so anxious to
tolchock me off out to freedom. A chasha of chai only | had
peeted. This Stgjawasin avery like gloomy part of the town,
but there were malenky workers' caffs all around and | soon
found one of these, my brothers. It was very cally and vonny,
with one bulb in the ceiling with fly-dirt like obscuring its bit
of light, and there were early rabbiters slurping away at chai
and horrible-looking sausages and slices of kleb which they
like wolfed, going wolf wolf wolf and then creeching for
more. They were served by avery cally devotchka but with
very bolshy groodies on her, and some of the eating vecks
tried to grab her, going haw haw haw while she went he he he,
and the sight of them near made me want to sick, brothers.
But | asked for some toast and jam and chai very politely and



with my gentleman's goloss, then | sat in adark corner to eat
and peset.

While | was doing this, a malenky little dwarf of a veck

ittied in, selling the morning's gazettas, a twisted and grahzny
prestoopnick type with thick glasses on with steel rims, his
platties like the colour of very starry decaying currant pudding.
| kupetted a gazetta, my idea being to get ready for plunging
back into normal jeezny again by viddying what was ittying on
inthe world. This gazettal had seemed to be like a Govern
ment gazetta, for the only news that was on the front page

was about the need for every veck to make sure he put the
Government back in again on the next General Election,
which seemed to be about two or three weeks off. There were
very boastful slovos about what the Government had done,
brothers, in the last year or so, what with increased exports
and areal horrorshow foreign policy and improved social
services and all that cal. But what the Government was really
most boastful about was the way in which they reckoned the
streets had been made safer for al peace-loving night-walking
lewdies in the last six months, what with better pay for the
police and the police getting like tougher with young hooli-
gans and perverts and burglars and all that cal. Which inter-
essovatted Y our Humble Narrator some deal. And on the
second page of the gazetta there was a blurry like photograph
of somebody who looked very familiar, and it turned out to

be none other than me me me. | looked very gloomy and like
scared, but that was really with the flashbulbs going pop pop
al thetime. What it said undrneath my picture was that here
was the first graduate from the new State I nstitute for Rec-
lamation of Criminal Types, cured of his criminal instinctsin a
fortnight only, now a good law-fearing citizen and all that cal.
Then | viddied there was a very boastful article about this

L udovico's Technique and how clever the Government was
and all that cal. Then there was another picture of some veck |
thought | knew, and it was this Minister of the Inferior or



Interior. It seemed that he had been doing a bit of boasting,
looking forward to a nice crime-free era in which there would
be no more fear of cowardly attacks from young hooligans
and perverts and burglars and all that cal. So | went
arghhhhhh and threw this gazetta on the floor, so that it
covered up stains of spilled chai and horrible spat gobs from
the cally animals that used thus caff.

"What's it going to be then, eh?"

What it was going to be now, brothers, was homeways and
anice surprise for dadada and mum, their only son and heir
back in the family bosom. Then | could lay back on the bed in
my own malenky den and slooshy some lovely music, and at
the same time | could think over what to do now with my
jeezny. The Discharge Officer had given me along list the day
before of jobs | could try for, and he had telephoned to
different vecks about me, but | had no intention, my brothers,
of going off to rabbit right away. A malenky bit of arest first,
yes, and a quiet think on the bed to the sound of lovely

music.

And so the autobus to Center, and then the autobus to
Kingsley Avenue, the flats of Flatblock 18A being just near.

Y ou will believe me, my brothers, when | say that my heart
was going clopclopclop with the like excitement. All was very
quiet, it still being early winter morning, and when | ittied into
the vestibule of the flatblock there was no veck about, only
the nagoy vecks and cheenas of the Dignity of Labour. What
surprised me, brothers, was the way that had been cleaned up,
there being no longer any dirty ballooning slovos from the
rots of the Dignified Labourers, not any dirty parts of the
body added to their naked plotts by dirty-minded pencilling
malchicks. And what also surprised me was that the lift was
working. It came purring down when | pressed the electric
knopka, and when | got in | was surprised again to viddy all
was clean inside the like cage.

So up | went to the tenth floor, and there | saw 10-8 as it



had been before, and my rooker trembled and shook as |
took out of my carman the little klootch | had for opening
up. But | very firmly fitted the klootch in the lock and turned,
then opened up then went in, and there | met three pairs of
surprised and almost frightened glazzies looking at me, and it
was pee and em having their breakfast, but it was also another
veck that | had never viddied in my jeezny before, a bolshy
thick veck in his shirt and braces, quite at home, brothers,
slurping away at the milky chai and munchmunching at his
eggiweg and toast. And it was this stranger veck who spoke
first, saying:

"Who are you, friend? Where did you get hold of akey?
Out, before | push your facein. Get out there and knock.
Explain your business, quick."

My dad and mum sat like petrified, and | could viddy they
had not yet read the gazetta, then | remembered that the ga-
zetta did not arrive till papapa had gone off to hiswork. But
then mum said: "Oh, you've broken out. Y ou've escaped.
Whatever shall we do? We shall have the police here, oh oh
oh. Oh, you bad and wicked boy, disgracing us all like this."
And, believeit or kiss my sharries, she started to go boo hoo.
So | started to try and explain, they could ring up the Stgja if
they wanted, and all the time this stranger veck sat there like
frowning and looking as if he could push my litso in with his
hairy bolshy beefy fist. So | said:

"How about you answering afew, brother? What are you
doing here and for how long? | didn't like the tone of what
you said just then. Watch it. Come on, speak up." Hewasa
working-man type veck, very ugly, about thirty or forty, and
he sat now with hisrot open at me, not govoreeting one
single slovo. Then my dad said:

"Thisisall abit bewildering, son. You should have let us

know you were coming. We thought it would be at |east
another five or six years before they let you out. Not," he



said, and he said it very like gloomy, "that we're not very
pleased to see you again and a free man, too."

"Who isthis?' | said. "Why can't he speak up? What's going
on in here?"

"Thisis Joe," said my mum. "Helives here now. The lodger,
that's what heis. Oh, dear dear dear," she went.

"You," said this Joe. "l've heard all about you, boy. | know
what you've done, breaking the hearts of your poor grieving
parents. So you're back, eh? Back to make life amisery for
them once more, isthat it? Over my dead corpse you will,
because they've let me be more like a son to them than like a
lodger." | could nearly have smecked loud at that if the old
razdraz within me hadn't started to wake up the feeling of
wanting to sick, because this veck looked about the same age
as my pee and em, and there he was like trying to put ason's
protecting rooker round my crying mum, O my brothers.

"So," | said, and | near felt like collapsing in all tears myself.
"So that'sit, then. Weéll, | give you five large minootas to clear
al your horrible cally veshches out of my room." And | made
for this room, this veck being a malenky bit too slow to stop
me. When | opened the door my heart cracked to the carpet,
because | viddied it was no longer like my room at all,
brothers. All my flags had gone off the walls and this veck had
put up pictures of boxers, also like ateam sitting smug with
folded rookers and silver like shield in front. And then | vid-
died what else was missing. My stereo and my disc-cupboard
were no longer there, nor was my locked treasure-chest that
contai ned bottles and drugs and two shining clean syringes.

"There's been some filthy vonny work going on here," |
creeched. "What have you done with my own personal
veshches, you horrible bastard?' Thiswas to this Joe, but it was
my dad that answered, saying:

"That was all took away, son, by the police. This new regu-
lation, see, about compensation for the victims."



| found it very hard not to be very ill, but my gulliver was
aching shocking and my rot was so dry that | had to take a
skorry swig from the milk-bottle on the table, so that this Joe
said: "Filthy piggish manners." | said:

"But shedied. That one died."

"It was the cats, son," said my dad like sorrowful, "that were
left with nobody to look after them till the will was read, so
they had to have somebody in to feed them. So the police
sold your things, clothes and all, to help with the looking
after of them. That's the law, son. But you were never much
of aonefor following the [aw."

| had to sit down then, and this Joe said: "Ask permission
before you sit, you mannerless young swine," so | cracked
back skorry with a"Shut your dirty big fat hole, you," feeling
sick. Then | tried to be all reasonable and smiling for my
health's sake like, so | said: "Well, that's my room, there's no
denying that. Thisis my home also. What suggestions have
you, my pee and em, to make?' But they just looked very
glum, my mum shaking a bit, her litso all lines and wet with
like tears, and then my dad said:

"All this needs thinking about, son. We can't very well just
kick Joe out, not just like that, can we? | mean, Joe's here
doing ajob, acontract it is, two years, and we made like an
arrangement, didn't we, Joe? | mean son, thinking you were
going to stay in prison along time and that room going beg-
ging." He was abit ashamed, you could viddy that from his
litso. So | just smiled and like nodded, saying:

"I viddy dl. You got used to abit of peace and you got

used to a bit of extra pretty polly. That's the way it goes.
And your son has just been nothing but aterrible nuisance.”
And then, my brothers, believe me or kiss my sharries, |
started to like cry, feeling very like sorry for myself. So my
dad said:

"Weéll, you see, son, Joe's paid next month's rent already. |
mean, whatever we do in the future we can't say to Joe to get



out, can we, Joe?' This Joe said:

"It's you two I've got to think of, who've been like a father

and mother to me. Would it beright or fair to go off and
leave you to the tender mercies of this young monster who
has been like no real son at all? He's weeping now, but that's
his craft and artfulness. Let him go off and find aroom some-
where. Let him learn the error of his ways and that a bad boy
like he's been doesn't deserve such a good mum and dad as
what he's had."

"All right," | said, standing up in all like tears still. "l know
how things are now. Nobody wants or loves me. I'vesuffered
and suffered and suffered and everybody wants me to go on
suffering. 1 know."

"Y ou've made others suffer," said this Joe. "It'sonly right

you should suffer proper. |1've been told everything that
you've done, sitting here at night round the family table, and
pretty shocking it wasto listen to. Made mereal sick alot of
itdid."

"I wish," | said, "I was back in the prison. Dear old Stgjaasit
was. I'mittying off now," | said. "You won't ever viddy me no
more. |'ll make my own way, thank you very much. Letitlie
heavy on your consciences." My dad said:

"Don't take it like that, son," and my mum just went boo

hoo hoo, her litso all screwed up real ugly, and this Joe put
his rooker round her again, patting her and going there there
therelike bezoomny. And so | just sort of staggered to the
door and went out, leaving them to their horrible guilt, O my
brothers.
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Ittying down the street in alike aimless sort of away

brothers, in these night platties which lewdies like stared at as
| went by, cold too, it being a bastard cold winter day, all | felt
| wanted was to be away from all this and not have to

think any more about any sort of veshch at all. So | got the
autobus to Center, then walked back to Taylor Place, and
there was the disc-bootick 'MELODIA' - | had used to favour
with my inestimable custom, O my brothers, and it looked
much the same sort of mesto as it always had, and walking in |
expected to viddy old Andy there, that bald and very very thin
helpful little veck from whom | had kupetted discsin the old
days. But there was no Andy there now, brothers, only a
scream and a creech of nadsat (teenage, that is) malchicks and
ptitsas slooshying some new horrible popsong and dancing

to it aswell, and the veck behind the counter not much more
than a nadsat himself, clicking his rooker-bones and smecking
like bezoomny. So | went up and waited till he like deigned to
notice me, then | said:

"I'd like to hear adisc of the Mozart Number Forty." | don't
know why that should have come into my gulliver, but it did.
The counter-veck said:

"Forty what, friend?"

| said: "Symphony. Symphony Number Forty in G Minor."
"Ooooh," went one of the dancing nadsats, a malchick with
his hair all over his glazzies, "seemfunnah. Don't it seem
funny? He wants a seemfunnah.”

| could feel myself growing all razdraz within, but | had to
watch that, so | like smiled at the veck who had taken over
Andy's place and at all the dancing and creeching nadsats. This
counter-veck said: "You go into that listen-booth over there,
friend, and I'll pipe something through."

So | went over to the malenky box where you could sloo-

shy the discs you wanted to buy, and then this veck put adisc



on for me, but it wasn't the Mozart Forty, it was the Mozart
'Prague’ - he seemingly having just picked up any Mozart he
could find on the shelf - and that should have started making
me real razdraz and | had to watch that for fear of the pain

and sickness, but what |'d forgotten was something |

shouldn't have forgotten and now made me want to snuff it.

It was that these doctor bratchnies had so fixed things that

any music that was like for the emotions would make me sick
just like viddying or wanting to do violence. It was because all
those violence films had music with them. And | remembered
especially that horrible Nazi film with the Beethoven Fifth,
last movement. And now here was lovely Mozart made hor-
rible. | dashed out of the shop with these nadsats smecking
after me and the counter-veck creeching: "Eh eh eh!" But |
took no notice and went staggering almost like blind across
the road and round the corner to the Korova Milkbar. | knew
what | wanted.

The mesto was near empty, it being still morning. It looked
strange too, having been painted with all red mooing cows,
and behind the counter was no veck | knew. But when | said:
"Milk plus, large," the veck with alike lean litso very newly
shaved knew what | wanted. | took the large moloko plusto
one of the little cubies that were all around this mesto, there
being like curtains to shut them off from the main mesto, and
there | sat down in the plushy chair and sipped and sipped.
When I'd finished the whole lot | began to feel that things
were happening. | had my glazzies like fixed on a malenky bit
of silver paper from a cancer packet that was on the floor, the
sweeping-up of this mesto not being all that horrorshow,
brothers. This scrap of silver began to grow and grow and
grow and it was so like bright and fiery that | had to squint my
glazzies at it. It got so big that it became not only thiswhole
cubie | waslolling in but like the whole Korova, the whole
street, the whole city. Then it was the whole world, then it
was the whole everything, brothers, and it was like a sea



washing over every veshch that had ever been made or
thought of even. | could sort of slooshy myself making
special sort of shooms and govoreeting slovos like 'Dear
dead idlewilds, rot not in variform guises and all that cal.
Then | could like feel the vision beating up in all this silver,
and then there were colours like nobody had ever viddied
before, and then | could viddy like a group of statues along
long long way off that was like being pushed nearer and
nearer and nearer, al lit up by very bright light from below
and above alike, O my brothers. This group of statues was of
God or Bog and all His Holy Angels and Saints, all very bright
like bronze, with beards and bolshy great wings that waved
about in akind of wind, so that they could not really be of
stone or bronze, really, and the eyes or glazzies like moved
and were alive. These bolshy big figures came nearer and
nearer and nearer till they were like going to crush me down,
and | could slooshy my goloss going 'Eeeeee’. And | felt | had
got rid of everything - platties, body, brain, name, the lot -
and felt real horrorshow, like in heaven. Then there was the
shoom of like crumbling and crumpling, and Bog and the
Angels and Saints sort of shook their gullivers at me, as
though to govoreet that there wasn't quite time now but |
must try again, and then everything like leered and smecked
and collapsed and the big warm light grew like cold, and then
there | was as | was before, the empty glass on the table and
wanting to cry and feeling like death was the only answer to
everything.

Andthat wasiit, that was what | viddied quite clear was the
thing to do, but how to do it | did not properly know, never
having thought of that before, O my brothers. In my little bag
of personal veshches | had my cut-throat britva, but | at once
felt very sick as | thought of myself going swishhhh at myself
and all my own red red krovvy flowing. What | wanted was
not something violent but something that would make me
like just go off gentle to sleep and that be the end of Y our



Humble Narrator, no more trouble to anybody any more.
Perhaps, i thought, if | ittied off to the Public Biblio around
the corner | might find some book on the best way of snuffing
it with no pain. | thought of myself dead and how sorry every-
body was going to be, pee and em and that cally vonny Joe
who was a like usurper, and also Dr. Brodsky and Dr. Branom
and that Inferior Interior Minister and every veck else. And the
boastful vonny Government too. So out | scatted into the
winter, and it was afternoon now, near two o'clock, as |

could viddy from the bolshy Center timepiece, so that me
being in the land with the old moloko plus must have took
like longer than | thought. | walked down Marghanita Boule-
vard and then turned into Boothby Avenue, then round the
corner again, and there was the Public Biblio.

It was a starry cally sort of amesto that | could not re-
member going into since | was avery very malenky malchick,
no more than about six years old, and there were two parts of
It - one part to borrow books and one part to read in, full of
gazettas and mags and like the von of very starry old men
with their plotts stinking of like old age and poverty. These
were standing at the gazetta stands all round the room,
sniffling and belching and govoreeting to themselves and
turning over the pages to read the news very sadly, or else
they were sitting at the tables looking at the mags or pre-
tending to, some of them asleep and one or two of them
snoring real gromky. | couldn't remember what it was |
wanted at first, then | remembered with a bit of a shock that

| had ittied here to find out how to snuff it without pain, so |
goolied over to the shelf full of reference veshches. There were
alot of books, but there was none with atitle, brothers, that
would really do. There was amedical book that | took down,
but when | opened it it was full of drawings and photographs
of horrible wounds and diseases, and that made me want to
sick just abit. So | put that back and took down the big

book or Bible, asit was called, thinking that might give me



like comfort asit had done in the old Staja days (not so old
really, but it ssemed avery very long time ago), and | staggered
over toachair toread init. But all | found was about smiting
seventy times seven and alot of Jews cursing and tolchocking
each other, and that made me want to sick, too. So then |

near cried, so that a very starry ragged moodge opposite me
sad:

"What isit, son? What's the trouble?"

"| want to snuff it," | said. "I've had it, that'swhat it is. Life's
become too much for me."

A starry reading veck next to me said: "Shhhh," without
looking up from some bezoomny mag he had full of drawings
of like bolshy geometrical veshches. That rang a bell some-
how. This other moodge said:

"You're too young for that, son. Why, you've got every-

thing in front of you."

"Yes," | said, bitter. "Like apair of false groodies." This mag-
reading veck said: "Shhhh" again, looking up thistime, and
something clocked for both of us. | viddied who it was. He
said, real gromky:

"I never forget a shape, by God. | never forget the shape of
anything. By God, you young swine, I've got you now." Crys-
tallography, that was it. That was what he'd been taking away
from the Biblio that time. False teeth crunched up real hor-
rorshow. Plattiestorn off. His books razrezzed, all about
Crystallography. | thought | had best get out of here red
skorry, brothers. But this starry old moodge was on his feet,
creeching like bezoomny to all the starry old coughers at the
gazettas round the walls and to them dozing over mags at the
tables. "We have him," he creeched. "The poisonous young
swine who ruined the books on Crystallography, rare books,
books not to be obtained ever again, anywhere." Thishad a
terrible mad shoom about it, as though this old veck was

really off hisgulliver. "A prize specimen of the cowardly brutal
young," he creeched. "Herein our midst and at our mercy. He



and his friends beat me and kicked me and thumped me. They
stripped me and tore out my teeth. They laughed at my blood
and my moans. They kicked me off home, dazed and naked."
All thiswasn't quite true, as you know, brothers. He had

some platties on, he hadn't been completely nagoy.

| creeched back: "That was over two years ago. |'ve been
punished since then. I'velearned my lesson. See over there -
my picture'sin the papers."

"Punishment, en?"' said one starry like ex-soldier type. "You
lot should be exterminated. Like so many noisome pests. Pun-
Ishment indeed."

"All right, all right,” | said. "Everybody's entitled to his
opinion. Forgiveme, al. | must go now." And | started to itty
out of this mesto of bezoomny old men. Aspirin, that wasiit.

Y ou could snuff it on ahundred aspirin. Aspirin from the old
drugstore. But the crystallography veck creeched:

"Don't let him go. We'll teach him all about punishment,

the murderous young pig. Get him." And, believe it, brothers,
or do the other veshch, two or three starry dodderers, about
ninety years old apiece, grabbed me with their trembly old
rookers, and | was like made sick by the von of old age and
disease which came from these near-dead moodges. The crys-
tal veck was on to me now, starting to deal me malenky weak
tolchocks on my litso, and | tried to get away and itty out,

but these starry rookers that held me were stronger than | had
thought. Then other starry vecks came hobbling from the
gazettas to have ago at Your Humble Narrator. They were
creeching veshches like: "Kill him, stamp on him, murder him,
kick histeeth in,” and all that cal, and | could viddy what it was
clear enough. It was old age having a go at youth, that's what
it was. But some of them were saying: "Poor old Jack, near
killed poor old Jack he did, thisis the young swine" and so on,
as though it had all happened yesterday. Which to them |
suppose it had. There was now like a sea of vonny runny dirty
old men trying to get at me with their like feeble rookers and



horny old claws, creeching and panting on to me, but our
crystal droog was there in front, dealing out tolchock after
tolchock. And | daren't do a solitary single veshch, O my
brothers, it being better to be hit at like that than to want to
sick and feel that horrible pain, but of course the fact that
there was violence going on made me feel that the sickness
was peeping round the corner to viddy whether to come out
into the open and roar away.

Then an attendant veck came along, a youngish veck,and he
creeched: "What goes on here? Stop it at once. Thisisaread-
ing room." But nobody took any notice. So the attendant
veck said: "Right, | shall phone the police." So | creeched, and |
never thought | would ever do that in all my jeezny:
"Yesyesyes, do that, protect me from these old madmen." |
noticed that the attendant veck was not too anxious tojoin

in the dratsing and rescue me from the rage and madness of
these starry vecks' claws; he just scatted off to his like office
or wherever the telephone was. Now these old men were pan-
ting alot now, and | felt | could just flick at them and they
would all fall over, but | just let myself be held, very patient,
by these starry rookers, my glazzies closed, and feel the feeble
tolchocks on my litso, also slooshy the panting breathy old
golosses creeching: "Y oung swine, young murderer, hooligan,
thug, kill him." Then | got such areal painful tolchock on the
nose that | said to myself to hell to hell, and | opened my
glazzies up and started to struggle to get free, which was not
hard, brothers, and | tore off creeching to the sort of hallway
outside the reading-room. But these starry avengers still came
after me, panting like dying, with their animal claws all trem-
bling to get at your friend and Humble Narrator. Then | was
tripped up and was on the floor and was being kicked at, then

| slooshied golosses of young vecks creeching: "All right, all
right, stop it now," and | knew the police had arrived.
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| was like dazed, O my brothers, and could not viddy very
clear, but | was sure | had met these millicents some mesto
before. The one who had hold of me, going: "There there
there," just by the front door of the Public Biblio, him | did
not know at all, but it ssemed to me he was like very young to
be arozz. But the other two had backs that | was sure | had
viddied before. They were lashing into these starry old vecks
with great bolshy glee and joy, swishing away with malenky
whips, creeching: "There, you naughty boys. That should
teach you to stop rioting and breaking the State's Peace, you
wicked villains, you." So they drove these panting and wheez-
ing and near dying starry avengers back into the reading-
room, then they turned round, smecking with the fun they'd
had, to viddy me. The older one of the two said:

"Well well well well well well well. If itisn'tlittle Alex. Very
long time no viddy, droog. How goes?' | was like dazed, the
uniform and the shlem or helmet making it hard to viddy who
this was, though litso and goloss were very familiar. Then |
looked at the other one, and about him, with his grinning
bezoomny litso, there was no doubt. Then, all numb and
growing number, | looked back at the well well welling one.
This one was then fatty old Billyboy, my old enemy. The
other was, of course, Dim, who had used to be my droog and
also the enemy of stinking fatty goaty Billyboy, but was now
amillicent with uniform and shlem and whip to keep order. |
said:

"Oh no."

"Surprise, eh?' And old Dim came out with the old guff |
remembered so horrorshow: "Huh huh huh."

"It'simpossible,” | said. "It can't be so. | don't believe

it."

"Evidence of the old glazzies," grinned Billyboy. "Nothing up
our sleeves. No magic, droog. A job for two who are now of



job-age. The police."

"You'retoo young," | said. "Much too young. They don't
make rozzes of malchicks of your age."

"Was young," went old millicent Dim. | could not get over

it, brothers, | really could not. "That's what we was, young
droogie. And you it was that was always the youngest. And
here now we are."

"I still can't believeit," | said. Then Billyboy, rozz Billyboy
that | couldn't get over, said to this young millicent that was
like holding on to me and that | did not know:

"More good would be done, | think, Rex, if we doled out a

bit of the old summary. Boyswill be boys, as alwayswas. No
need to go through the old station routine. This one here has
been up to his old tricks, as we can well remember though
you, of course, can't. He has been attacking the aged and
defenceless, and they have properly been retaliating. But we
must have our say in the State's name."

"What is all this?' | said, not able hardly to believe my

ookos. "It was them that went for me, brothers. Y ou're not on
their side and can't be. You can't be, Dim. It was aveck we
fillied with once in the old days trying to get his own malenky
bit of revenge after all thislong time."

"Long timeisright," said Dim. "I don't remember them days
too horrorshow. Don't call me Dim no more, either. Officer
cal me."

"Enough is remembered, though," Billyboy kept nodding.

He was not so fatty as he had been. "Naughty little malchicks
handy with cut-throat britvas - these must be kept under."

And they took mein areal strong grip and like walked me out
of the Biblio. There was a millicent patrol-car waiting outside,
and this veck they called Rex was the driver. They like tol-
chocked me into the back of this auto, and | couldn't help
feeling it was all really like ajoke, and that Dim anyway would
pull his shlem off his gulliver and go haw haw haw. But he
didn't. | said, trying to fight the strack inside me:



"And old Pete, what happened to old Pete? It was sad about
Georgie," | said. "I slooshied all about that."

"Pete, oh yes, Pete," said Dim. "l seem to remember like the
name." | could viddy we were driving out of town. | said:
"Where are we supposed to be going?"

Billyboy turned round from the front to say: "It's light still.

A little drive into the country, all winter-bare but lonely and
lovely. Itisnot right, not always, for lewdiesin the town to
viddy too much of our summary punishments. Streets must be
kept clean in more than one way." And he turned to the front
again.

"Come," | said. "I just don't get thisat all. The old days are
dead and gone days. For what | did in the past | have been
punished. | have been cured."

"That was read out to us," said Dim. "The Super read all that
out tous. Hesaid it was avery good way."

"Read to you," | said, a malenky bit nasty. "You still too dim
to read for yourself, O brother?"

"Ah, no," said Dim, very like gentle and like regretful. "Not
to speak like that. Not no more, droogie." And he launched a
bolshy tolchock right on my cluve, so that all red red nose-
krovvy started to drip drip drip.

"There was never any trust,” | said, bitter, wiping off the
krovvy with my rooker. "l was aways on my oddy knocky."
"Thiswill do," said Billyboy. We were now in the country
and it was all bare trees and afew odd distant like twitters,
and in the distance there was some like farm machine making
awhirring shoom. It was getting all dusk now, this being the
height of winter. There were no lewdies about, nor no
animals. Therewas just the four. "Get out, Alex boy," said
Dim. "Just amalenky bit of summary."

All through what they did this driver veck just sat at the
wheel of the auto, smoking a cancer, reading a malenky bit of
abook. He had the light on in the auto to viddy by. He took
no notice of what Billyboy and Dim did to your Humble



Narrator. | will not go into what they did, but it was al like
panting and thudding against this like background of whirring
farm engines and the twittwittwittering in the bare or nagoy
branches. Y ou could viddy abit of smoky breath in the auto
light, this driver turning the pages over quite calm. And they
were on to me all the time, O my brothers. Then Billyboy or
Dim, | couldn't say which one, said: "About enough, droogie. |
should think, shouldn't you?' Then they gave me one fina
tolchock on the litso each and | fell over and just laid there

on the grass. It was cold but | was not feeling the cold. Then
they dusted their rookers and put back on their shlems and
tunics which they had taken off, and then they got back into
the auto. "Be viddying you some more sometime, Alex," said
Billyboy, and Dim just gave one of his old clowny guffs. The
driver finished the page he was reading and put his book away,
then he started the auto and they were off townwards, my ex-
droog and ex-enemy waving. But | just laid there, fagged and
shagged.

After abit | was hurting bad, and then the rain started, all

icy. | could viddy no lewdiesin sight, nor no lights of houses.
Where was | to go, who had no home and not much cutter in
my carmans? | cried for myself boo hoo hoo. Then | got up
and started walking.
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Home, home, home, it was home | was wanting, and it was
HOME | cameto, brothers. | walked through the dark and
followed not the town way but the way where the shoom of a
like farm machine had been coming from. This brought me to
asort of village | felt | had viddied before, but was perhaps
because all villages ook the same, in the dark especially. Here
were houses and there was a like drinking mesto, and right at
the end of the village there was a malenky cottage on its oddy
knocky, and | could viddy its name shining on the gate.
HOME, it said. | wasall dripping wet with thisicy rain, so
that my platties were no longer in the heighth of fashion but
real miserable and like pathetic, and my luscious glory was a
wet tangle cally mess all spread over my gulliver, and | was
sure there were cuts and bruises all over my litso, and a couple
of my zoobies sort of joggled loose when | touched them
with my tongue or yahzick. And | was sore all over my plott
and very thirsty, so that | kept opening my rot to the cold
rain, and my stomach growled grrrrr all the time with not
having had any pishcha since morning and then not very
much, O my brothers.

HOME, it said, and perhaps here would be some veck to

help. | opened the gate and sort of slithered down the path,
the rain like turning to ice, and then | knocked gentle and
pathetic on the door. No veck came, so | knocked a malenky
bit longer and louder, and then I heard the shoom of nogas
coming to the door. Then the door opened and a male goloss
said: "Yes, what isit?'

"Oh," | said, "please help. I've been beaten up by the police
and just left to die on theroad. Oh, please give me adrink of
something and a sit by the fire, please, sir."

The door opened full then, and | could viddy like warm

light and afire going crackle crackle within. "Comein," said
this veck, "whoever you are. God help you, you poor victim,



comein and let'shave alook at you." So | like staggered in,
and it was no big act | was putting on, brothers, | really felt
done and finished. This kind veck put his rookers round my
pletchoes and pulled me into this room where the fire was,
and of course | knew right away now where it was and why
HOME on the gate looked so familiar. | looked at this veck
and he looked at me in akind sort of way, and | remembered
him well now. Of course he would not remember me, for in
those carefree days | and my so-called droogs did all our
bolshy dratsing and fillying and crasting in maskies which were
real horrorshow disguises. He was a shortish veck in middle
age, thirty, forty, fifty, and he had otchkieson. "Sit down by
the fire," he said, "and I'll get you some whisky and warm
water. Dear dear dear, somebody has been beating you up."
And he gave alike tender look at my gulliver and litso.

"The police," | said. "The horrible ghastly police."

"Another victim," he said, like sighing. "A victim of the
modern age. I'll go and get you that whisky and then | must
clean up your wounds allittle." And off he went. | had alook
round this malenky comfortable room. It was nearly all
books now and afire and a couple of chairs, and you could
viddy somehow that there wasn't awoman living there. On
the table was atypewriter and alot of like tumbled papers,
and | remembered that this veck was a writer veck. 'A Clock-
work Orange, that had been it. It was funny that that stuck in
my mind. | must not let on, though, for | needed help and
kindness now. Those horrible grahzny bratchniesin that ter-
rible white mesto had done that to me, making me need help
and kindness now and forcing me to want to give help and
kindness myself, if anybody would take it.

"Here we are, then," said this veck returning. He gave me this
hot stimulating glassful to peet, and it made me feel better,
and then he cleaned up these cuts on my litso. Then he said:
"Y ou have a nice hot bath, I'll draw it for you, and then you
can tell me all about it over anice hot supper which I'll get



ready while you're having the bath." O my brothers, | could
have wept at his kindness, and | think he must have viddied the
old tearsin my glazzies, for he said: "There there there," pat-
ting me on the pletcho.

Anyway, | went up and had this hot bath, and he brought in
pyjamas and an over-gown for me to put on, all warmed by
thefire, also avery worn pair of toofles. And now, brothers,
though | was aching and full of painsall over, | felt | would
soon feel alot better. | ittied downstairs and viddied that in
the kitchen he had set the table with knives and forks and a
fine big loaf of kleb, also a bottle of PRIMA SAUCE, and
soon he served out a nice fry of eggiwegs and lomticks of
ham and bursting sausages and big bolshy mugs of hot sweet
milky chai. It was nice sitting there in the warm, eating, and |
found | was very hungry, so that after the fry | had to eat
lomtick after lomtick of kleb and butter spread with straw-
berry jam out of abolshy great pot. "A lot better," | said. "How
can | ever repay?’

"I think | know who you are," he said. "If you are who |
think you are, then you've come, my friend, to the right place.
Wasn't that your picture in the papers this morning? Areyou
the poor victim of this horrible new technique? If so, then
you have been sent here by Providence. Tortured in prison,
then thrown out to be tortured by the police. My heart goes
out to you, poor poor boy." Brothers, | could not get a slovo
in, though | had my rot wide open to answer his questions.
"You are not the first to come herein distress,” he said. "The
police are fond of bringing their victims to the outskirts of
thisvillage. But it isprovidential that you, who are also
another kind of victim, should come here. Perhaps, then, you
have heard of me?"

| had to be very careful, brothers. | said: "I have heard of 'A
Clockwork Orange'. | have not read it, but | have heard of
it."

"Ah," he said, and hislitso shone like the sun in its flaming



morning glory. "Now tell me about yourself."

"Little enough to tell, sir,” | said, al humble. "There was a
foolish and boyish prank, my so-called friends persuading or
rather forcing me to break into the house of an old ptitsa-
lady, | mean. There was no real harm meant. Unfortunately
the lady strained her good old heart in trying to throw me
out, though | was quite ready to go of my own accord, and
then she died. | was accused of being the cause of her death.
So | was sent to prison,sir.”

"Yesyesyes, go on."

"Then | was picked out by the Minister of the Inferior or
Interior to have this Ludovico's veshch tried out on me."
"Tell meal about it," he said, leaning forward eager, his
pullover elbows with al strawberry jam on them from the
plate I'd pushed to one side. So | told him all about it. | told
him the lot, al, my brothers. He was very eager to hear al, his
glazzies like shining and his goobers apart, while the grease
on the plates grew harder harder harder. When | had finished
he got up from the table, nodding a lot and going hm hm hm,
picking up the plates and other veshches from the table and
taking them to the sink for washing up. | said:

"I will do that, sir, and gladly."

"Rest, rest, poor lad," he said, turning the tap on so that all
steam came burping out. "You've sinned, | suppose, but your
punishment has been out of all proportion. They have turned
you into something other than a human being. Y ou have no
power of choice any longer. Y ou are committed to socially
acceptable acts, alittle machine capable only of good. And |
see that clearly - that business about the marginal condition-
ings. Music and the sexual act, literature and art, all must be a
source now not of pleasure but of pain.”

"That'sright, sir,” | said, smoking one of this kind man's
cork-tipped cancers.

"They always bite off too much," he said, drying a plate like
absent-mindedly. "But the essential intentionistherea sin. A



man who cannot choose ceases to be a man."

"That's what the charles said, sir,” | said. "The prison chap-
lain, | mean."

"Did he, did he? Of course he did. He'd have to, wouldn't

he, being a Christian? Well, now then," he said, still wiping the
same plate he'd been wiping ten minutes ago, "we shall have a
few peoplein to see you tomorrow. | think you can be used,
poor boy. | think that you can help dislodge this overbearing
Government. To turn a decent young man into a piece of
clockwork should not, surely, be seen as any triumph for any
government, save one that boasts of its repressiveness.” He
was still wiping this same plate. | said:

"Sir, you're still wiping that same plate, | agree with you, sir,
about boasting. This Government seems to be very boast-
ful."

"Oh," he said, like viddying this plate for the first time and
then putting it down. "I'm still not too handy," he said, "with
domestic chores. My wife used to do them all and leave me to
my writing."

"Your wife, sir?' | said. "Has she gone and left you?' | really
wanted to know about his wife, remembering very well.

"Yes, left me," he said, in alike loud and bitter goloss. "She
died, you see. She was brutally raped and beaten. The shock
was very great. It wasin thishouse," hisrookers were trem-
bling, holding a wiping-up cloth, "in that room next door. |
have had to steel myself to continue to live here, but she
would have wished me to stay where her fragrant memory

still lingers. Yesyesyes. Poor littlegirl." | viddied all clearly,
my brothers, what had happened that far-off nochy, and vid-
dying myself on that job, | began to feel | wanted to sick and
the pain started up in my gulliver. Thisveck viddied this, be-
cause my litso felt it was all drained of red red krovvy, very
pale, and he would be able to viddy this. "Y ou go to bed now,"
he said kindly. "I've got the spare room ready. Poor poor boy,
you must have had aterrible time. A victim of the modern



age, just as she was. Poor poor poor girl."
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| had areal horrorshow night's sleep, brothers, with no
dreamsat all, and the morning was very clear and like frosty,
and there was the very pleasant like von of breakfast frying
away down below. It took me some little time to remember
where | was, as it always does, but it soon came back to me
and then | felt likewarmed and protected. But, as| laid there
in the bed, waiting to be called down to breakfast, it struck
me that | ought to get to know the name of this kind pro-
tecting and like motherly veck, so | had a pad round in my
nagoy nogas looking for 'A Clockwork Orange’, which would
be bound to have his eemyain, he being the author. There was
nothing in my bedroom except a bed and a chair and a light,
so | ittied next door to this veck's own room, and there |
viddied his wife on the wall, a bolshy blown-up photo, so |
felt amalenky bit sick remembering. But there were two or
three shelves of books there too, and there was, as | thought
there must be, a copy of 'A Clockwork Orange', and on the
back of the book, like on the spine, was the author's eemya-
F. Alexander. Good Bog, | thought, he is another Alex. Then |
leafed through, standing in his pyjamas and bare nogas but
not feeling one malenky bit cold, the cottage being warm all
through, and | could not viddy what the book was about. It
seemed written in avery bezoomny like style, full of Ah and
Oh and all that cal, but what seemed to come out of it was that
all lewdies nowadays were being turned into machines and
that they were really - you and me and him and kiss-my-
sharries - more like a natural growth like afruit. F. Alexander
seemed to think that we all like grow on what he called the
world-tree in the world-orchard that like Bog or God

planted, and we were there because Bog or God had need of
us to quench histhirsty love, or somesuch cal. | didn't like
the shoom of this at all, O my brothers, and wondered how
bezoomny this F. Alexander really was, perhaps driven be-



zoomny by hiswife's snuffing it. But then he called me down
in alike sane veck's goloss, full of joy and love and all that
cal, so down Y our Humble Narrator went.

'You've slept long," he said, ladling out boiled eggs and
pulling black toast from under the grill. "It's nearly ten
already. I've been up hours, working."

"Writing another book, sir?' | said.

"No no, not that now," he said, and we sat down nice and
droogy to the old crack crack crack of eggs and crackle
crunch crunch of this black toast, very milky chai standing by
in bolshy great morning mugs. "No, I've been on the phone to
various people.”

"I thought you didn't have a phone,” | said, spooning egg in
and not watching out what | was saying.

"Why?' he said, very alert like some skorry animal with an
egg-spoon initsrooker. "Why shouldn't you think | have a
phone?"

"Nothing," | said, "nothing, nothing." And | wondered,
brothers, how much he remembered of the earlier part of that
distant nochy, me coming to the door with the old tale and
saying to phone the doctor and she saying no phone. He

took avery close smot at me but then went back to being like
kind and cheerful and spooning up the old eggiweg. Munching
away, he said:

"Yes, I've rung up various people who will be interested in
your case. Y ou can be avery potent weapon, you see, in en-
suring that this present evil and wicked Government is not
returned in the forthcoming election. The Government's big
boast, you see, isthe way it has dealt with crime these | ast
months." He looked at me very close again over his steaming
egg, and | wondered again if he was viddying what part | had so
far played in hisjeezny. But he said: "Recruiting brutal young
roughs for the police. Proposing debilitating and will-sapping
techniques of conditioning." All these long slovos, brothers,
and alike mad or bezoomny look in his glazzies. "We've seen



it al before," he said, "in other countries. The thin end of the
wedge. Before we know where we are we shall have the full
apparatus of totalitarianism." "Dear dear dear," | thought,
egging away and toast-crunching. | said:

"Where do | come into all this, sir?"

"You," he said, still with this bezoomny look, "are aliving
witness to these diabolical proposals. The people, the
common people must know, must see." He got up from his
breakfast and started to walk up and down the kitchen, from
the sink to the like larder, saying very gromky: "Would they
like their sons to become what you, poor victim, have
become? Will not the Government itself now decide what is
and what is not crime and pump out the life and guts and will
of whoever seesfit to displeasure the Government? He became
quieter but did not go back to hisegg. "l've written an article,”
he said, "this morning, while you were sleeping. That will be
out in aday or so, together with your unhappy picture. You
shall signit, poor boy, arecord of what they have done to
you." | said:

"And what do you get out of all this, sir? | mean, besides

the pretty polly you'll get for the article, asyou call it? |
mean, why are you so hot and strong against this Govern-
ment, if | may make like so bold as to ask?"

He gripped the edge of the table and said, gritting his

zoobies, which were very cally and all stained with cancer-
smoke: "Some of us haveto fight. There are great traditions
of liberty to defend. | am no partisan man. Where | seethe
infamy | seek to eraseit. Party names mean nothing. The tra
dition of liberty means all. The common people will let it go,
ohyes. They will sall liberty for aquieter life. That iswhy they
must be prodded, prodded - " And here, brothers, he picked
up afork and stuck it two or three razzes into the wall, so

that it got all bent. Then he threw it on thefloor. Very kindly
he said: "Eat well, poor boy, poor victim of the modern
world,"” and | could viddy quite clear he was going off his



gulliver. "Eat, eat. Eat my egg aswell." But | said:

"And what do | get out of this? Do | get cured of the way |
am? Do | find myself able to slooshy the old Choral Sym-
phony without being sick once more? Can | live like anormal
jeezny again? What, sir, happens to me?"

He looked at me, brothers, asif he hadn't thought of that
before and, anyway, it didn't matter compared with Liberty
and all that cal, and he had a look of surprise at me saying
what | said, as though | was being like selfish in wanting some-
thing for myself. Then he said: "Oh, as | say, you're aliving
witness, poor boy. Eat up all your breakfast and then come
and see what I've written, for it's going into 'The Weekly
Trumpet' under your name, you unfortunate victim."

Well, brothers, what he had written was a very long and

very weepy piece of writing, and as| read it | felt very sorry
for the poor malchick who was govoreeting about his
sufferings and how the Government had sapped his will and
how it was up to all lewdiesto not let such arotten and evil
Government rule them again, and then of course | realized
that the poor suffering malchick was none other than Y. H. N.
"Very good," | said. "Real horrorshow. Written well thou
hast, O sir." And then he looked at me very narrow and

said:

"What?' It was like he had not slooshied me before.

"Oh, that," | said, "iswhat we call nadsat talk. All the teens
usethat, sir." So then heittied off to the kitchen to wash up
the dishes, and | was |eft in these borrowed night platties and
toofles, waiting to have done to me what was going to be
done to me, because | had no plans for myself, O my
brothers.

While the great F. Alexander was in the kitchen a ding-
alingaling came at the door. "Ah," he creeched, coming out
wiping hisrookers, "it will be these people. I'll go." So he went
and let them in, akind of rumbling hahaha of talk and hallo
and filthy weather and how are things in the hallway, then



they ittied into the room with the fire and the book and the
article about how | had suffered, viddying me and going
Aaaaah asthey did it. Therewerethreelewdies, and F. Alex
gave me their eemyas. Z.Dolin was a very wheezy smoky kind
of aveck, coughing kashl kashl kashl with the end of a cancer
in hisrot, spilling ash all down his platties and then brushing
it away with like very impatient rookers. He was a malenky
round veck, fat, with big thick-framed otchkies on. Then there
was Something Something Rubinstein, a very tall and polite
chelloveck with areal gentleman's goloss, very starry with a
like eggy beard. And lastly there was D. B. da Silvawho was
like skorry in his movements and had this strong von of scent
coming from him. They all had areal horrorshow look at me
and seemed like overjoyed with what they viddied. Z. Dolin
said:

"All right, all right, eh? What a superb device he can be, this
boy. If anything, of course, he could for preference ook even
iller and more zombyish than he does. Anything for the cause.
No doubt we can think of something."

| did not like that crack about zombyish, brothers, and so |
said: "What goes on, bratties? What dost thou in mind for thy
little droog have?' And the F. Alexander swooshed in

with:

"Strange, strange, that manner of voice pricks me. We've
come into contact before, I'm sure we have." And he brooded,
like frowning. | would have to watch this, O my brothers.

D. B. daSilvasaid:

"Public meetings, mainly. To exhibit you at public meetings
will be atremendous help. And, of course, the newspaper
angleisall tied up. A ruined lifeisthe approach. We must
inflame all hearts." He showed his thirty-odd zoobies, very
white against his dark-coloured litso, he looking a malenky

bit like some foreigner. | said:

"Nobody will tell me what | get out of all this. Tortured in
jail, thrown out of my home by my own parents and their



filthy overbearing lodger, beaten by old men and near-killed
by the millicents - what is to become of me?' The Rubinstein
veck camein with:

"You will see, boy, that the Party will not be ungrateful. Oh,
no. At the end of it all there will be some very acceptable little
surprise for you. Just you wait and see."

"There's only one veshch | require,”" | creeched out, "and

that's to be normal and healthy as | wasin the starry days,
having my malenky bit of fun with real droogs and not those
who just call themselves that and are really more like traitors.
Can you do that, en? Can any veck restore me to what | was?
That's what | want and that's what | want to know."

Kashl kashl kashl, coughed this Z. Dolin. "A martyr to the
cause of Liberty." he said. "You have your part to play and
don't forget it. Meanwhile, we shall look after you." And he
began to stroke my left rooker asif | waslike anidiot, grin
ning in a bezoomny way. | creeched:

" Stop treating me like athing that's like got to be just used.

I'm not an idiot you can impose on, you stupid bratchnies.
Ordinary prestoopnicks are stupid, but I'm not ordinary and
nor am | dim. Do you slooshy?"

"Dim," said F. Alexander, like musing. "Dim. That was a name
somewhere. Dim."

"Eh?' | said. "What's Dim got to do with it? What do you
know about Dim?' And then | said: "Oh, Bog help us." | didn't
like the look in F. Alexander's glazzies. | made for the

door, wanting to go upstairs and get my platties and then itty
off.

"I could almost believe," said F. Alexander, showing his
stained zoobies, his glazzies mad. "But such things are impos-
sible. For, by Christ, if hewere I'd tear him. I'd split him, by
God, yes yes, so | would."

"There," said D. B. da Silva, stroking his chest like hewas a
doggie to calm him down. "It'sall in the past. It was other
people altogether. We must help this poor victim. That's what



we must do now, remembering the Future and our Cause."

"I'll just get my platties," | said, at the stair-foot, "that isto
say clothes, and then I'll be ittying off all on my oddy knocky.
| mean, my gratitude for all, but I have my own jeezny to live."
Because, brothers, | wanted to get out of here real skorry. But
Z.Dolinsaid:

"Ah, no. We have you, friend, and we keep you. You come
with us. Everything will be all right, you'll see." And he came
up to me like to grab hold of my rooker again. Then,

brothers, | thought of fight, but thinking of fight made melike
want to collapse and sick, so | just stood. And then | saw this
like madnessin F. Alexander's glazzies and said:

"Whatever you say. | amin your rookers. But let's get it
started and all over, brothers." Because what | wanted now
was to get out of this mesto called HOME. | was beginning
not to like the look of the glazzies of F. Alexander one
malenky bit.

"Good," said this Rubinstein. "Get dressed and let's get
started.”

"Dimdim dim," F. Alexander kept saying in alike low
mutter. "What or who was this Dim?" | ittied upstairs real
skorry and dressed in near two secondsflat. Then | was out
with these three and into an auto, Rubinstein one side of me
and Z. Dolin coughing kashl kashl kashl the other side. D. B.
da Silva doing the driving, into the town and to a flatblock

not really all that distant fromwhat had used to be my own
flatblock or home. "Come, boy, out," said Z. Dolin, coughing
to make the cancer-end in hisrot glow red like some malenky
furnace. "Thisiswhere you shall be installed.” So weittied in,
and there was like another of these Dignity of Labour vesh-
ches on the wall of the vestibule, and we upped in the lift,
brothers, and then went into aflat like all the flats of all the
flatblocks of the town. Very very malenky, with two bed-
rooms and one live-eat-work-room, the table of this al
covered with books and papers and ink and bottles and all



that cal. "Hereisyour new home," said D. B. da Silva. "Settle
here, boy. Food isin the food-cupboard. Pyjamasarein a
drawer. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit."

"Eh?' | said, not quite ponying that.

"All right," said Rubinstein, with his starry goloss. "We are
now leaving you. Work has to be done. We'll be with you
later. Occupy yourself as best you can."”

"One thing," coughed Z. Dolin kashl kashl kashl. "Y ou saw
what stirred in the tortured memory of our friend F. Alexan-
der. Wasit, by chance- ? That isto say, did you- ? | think
you know what | mean. We won't let it go any further."

"I've pad,” | said. "Bog knows I've paid for what | did. I've
paid not only for like myself but for those bratchnies too

that called themselves my droogs." | felt violent so then | felt a
bit sick. "I'll lay down abit," | said. "I've been through terrible
terrible times."

"You have," said D. B. da Silva, showing all his thirty

zoobies. "You do that."

So they left me, brothers. They ittied off about their

business, which | took to be about politics and all that cal,

and | was on the bed, all on my oddy knocky with everything
very very quiet. | just laid there with my sabogs kicked off my
nogas and my tie loose, like all bewildered and not knowing
what sort of ajeezny | was going to live now. And all sorts of
like pictures kept like passing through my gulliver, of the
different chellovecks I'd met at school and in the Staja, and

the different veshches that had happened to me, and how

there was not one veck you could trust in the whole bolshy
world. And then | like dozed off, brothers.

When | woke up | could hear slooshy music coming out of

the wall, real gromky, and it was that that had dragged me out
of my bit of like sleep. It was a symphony that | knew real
horrorshow but had not slooshied for many a year, namely

the Symphony Number Three of the Danish veck Otto Skade-
lig, avery gromky and violent piece, especially in the first



movement, which was what was playing now. | slooshied for
two secondsin like interest and joy, but then it all came over
me, the start of the pain and the sickness, and | began to

groan deep down in my keeshkas. And then there | was, me
who had loved music so much, crawling off the bed and going
oh oh oh to myself and then bang bang banging on the wall
creching: "Stop, stop it, turnit off!" But it went on and it
seemed to be like louder. So | crashed at the wall till my
knuckles were all red red krovvy and torn skin, creeching and
creeching, but the music did not stop. Then | thought | had to
get away fromit, so | lurched out of the malenky bedroom
and ittied skorry to the front door of the flat, but this had

been locked from the outside and | could not get out. And all
the time the music got more and more gromky, like it was all

a deliberate torture, O my brothers. So | stuck my little fingers
real deep in my ookos, but the trombones and kettledrums
blasted through gromky enough. So | creeched again for them
to stop and went hammer hammer hammer on the wall, but it
made not one malenky bit of difference. "Oh, what am | to
do?' | boohooed to myself. "Oh, Bog in Heaven help me." |
was like wandering all over theflat in pain and sickness, trying
to shut out the music and like groaning deep out of my guts,
and then on top of the pile of books and papers and all that

cal that was on the tablein the living room | viddied what |

had to do and what | had wanted to do until those old menin
the Public Biblio and then Dim and Billyboy disguised as
rozzes stopped me, and that was to do myself in, to snuff it,

to blast off for ever out of thiswicked and cruel world. What

| viddied was the slovo DEATH on the cover of alike pam-
phlet, even though it was only DEATH to THE GOV ERN-
MENT. And like it was Fate there was another malenky
booklet which had an open window on the cover, and it said:
"Open the window to fresh air, fresh ideas, a new way of
living." And so | knew that was like telling me to finish it all off
by jumping out. One moment of pain, perhaps, and then sleep



for ever and ever and ever.

The music was still pouring in al brass and drums and the
violins miles up through the wall. The window in the room
where | had laid down was open. | ittied to it and viddied a
fair drop to the autos and buses and waiting chellovecks
below. | creeched out to the world: "Good-bye, good-bye,
may Bog forgive you for aruined life." Then | got on to the
sill, the music blasting away to my left, and | shut my glazzies
and felt the cold wind on my litso, then | jumped.
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| jumped, O my brothers, and | fell on the sidewalk hard, but |
did not snuff it, oh no. If | had snuffed it | would not be here
to write what | written have. It seems that the jump was not
from a big enough heighth to kill. But | cracked my back and
my wrists and nogas and felt very bolshy pain before | passed
out, brothers, with astonished and surprised litsos of chello-
vecksin the streets looking at me from above. And just before
| passed out | viddied clear that not one chelloveck in the
whole horrid world was for me and that that music through
the wall had all been like arranged by those who were sup-
posed to be my like new droogs and that it was some veshch
like this that they wanted for their horrible selfish and boast-
ful politics. All that wasin like amillion millionth part of one
minoota before | threw over the world and the sky and the
litsos of the staring chellovecks that were above me.

Where | was when | came back to jeezny after along black
black gap of it might have been a million years was a hospital,
all white and with this von of hospitals you get, all like sour
and smug and clean. These antiseptic veshches you get in hos
pitals should have areal horrorshow von of likefrying

onions or of flowers. | came very slow back to knowing who

| wasand | was all bound up in white and | could not feel
anything in my plott, pain nor sensation nor any veshch at all.
All round my gulliver was a bandage and there were bits of
stuff like stuck to my litso, and my rookers were all in
bandages and like bits of stick were like fixed to my fingerslike
on it might be flowers to make them grow straight, and my
poor old nogas were all straightened out too, and it was all
bandages and wire cages and into my right rooker, near the
pletcho, was red red krovvy dripping from ajar upside down.
But | could not feel anything, O my brothers. There was a
nurse sitting by my bed and she was reading some book that
was all very dim print and you could viddy it was a story



because of alot of inverted commas, and she was like breath-
ing hard uh uh uh over it, so it must have been a story about
the old in-out in-out. She was areal horrorshow devotchka,
this nurse, with avery red rot and like long lashes over her
glazzies, and under her like very stiff uniform you could viddy
she had very horrorshow groodies. So | said to her: "What
gives, O my little sister? Come thou and have a nice lay-down
with your malenky droog in thisbed." But the slovos didn't
come out horrorshow at all, it being as though my rot was all
stiffened up, and | could feel with my yahzick that some of my
zoobies were no longer there. But this nurse like jumped and
dropped her book on the floor and said:

"Oh, you've recovered consciousness."

That was like a big rotful for amalenky ptitsalike her, and

| tried to say so, but the slovos came out only like er er er.
Sheittied off and left me on my oddy knocky, and | could
viddy now that | was in a malenky room of my own, not in
one of these long wards like | had been in asavery little
malchick, full of coughing dying starry vecks all around to
make you want to get well and fit again. It had been like
diphtherial had had then, O my brothers.

It was like now as though | could not hold to being con+
scious all that long, because | was like asleep again almost
right away, very skorry, but in a minoota or two | was sure
that this nurse ptitsa had come back and had brought chello-
vecks in white coats with her and they were viddying me very
frowning and going hm hm hm at Y our Humble Narrator. And
with them | was sure there was the old charles from the Staja
govoreeting: "Oh my son, my son," breathing a like very stale
von of whisky on to me and then saying: "But | would not
stay, oh no. | could not in no wise subscribe to what those
bratchnies are going to do to other poor prestoopnicks. O |
got out and am preaching sermons now about it all, my little
beloved soninJ. C."

| woke up again later on and who should | viddy there



round the bed but the three from whose flat | had jumped out,
namely D. B. da Silva and Something Something Rubinstein
and Z. Dolin. "Friend," one of these vecks was saying, but |
could not viddy, or slooshy horrorshow which one, "friend,
little friend," this goloss was saying, "the people are on fire
with indignation. Y ou have killed those horrible boastful
villains' chances of re-election. They will go and will go

for ever and ever. You have served Liberty well." | tried to
sy

"If | had died it would have been even better for you politi-
cal bratchnies, would it not, pretending and treacherous
droogs asyou are." But al that came out was er er er. Then
one of these three seemed to hold out alot of bits cut from
gazettas and what | could viddy was a horrible picture of me
all krovvy on astretcher being carried off and | seemed to like
remember a kind of a popping of lights which must have been
photographer vecks. Out of one glazz | could read like head-
lines which were sort of trembling in the rooker of the
chelloveck that held them, like BOY VICTIM OF CRIMINAL
REFORM SCHEME and GOVERNMENT AS MUR-
DERER and there was like a picture of aveck that

looked familiar to me and it said OUT OUT OUT, and that
would be the Minister of the Inferior or Interior. Then the
nurse ptitsa said:

"Y ou shouldn't be exciting him like that. Y ou shouldn't be
doing anything that will make him upset. Now come on, let's
have you out." | tried to say:

"Out out out," but it was er er er again. Anyway, these three
political veckswent. And | went, too, only back to the land,
back to all blackness it up by like odd dreamswhich | didn't
know whether they were dreams or not, O my brothers. Like
for instance | had this idea of my whole plott or body being
like emptied of asit might be dirty water and then filled up
again with clean. And then there were really lovely and horror-
show dreams of being in some veck's auto that had been crasted



by me and driving up and down the world all on my oddy
knocky running lewdies down and hearing them creech they
were dying, and in me no pain and no sickness. And also there
were dreams of doing the old in-out in-out with devotchkas,
forcing like them down on the ground and making them have
it and everybody standing around claping their rookers and
cheering like bezoomny. And then | woke up again and it was
my pee and em come to viddy their ill son, my em boohooing
real horrorshow. | could govoreet alot better now and could say:
"Well well well well well, what gives? What makes you think
you are like welcome?' My papapa said, in alike ashamed
way:

"Y ou were in the papers, son. It said they had done great
wrong to you. It said how the Government drove you to try
and do yourself in. And it was our fault too, in away, son.

Y our home's your home, when all's said and done, son." And
my mum kept on going boohoohoo and looking ugly as kiss-
my-sharries. So | said:

"And how beeth the new son Joe? Well and healthy and
prosperous, | trust and pray?' My mum said:

"Oh, Alex Alex. Owwwwwwww." My papapa said:

"A very awkward thing, son. He got into a bit of trouble

with the police and was done by the police."

"Really?' | said. "Really? Such a good sort of chelloveck and
all. Amazed proper | am, honest."

"Minding his own business he was," said my pee. "And the
police told him to move on. Waiting at a corner he was, son,
to see agirl he was going to meet. And they told him to move
on and he said he had rights like everybody else, and then they
sort of fell on top of him and hit him about cruel.”

"Terrible," | said. "Really terrible. And where isthe poor boy
now?"

"Owwwww," boohooed my mum. "Gone back owww-
wwwme."

"Yes," sad dad. "He's gone back to his own home town to



get better. They've had to give his job here to somebody
else”

"So now," | said, "You're willing for me to move back in
again and things be like they were before."

"Yes, son," said my papapa. "Please, son."

"I'll consider it," | said. "I'll think about it real careful."
"Owwwww," went my mum.

"Ah, shut it," | said, "or I'll give you something proper to
yowl| and creech about. Kick your zoobiesin I will." And, O
my brothers, saying that made me feel a malenky bit better, as
if al like fresh red red krovvy was flowing all through my
plott. That was something | had to think about. It waslike as
though to get better | had had to get worse.

"That's no way to speak to your mother, son," said my
papapa. "After al, she brought you into the world."

"Yes," | said. "And aright grahzny vonny world too." | shut
my glazziestight in like pain and said: "Go away now. I'll think
about coming back. But things will have to be very
different."

"Yes, son," said my pee. "Anything you say."

"You'll have to make up your mind," | said, "who's to be
boss."

"Owwwwww," my mum went on.

"Very good, son," said my papapa. "Things will be asyou
like. Only get well."

When they had gone | laid and thought a bit about different
veshches, like all different pictures passing through my gulliver,
and when the nurse ptitsa came back in and like straightened
the sheets on the bed | said to her:

"How long isit I've been in here?"

"A week or so," she said.

"And what have they been doing to me?"

"Well," she said, "you were all broken up and bruised and

had sustained severe concussion and had lost alot of blood.
They've had to put al that right, haven't they?"



"But," | said, "has anyone been doing anything with my gulli-
ver? What | mean is, have they been playing around with
inside like my brain?"

"Whatever they've done," she said, "it'll all be for the

best."

But a couple of days later a couple of like doctor vecks
came in, both youngish vecks with these very sladky smiles,
and they had like a picture book with them. One of them said:
"We want you to have alook at these and to tell us what you
think about them. All right?"

"What giveth, O little droogies?' | said. "What new be-
zoomny idea dost thou in mind have?' So they both had a
like embarrassed smeck at that and then they sat down either
side of the bed and opened up this book. On thefirst page
there was like a photograph of a bird-nest full of eggs.
"Yes?' one of these doctor vecks said.

"A bird-nest," | said, "full of like eggs. Very very nice."
"And what would you like to do about it?' the other one
said.

"Oh," | said, "smash them. Pick up the lot and like throw
them against awall or acliff or something and then viddy
them all smash up real horrorshow."

"Good good," they both said, and then the page was turned.
It was like a picture of one of these bolshy great birds called
peacocks with all itstail spread out in all coloursin avery
boastful way. "Yes?' said one of these vecks.

"I would like," | said, "to pull out like all those feathersin its
tail and slooshy it creech blue murder. For being so like
boastful."

"Good," they both said, "good good good." And they went
on turning the pages. There were like pictures of real hor-
rorshow devotchkas, and | said | would like to give them the
old in-out in-out with lots of ultra-violence. There were like
pictures of chellovecks being given the boot straight in the
litso and all red red krovvy everywhere and | said | would like



to beinon that. And there was a picture of the old nagoy
droog of the prison charli€'s carrying his cross up a hill, and |
said | would like to have the old hammer and nails. Good
good good, | said:

"What is all this?"

"Deep hypnopaedia,” or some such slovo, said one of these
two vecks. "You seem to be cured.”

"Cured?' | said. "Metied down to this bed like this and you
say cured? Kissmy sharriesiswhat | say."

So | waited and, O my brothers, | got alot better, munching
away at eggiwegs and lomticks of toast and peeting bolshy
great mugs of milky chai, and then one day they said | was
going to have avery very very special visitor.

"Who?' | said, while they straightened the bed and combed
my luscious glory for me, me having the bandage off now
from my gulliver and the hair growing again.

"You'll see, you'll see," they said. And | viddied all right. At
two-thirty of the afternoon there were like all photographers
and men from gazettas with noteboks and pencils and all

that cal. And, brothers, they near trumpeted a bolshy fanfare
for this great and important veck who was coming to viddy
Y our Humble Narrator. And in he came, and of course it was
none other than the Minister of the Interior or Inferior,
dressed in the heighth of fashion and with this very upper-
class haw haw goloss. Flash flash bang went the cameras
when he put out his rooker to me to shakeit. | said:

"Well well well well well. What giveth then, old droogie?’
Nobody seemed to quite pony that, but somebody saidin a
like harsh goloss:

"Be more respectful, boy, in addressing the Minister."
"Yarbles," | said, like snarling like adoggie. "Bolshy great
yarblockos to thee and thine."

"All right, all right," said the Interior Inferior one very
skorry. "He speaksto me as afriend, don't you, son?"

"| am everyone'sfriend," | said. "Except to my enemies."



"Well," said the Int Inf Min, sitting down by my bed. "I and
the Government of which | am a member want you to regard
usasfriends. Yes, friends. We have put you right, yes? You are
getting the best of treatment. We never wished you harm, but
there are some who did and do. And | think you know who
those are."

"Yesyesyes," hesaid. "There are certain men who wanted to
use you, yes, use you for political ends. They would have been
glad, yes, glad for you to be dead, for they thought they could
then blame it al on the Government. | think you know who
those men are."

"Thereisaman," said the Intinfmin, "called F. Alexander, a
writer of subversive literature, who has been howling for your
blood. He has been mad with desire to stick a knife in you.
But you're safe from him now. We put him away."

"He was supposed to be like adroogie,” | said. "Likea
mother to me was what he was."

"He found out that you had done wrong to him. At least,"
said the Min very very skorry, "he believed you had done
wrong. He formed thisideain his mind that you had been
responsible for the death of someone near and dear to

him."

"What you mean," | said, "is that he was told."

"He had thisidea," said the Min. "He was a menace. We put
him away for his own protection. And aso," he said, "for
yours."

"Kind," | said. "Most kind of thou."

"When you leave here," said the Min, "you will have no
worries. We shall seeto everything. A good job on agood
salary. Because you are helping us."

"Am1?' | said.

"We always help our friends, don't we?' And then he took
my rooker and some veck creeched: "Smile!" and | smiled
like bezoomny without thinking, and then flash flash crack flash
bang there were pictures being taken of me and the Intinfmin



all droogy together. "Good boy," said this great chelloveck.
"Good good boy. And now, see, a present.”

What was brought in now, brothers, was a big shiny box,

and | viddied clear what sort of aveshch it was. It wasa
stereo. It was put down next to the bed and opened up and
some veck plugged its lead into the wall-socket. "What shall it
be?' asked aveck with otchkies on his nose, and he had in his
rookers lovely shiny sleevesfull of music. "Mozart? Beet-
hoven? Schoenberg? Carl Orff?"

"The Ninth," | said. "The glorious Ninth."

And the Ninth it was, O my brothers. Everybody began to
leave nice and quiet while | laid there with my glazzies closed,
slooshying the lovely music. The Min said: "Good good boy,"
patting me on the pletcho, then heittied off. Only one veck
was left, saying: "Sign here, please." | opened my glazzies up to
sign, not knowing what | was signing and not, O my brothers,
caring either. Then | was left alone with the glorious Ninth of
Ludwig van.

Oh it was gorgeosity and yumyumyum. When it came to

the Scherzo | could viddy myself very clear running and run-
ning on like very light and mysterious nogas, carving the
whole litso of the creeching world with my cut-throat britva.
And there was the slow movement and the lovely last singing
movement still to come. | was cured al right.



v

'‘What's it going to be then, eh?

There was me, Y our Humble Narrator, and my three droogs, that is Len, Rick, and
Bully, Bully being called Bully because of his bolshy big neck and very gromky
goloss which was just like some bolshy great bull bellowing auuuuuuuuh. We were
sitting in the Korova Milkbar making up our rassoodocks what to do with the
evening, aflip dark chill winter bastard though dry. All round were chellovecks
well away onmilk plus vellocet and synthemesc and drencrom and other veshches
which take you far far far away from this wicked and real world into the land to
viddy Bog And All His Holy Angels And Saintsin your left sabog with lights
bursting and spurting all over your mozg. What we were peeting was the old
moloko with knivesin it, as we used to say, to sharpen you up and make you ready
for abit of dirty twenty-to-one, but |'ve told you all that before.

We were dressed in the heighth of fashion, which in those days was these very wide
trousers and avery loose black shiny leather like jerkin over an open-necked shirt
with alike scarf tucked in. At thistime too it was the heighth of fashion to use the
old britva on the gulliver, so that most of the gulliver was like bald and there was
hair only on the sides. But it was always the same on the old nogas - real
horrorshow bolshy big boots for kicking litsosit.

'‘What's it going to be then, eh?

| was like the oldest of we four, and they all looked up to me astheir leader, but |
got the idea sometimes that Bully had the thought in his gulliver that he would like
to take over, this being because of his gibness and the gromky goloss that bellowed
out of him when he was on the warpath. But all the ideas came from Y our Humble,
O my brothers, and also there was the veshch that | had been famous and had had
my picture and articles and all that cal in the gazettas. Also | had by far the best job
of all wefour, being in the National Gramodisc Archives on the music side with a
real horrorshow carman full of pretty polly at the week's end and alot of nice free
discs for my own malenky self on the side.



This evening in the Korovathere was afair number of vecks and ptitsas and
devotchkas and mal chicks smecking and peeting away, and cutting through their
govoreeting and the burbling of the inthe-landers with their 'Gorgor fallatuke and
the worm sprays in filltip slaughterballs’ and all that cal you could slooshy a
popdisc on the stereo, this being Ned Achimota singing 'That Day, Y eah, That Day'.
At the counter were three devotchkas dressed in the heighth of nadsat fashion, that
Isto say long uncombed hair dyed white and fal se groodies sticking out a metre or
more and very very tight short skirts with all like frothy white underneath, and
Bully kept saying: 'Hey, get in there we could, three of us. Old Len is not like
interested. Leave old Len alone with his God." And Len kept saying: 'Y arbles
yarbles. Where is the spirit of all for one and one for all, enh boy? Suddenly | felt
both very very tired and also full of tingly energy, and | said:

'‘Out out out out out.'
'‘Where to? said Rick, who had alitso like afrog's.

'Oh, just to viddy what's doing in the great outside,' | said. But somehow, my
brothers, | felt very bored and a bit hopeless, and | had been feeling that alot these
days. So | turned to the chelloveck nearest me on the big plush seat that ran right
round the whole messto, a chelloveck, that is, who was burbling away under the
influence, and | fisted him real skorry ack ack ack in the belly. But he felt it not,
brothers, only burbling away with his'Cart cart virtue, where in toptails lieth the
poppoppicorns? So we scatted out into the big winter nochy.

We walked down Marghanita Boulevard and there were no millicents patrolling that
way, so when we met a starry veck coming away from a news-kiosk where he had
been kupetting a gazetta |l said to Bully: 'All right, Bully boy, thou canst if thou like
wishest." More and more these days | had been just giving the orders and standing
back to viddy them being carried out. So Bully cracked into him er er er, and the
other two tripped him and kicked at him, smecking away, while he was down and
then let him crawl off to where he lived, like simpering to himself. Bully said:

'‘How about a nice yummy glass of something to keep out the cold, O Alex? For we
were not too far from the Duke of New Y ork. The other two nodded yes yes yes but
all looked at me to viddy whether that was all right. | nodded too and so off we



ittied. Inside the snug there were these starry ptitsas or sharps or baboochkas you
will remember from the beginning and they all started on their: 'Evening, lads, God
bless you, boys, best lads living, that's what you are,' waiting for us to say: "What's
It going to be, girls? Bully rang the collocoll and awaiter came in rubbing his
rookers on his grazzy apron. 'Cutter on the table, droogies,' said Bully, pulling out
his own rattling and chinking mound of deng. 'Scotchmen for us and the same for
the old baboochkas, en? And then | said:

'‘Ah, to hell. Let them buy their own." | didn't know what it was, but these last days |
had become like mean. There had come into my gulliver alike desire to keep all my
pretty polly to myself, to like hoard it all up for some reason. Bully said:

'‘What gives, bratty? What's coming over old Alex?

'‘Ah, to hell,' | said. 'l don't know. | don't know. What itisis| don't like just
throwing away my hard-earned pretty polly, that'swhat it is.’

'Earned? said Rick. 'Earned? It doesn't have to be earned, as well thou knowest, old
droogie. Took, that's all, just took, like." And he smecked real gromky and | viddied
one or two of his zoobiesweren't al that horrorshow.

'‘Ah," | said, 'l've got some thinking to do.' But viddying these baboochkas looking
all eager like for some free alc, | like shrugged my pletchoes and pulled out my own
cutter from my trouser carman, notes and coin all mixed together, and plonked it
tinkle crackle on the table.

‘Scotchmen all round, right,' said the waiter. But for some reason | said:
'No, boy, for me make it one small beer, right.' Len said:

‘This | do not much go for,' and he began to put his rooker on my gulliver, like
kidding | must have fever, but | like snarled doggy-wise for him to give over skorry.
‘All right, all right, droog," he said. 'As thou like sayest.' But Bully was having a
smot with his rot open at something that had come out of my carman with the pretty
polly I'd put on the table. He said:

'Well well well. And we never knew.'



'‘Give methat,' | snarled and grabbed it skorry. | couldn't explain how it had got
there, brothers, but it was a photograph | had scissored out of the old gazetta and it
was of a baby. It was of a baby gurgling goo goo goo with all like moloko dribbling
from itsrot and looking up and like smecking at everybody, and it was all nagoy
and itsflesh was like in all folds with being avery fat baby. There was then like a
bit of haw haw haw struggling to get hold of this bit of paper from me, so | had to
snarl again at them and | grabbed the photo and tore it up into tiny teeny pieces and
let it fall like abit of snow on to the floor. The whisky came in then and the starry
baboochkas said: ‘Good health, lads, God bless you, boys, the best lads living, that's
what you are,' and all that cal. And one of them who was all lines and wrinkles and
no zoobies in her shrunken old rot said: ‘Don't tear up money, son. If you don't need
It give it them as does,’ which was very bold and forward of her. But Rick said:

‘Money that was not, O baboochka. It was a picture of a dear little itsy witsy bitsy
bit of ababy.' | said:

'I'm getting just that bit tired, that | am. It's you who's the babies, you lot. Scoffing
and grinning and all you can do is smeck and give people bolshy cowardly
tolchocks when they can't give them back.' Bully said:

'‘Well now, we always thought it was you who was the king of that and also the
teacher. Not well, that's the trouble with thou, old droogie.'

| viddied this sloppy glass of beer | had on the table in front of me and felt like all
vomity within, so | went 'Aaaaah’ and poured all the frothy vonny cal all over the
floor. One of the starry pitsas said:

'Waste not want not.' | said:

'Look, droogies. Listen. Tonight | am somehow just not in the mood. | know not
why or how it is, but thereit is. Y ou three go your own ways this nightwise, leaving
me out. Tomorrow we shall meet same place same time, me hoping to be like a lot
better.'

'Oh," said Bully, 'right sorry | am.' But you could viddy alike gleam in his glazzies,
because now he would be taking over for this nochy. Power power, everybody like



wants power. ‘We can postpone till tomorrow,' said Bully, ‘what we in mind had.
Namely, that bit of shop-crasting in Gagarin Street. Flip horrorshow takings there,
droog, for the having.'

'‘No," | said. 'Y ou postpone nothing. You just carry on in your own like style. Now,' |
said, 'l itty off." And | got up from my chair.

'Where to, then? asked Rick.

‘That know | not,' | said. 'Just to be on like my own and sort things out.' Y ou could
viddy the old baboochkas were real puzzled at me going out like that and like all
morose and not the bright and smecking malchickiwick you will remember. But |
said: 'Ah, to hell, to hell,' and scatted out all on my oddy knocky into the street.

It was dark and there was awind sharp as a nozh getting up, and there were very
very few lewdies about. There were these patrol cars with brutal rozzes inside them
like cruising about, and now and then on the corner you would viddy a couple of
very young millicents stamping against the bitchy cold and letting out steam breath
on the winter air, O my brothers. | suppose really alot of the old ultra-violence and
crasting was dying out now, the rozzes being so brutal with who they caught,
though it had become like a fight between naughty nadsats and the rozzes who
could be more skorry with the nozh and the britva and the stick and even the gun.
But what was the matter with me these days was that | didn't like care much. It was
like something soft getting into me and | could not pony why. What | wanted these
days | did not know. Even the music | liked to slooshy in my own malenky den was
what | would have smecked at before, brothers. | was slooshying more like malenky
romantic songs, what they call Lieder, just agoloss and a piano, very quiet and like
yearny, different from when it had been all bolshy orchestras and me lying on the
bed between the violins and the trombones and kettledrums. There was something
happening inside me, and | wondered if it was like some disease or if it was what
they had done to me that time upsetting my gulliver and perhaps going to make me
real bezoomny.

So thinking like this with my gulliver bent and my rookers stuck in my trouser
carmans | walked the town, brothers, and at last | began to feel very tired and also
in great need of a nice bolshy chasha of milky chai. Thinking about this chai, | got a



sudden like picture of me sitting before a bolshy fire inan armchair peeting away at
this chai, and what was funny and very very strange was that | seemed to have
turned into avery starry chelloveck, about seventy years old, because | could viddy
my own voloss, which was very grey, and | also had whiskers, and these were very
grey too. | could viddy myself as an old man, sitting by afire, and then the like
picture vanished. But it was very like strange.

| came to one of these tea-and-coffee mestos, brothers, and | could viddy through
the long long window that it was full of very dull lewdies, like ordinary, who had
these very patient and expressionless litsos and would do no harm to no one, all
sitting there and govoreeting like quietly and peeting away at their nice harmless
chai and coffee. | ittied inside and went up to the counter and bought me a nice hot
chai with plenty of moloko, then | ittied to one of these tables and sat down to peet
it. There was a like young couple at this table, peeting and smoking filter-tip
cancers, and govoreeting and smecking very quietly between themselves, but | took
no notice of them and just went on peeting away and like dreaming and wondering
what was going to happen to me. But | viddied that the devotchka at this table who
was with this chelloveck was real horrorshow, not the sort you would want to like
throw down and give the old inout in-out to, but with a horrorshow plott and litso
and asmiling rot and very very fair voloss and all that cal. And then the veck with
her, who had a hat on his gulliver and had his litso like turned away from me,
swivelled round to viddy the boshy big clock they had on the wall in this mesto, and
then | viddied who he was and then he viddied who | was. It was Pete, one of my
three droogs from those days when it was Georgie and Dim and him and me. It was
Pete like looking older though he could not now be more than nineteen and a bit,
and he had a bit of a moustache and an ordinary day-suit and this hat on. | said:

‘Well well well, droogie, what gives? Very very long time no viddy.' He said:
It'slittle Alex, isn't it?

'‘None other,' | said. ‘A long long long time since those dead and gone good days.
And now poor Georgie, they told me, is underground and old Dim is a brutal
millicent, and here is thou and hereis |, and what news hast thou, old droogie?

'He talks funny, doesn't he? said the devotchka, like giggling.



‘This,' said Pete to the devotchka, 'is an old friend. His name is Alex. May |,' he said
to me, 'introduce my wife?

My rot fell wide open then. 'Wife? | like gasped. 'Wife wife wife? Ah no, that
cannot be. Too young art thou to be married, old droog. Impossible impossible.'

This devotchka who was like Pete's wife (impossible impossible) giggled again and
said to Pete: 'Did you used to talk like that too?

‘Well,' said Pete, and he like smiled. 'I'm nearly twenty. Old enough to be hitched,
and it's been two months already. Y ou were very young and very forward,
remember.’

'‘Well," | like gaped still. 'Over this get can | not, old droogie. Pete married. Well
well well.'

'‘We have asmall flat,' said Pete. 'l am earning very small money at State Marine
Insurance, but things will get better, that | know. And Georgina here-'

'‘What again is that name? | said, rot still open like bezoomny. Pete's wife (wife,
brothers) like giggled again.

‘Georgina,’ said Pete. 'Georginaworks too. Typing, you know. We manage, we
manage.' | could not, brothers, take my glazzies off him, really. He was like grown
up now, with a grown-up goloss and all. "Y ou must,' said Pete, ‘come and see us
sometime. You still,' he said, 'look very young, despite all your terrible experiences.
Yesyesyes, we've read all about them. But, of course, you are very young still.'

'‘Eighteen,’ | said, 'just gone.'

‘Eighteen, eh? said Pete. 'Asold as that. Well well well. Now,' he said, 'we have to
be going.' And he like gave this Georgina of his alike loving look and pressed one
of her rookers between his and she gave him one of these looks back, O my
brothers. 'Y es,' said Pete, turning back to me, 'we're off to alittle party at Greg's.'

'‘Greg? | said.



'Oh, of course,' said Pete, 'you wouldn't know Greg, would you? Greg is after your
time. While you were away Greg came into the picture. He runs little parties, you

know. Mostly wine-cup and word-games. But very nice, very pleasant, you know.

Harmless, if you see what | mean.

'Yes,' | said. 'Harmless. Yesyes, | viddy that real horrorshow.' And this Georgina
devotchka giggled again at my slovos. And then these two ittied off to their vonny
word-games at this Greg's, whoever he was. | was left all on my oddy knocky with
my milky chai, which was getting cold now, like thinking and wondering.

Perhaps that was it, | kept thinking. Perhaps | was getting too old for the sort of
jeezny | had been leading, brothers. | was eighteen now, just gone. Eighteen was
not ayoung age. At eighteen old Wolfgang Amadeus had written concertos and
symphonies and operas and oratorios and all that cal, no, not cal, heavenly music.
And then there was old Felix M. with his Midsummer Night's Dream Overture. And
there were others. And there was this like French poet set by old Benjy Britt, who
had done all his best poetry by the age of fifteen, O my brothers. Arthur, hisfirst
name. Eighteen was not all that young an age, then. But what was | going to do?

Walking the dark chill bastards of winter streets after ittying off from this cha and
coffee mesto, | kept viddying like visions, like these cartoons in the gazettas. There
was Y our Humble Narrator Alex coming home from work to a good hot plate of
dinner, and there was this ptitsa all welcoming and greeting like loving. But | could
not viddy her all that horrorshow, brothers, | could not think who it might be. But |
had this sudden very strong ideathat if | walked into the room next to this room
where the fire was burning away and my hot dinner laid on the table, there | should
find what | really wanted, and now it all tied up, that picture scissored out of the
gazetta and meeting old Pete like that. For in that other room in a cot was laying
gurgling goo goo goo my son. Y es yes yes, brothers, my son. And now | felt this
bolshy big hollow inside my plott, feeling very surprised too at myself. | knew what
was happening, O my brothers. | was like growing up.

Yesyesyes, there it was. Youth must go, ah yes. But youth is only being in away
like it might be an animal. No, it isnot just being an animal so much as being like
one of these malenky toys you viddy being sold in the streets, like little chellovecks
made out of tin and with a spring inside and then a winding handle on the outside



and you wind it up grrr grrr grrr and off it itties, like walking, O my brothers. But it
itties in a straight line and bangs straight into things bang bang and it cannot help
what it is doing. Being young islike being like one of these malenky machines.

My son, my son. When | had my son | would explain al that to him when he was
starry enough to like understand. But then | knew he would not understand or would
not want to understand at all and would do all the veshches | had done, yes perhaps
even killing some poor starry forella surrounded with mewing kots and koshkas,
and | would not be able to really stop him. And nor would he be able to stop his
own son, brothers. And so it would itty on to like the end of the world, round and
round and round, like some bolshy gigantic like chelloveck, like old Bog Himself
(by courtesy of Korova Milkbar) turning and turning and turning a vonny grahzny
orange in his gigantic rookers.

But first of all, brothers, there was this veshch of finding some devotchka or other
who would be a mother to this son. | would have to start on that tomorrow, | kept
thinking. That was something like new to do. That was something | would have to
get started on, a new like chapter beginning.

That's what it's going to be then, brothers, as| come to the like end of thistale. You
have been everywhere with your little droog Alex, suffering with him, and you have
viddied some of the most grahzny bratchnies old Bog ever made, all on to your old
droog Alex. And all it was was that | was young. But now as | end this story,
brothers, | am not young, not no longer, oh no. Alex like groweth up, oh yes.

But where | itty now, O my brothers, is all on my oddy knocky, where you cannot
go. Tomorrow is al like sweet flowers and the turning vonny earth and the stars and
the old Luna up there and your old droog Alex all on his oddy knocky seeking like a
mate. And all that cal. A terrible grahzny vonny world, really, O my brothers. And
so farewell from your little droog. And to all othersin this story profound shooms
of lip-music brrrrr. And they can kiss my sharries. But you, O my brothers,
remember sometimes thy little Alex that was. Amen. And all that cal.



Glossary of Nadsat Language

Words that do not appear to be of Russian origin are distinguished
by asterisks. (For help with the Russian, | am indebted to the kind-
ness of my colleague Nora Montesinos and a number of correspon
dents.)

*appy polly loggy - apology choodesny - wonderful
baboochka - old woman *chumble - to mumble
*baddiwad - bad clop - to knock

banda- band cluve - beak

bezoomny - mad collocall - bell

biblio - library *crack - to break up or 'bust'
bitva- battle *crark - to yowl?

Bog - God crast - to steal or rob;
bolnoy - sick robbery

bolshy - big, great creech - to shout or scream
brat, bratty - brother * cutter - money

bratchny - bastard dama - lady

britva - razor ded - old man

brooko - belly deng - money

brosay - to throw devotchka - girl

bugatty - rich dobby - good

cal - feces *dook - trace, ghost

*cancer - cigarette domy - house

cantora - office dorogoy - dear, valuable
carman - pocket dratsing - fighting

chal - tea *drencrom - drug

*charles, charlie - chaplain droog - friend

chasha- cup *dung - to defecate

chasso - guard dva- two

cheena - woman eegra- game

cheest - to wash eemya- name

chelloveck - person, man, *eggiweg - egg

fellow *filly - to play or fool with



chepooka - nonsense

*fist - to punch

*flip - wild?

forella- 'trout’

gazetta - newspaper
glazz - eye

gloopy - stupid

*golly - unit of money
goloss - voice

goober - lip

gooly - to walk

gorlo - throat

govoreet - to speak or talk
grahzny - dirty

grazzy - soiled

gromky - loud

groody - breast
gruppa- group

*guff - guffaw

gulliver - head
*guttiwuts - guts
*hen-korm - chickenfeed
*horn - to cry out
horrorshow - good, well
*In-out in-out - copulation
Interessovat - to interest
itty - to go
*jammiwam - jam
jeezny - life

kartoffel - potato
keeshkas - guts

kleb - bread

klootch - key

*firegold - drink

loveted - caught
lubbilubbing - making love

*luscious glory - hair

malchick - boy
malenky - little, tiny
maslo - butter
merzky - filthy
messel - thought, fancy
mesto - place
millicent - policeman
minoota - minute
molodoy - young
moloko - milk
moodge - man
morder - snout
*mounch - snack
mozg - brain
nachinat - to begin
nadmenny - arrogant
nadsat - teenage
nagoy - naked
*nazz - fool
neezhnies - underpants
nochy - night
hoga - foot, leg
nozh - knife
nuking - smelling
oddy knocky - lonesome
odin - one
okno - window
oobivat - to kill
ookadeet - to leave



knopka - button
kopat - to 'dig’
koshka - cat

kot - tomcat
krovvy - blood
kupet - to buy
lapa - paw
lewdies - people
*lighter - crone?
litso - face
lomtick, piece, bit

platties - clothes
pletcho - shoulder
plenny - prisoner
plesk - splash
*plosh - to splash
plott - body
podooshka - pillow
pol - sex
polezny - useful
*polyclef - skeleton key
pony - to understand
poogly - frightened
pooshka- ‘cannon’
prestoopnick - criminal
privodeet - to lead
somewhere
*pretty polly - money
prod - to produce
ptitsa - ‘chick'’
pyahnitsa - drunk
rabbit - work, job
radosty - joy

00KO - ear
oomny - brainy
oozhassny - terrible
00zy - chain
0soosh - to wipe
otchkies - eyeglasses
*pan-handle - erection
*pee and em - parents
peet - to drink
pishcha - food
platch - to cry

*shlaga - club
shlapa - hat
shoom - noise
shoot - fool
*sinny - cinema
skazat - to say
*skolliwoall - school
skorry - quick, quickly
*skriking - scratching
skvat - to grab
sladky - sweet
sloochat - to happen
sloosh, slooshy - to hear, to
listen
slovo - word
smeck - laugh
smot - to look
sneety - dream
*snoutie - tobacco?
*snuff it - to die
sobirat - to pick up
*sod - to fornicate, fornicator



raskazz - story
rassoodock - mind
raz - time

razdraz - upset
razrez - to rip, ripping
rook, rooker - hand, arm
rot - mouth

rozz - policeman
sabog - shoe

sakar - sugar
sammy - generous
*sarky - sarcastic
scoteena - '‘cow'
shaika- gang
*sharp - female
sharries - buttocks
shest - barrier
*shilarny - concern
*shive - dlice
shiyah - neck
shlem - helmet

viddy - to see or ook
voloss - hair
von - smell

vred - to harm or damage

yahma- hole
*yahoodies - Jews
yahzick - tongue
*yarbles - testicles

soomka- 'bag'
soviet - advice, order

spat - to sleep

*gplodge, splosh - splash
*gpoogy - terrified
*Stgja - State Jail
starry - ancient
strack - horror
*synthemesc - drug
tally - waist
*tashtook - handkerchief
*tass - cup
tolchock - to hit or push; blow,
beating
toofles - dippers
tree - three
vareet - to 'cook up'
*vaysay - washroom
veck - (see chelloveck)
*vellocet - drug
veshch - thing

yeckate - to drive
*warble - song
zammechat - remarkable
zasnoot - sleep
zheena - wife
zoobies - teeth
zvonock - bellpull
zvook - sound



A Clockwork Orange

Versions

A Clockwork Orange started life as a novella by the late Anthony Burgessin 1962, very
early in his literary career. Although Burgess always considered it one of his poorer
works, it was filmed by Stanley Kubrick in 1971, with Malcolm McDowell as Alex.
Ignoring (temporarily) the differing versions of the film, versions are as follows:

A Clockwork Orange

The (unpublished) pre-Nadsat original manuscript, mentioned occasionally by Burgess.

Written over 1960 and 1961 in the argot of the Teddyboys, Mods and Rockers of the
time.

A Clockwork Orange
William Heinemann Ltd, London, 1962.

The original UK publication, with 21 chapters intact. The definitive version...

A Clockwork Orange
W.W. Norton Inc, 1962.

The subsequent American publication, with the 21st chapter ommitted. Includes a
glossary of Nadsat.

A Clockwork Orange

Warner Bros., 1971.
Developed from (or, reportedly, improvised from) the Norton edition.
Stanley Kubrick's A Clockwork Orange

Abelard-Schuman, New Y ork, 1972.
|SBN 0-200-00003-9.

The much sought-after Film Book. Abelard-Schuman are located at 257 Park Ave. So.,
NY, NY 10010.



A Clockwork Orange

W.W. Norton & Company, Inc., 1986.
ISBN 0-393-31283-6

A reprint of the original novella, restoring the 21st chapter and including a brief essay by

Burgesstitled A Clockwork Orange Resucked as well as Eric Swenson's explanation of
the original Norton edition.

A Clockwork Orange: A play with music

Century Hutchinson Ltd., 1987.
ISBN 0-09-168381-5

There may or may not be an implicit pun in the subtitle. Given that the structure of the
play seems looser than that of the novella, it's presumably purely coincedental.

Not only the worst version of al of these listed, quite possibly the worst material Burgess
ever published.



A Clockwork Orange: A Prefatory Note

From A Clockwork Orange: A play with music, Century Hutchinson Ltd., 1987.

Points of interest

The novel, properly novella, entitled A Clockwork Orange first appeared in the spring of
1962. | had written itsfirst version in late 1960, when | was coming to the end of what
the neurological specialists had assured my late wife would be my terminal year. My late
wife broke the secret in time for me to work hard at providing some posthumous royalties
for her. In the period in which | was supposed to be dying from an inoperable cerebra
tumour, | produced the novels entitled The Doctor is Sck, Inside Mr Enderby, The Worm
and the Ring (areworking of an earlier draft), One Hand Clapping, The Eve of Saint
Venus (an expansion in novellaform of a discarded opera libretto) and A Clockwork
Orange in a much less fantastic version than the one that was eventually published. This
first version presented the world of adolescent violernce and governmental retribution in
the dlang that was current at the time among the hooligan groups known as the
Teddyboys and the Mods and Rockers. | had the sense to redlise that, by the time the
book came to be out, that slang would already be outdated, but | did not see clearly how
to solve the problem of an appropriate idiolect for the narration. When, in early 1961, it
seemed to me likely that | was not going to die just yet, | thought hard about the book and
decided that its story properly belonged to the future, in which it was conceivable that
even the easy- going British state might employ aversion therapy to cure the growing
disease of youthful aggression. My late wife and | spent part of the summer of 1961 in
Soviet Russia, where it was evident thet the authorities had problems with turbulent youth
not much different from our own. The stilyagi, or style-boys, were smashing faces and
windows, and the police, apparently obsessed with ideological and fiscal crimes, seemed
powerless to keep them under. It struck me that it might be a good idea to create a kind of
young hooligan who bestrode the iron curtain and spoke an argot compounded of the two
most powerful political languages in the world - Anglo-American and Russian. The irony
of the style would lie in the hero-narrator's being totally unpolitical.

There was what must seem, to us who are living in a more permissive age, an
unaccountable delay in getting the work accepted for publication. My literary agent was
even dubious about submitting it to a publisher, aleging that its pornography of violence
would be certain to make it unacceptable. I, or rather my late wife, whose Welsh blood
forced her into postures of aggression on her husband's behalf, reminded the agent that it
was his primary job not to make social or literary judgements on the work he handled but
to sall it. So the novella was sold to William Heinemann Ltd in London. In New York it
was sold to W.W. Norton Inc, though with the last chapter missing. To lop the final
section of the story, in which the protagonist gives up his youthful violence in order to



become a man with a man's responsibilities, seemed to me to be very harmful: it reduced
the work from a genuine novel (whose main characteristic must aways be a
demonstration of the capacity of human nature to change) to a mere fable. Moreover,
though this was perhaps a minor point, it ruined the arithmology of the book. The book
was written in twenty-one chapters (21 being the symbol of human maturity) divided into
three sections of exactly equal size. The American reduction |ooks lopsided. But the
American publisher's argument for truncation was based on a conviction that the original
version, showing as it does a capacity for regeneration in even the most depraved soul,
was akind of capitulation to the British Pelagian spirit, whereas the Augustinian
Americans were tough enough to accept an image of unregenerable man. | wasin no
position to protest, except feebly and in the expectation of being overborne: | needed the
couple of hundred dollars that comprised the advance on the work.

... Thereviews it received not only failed to whet an appetite among prospective book-
buyers. they were for the most part facetious and uncomprehending. What | had tried to
write was, as well as anovella, a sort of allegory of Christian free will. Man is defined by
his capacity to choose courses of moral action. If he chooses good, he must have the
possibility of choosing evil instead: evil is atheologica necessity. | was also saying that
it is more acceptable for usto perform evil acts than to be conditioned artificially into an
ability only to perform what is socially acceptable. The Times Literary Supplement
reviewer (anonymous in those days) saw the book only as a 'nasty little shocker', which
was rather unfair, while the down market newspapers thought the Anglo-Russian slang
was aslly little joke that didn't come off.

But the nasty little shocker was gaining an audience, especially among the American
young. Rock groups called 'Clockwork Orange' began to spring up in New York and Los
Angeles. These juveniles were primarily intrigued by the language of the book, which
became a genuine teenage argot, and they liked the title. They did not redlise that it was
an old Cockney expression used to describe anything queer, not necessarily sexually so,
and they hit on the secondary meaning of an organic entity, full of juice and sweetness
and agreeable odour, being turned into an automaton. The youth of Malaysia, where | had
lived for nearly six years, saw that orange contained orang, meaning in Malay a human
being. In Italy, where the book became Arancia all' Orologeria, it was assumed that the
title referred to a grenade, an alternative to the ticking pineapple. The small fame of the
novella did not noticeably enrich me, but it led to a proposal that it be filmed. It wasin, |
think, 1965, that the rock-group known as the Rolling Stones expressed an interest in the
buying of the property and an acting participation in a film version which | myself should
write. There was not much money in the project, because the permissive age in which
crude sex and cruder violence could be frankly presented had not yet begun. If the film
was to be made at al, it would have to be in a cheap underground version leased out to
clubs. But it was not made. Not yet.

It was the dawn of the age of candid pornography that enabled Stanley Kubrick to
exploit, to a serious artistic end, those elements in the story which were meant to shock
morally rather than merely titillate. These elements are, to some extent, hidden from the
reader by the language used: to tolchock a chelloveck in the kishkas does not sound so



bad as booting a man in the guts, and the old in-out in-out, even if it reduces the sexual
act to amechanical action, does not sicken quite as much as a Harold Robbins description
of cold rape. But in afilm little can be implied; everything has to be shown. Language
ceases to be an opaque protection against being appalled and takes a very secondary
place. | was bound to have misgivings about the film, and one of the banes of my later
life has been the public assumption that | had something to do with it. | did not. | wrote a
script, like nearly everybody else in the script-writing world, but nobody's script was
used. The book itself, asin aliterary seminar, was taken on to the film set, discussed,
sectionally dramatised with much free improvisation, and then, as film, stowed in the can.
All that | provided was a book, but | had provided it ten years previoudly. The British
state had ignored it, but it was not so ready to ignore the film. It was considered to be an
open invitation to the violent young, and inevitably | was regarded as an antisocial writer.
The imputation that | had something to do with the punk cult, whose stepfather | was
deemed to be by Time magazine, has more to do with the gorgeous technicolor of
Kubrick's film than with my own subfusc literary experiment.

| am disclosing a certain gloom about visual adaptation of my little book, and the reader
has now the right to ask why | have contrived a stage version of it. The answer is very
simple: it isto stem the flow of amateur adaptations that | have heard about though never
seen. It isto provide a definitive actable version which has auctoria authority. And,
moreover, it is aversion which, unlike Kubrick's cinema adaptation, draws on the entirety
of the book, presenting at the end a hooligan hero who is now growing up, faling in love,
proposing a decent bourgeois life with awife and family, and consoling us with the
doctrine that aggression is an aspect of adolescence which maturity reects. ... Alex the
hero speaks for me when he says in effect that destruction is a substitute for creation, and
that the energy of youth has to be expressed through aggression because it has not yet
been able to subdue itself through creation. Alex's aggressive instincts have been
stimulated by classical music, but the music has been forewarning him of what he must
some day become: a man who recognises the Dicnysiac in, say, Beethoven but
appreciates the Apollonian as well.

... Onefinal point. | toyed, when first publishing the book, with the notion of affixing an
epigraph from Shakespeare. This was considered to be a dangeroudly literary proposal:
the book had to stand naked with no chaperonage from the Bard. But perhaps | may now
conclude withiit. In Act 111 Scene 3 of The Winter's Tale the shepherd who finds the child
Perdita says: 'l would there were no age between ten and three-and-twenty, or that youth
would sleep out the reg; for there is nothing in the between but getting wenches with
child, wronging the ancientry, stealing, fighting -." It sounds like an exceptionally long
adolescence, but perhaps Shakespeare was thinking of his own. It is the adolescence,
somewhat briefer, that | present in A Clockwork Orange.



Cacotopia and Clockwork Oranges

From 1985, Hutchinson & Co. Ltd, London, 1978..

Following are extracts from the Cacotopia, Bakunin's Children and Clockwork
Oranges chapters of 1985, part novel, part critique of Orwell's Nineteen Eighty-Four.
Recommended, though it desparately needs an index.

Cacotopia

"The term utopia, which [Sir Thomas] More invented, has always had a connotation of
ease and comfort, Lotus Land, but it merely means any imaginary society, good or bad...
| prefer to call Orwell'simaginary society a cacotopia - on the lines of cacophony or
cacodemon.

"Most visions of the future are cacotopian.”

(Although not mentioned by Burgess, one of my favourite quotes along these lines is Ray
Bradbury's comment that science fiction writers don't try to predict the future, they try to
prevent it.)

Orwell's chief influence was We, by E.I. Zamyatin, reviewed by Orwell in Tribune on 4
January, 1946. Burgess links the title to a Slogan of Bakunin, the father of anarchism: 'l
do not want to be I, | want to be We.'... We's utopia is one "whose citizens have so
thoroughly lost their individuality that they are known only by their numbers... The
Single State, asit is called, is ruled by a personage as remote and vague as Big Brother;
he is known as the Benefactor.

"... There have been utopians - H.G. Wélls, for one - who believed that the just society
could be built. The Wellsian future is derided in Nineteen Eighty Four... Had Orwell
really been an Anglican rector... he would have said that the rational society, with
scientific socialism triumphant, was 'Pelagian'.

"The terms Pelagian and Augustinian, though theological, are useful for describing the
poles of man's belief as to his own nature... The view of man which [Pelagianism|
opposes appears, to most people, monstrously implausible, even though it is part of
traditional Christian doctrine. [Augustianism] states that man enters the world in a state
of ‘original sin" which he is powerless to overcome by his own efforts aone: he needs
Christ's redemption and God's grace. Origina sin relates a certain human predisposition
to evil to the crime of disobedience committed by Adam in the Garden of Eden. As
Zamyatin reminds us, Adam did not wish to be happy; he wished to be 'free’. He desired
free will, meaning the right to choose between courses of action... He did not realise that,
once free, he was more likely to choose the wrong than the right...



"Pelagius denied this terrible endowment. Man was free to choose salvation as much as
damnation: he was not predisposed to evil, there was no original sin. Nor was he
necessarily predisposed to good: the fact of total freedom of choice rendered him neutral.
But he certainly possessed the capability, with no hindrance from unregenerate forces
within, to live the good life and, by his own efforts, to achieve salvation at the end. St
Augustine, Bishop of Hippo, reaffirming the orthodox doctrine of origina sin and the
need to pray for grace, loudly condemned Pelagius. But Pelagius has, in more than fifteen
hundred years, refused to be silent.

"In secularizing these views of man, we tend to forget about sin and concentrate on what
is good for society and what is not... But, if there are secular Pelagians... there seem to be
no secular Augustinians...

"The polarity is, however, not al that rigid. We are al both Pelagian and Augustinian,
either in cyclical phases, or, through a kind of doublethink, at one and the same time...
Free will is of the essence of Pelagianism; determinism (original sin makes us not
altogether responsible for our actions) of Augustinianism...”

Burgess then goes on to consider the meaning of "terms like good and evil", and
ultimately their implications for the State.

Bakunin'sChildren

After measuring Orwell's predictions against modern understandings of the concept of
'State, in a chapter titled State and super state: a conver sation, Burgess discusses
expressions of distrust of the State (anarchism and Marxism, mainly), noting that:

"The pundits of predestination [as per Augustine] affirm that, since God is omniscient, he
knows everything that a man can ever do, that a man's every future act has aready been
determined for him, and therefore he cannot be free. The opposition gets over this
problem by stating that God validates the gift of free will by deliberately refusing to
foresee the future. When a man performs an act that God has refused to foresee, God
switches on the memory of his foreknowledge. God, in other words, is omniscient by
definition, but he will not take advantage of his omniscience.”

| think that this particular view comes from Augustineg; if it appears disingenuous, well,
I'd agree. | certainly wouldn't attempt to defend it from the Bible, mainly as | suspect it
can't be done. Someone (C.S. Lewis probably) once observed that the Creation was not so
much an experiment - God knew full well what the consegquences of it would be - asan
enterprise. Thisis adistinction that unites the doctrine that God's will is that none should
perish (as either Peter or Paul wrote) with the warning (from prophet after prophet, and
finally from Jesus himself) that many will; God gives life, knowing that it will be lost, but
is determined to do everything possible - including dying - to prevent that.



There has been occasional debate among theol ogians as to when Christ died only for the
elect (those who are predestined to be saved), or for al. Thefirst view is part of, | think,
Jansenism; the second would obvioudly involve the 'enterprise’ doctrine outlined above.
I'll look into it.

And Calvinism? Oddly, Burgess doesn't seem to mention it (an orthodox, though
extreme, doctrine of predestination) anywhere. If there's areason in this, it's probably due
more to his Catholic background and the specifically Reformation history of Calvinism
than anything else.

Clockwork Oranges

After examining the "victory of the state over Winston Smith", Burgess observes that
"Bakunin believed that men were already good; Pavlov believed that man could be made
good [and that the brain was] a machine dedicated to the improvement of its owner's
functioning as a human organism. This was the ultimate Pelagianism.”

He then discusses Skinner's behaviouralism, appalled at the loss of individual liberty, and
Arthur Koestler's pessimistic view of humanity, concluding that both see "man as a
diseased creature”, but that they are presupposing their own ability to diagnose this. In
effect, "though al men areill, some are lessill than others..."

"It was the sense of this division between well us and sick them that led me to write, in
1960, a short novel called A Clockwork Orange. It is not, in my view, avery good
novel... but it sincerely presented my abhorrence of the view that some people were
criminal and others not. A denia of the universal inheritance of sin is characteristic of
Pelagian societies like that of Britain, and it was in Britain, about 1960, that respectable
people began to murmur about the growth of juvenile delinquency and suggest [that the
young criminals] were a somehow inhuman breed and required inhuman treatment...
There were irresponsible people who spoke of aversion therapy... Society, as ever, was
put first. The delinquents were, of course, not quite human beings. they were minors, and
they had no vote; they were very much them as opposed to us, who represented society."

Burgess notes that certain rapists and homosexuals had been voluntarily treated through
various forms of aversion therapy (the latter group including, | think, Alan Turing), and
imagined a generic delinquent undergoing similar treatment "and rendered incapabl e of
contemplating, let aone perpetrating, an anti-social act without a sensation of profound
nausea.

"The book was called A Clockwork Orange for various reasons. | had aways loved the
Cockney phrase 'queer as a clockwork orange, that being the queerest thing imaginable,
and | had saved up the expression for years, hoping some day to use it asatitle. When |
began to write the book, | saw that thistitle would be appropriate for a story about the
application of Pavlovian, or mechanical, laws to an organism which, like a fruit, was



capable of colour and sweetness. But | had also served in Malaya, where the word for a
human being is orang. The name of the antihero is Alex, short for Alexander, which
means 'defender of men'. Alex has other connotations - a lex: alaw (unto himself); a
lex(is): avocabulary (of hisown); a (Greek) lex: without a law. Novedists tend to give
close attention to the names they attach to their characters. Alex is arich and noble name,
and | intended its possessor to be sympathetic, pitiable, and insidiously identifiable with
us, as opposed to them. But, in a manner, | digress.

"Alex is not only deprived of the capacity to choose to commit evil. A lover of music, he
has responded to the music, used as a heightener of emotion, which has accompanied the
violent films he has been made to see. A chemical substance injected into his blood
induces nausea while he is watching the films, but the nausea is aso associated with the
music. It was not the intention of his State manipulators to induce this bonus or malus: it
is purely an accident that, from now own, he will automatically react to Mozart or
Beethoven as he will to rape or murder. The State has succeeded in its primary aim: to
deny Alex free moral choice, which, to the State, means choice of evil. But it has added
an unforseen punishment: the gates of heaven are closed to the boy, since musicisa
figure of celestia bliss. The State has committed a double sin: it has destroyed a human
being, since humanity is defined by freedom of moral choice; it has also destroyed an
angel.

"The novel has not been well understood. Readers, and viewers of the film made from the
book, have assumed that |, a most unviolent man, am in love with violence. | am not, but
| am committed to freedom of choice, which means that if | cannot choose to do evil nor
can | choose to do good. It is better to have our streets infested with murderous young
hoodlums that to deny individual freedom of choice. Thisis a hard thing to say, but the
saying of it was imposed on me by the moral tradition which, as a member of western
civilization, | inherit. Whatever the conditions needful for the sustention of society, the
basic human endowment must not be denied. The evil, or merely wrong, products of free
will may be punished or held off with deterrents, but the faculty itself may not be
removed. The unintended destruction of Alex's capacity for enjoying music sumbolizes
the State's imperfect understanding (or volitional ignorance) of the whole nature of man,
and of the consequences of its own decisions. We may not be able to trust man - meaning
ourselves - very far, but we must trust the State far less.

"It is disturbing to note that it is in the democracies, founded on the premise of the
inviolabilityh of free will, that the principles of the manipulation of the mind may come
to be generally accepted... the evertual democratic response to crime may well be what
could be represented as the most human, or humane, or compassionate approach of al: to
regard man's mad division, which renders him both gloriously creative and bestially
destructive, as a genuine disease, to treat his schizophrenia with drugs or shocks or
Skinnerian conditioning. Juvenile delinquents destroy the State's peace; mature
delinquents threaten to destroy the human race. The principle is the same for both: burn
out the disease.



"...What | have in genera is aview of man which | may cal Hebreo-Heleno-Christian
humanist. It is the view [of] the Savage is Brave New World... 'l don't want comfort. |
want God, | want poetry, | want real danger, | want freedom, | want goodness. | want sin.’
The World Controller, Mustapha Mond, sums it up for him: 'In fact, you're claiming the
right to be unhappy.' Or the right, perhaps, not to find life dull. Perhaps the kind of
humanity that can produce Hamlet, Don Giovanni, the Choral Symphony, the Theory of
Relativity, Gaudi, Schoenberg and Picasso must, as a necessary corollary, also be able to
scare hell out of itself with nuclear weapons.

"What | have in particular isakind of residual Christianity that oscillates between
Augustine and Pelagius. Whoever or whatever Jesus Christ was, people marvelled at him
because he 'taught with authority'. There have been very few authoritative teachersin the
world, though there have been plenty of authoritarian demagogues. It is possible, just
possible, that by attempting the techniques of self-control that Christ taught something
can be done about our schizophrenia - the recognition of which goes back to the Book of
Genesis. | believe that the ethics of the Gospels can be given a secular application. | am
sure too that this has never seriously been tried.”

Burgess then goes on to consider the implications and practicality of this, closing the
chapter with "Man was put together by God, though it took him along time. What God
has joined together, even though it be an unholy trinity of a human brain, let no man put
asunder. Pray for Dr Skinner. May Pavlov rest in peace. Amen. "



Filming Clockwork Orange

Extracted from You've Had Your Time: Being the Second Part of the Confessions of
Anthony Burgess, William Heinemann Ltd, London, 1990.

"THERE had been an attempt, in the middle sixties, to put A Clockwork Orange on the
screen, with a singing group known as the Rolling Stones playing the violent quartet led
by the hero Alex, ardle to be given to Mick Jagger. | admired the intelligence, if rot the
art, of this young man and considered that he looked the quintessence of delinquency.
The film rights of the book were sold for very little to a small production company
headed by a Californian lawyer. If the film were to be made at all, it could only bein
some economical form leasable to clubs: the times were not ripe for the screening of rape
and continual mayhem before good family audiences. When the times did become ripe,
the option was sold to Warner Brothers for a very large sum: | saw none of the profit...
Script-writing can be arelief from the plod of fiction: it is nearly all dialogue, with the
récit left to the camera. But it is a mandatory condition of script-writing that one script is
never enough. There can sometimes be as many as twenty, with the twentieth usualy a
reversion to the first. In any event, scripts tend to change radically once they get on the
studio floor."

- p. 142

A Clockwork Orange

"| KNEW now that A Clockwork Orange was definitely being filmed - Stanley Kubrick
was sending urgent cables about the need to see me in London on some matter of the
script - and | feared, justly asit turned out, that there would be frontal nudity and overt

rape.

- p. 217

"| KNEW Kubrick's work well and admired it. Paths of Glory, not at that time
admissible in France, was a laconic metaphor of the barbarity of war, with the French
showing more barbarity than the Germans. Dr Strangel ove was avery acerbic satire on
the nuclear destruction we were all awaiting. Kubrick caught in akind of one-act play,
trimmed with shots of mushroom clouds, the masochistic reality of dreading a thing while
secretly longing for it... Lolita could not work well, not solely because James Mason and
Sellers were miscast, but because Kubrick had found no cinematic equivalent to
Nabokov's literary extravagence. Nabokov's script, | knew, had been rejected; all the
scripts for A Clockwork Orange, above al my own, had been rejected too, and | feared
that the cutting to the narrative bone which harmed the filmed Lolita would turn the
filmed A Clockwork Orange into a complementary pornograph - the seduction of a minor
for the one, for the other brutal mayhem. The writer's aim in both books had been to put
language, not sex or violence, into the foreground; a film, on the other hand, was not



made out of words. What | hoped for, having seen 2001: A Space Odyssey, was an expert
attempt at visual futurism. A Clockwork Orange, the book, had been set in a vague future
which was already probably past; Kubrick had the opportunity to create a fantastic new
future which, being realised in décor, could influence the present.

"...Liana, Deborah Rogers and | went to a Soho viewing-room and, with Kubrick
standing at the back, heard Walter Carlos's electronic version of Henry Purcell's funeral
music for Queen Mary and watched the film unroll... We watched the film to the end, but
it was not the end of the book | had published in London in 1962: Kubrick had followed
the American truncation and finished with a brilliantly realised fantasy drawn from the
ultimate chapter of the one, penultimate chapter of the other... Alex's voice-over gloats: 'l
was cured all right." A vindication of free will had become an exaltation of the urge to sin.
| was worried. The British version of the book shows Alex growing up and putting
violence by as a childish toy; Kubrick confessed that he did not know this version: an
American, though settled in England, he had followed the only version that Americans
were permitted to know. | cursed Eric Swenson of W.W. Norton.

"The film was now shown to the public and was regarded by the reactionary as the more
dangerous for being so brilliant. Its brilliance nobody could deny, and some of the
brilliance was a film director's response to the wordplay of the novel. The camera played,
sowing down, speeding up; when Alex hurled himself out of awindow a camera enacted
his attempted suicide by being itself hurled - athousand-pound machine ruined at one
throw. Asfor the terrible theme - the violence of the individual preferable to the violence
of the state - questions were asked in parliament and the banning of the film urged. It was
left to me, while the fulfilled artist Kubrick pared his nails in his house at Borehamwood,
to explain to the press what the film, and for that matter the almost forgotten book, was
really about, to preach alittle sermon about liberum arbitrium, and to affirm the Catholic
content. The Catholic press was not pleased. | told the Evening Standard that the germ of
the book was the fourfold attack on my first wife by American deserters, and this was
summarised on news-vendors' posters as CLOCKWORK ORANGE GANG
ATTACKED MY WIFE. Maurice Edelman MP, my old friend, attacked the film in the
same newspaper and | had to telephone through areply. | was not quite sure what | was
defending - the book that had been called ‘a nasty little shocker' or the film about which
Kubrick remained silent. | realised, not for the first time, how little impact even a
shocking book can make in comparison with a film. Kubrick's achievement swallowed
mine whole, and yet | was responsible for what some called its malign influence on the
young."

Burgess then defends the music of novel and film, describing it as "a character in its own
right", balancing the benefits of introducing the "pop-loving young" to emotionally
stimulating and artistically uplifting music against the denial (more the film's than the
novel's) of "the Victorian association of great music with lofty morality." Dining at
Kubrick's home, Burgess meets his family and his "concern with music":

"After Alex North had crippled himself with the rushed writing of a score for A Space
Odyssey, Kubrick had decided to draw his music out of the existing concert repertory. He



set a bad example to some of his followers. John Boorman's Excalibur, for instance, uses
music from Tristan und Isolde and Gotterdammerung, whose nonArthurian associations
are blatant. But Kubrick has usually chosen right. | showed him, on his piano, that the
Ode to Joy and 'Singin’ in the Rain'... go in acceptable counterpoint. | could see the gleam
in his eye of a commercial exploitation, but he let it go. What he gave me of value was
the idea of my next novel. Thiswas all to do with music.

"I had for some time past toyed with the notion of writing a Regency novel, akind of
Jane Austen parody, which should follow the pattern of a Mozart symphony... |
mentioned this to kubrick in a discussion of narrative techniques, and he suggested what |
should have aready thought of - namely, the imitation of a symphony which already had
narrative associations and, for plot, the filling out of the theme which had inspired the
symphony. He meant Beethoven's Symphony Number 3 in E Flat, the 'Eroica, which
began by being about Napoleon...

"Kubrick was not presenting this idea in a generous void. He wanted to make a film on
Napoleon, using techniques denied to Abel Gance, and he wished Napoleon's career to be
contained in a film of moderate length. He needed a script, but the script must be
preceeded by a novel. The musicalisation of Napoleon's life, from the first Italian
campaigns to the exile on St Helena, would be an act of compression, and it would
suggest compressive techniques in the film. Thus, if the battle of Waterloo came with
Beethoven's scherzo, then the cinematic narrative would be justified in speeding up the
action to an amost comic degree. Exile and death on St Helena would have to follow
Beethoven's technique of theme and variations - perhaps recapitulated film styles from
Eisenstein on - and Napoleon's death would have to be followed by his mythic
resurrection, since Beethoven says so. The financing of such afilm - with helicopter shots
of the major battles, all reproduced in pedantic detail - would run into more millions than
A Clockwork Orange had cost, but the film had to be made some day and Kubrick was
clearly the man to make it. Meanwhile, the writing of a novel called Napoleon Symphony
(the only possible title) would cost only time." - pp. 244-8

"In the film the hero is named Alex Burgess, but only after he has been named Alex
Del arge (areference to his caling himself, though only in the book, Alex the Large, or
Alexander the Great). The cinema gets away with inconsistencies which no copy-editor
would stomach in anovel...

"Before embarking with Malcolm [McDowell] on a publicity programme which, since
Kubrick went on paring his nails in Borehamwood, seemed designed to glorify an
invisible divinity, | went to a public showing of A Clockwork Orange to learn about
audience response. The audience was all young people, and at first | was not allowed in,
being too old, pop. The violence of the action moved them deeply, especially the blacks,
who stood up to shout 'Right on, man," but the theology passed over their coiffures. A
very beautiful interview chaperon, easing me through a session with a French television
team, prophesied rightly that the French would 'intellectualise like mad over the thing',
but to the Americans the thing looked like an incentive to youthful violence. It was not
long before a report came in about four boys, dressed in droog style copied from the film,



gang-raping a nun in Poughkeepsie. The couture was later denied - the boys had not yet
seen the film - but the rape was a fact, and it was blamed upon Malcolm McDowell and
myself. Kubrick went on paring his nails, even when it was announced that he was to be
given two New York Critics awards. | had to collect those at Sardi's restaurant and
deliver a speech of thanks. Kubrick telephoned to say what | was to say. | said something
rather different.”

- p. 253
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Nadsat Dictionary

Anthony Burgess made up a teenage argot he calls Nadsat. It is English with a
polyglot of slang terms and jargon thrown in. The main sources for these
additional terms is Russian. Although there are also contributions from, Gypsy,
French, Cockney/English slang and other miscellaneous sources such as Malay
and Dutch (possibly via the Dutch influence on Malay) and his own imagination.
The large number of Russian words in Nadsat is explained in the book as being
due to propaganda and subliminal penetration techniques. This is probably
because of the cold war (which was still quite "warm" when Burgess wrote ACO)
which, in Burgess's ACO world, has apparently shifted into overdrive. If a
meaning can be confused, eg Lomtick (slice) is a houn (as in "a slice of toast"),
not a verb, the meaning is clarified by use of an (n.) or (v.) etc.

Wor d Meani ng Oigins
Appypol Iy | oggy Apol ogy School boy speak
Baboochka a d worman Russi an: babooshka/ gr andnot her
Baddi wad Bad School boy speak
Banda Band Russi an: banda/ band, gang
Bezoony Mad Russi an: byezoom yi/ mad, insane
Bi blio Li brary Russi an: bibliotekal/library
Bitva Battle Russi an: bitval/battle
Bog CGod Russi an: Bog/ God
Bol noy Si ck Russi an: bol noy/ si ck
Bol shy Bi g Russi an: bol shoy/ bi g
Br at chny Bast ard Russi an
vnyebrachnyi/illegiti mte
Bratty Br ot her Russi an: brat/ brot her
Britva Razor Russi an: britval/razor
Br ooko Bel ly Russi an: bryukho/ abdomen
Br osay Thr ow Russi an: brosat/to throw
Bugatty Ri ch Russi an: bogaty/weal t hy
Cal Shi t Russi an: kal / excrenent, faeces
Cancer Cigarette Standard slang term ie. cancer
stick
Cant or a Ofice Russi an: kontora/office
Car man Pocket Russi an: kar man/ pocket
Chai Tea Russi an: chai/tea

c.f. English Slang: chal/tea
Charlie Chapl ai n/ Pri est Rhym ng sl ang: Charlie Chaplin ->
Chapl ai n
Chasha Cup Russi an: chashka/ cup
Chasso Guard Russi an: chasovoy/sentry
Cheena Woman Russi an: zhenshcheena/ woman
Cheest Wash Russi an: cheestit/to cl ean
Chel | oveck Fel | ow Russi an: chel ovyek/ person, man
Chepooka Nonsense Russi an: chyepookha/ nonsense
Choodessny Wonder f ul Russi an: choodesniyi/ m racul ous
Chunbl e Munbl e I nvented slang: chatter + nmunble

(?)



Clop

Cl uve
Col | oco
Crark
Cr ast
Creech
Cutter
Dama
Ded
Deng
Devot chka
Dobby
Dony
Dook

Dor ogoy
Dr at
to kill

Drencrom
Dr oog
Dva
Eegra
Eenya
Eggi weg
Em
Fagged
Filly

Fi regol d
Forella
Gazetta
d azz

d oopy
Godman
ol Iy

"lolly" (noney)

ol oss
Goober
ool y
CGorl o
Govor eet
Grazhny
G azzy

G onky
Gr oody
Gruppa
Guf f

@l liver
Guttiwuits
Hen- kor m

f eed
Hor n
Hor r or show

Knock

Beak
Bel |
Yow

St eal
Scream
Money
Lady
ad Man
Money
Grl
Good
House
Ghost

Val uabl e
Fi ght

A drug

Friend

Two

Game

Name

Egg

Mum

Tired

Pl ay

A particular drink
Tr out
Newspaper

Eye

Stupid

Pri est

Unit of Money

Voi ce

Lip

To Wl k

Thr oat

To speak or talk
Dirty
Soi | ed

Loud

Br east

G oup

Laugh

Head

GQut s

Chi ckenf eed

To Cry Qut
Good, wel

Hound- and- Hor ny corny

I n-out -i n-out

Sex

German: kl op/hit
Dut ch/ Mal ay: Kkl oppen/to hit
Russi an: Kkl yuv/ beak
Russi an: kol okol / bel
Unknown
Russi an: krast/stea
Russi an: kreechat/scream
Unknown
Russi an: dana/ | ady
Russi an: ded/ gr andf at her
Russi an: dengi / noney
Russi an: devochka/gir
Russi an: dobr o/ good
Russi an: dom house
Gypsy: dook/ magi c
Russi an: dukh: spirit/shost
Russi an: dorogoi/ expensive, dear
Russi an: drat/to tear to pieces,

drat' sya/to fight
I nvent ed sl ang: adrenochrome?
Russi an: droog/friend
Russi an: dva/two
Russi an: igra/gane
Russi an: i mya/ nanme
School boy speak
Invented slang: 'M from " Manmg"
English slang: tired
Unknown
I nvented sl ang: Unknown
Russi an: forel/trout
Russi an: gazet a/ newspaper
Russi an: gl az/ eye
Russi an: gl upiyi/foolish, stupid
I nvented slang: 'man of God'
Invented slang: related to

Russi an: gol os/voi ce
Russi an: guba/lip
Russi an: gulyat/to wal k, strol
Russi an: gorl o/t hroat
Russi an: govorit/to speak, talk
Russi an: gryuzniyi/dirty
Russi an: gryuzniyi/dirty
Russi an: gronkii/l oud
Russi an: grud/ br east
Russi an: gruppa/ group
I nvented slang: short "guffaw
Russi an: gol ova/ head
School boy speak
I nvented slang: hen-corn
Possi bly Russi an: korni ani ma

I nvented sl ang: sound a horn
Russi an: khor osho/ good

Rhym ng Sl ang: corny

I nvented sl ang: obvious



I nt er essovat
Itty

Janm wam
Jeezny
Kart of f el
Keeshkas

Kl eb

Kl oot ch
Knopka
Kopat
ditch,
Koshka
Kot

Kr ovvy
Kupet
Lapa
Lewdi es
Li ghter

etc)

to"blighter"?

Litso

Lonti ck
Lovet ed
Lubbi | ubbi ng

Lusci ous dory

Mal chi ck
Mal enky
Masl| o
Mer zky
Messel
Mest o
MIIlicent
M noot a
Mol odoy
Mol oko
Moodge
bei ng
Mor der
Mounch
Moz g
Nachi nat
Nadnmenny
Nadsat
Nagoy
Nazz

To interest
To go

Jam

Life
Pot at oes
GQut s

Br ead

Key

But t on

To Dig (Eng. idiom
Cat

Toncat

Bl ood

To Buy

Paw

Peopl e

Crone (?)

Face
Slice
Caught
Maki ng | ove
Hai r

Boy
Little
Butter
Filthy
Thought

Pl ace
Pol i ceman
M nut e
Young

M | k

Man

Snout
Shack
Brain

To Begin
Ar r ogant
Teenage
Naked
Fool

backwards (adv.)

Neezhni es
Nochy
Noga
Nozh

Nuki ng (scent)

whi f f

Qddy- knocky
Qdi n

Ckno

Oobi vat
Ookadeet
Ooko

Under pant s

Ni ght

Foot

Kni fe

Snel ling (of perfune)

Lonesone
One

W ndow
To Kill
To | eave
Ear

Russi an: interesovat/ to interest
Russian: idti/to go

School boy speak

Russi an: zhizn/life

Russi an: kartofel/potatoes
Russi an: ki shka/intestines
Russi an: kl eb/ bread

Russi an: kl yuch/ key

Russi an: knopka/ push-button
Russi an: kopat/to dig (a hole,
Russi an: koshka/ cat

Russi an: kot/ cat

Russi an: krov/ bl ood

Russi an: kupit/to buy

Russi an: | apa/ paw

Russi an: | yudi/ peopl e

I nvented slang: rel ated

Russi an: litso/face

Russi an: lontik/slice (of bread)
Russian: lovit/to catch

Russi an: | yublyu/l ove

Rhym ng Sl ang: upper story/hair
Russi an: mal chi k/ boy

Russi an: mal yenki yi/snmal |

Russi an: masl o/ butter

Russi an: nerzkiyi/loathsone, vile
Russi an: m sl/thought

Russi an: nest o/ pl ace

Russian: mlitsiyalpoliceman
Russi an: m nuta/ m nute

Russi an: nol odoy/ young

Russi an: nol oko/ mi | k

Russi an: nmuzhchi na/ mal e human
Russi an: nor da/ snout

I nvented sl ang: nunch?

Russi an: nozg/ brain

Russi an: nachinat/to begin
Russi an: nadnenni yi/ arrogant
Russi an: ending for nunmbers 11-19
Russi an: nagoi / naked

Russi an: nazad/literally

Russi an: nizhniyi/lower (adj.)
Russi an: noch/ ni ght

Russi an: noga/ f oot

Russi an: nozh/ knife

Russi an: nyukhat/to snell, take a
Russi an: odi nok/ | onesone

Russi an: odi n/ one

Russi an: okno/w ndow

Russi an: ubivat/to kill

Russi an: ukhodit/to | eave

Russi an: ukho/ ear



Comy
Qozhassny
Cozy

Or ange

Ut an ape)
Osoosh

O chki es
Pan- handl e
Pee

Peet

Pi shcha

Pl at ch
Platties
Pl enny

Pl esk

Pl et cho

Pl ot t
Podooshka
Po

Pol ezny
Pol ycl ef
Pony
Poogl y
Pooshka
Pop- di sk
Pr est oopni k
Pretty Polly

"lolly" (noney)

Pri vodeet
(sonmewher e)
Pr od

' produce’
Ptitsa
Pyahni t sa
Rabbi t
Radosty
Raskazz
Rasoodock
sense

Raz

Razdr ez
Razrez
Rooker

Rot

Rozz

gri mace
Sabog

shoe

Sakar

Sanmy

Sar ky
'sarcastic'
Scot eena
brute or beast
Shai ka

t hi eves)

Cl ever
Terri bl e
Chain
Man

To Dry

Eyegl asses
Erection

Fat her

To Drink
Food

To Cry

Cl ot hes

Pri soner

Spl ash

Shoul der

Fl esh

Pillow

Sex

Usef ul
Skel et on key
To under st and
Scar ed

Gun

Pop- nusi ¢ disc
Cri m nal
Money

To | ead sonewhere
To produce

Grl
Dr unk
Wor k
Joy
Story
M nd

Ti me
Upset

To Rip
Hand
Mout h
Pol i ceman

Shoe
Sugar
Gener ous
Sarcastic
" Cow’

Gang

Russi an: umiyi/cl ever

Russi an: ukhasniyi/terrible
Russi an: uzh/snake (7?)

Mal ay: Orang/ Man (c.f. the Orang

Russi an: osushat/to dry

Russi an: otchki/ gl asses

I nvented sl ang:

Invented slang: 'P" from "Papa"

Russian: pit/to drink

Russi an: pi sha/food

Russi an: plakat/to cry

Russi an: pl atye/ cl ot hes

Russi an: plenniyi/prisoner
Russi an: pleskat/to spl ash
Russi an: pl echo/ shoul der

Russi an: plot/flesh

Russi an: podushka/ pil |l ow
Russi an: pol/sex (gender)
Russi an: pol ezniyi/ useful
English: poly/many + clef/key
Russi an: poni mat/to understand
Russi an: pugat/ to frighten
Russi an: pushka/ cannon

I nvented sl ang

Russi an: prestupnik/crimnna

Rhym ng sl ang: Derived from
Russi an: privodit/to |ead

Engli sh slang: shortening of

Russi an: ptitsa/bird

Russi an: pyanitsal/a drunkard
Russi an: rabot a/ wor k

Russi an: radost/j oy

Russi an: rasskaz/story

Russi an: rassudok/sanity, comron
Russi an: raz/occasi on

Russi an: razdrazhat/to irritate
Russi an: razrvat/to rip

Russi an: ruka/ hand

Russi an: rot/nouth

Russi an: rozha/ugly face or

French: sabot/a type of shoe (7?)
Possi bl y Russian: sapog/a tal

Russi an: sakhar/ sugar
Russi an: sanobye/ the npst
Engl i sh sl ang: shortening of

Russi an: skotina/col | oqui al

Russi an: shai ka/ band (as of



Shar p
Sharri es

Shest

Shi | ar ny

Shi ve

Shi yah

Shl aga

(nore exactly,

sl aag/ hi t
Shl apa
Shl em
Shoom
Shoot

Si nny
Skazat
Skol | i wol
Skorry
Skri ki ng
Skvat

Sl adky

Sl oochat
Sl ooshy
Sl ovo
Smeck
Snot
Sneety
Shouti e
Snuff It
ki l
Sobi r at
(peopl e)
Sod
Soddi ng
Soonka
Sovi et
Spat, spatchka
Spoogy
Staja
Starry
Strack
Synt hnesc
nmescal i ne
Tally
Tasht ook
Tass

Tol chock
Toof | es
Tree

Var eet
Vaysay

Femal e
Bal | s
Pol e
Concern
Slice, cut
Neck

Cl ub

Hat

Hel net

Noi se

Fool (v.)

Movi es, film
To say

School

Qui ck, quickly
Scr at chi ng

To Grab

Sweet

To happen

To listen, hear
Wor d

Laugh (n.)

To | ook

Dr eam

Tobacco, snuff
To Die

To Pick Up

Bastard (idiom
Fucki ng (idiom
Wonman

Advi ce, order

Sl eep

Terrified

State Jail

a d, ancient
Hor r or

A particular drug

Wai st
Handker chi ef

Cup

To hit

Sli ppers

Thr ee

To "cook up"
Washroom toilet

sey)/ wat ercl oset

Veck
Vel | ocet

Guy
A particular drug

( Speed)/ Cocai ne?

Veshch

Thi ng

I nvented sl ang: Unknown

Russi an: shari ki / mar bl es
Russi an: pol e
Unknown

English slang: shiv-a knife
Russi an: shyeya/ neck
German: Schl ager/club or bat

sonmet hing you use to hit with)
Possi bly Dutch/ Mal ay origin:

Russi an: shl yupa/ hat

Russi an: shl eml hel et

Russi an: shum noi se

Russi an: shutit/to foo

I nvented slang: from ci nena
Russi an: skazat/to say

School boy speak

Russi an: skori/quick

I nvented slang: strike + scratch

Russi an: khvatat/to grab, snatch
Russi an: sl adki yi / sweet

Russi an: sl uchatsya/to happen
Russi an: slushat/to hear

Russi an: sl ovo/ word

Russi an: smekh/a | augh

Russi an: snotret/to | ook

Russi an: snitsya/to dream

Invented slang: related to snout?
English slang: to snuff is to
Russi an: sobirat/to gather

English slang: from sodomte
Engl i sh sl ang: from sodony

Russi an: sunkal/ bag

Russi an: sovyet/advi ce, counci
Russi an: spat/to sleep

Russi an: spugivat/to frighten

Invented Slang: State + Jai
Russi an: stariyi/old
Russi an: strakh/fear
I nvented slang: synthetic

Russi an: taliyal/wai st
German: Taschent uch/ Hanker chi ef
French: tasse/cup

Russi an: tol chok/a push, shove
Russi an: tuflyal/slipper
Russian: tri/three

Russian: varit/to cook up

French: WC. (pron. vey-

Russi an: chel ovyek/ person, man
I nvented sl ang: Anphetam ne

Russi an: vesh/thing



Vi ddy
Vol oss
Von

Vr ed
War bl e
Yahma
Yahoody
Yahzi ck
Yar bl es
Yeckat e

"yekatz")/to go
Zamrechat

To see

Hai r

Smell (n.)

To Harm

Song

Hol e

Jew

Tongue

Balls, testicles
To Drive

Remar kabl e

zanmechat el ni yi / remar kabl e

Zasnoot
Zheena
Zoobi es
Zvonock
Zvook

To Sl eep

Wfe

Teeth

Door bel | / Bel | pul
Sound

Russi
Russi
Russi
Russi
Engl
Russi
Ar ab
Russi
Russi
Russi

Russi

Russi
Russi
Russi
Russi
Russi

an:
an:
an:
an:
sh:
an:

an:
an:
an:

an:

an:
an:
an:
an:
an:

vidyet/to see
vol os/ hair
von/ st ench

vred/to harm

sing, a bird's song
yama/ hol e, pit

yazi k/ t ongue
yar bl i cka/ appl es
echatz (pron:

zasnut/to fall asleep
zhena/ wi fe

zubi /teeth
zvonok/ door bel

zvuk/ sound



A Clockwork Orange

Based on the novel by Anthony Burgess
Screenplay by Stanley Kubrick
Produced by Stanley Kubrick

Directed by Stanley Kubrick

Cast List:

Malcolm McDowell Alex
Patrick Magee Mr. Alexander
Michael Bates Chief Guard
Warren Clarke Dim

John Clive Stage Actor

Carl Duering Dr. Brodsky
Paul Farrell Tramp

Clive Francis Lodger
Michael Gover Prison Governor
Miriam Karlin Catlady
James Marcus Georgie
Philip Stone Dad

Sheila Raynor Mum

FADE IN:

INT. KOROVA MILKBAR ? NIGHT

Tables, chairs made of nude fibreglass figures.
Hypnotic atmosphere.

Alex, Pete, Georgie and Dim, teenagers stoned on their milk-plus, their
feetresting on faces, crotches, lips of the sculptured furniture.



ALEX (V.0.)

There was me, that is Alex, and my three droogs, that is Pete, Georgie and
Dim andwe sat in the Korova milkbar trying to make up our rassoodocks
what to do with theevening. The Korova Milk Bar sold milkplus, milk plus
vellocet or synthemesc or drencromwhich is what we were drinking. This
would sharpen you up and make you ready fora bit of the old ultra-
violence. Our pockets were full of money so there was no needon that
score, but, as they say, money isn't everything.

INT. PEDESTRIAN UNDERPASS TUNNEL ? NIGHT
A Tramp lying in tunnel, singing.

TRAMP

In Dublin's fair city

Where the girls are so pretty

| first set my eyes on sweet Molly Malone
As she wheeled her wheelbarrow
Through streets wide and narrow...

Shadows of the boys approaching fall across Tramp.

TRAMP

Crying cockless and mussels alive,
Alive O...

Alive, alive O... Alive, alive O...
Crying cockless and mussels alive,
Alive O...

ALEX (V.0))

One thing | could never stand is to see a filthy, dirty old drunkie, howling
awayat the filthy songs of his fathers and going blerp, blerp in between as
it mightbe a filthy old orchestrain his stinking rotten guts. | could never
stand to seeanyone like that, whatever his age might be, but more
especially when he was realold like this one was.

The boys stop and applaud him.

TRAMP
Can you... can you spare some cutter, me brothers?

Alex rams his stick into the Tramp's stomach. The boys laugh.

TRAMP
Oh-hhh!!! Go on, do me in you bastard cowards. | don't want to live
anyway, not ina stinking world like this.



ALEX
Oh ? and what's so stinking about it?

TRAMP

It's a stinking world because there's no law and order any more. It's a
stinkingworld because it lets the young get onto the old like you done. It's
no world foran old man any more. What sort of aworld is it at all? Men on
the moon and men spinningaround the earth and there's not no attention
paid to earthly law and order no more.

The Tramp starts singing again.

TRAMP
Oh dear land, | fought for thee and brought you peace and victory.

Alex and gang move in and start beating up on old Tramp.

INT. DERELICT CASINO ? NIGHT

Billyboy gang on stage tearing clothes off ascreaming Girl.

ALEX (V.0))

It was around by the derelict casino that we came across Billyboy and his
four droogs.They were getting ready to perform a little of the old in-out, in-
out on aweepyyoung devotchka they had there.

Alex and gang step out of the shadows.

ALEX

Ho, Ho, Ho... Well, if it isn't stinking Billygoat Billyboy in poison. How are
thou,thou globby bottle of cheap stinking chip oil? Come and get one in the
yarbles, ifyou have any yarbles, you eunuch jelly thou.

Billyboy snaps open a switchblade knife.

BILLY BOY
Let's get ‘em boys.

The fight begins, chains, knives, kicking boots. Police siren.

ALEX
The Police... come on, let's go... come on.

Alex and the boys rush out of casino.



EXT./INT. CAR? NIGHT ? FAST DRIVING SHOTS

Swerving car, forcing other cars off the road,trying to hit pedestrians, etc.

ALEX (V.0.)

The Durango-95 purred away real horrorshow ? a nice, warm vibraty
feeling all throughyour guttiwuts. Soon it was trees and dark, my brothers,
with real country dark.We fillied around for a while with other travelers of
the night, playing hogs ofthe road. Then we headed west, what we were
after now was the old surprise visit,that was areal kick and good for laughs
and lashing of the ultra-violent.

EXT. "HOME" ? NIGHT

A cottage on its own, on outskirts of a village.

Bright moonlight. Cheery light inside.

Car pulls to stop.

Alex shushes his giggling boys and gets out of the car.
INT. "HOME" ? NIGHT

Mr. Alexander typing. Bell rings.

MR. ALEXANDER
Who on earth could that be?

MRS. ALEXANDER
I'll see.

Mrs. Alexander, a good-looking red head in a red jumper suit.

MRS. ALEXANDER
Yes? Who is it?

ALEX
Excuse me, Mrs... will you please help, there's been a terrible accident.

She opens the door on the chain and peeps out.

ALEX
My friend's lying in the middle of the road bleeding to death. Could | please
useyour telephone for an ambulance?



MRS. ALEXANDER
I'm sorry, but we don't have a telephone. You'll have to go somewhere else.

ALEX
But Mrs... it's a matter of life and death.

From inside the sound of clack clacky clack clack clackity clackclack of
Alexandertyping stops.

MR. ALEXANDER
Who is it, dear?

MRS. ALEXANDER
There's ayoung man here. He says there's been an accident. He wants to

use the telephone.

MR. ALEXANDER
Then you'd better let him in.

MRS. ALEXANDER
Wait a minute.

ALEX
Thank you, Mrs.

Mrs. Alexander opens door, saying...

MRS. ALEXANDER
I'm sorry, we don't usually let people in the middle of the night.

Alex and boys have put on their masks and rush into house, carrying and
draggingMrs. Alexander along with them.

INT. HOME ? NIGHT

They go roaring in.

Mr. Alexander is kicked in the face and goes down. Georgie leaps on him.
Petejumps up and down and the settee. Dim grabs hold of Mrs. Alexander. Alex

whistlespiercingly.

ALEX
Right, Pete. Check the rest of the house.

Alex turns to Dim who holds the struggling Mrs. Alexander.



ALEX
Dim...

Dim sets her down but holds her firmly. Alex starts to sing ? "Singin'in the Rain",
accompanying it with a kind of tap dance.

ALEX

(singing)
I'm singing in the rain...

He kicks Mr. Alexander accenting the lyrics.

ALEX

(singing)
Just singing in the rain...

He clubs Mr. Alexander with stick, in the time to the music.

ALEX

(singing)
What a glorious feeling, I'm happy again.

He pushes a rubber ball into Mrs. Alexander's mouth and binds it with sellotape.

ALEX

(singing)

I'm laughing at clouds so dark up above.
The sun's in my heart and I'm ready for love.
Let the stormy clouds chase...

He kicks Mr. Alexander again.

ALEX

(singing)
... everyone from the place.
Come on with the rain...

He puts ball in Mr. Alexander's mouth and sellotapes it.

ALEX

(singing)

... 've asmile on my face.

I'll walk down the lane... to a happy refrain.
I'm singing... just singin' in the rain.

He knocks down the book cases and moves to Mrs. Alexander being held by



Dim.Starts to repeat on song as he cuts slowly up each leg of her cat suit, until
sheis naked. This coincidences with the song finishing.

He turns to Mr. Alexander.

ALEX
Viddy well, my little Brother. Viddy well.

INT. KOROVA MILKBAR ? NIGHT

The boys enter yawning..

ALEX (V.0))

We were all feeling a bit shagged and fagged and fashed, it having been an
eveningof some small energy expenditure, O my brothers, so we got rid of
the auto and stoppedoff at the Korova for a nightcap.

Dim moves over to milk machine and speaks to the statue of the nude girl.

DIM
Hello Lucy, had a busy night?

Puts money in machine.

DIM
We've been working hard too.

Takes glass.

DIM
Pardon me. Luce.

He raises glass to breast, pulls red handle between her legs. Milk spurtsinto
glass.

Dim joins the others. Alex looks at a party of tourists.

ALEX (V.0.)

There was some sophistos from the TV studios around the corner,

laughing an govoreeting.The Devotchka was smecking away, and not
caring about the wicked world one bit. Thenthe disc on the stereo twanged
off and out, and in the short silence before the nextone came on, she
suddenly came with a burst of singing, and it was like for a moment,O my
brothers, some great bird had flown into the milkbar and | felt all the
malenkylittle hairs on my plott standing endwise, and the shivers crawling
up like slowmalenky lizards and then down again. Because | knew what she



sang. It was a bit fromthe glorious 9th, by Ludwig van.

Dim makes a lip-trump followed by a dog howl, followed by two fingers
prongingtwice in the air, followed by a clowny guffaw.

Alex brings his stick down smartly on Dim's legs.

DIM
What did you do that for?

ALEX
For being a bastard with no manners and not a dook of an idea how to
comport yourselfpublicwise, O my Brother.

DIM
| don't like you should do what you done. And I'm not your brother no more
and wouldn'twant to be.

ALEX

Watch that... Do watch that, O Dim, if to continue to be on live thou dost
wish.

DIM

Yarbles, great bolshy yarblockos to you I'll meet you with chain, or nozh or
britva,any time, not having you aiming tolchocks at me reasonless. It
stands to reason,l won't have it.

ALEX
A nozh scrap any time you say.

Dim weakens.

DIM

Doobidoob... a bit tired maybe, everybody is. A long night for growing
malchicks...best not to say more. Bedways is rigthways now, so best we go
homeways and get abit of spatchka. Right, right.

INT. ALEX'S FLATBLOCK ? MAIN LOBBY ENTRANCE ?NIGHT

Alex passes a mural in the hall. Nude men andwomen. Their massive stylised
bodies embellished and decorated by handy pencil andballpoint.

The elevator door is buckled.

INT. ALEX'S FLAT ? NIGHT



Alex pees in toilet.

Alex goes into his room. Tosses his loot into a drawer, full of money,
wristwatches,cameras, etc.

Fifty small loudspeakers cover one wall.

He puts his pet boa constrictor on tree branch mounted on the wall, abovefour
Christ figures who have their arms intertwined like a chorus line.

He puts a cassette into the tape player.
A heavy shockwave of sound ? Beethoven's 9th.

ALEX (V.0))
It had been a wonderful evening and what | needed now to give it the
perfect endingwas a bit of the old Ludwig van.

Music starts.

ALEX (V.0.)

Then, brothers, it came. O bliss, bliss and heaven, oh it was gorgeousness
and georgeositymade flesh. The trombones crunched redgold under my
bed, and behind my gulliver thetrumpets three-wise, silver-flamed and
there by the door the timps rolling throughmy guts and out again, crunched
like candy thunder. It was like a bird of rarestspun heaven metal or like
silvery wine flowing in a space ship, gravity all nonsensenow. As |
slooshied, | knew such lovely pictures. There were veeks and ptitsas
layingon the ground screaming for mercy and | was smecking all over my
rot and grindingmy boot into their tortured litsos and there were naked
devotchkas ripped and creechingagainst walls and | plunging like a shlaga
into them.

INT. ALEX'S FLAT ? DAY

He is asleep. The boa curled up at his feet.There is a knock on the door.

ALEX
What d'you want?

EM
It's past eight, Alex, you don't want to be late for school, son.

ALEX
Bit of pain in the gulliver, Mum. Leave us be and I'll try to sleep it off...
thenl'll be as right as dodgers for this after.



EM
You've not been to school all week, son.

ALEX
I've got to rest, Mum... got to get fit, otherwise I'm liable to miss a lot
moreschool.

EM
Eeee... I'll put your breakfast in the oven. I've got to be off myself now.

ALEX
Alright, Mum... have a nice day at the factory.

INT. KITCHEN ? DAY
Pee sitting at breakfast table.
Em enters.

EM
He's not feeling too good again this morning, Dad.

PEE
Yes, | heard. D'you know what time he got in last night?

EM
No I don't know, luv, I'd taken my sleepers.

PEE
| wonder where exactly is it he goes to work of evenings.

EM
Well, like he says, it's mostly odd things he does, helping like... here and
there,as it might be.

INT. EM'S BEDROOM ? DAY

Alex comes out of his room and finds P.R. Deltoidsitting on bed in parent's room.

ALEX
Hi, hi, hi there, Mr. Deltoid, funny surprise to see you here.

DELTOID
Ah, Alex boy, awake at last, yes? | met your mother on the way to work,
yes? Shegave me the key. She said something about a pain somewhere...



hence not at school, yes?

ALEX
A rather intolerable pain in the head, brother, sir. I think it should be clear
bythis afterlunch.

DELTOID
Oh, or certainly by this evening, yes? The evening's a great time, isn't it,
Alexboy?

ALEX
A cup of the old chai, sir?

DELTOID
No time, no time, yes. Sit, sit, sit.

Alex sits next to him.

ALEX
To what do | owe this extreme pleasure, sir? Anything wrong, sir?

Deltoid "playfully" grabs Alex's hair.

DELTOID
Wrong? Why should you think of anything being wrong, have you been
doing somethingyou shouldn't. Yes?

He shakes Alex's hair.

ALEX
Just a manner of speech, sir.

DELTOID
Well, yes, it's just a manner of speech from your Post Corrective Advisor to
youthat you watch out, little Alex.

He puts his arm round Alex's shoulder.

DELTOID

Because next time it's going to be the barry place and all my work ruined. If
you'veno respect for your horrible self, you at least might have some for
me who'se sweatedover you.

He slaps Alex on the knee.

DELTOID



A big black mark | tell you for every one we don't reclaim. A confession of
failurefor every one of you who ends up in the stripy hole.

ALEX
I've been doing nothing | shouldn't, sir. The millicents have nothing on me,
brother,sir, | mean.

Deltoid pulls Alex down on the bed.

DELTOID

Cut out all this clever talk about milicents. Just because the Police haven't
pickedyou up lately doesn't, as you very well know, mean that you've not
been up to somenastiness. There was a bit of a nastiness last night, yes.
Some very extreme nastiness,yes. A few of a certain Billyboy's friends were
ambluenced off late last night, yes.Your name was mentioned, the word's
got thru to me by the usual channels. Certainfriends of yours were named
also. Oh, nobody can prove anything about anybody asusual, but I'm
warning you, little Alex, being a good friend to you as always, theone man
in this sore and sick community who wants to save you from yourself.

Deltoid makes a grab for Alex's joint but finds his hand instead. Alex
laughs.Derisively and rises. Deltoid distractedly reaches for a glass of water on
the nighttable, and fails to notice a set of false teeth soaking in them. He drinks
from theglass. The clink of the teeth sounding like ice-cubes.

DELTOID

What gets into you all? We study the problem. We've been studying it for
damn wellnear a century, yes, but we get no further with our studies.
You've got a good homehere, good loving parents, you've got not too bad
of a brain. Is it some devil thatcrawls inside of you?

ALEX
Nobody's got anything on me, brother, sir. I've been out of the rookers of
the milicentsfor along time now.

DELTOID

That's just worries me. A bit too long to long to be reasonable. You're about
duenow by my reckoning, that's why I'm warning you, little Alex, to keep
your handsomeyoung proboscis out of the dirt. Do | make myself clear?

ALEX
As an unmuddied lake, sir. Clear as an azure sky of deepest summer. You
can relyon me, sir.

Deltoid drinks again but this time sees the teeth in the glass. He groansand
retches.



INT. MUSIC BOOTICK ? DAY

Alex enters. Two pretty micro-boppers, Martyand Sonietta, sucking phallic ice
sticks.

ALEX
Pardon me, brother. | ordered this two weeks ago. Could you see if it's
arrived.

CLERK
OK. I'll seeifit'sin.

Clerk exits. Alex turns to the girls.

ALEX
Pardon me, ladies

He steps in between them and goes through the motions, looking through.

ALEX
Enjoying it then, my darling?... A bit cold and pointless isn't it, my
lovely...What's happened to yours, my little sister?

Marty giggles.

MARTY
Who you getten bratty, Goggly Gogol? Johnny Zhivago? The Heaven
Seventeen?

ALEX

What you got back home, little sister, to play your fuzzy warbles on? | bet
you gotlittle save pitiful portable picnic players. Come with Uncle and hear
all proper.Hear angel trumpets and devil trombones. You are invited.

INT. ALEX'S BEDROOM ? DAY

The two girls, naked, jumping up and down onAlex's still unmade bed zonked by
the booming, all engulfing sound of Alex's incredibleHi-Fi.

INT. ALEX'S FLATBLOCK ? LOBBY HALL ? DAY

Alex finds the gang waiting for him.

ALEX
Hi, hi, hi, there



ALL THREE
Well, hello.

DIM
He are here! He have arrived! Hooray!

ALEX
Welly, welly, welly, welly, welly, welly, well. To what do | owe the extreme
pleasureof this surprising visit?

Georgie rises.

GEORGIE

We got worried. There we were waiting and drinking away at the old knify
Moloko andyou had not turned up and we thought you might have been like
offended by somethingor other, so around we come to your abode.

ALEX
Appy polly loggies. | had something of a pain in the gulliver so had to
sleep. lwas not awakened when | gave orders for awakening.

DIM

Sorry about the pain. Using the gulliver to much like, eh? Giving orders and
discipliningand that perhaps, eh? You sure the pain's gone? You sure
you'll not be happier backup in bed.

ALEX

Lets get things nice and sparkling clear. This sarcasm, if | may call it such,
doesnot become you, O my brothers. As | am your droog and leader, | am
entitled to knowwhat goes on, eh? Now then, Dim, what does that great big
horsy gape of a grin portend?

GEORGIE
All right, no more picking on Dim, brother. That's part of the new way.

ALEX
New way? What's this about a new way? There's been some very large talk
behind mysleeping back, and no error. Let me hear more.

GEORGIE
Well, we go round shop crasting and the like, coming out with a pitiful
rookerfulof money each.

DIM
Pitiful rookerful...



GEORGIE
And there's Will the English in the Muscleman coffee mesto saying he can
fence anythingthat anything that any malchick tries to crast.

DIM
Yeah... Pete the English.

GEORGIE
The shiny stuff. The Ice. The big, big, big money is available's what Will the
Englishsays.

DIM
Big, big money.

ALEX

And what will you do with the big, big, money? Have you not everything
you need?If you need a motor-car, you pluck it from the trees. If you need
pretty polly, youtake it.

GEORGIE
Brother, you think and talk sometimes like a little child. Tonight we pull a
mansizecrast.

ALEX
Good. Real horrorshow. Initiative comes to them as waits. I've taught you
much, mylittle droogies. Now tell me what you have in mind, Georgie Boy.

GEORGIE
Oh, the old moloko-plus first, would you not say

DIM
Moloko-plus.

GEORGIE
Something to sharpen us up, you especially. We have the start.

EXT. FLATBLOCK MARINE ? DAY

The gang come out of the flatblock and walk alongthe marina.

ALEX (V.0.)

As we walked along the flatblock marina, | was calm on the outside but
thinking allthe time, so now it was to be Georgie the General, saying what
we should do and whatnot to do, and Dim as his mindless, grinning
bulldog. But, suddenly, | viddied thatthinking was for the gloopy ones and
that the oomny ones use like inspiration andwhat Bog sends, for now it



was lovely music that came to my aid and | viddied atonce what to do.
There was awindow open with the stereo on.

IN SLOW MOTION

Alex clubs Georgie into water with his stick.Dim swings chain. Alex ducks. Dim
goes into water.

Alex kneels, hands behind back, takes knife from sword stick, offers handto help
Dim, and slashes Dim when he gets it.

Dim falls back into the water.
Alex laughs.

INT. DUKE OF NEW YORK PUB

The four boys sit round table.

ALEX (V.0.)

| had not put into any of Dim's main cables and so, with the help of a clean
tashtook,the red, red kroovy stopped, and it did not take long to quieten the
two woundedsoldiers, down in the snug in the Duke of New York. Now they
knew who was Masterand Leader. Sheep, thought I, but a real leader knows
always when like to give andshow generous to his unders.

ALEX
Well, now we're back to where we were. Yes? Just like before and all
forgotten? Right,right, right.

ALL BOYS
Right. Right. Right.

ALEX

Well, Georgie Boy. This idea you've got for tonight. Well, tell us all about it
then.

GEORGIE
Not tonight ? not this nochy.

ALEX

Come, come, come, Georgie Boy. You're a big strong chelloveck like us all.
We'renot little children, are we, Georgie Boy? What, then, didst thou in thy
mind have?

Confrontation. Georgie backs down.



GEORGIE

It's this Health Farm. A bit out of the town. Isolated. It's owned by this like
veryrich ptitsa who lives there with her cats. The place is shut down for a
week andshe's completely on her own, and it's full up with like gold and
silver and likejewels.

ALEX
Tell me more, Georgie Boy.

INT. CATLADY'S HOUSE
Catlady doing yoga exercises.
Room is full of cats. Doorbell rings.

CATLADY
(softly to herself)
Oh shit.

She goes to the door.
EXT. CATLADY'S HOUSE

CATLADY
Who's there?

ALEX
Excuse me, missus, can you please help? There's been aterrible accident.
Can | pleaseuse your telephone for an ambulance?

CATLADY
I'm frightfully sorry. There is atelephone in the Public House about a mile
downthe road. | suggest you use that.

ALEX
But, missus, this is an emergency. It's a matter of life and death. Me friend's
lyingin the middle of the road bleeding to death.

CATLADY
l... 'm very sorry, but | never open. I'm very sorry but | never open the door
tostrangers after dark.

ALEX
Very well, madam. | suppose you can't be blamed for being suspicious with
so manyscoundrels and rouges of the night about.



Alex walks away from door, then ducks into the bushes where the others
arehiding. They put on their maskies and follow Alex round to the rear of the
house.

ALEX
Dim, bend down.

(Alex points to an upstairs window)
I'm gonna get in that window and open the front door.

He climbs up drain-pipe to the bathroom window.

INT. CADLADY'S HOUSE

The Catlady enters and dials a number.

CATLADY

Hullo, Radlett Police Station. Good evening. It's Miss Weathers at
Woodmere HealthFarm. Look, I'm frightfully sorry to bother you but
something rather odd has justhappened... Well, it's probably nothing at all,
but you never know... Well, ayoungman rang the bell asking to use the
telephone... He said there had been some kindof accident. The thing that
caught my attention was what he said ? the words he used,sounded
exactly like what was quoted in the papers this morning in connection
withthe writer and his wife who were assaulted last night... Well, just a few
minutesago... Well, if you think that's necessary, but, well, I'm quite sure
he's gone awaynow. Oh... alright. Fine. Thank you very much. Thank you.

She puts phone down, turns and nearly jumps out of her leotard when she
seesAlex in the doorway.

ALEX
Hi, hi, hi there, at last we meet.

CATLADY
What the bloody hell d'you think you're doing?

ALEX
Our brief govereet thru the letter hole was not, shall we say, satisfactory,
yes?

CATLADY
Now listen here, you little bastard, just you turn around and walk out of
here thesame way as you came in.

Alex eyes a giant white, fibreglass phallic sculpture on the table besidehim.



ALEX
Naughty, naughty, naughty, you filthy old soomaka.

CATLADY
No! No! Don't touch it. That's a very important work of art. What the bloody
helldo you want?

ALEX
You see, madam, | am part of an international student's contest to see who
can getthe most points for selling magazines.

CATLADY
Cut the shit, sonny, and get out of here before you get yourself in some
very serioustrouble.

He rocks the giant phallus which has a special weight swinging inside causingit
to swing up and down an eccentric motion.

CATLADY

| told you to leave it alone. Now get out of here before | throw you out,
wretchedslummy bedbug. I'll teach you breaking into real people's houses.
Get out!

She grabs up a bust of Beethoven and rushes at Alex. He grabs the giant
phallicsculpture.

Circling, Alex fends off her mad rushes with skilful jabs of the giant phallus.
She ducks under and clobbers him with the heavy bust of Beethoven.

He goes down, pulling her off balance and they both wind up the floor.

In the struggle, Alex bashes her with the phallus.

Distant Police sirens.

He exits.

EXT. CATLDAY'S HOUSE ? NIGHT

Alex rushes out. Dim and the others are waiting.

ALEX
Come on. Let's go, the police are coming.



DIM
One minoota, droogie.

Dim smashes Alex in the face with a full milk bottle. He goes down. The
othersrun away, laughing.

ALEX

(screaming)
You bastards... bastards.

INT. POLICE HQ ? NIGHT

Inspector takes out cigarette and lights up.

INSPECTOR
Right. Right , Tom, we'll have to our little friend, Alex, here that we know
thelaw, too, but that knowing the law isn't everything.

He nods to Fatneck.
FATNECK

That's a nasty cut you've got there, little Alex. Spoils... all your beauty.
Whogave you that then... eh... eh...

He presses Alex's nose, inflicting great pain. Alex sinks to his knees.

ALEX
Ow... what's that for, you bastard?

FATNECK
That was for your lady victim. You ghastly wretched scoundrel.

Alex grabs his balls.
Alex is beaten by the other Cop.
Inspector exits to outside office where Sergeant sits, sipping a cup of tea.

Deltoid has just entered.

INSPECTOR
Sergeant.

SERGEANT
Sir.



INSPECTOR
Ah, good evening, Mr. Deltoid.

DELTOID
Evening, Inspector.

SERGEANT
Would you like your tea now, sir?

INSPECTOR
No, thank you, Sergeant. We'll have it later. May | have some paper towels,
please.

SERGEANT
Yes, sir.

INSPECTOR
We're interrogating the prisoner now. Perhaps you'd care to come inside.

DELTOID
Thank you very much

They move into Interrogation Room.

Alex is on the floor in the corner covered with blood.

DELTOID
Evening, Sergeant. Evening, all. Dear, dear, this boy does look a mess,
doesn't he?Just look at the state of him.

FATNECK
Love's young nightmare like.

INSPECTOR
Violence makes violence. He resisted his lawful arrestors.

DELTOID
Well, it's happened, Alex boy, yes. Just as | thought it would, yes. Dear,
dear,dear. Well, this is the end of the line for me... the end of the line, yes.

ALEX
It wasn't me, brother, sir. Speak up for me, sir, for I'm not so bad. | was led
onby the treachery of others, sir.

INSPECTOR
Sings the roof off lovely, he does that.



ALEX
And where are my stinking traitorous droogs. Get them before the get
away. It wasall their idea, brothers. They forced me to do it. I'm innocent.

DELTOID
You are now a murderer, little Alex. A murderer, yes.

ALEX
Not true, sir. It was only a slight tolchock. She was breathing, | swear it.

DELTOID
I've just come back from the hospital. Your victim has died.

ALEX
You try to frighten me, sir, admit so, sir. This is some new form of torture.
Sayit, brother, sir.

DELTOID
It will be your own torture. | hope to God it will torture you to madness.

FATNECK
If you'd care to give him a bash in the chops, sir. Don't mind us. We'll hold
himdown. He must be a great disappointment to you, sir.

Deltoid spits in Alex's face.
HELICOPTER VIEWS OF PRISON

ALEX (V.O.)

This is the real weepy and like tragic part of the story beginning, O my
brothersand only friends. After a trial with judges and a jury, and some very
hard wordsspoken against your friend and humble narrator, he was
sentenced to 14 years in StajaNo. 84F among smelly perverts and hardened
prestoopnicks, the shock sending my daddabeating his bruised and kroovy
rookas against unfair Bog in his Heaven, and my mom,boohoohooing in
her mother's grief as her only child and son of her bosom, like
lettingeverybody down real horrorshow.

INT. PRISON CHECK-IN ROOM ? DAY

A bell rings and a Warder goes and unlocks firsta wooden door and then a
barred door.

GUARD
Morning. One up from Thames, Mister.



WARDER
One in from Thames, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Right. Open up, Mister.

WARDER
Yes, Sir.

He opens door and steps back. Alex and another Warden move to Reception
desk.

WARDER
Good morning, sir. Committal sheet.

CHIEF GUARD

(who shouts everything)
Thank you, Mister.

He signs sheet.

GUARD
Name?

ALEX
Alexander de Large.

CHIEF GUARD
You are now in H.M. Prison Parkmoor and from this moment you will
address all prisonofficers as sir! Name?

ALEX
Alexander de Large, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Crime?

ALEX
Murder, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Right. Take the cuffs off him, Mister.

The cuffs are removed.



CHIEF GUARD
You are now 655321 and it is your duty to memorise that number.

He hands clipboard back to Warder.

CHIEF GUARD
Thank you Mister. Well done.

WARDER
Thank you, chief.

CHIEF GUARD
Let the officer out.

Officer exits.

CHIEF GUARD
Right. Empty your pockets!

Alex moves to desk and leans forward.

CHIEF GUARD
Are you able to see that white line painted on the floor directly behind you,
6553217

ALEX
Yes, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Then your toes belong on the other side of it!!!

ALEX
Yes sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Right carry on.

Alex tosses a bar of chocolate on the desk.

CHIEF GUARD
Pick that up and put it down properly.

Alex does so, and continues to empty his pockets.

CHIEF GUARD
One half bar of chocolate. One bunch of keys on white metal ring. One



packet of cigarettes.Two plastic ball pens ? one black, one red. One pocket
comb ? black plastic. Oneaddress book ? imitation red leather. One ten
penny piece. One white metal wristletwatch, "Timawrist" on a white metal
expanding bracelet. Anything else inyour pockets?

ALEX
No, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Right. Sign here for your valuable property.

Alex signs.

CHIEF GUARD
The chocolate and cigarettes you brought in ? you lose that as you are
now convicted.Now go over to the table and get undressed.

Alex walks to table and undresses. Chief Guard moves to table with his
clipboard.

CHIEF GUARD
Now then, were you in Police custody this morning?

ALEX
No, sir.

CHECK-IN
One jacket ? blue pinstripe.

CHIEF GUARD
Prison custody?

ALEX
Yes, sir On remand, sir.

CHECK-IN
One neck tie? blue.

CHIEF GUARD
Religion?

ALEX
C of E, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Do you mean Church of England?



ALEX
Yes, sir, Church of England, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Brown hair, is it?

ALEX
Fair hair, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Blue eyes?

ALEX
Blue eyes, yes, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Do you wear eye glasses or contact lenses?

ALEX
No, sir.

CHECK-IN
One shirt ? blue, collar attached.

CHIEF GUARD
Have you been receiving medical treatment for any serious illness?

ALEX
No, sir.

CHECK-IN
One pair of boots ? black leather, zippered, worn.

CHIEF GUARD
Have you ever had any mental illness?

ALEX
No, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Do you wear any false teeth or false limbs?

ALEX
No, sir.



CHECK-IN
One pair of trousers ? blue pinstriped.

CHIEF GUARD
Have you ever had any attacks of fainting or dizziness?

ALEX
No, sir.

CHECK-IN
One pair of socks ? black.

CHIEF GUARD
Are you an Epileptic?

ALEX
No, sir.

CHECK-IN
One pair of underpants ? white with blue waistband.

CHIEF GUARD
Are you now, or ever have been, ahomosexual?

ALEX
No, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Right. The mothballs, Mister.

CHECK-IN
Mothballs, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Now then. Face the wall. Bend over and touch your toes.

Chief Guard inspects Alex's anus with a penlight.

CHIEF GUARD
Mmmmmmm... any venereal disease?

ALEX
No, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Crabs?



ALEX
No, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Lice?

ALEX
No, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Through there for a bath.

ALEX
Yes, sir.

INT. PRISON CHAPEL ? DAY

Priest in pulpit big rough state-proper type.
Convict audience.

Alex sits apart tending an overhead projector.

PRIEST

| ask you friends. What's it going to be then? Is it going to be in and out of
institutionslike this? Or more in then out for most of you? Or are you going
to attend the divineword and realise the punishment that awaits
unrepentant sinners in the next worldas well as this. A lot of Idiots you are,
selling your birthright for a saucer ofcold porridge. The urge to live easy. |
ask you friends, is it worth it? When wehave undeniable proof ? yes, my
friends, incontrovertible evidence that Hell exists.l know, | know, my
friends. | have been informed in visions that there is a placedarker than any
prison, hotter than any human flame of fire, where unrepentant
criminals,sinners like yourselves...

A convict burps.

All laugh.

PRIEST

Don't you laugh, damn you, don't you laugh. | say like yourselves ? scream
in endlessand unendurable agony. Their nostrils choked with the smell of
filth, their mouthscrammed with burning ordure. Their skins rotting and
peeling. A fireball spinningin their screaming guts. | know... oh yes, | know.



A convict lets rip some lip music ? prrrrrrrp. There is laughter. Chief Guardmoves
forward ? points.

CHIEF GUARD
| saw you, 920537. 1 saw you.

CONVICT
Up yours, mate.

CHIEF GUARD
Just you wait, 744678. One on the turnip coming up for you.

PRIEST
Quiet, my friends. Quiet. Quiet, | say. We will now sing Hymn 258 in the
Prisoner'sHymnal.

Piano starts up and Alex starts up overhead projector which displays the wordsof
the hymn.

CHIEF GUARD
Show a little reverence, you bastards. Quiet!

Convicts and all start to sing.

SINGING
| was a wandering sheep.
| did not love...

CHIEF GUARD
Sing up damn you. Louder, sing up.

SINGING

... the fold

| did not love my shepherd's voice.
| would not be controlled.

CHIEF GUARD
Come on, sing up, damn you.

SINGING

| was a wayward child

| did not love my home

| did not love my father's voice
| loved afar to roam.

ALEX (V.0.)



It had not been edifying, indeed not, being in this hell hole and human zoo
for twoyears now, being kicked and tolchocked by brutal warders, and
meeting leering criminalsand perverts ready to dribble all over alucious
young malchick like your story-teller.

INT. PRIEST'S LIBRARY ? DAY

Alex reading the Bible.

ALEX (V.O.)

It was my rabbit to help the prison charlie with the Sunday service. He was
a bolshygreat burly bastard, but he was very fond of myself, me being very
young, and alsonow very interested in the big book.

Priest walks by and nods pleasantly.

ALEX (V.0.)

It had been arranged by the prison charlie, as part of my further education
to readhim the Bible. I didn't so much like the latter part of the book which
is more likeall preachy talking, than fighting and the old in-out. I liked the
parts where theseold yahoodies tolchock each other and then drink their
Hebrew vino and, then gettingon to the bed with their wives' handmaidens.
That kept me going.

BIBLE FANTASY ? FIGHTING ? DAY

Biblical fighting shot. Alex slashing away. Bloodspurting.

HANDMAIDEN FANTASY IN TENT ? DAY

Alex lying with three semi-nude handmaidens.

EXT. BIBLICAL STREET

Christ being whipped on by Alex, dressed as alLegionary.

ALEX
Move on there. Move on.

ALEX (V.0.)

| read all about the scourging and the crowning with thorns and all that,
and | couldviddy myself helping in and even taking charge of the
tolchocking and the nailingin, being dressed in the height of Roman
fashion.

BACK TO THE LIBRARY



Alex sits with his eyes closed.
Priest comes over and squeezes his shoulder.

Alex looks up at him and smiles.

PRIEST

(reading from Alex's Bible)
Seek not to be like evil men, neither desire to be with them, because

theirminds studieth robberies and their lips speak deceits.

ALEX
If thou lose hope being weary in the days of distress, thy strength shall be
diminished.

PRIEST
Fine, my boy, fine, fine.

ALEX
Father, | have tried, have | not?

PRIEST
You have, my son.

ALEX
I've done my best, have | not?

PRIEST
Indeed.

ALEX
And, Father, I've never been guilty of any institutional infractions, have 1?

PRIEST
You certainly have not, 655321. You've been very helpful, and you've
shown a genuinedesire to reform.

ALEX
Father ? may | ask you a question in private?

PRIEST

Certainly, my son, certainly. Is there something troubling you, my son?
Don't beshy to speak up. Remember, | know all the urges that can trouble
young men deprivedof the society of women.

ALEX



No Father. It's nothing like that, Father. It's about this new thing they're
alltalking about. About this new treatment that you out of prison in no time
at alland makes sure you never get back in again.

PRIEST
Where did you hear about this? Whose been talking about these things?

ALEX

These things get around, Father. Two Warders talk as it might be, and
somebody can'thelp overhearing what they say. Then somebody picks up a
scrap of newspaper in theworkshops and the newspaper tells all about it.
How about putting me in for thisnew treatment, Father?

PRIEST
| take it you are referring to the Ludovico Technique?

ALEX
| don't know what it's called, Father, all | know is that it gets you out
guicklyand makes sure that you never get in again.

PRIEST
That's not proven, 655321. In fact, it is only in the experimental stage at
thismoment.

ALEX
But it is being used, isn't it, Father?

PRIEST
It has not been used yet in this prison. The Governor has grave doubts
about it andl have heard that there are very serious dangers involved.

ALEX
| don't care about the danger, Father. | just want to be good. | want for the
restof my life to be one act of goodness.

PRIEST

The question is weather or not this technique really makes a man good.
Goodness comesfrom within. Goodness is chosen. When a man cannot
chose, he ceases to be aman.

ALEX
| don't understand about the whys and wherefores, Father. | only know |
want to begood.

PRIEST
Be patient, my son, and put your trust in the Lord.



ALEX
Instruct thy son and he shall refresh thee and shall give delight to thy soul.

PRIEST
Amen.

They cross themselves.

EXT. PRISON YARD ? DAY

Prisoners walking in circles.
INT. PRISON CORRIDOR
Guards stand either side of cell doors.

Chief Guard with Governor, Minister and entourage.

CHIEF GUARD
Mister.

GUARD
All present and correct, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Right. All present and correct, sir.

GOVERNOR
Very good, Chief.

They inspect cells.

CHIEF GUARD
Leave to carry on, sir, please?

GOVERNOR
Carry on, Chief.

CHIEF GUARD
Sir.

EXT. PRISON YARD

Chief Guard comes out of door.



CHIEF GUARD
Right, pay attention. | want you in two lines. Up against that wall facing this
way.Go on move! Hurry up about it and stop talking.

The men line up. Chief Guard moves back to door and comes to attention.

CHIEF GUARD
Ready for inspection, sir.

He stands back and salutes as Governor, Minister and entourage enter and
walkalong line of men.

MINISTER
How many to a cell?

GOVERNOR
Four in this block, sir.

MINISTER
Cram criminals together and what do you get ? concentrated criminality...
crime inthe midst of punishment.

GOVERNOR
| agree, sir. What we need are larger prisons. More money.

MINISTER

Not a chance, my dear fellow. The Ggovernment can't be concerned any
longer withoutmoded penological theories. Soon we may be needing all of
out prison space forpolitical offenders. Common criminals like these are
best dealt with on a purelycurative basis. Kill the criminal reflex that's all.
Full implementation in a year'stime. Punishment means nothing to them,
you can see that... they enjoy their so-calledpunishment.

Alex seizes his chance as they pass by.

ALEX
You're absolutely right, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
Shut your bleedin' hole!!!

MINISTER
Who said that?

ALEX
| did, sir.



MINISTER
What crime did you commit.

ALEX
The accidental killing of a person, sir.

CHIEF GUARD
He brutally murdered a woman, sir, in furtherence of theft. 14 years... sir!

MINISTER
Excellent. He's enterprising, aggressive, outgoing. Young. Bold. Viscous.
He'll do.

GOVERNOR
Well, fine... we could still look at C-Block.

MINISTER
No, no, no. That's enough. He's perfect. | want his records sent to me. This
viciousyoung hoodlum will be transformed out of all recognition.

ALEX
Thank you very much for this chance, sir.

MINISTER
Let's hope you make the most of it, my boy.

GOVERNOR
Shall we go to my office?

MINISTER
Thank you.

INT. GOVERNOR'S OFFICE ? DAY
Governor seated at his desk. There is a knockon the door.

GOVERNOR
Comein.

Door opens. Chief Guard enters with Alex.

CHIEF GUARD
Sir, 655321, sir.

GOVERNOR



Very good, Chief.
Chief Guard turns to Alex.

CHIEF GUARD
Forward to the white line, toes behind it. Full name and number to the
Governor.

Chief Guard closes door.

ALEX
Alexander de Large, sir. 655321, sir.

The Governor takes off his glasses.

GOVERNOR

| don't suppose you know who that was this morning, do you? That was no
less a personagethan the Minister of the Interior and what they call a very
new broom. Well, thesenew ridiculous ideas have come at last, and orders
are orders, though I may say toyou in confidence that | do not approve. An
eye for an eye, | say, if someone hitsyou, you hit back, do you not? Why
then should not the State very severely hit byyou brutal offenders not hit
back also? But the new view is to say no. The new viewis that we turn the
bad into good. All of which seems to be grossly unjust. Hmmmmmm.

ALEX
Sir...

CHIEF GUARD
Shut your filthy hole, you scum!!!

GOVERNOR

You are to be reformed. Tomorrow you go to this man, Brodsky. You will be
leavinghere. You will be transferred to the Ludovico Medical Facility. It is
believed thatyou will be able to leave State custody in a little over a
fortnight. | suppose thatprospect pleases you?

CHIEF GUARD
Answer when the Governor asks you a question you filthy young swine!

ALEX
Oh yes, sir. Thank you very much, sir. I've done my best here | really have,
sir.I'm very grateful to all concerned.

GOVERNOR
Sign this ? where it's marked.



Alex turns the paper to read it.

CHIEF GUARD
Don'tread it ? sign it!

GOVERNOR

It says that you are willing to have the residue of your sentence commuted
to theLudovico treatment.

Alex signs. Governor gathers up papers.
Alex dots the last "i" and smiles.
INT. LUDOVICO CENTRE RECEPTION DESK ? DAY

ALEX (V.0.)

The next morning | was taken to the Ludovico Medical Facility, outside the
town centre,and | felt a malenky bit sad having to say goodbye to the old
Staja, as you alwayswill when you leave a place you've like gotten used to.

Chief Guard briskly leads the way for Alex and escort. They move into
receptionhall where the Doctor stands.

CHIEF GUARD

(shouting like an RSM)

Right. Halt the prisoner. Good morning, sir, I'm Chief Officer Barnes. I'vegot
655321 on atransfer from Parkmoor to the Ludovico Centre, sir!

DOCTOR
Good morning, we've been expecting you. I'm Dr. Alcott.

Chief Guard checks the name from his clipboard.

CHIEF GUARD
Yes, Dr. Alcott. Are you prepared to accept the prisoner, sir?

DOCTOR
Yes, of course.

CHIEF GUARD
Well, I wonder if you'd mind signing these transfer documents, sir.

Doctor signs.

CHIEF GUARD



Thank you, sir. There, sir... there, and there, sir... and there. Thank you,
sir.Prison escort move forward. Halt. Excuse me, sir. Is that the officer that
is totake charge of the prisoner, sir?

Doctor nods. Officer steps forward.

CHIEF GUARD

If  might offer a word of advice, Doc. You'll have to watch this one. A right
brutalbastard he has been, and will be again. In spite all his sucking up to
the prisonChaplain and reading the Bible.

DOCTOR
Oh, I think we can manage things. Charlie, will you show the young man to
his roomnow.

CHARLIE
Right, sir. Come this way, please.

Alex exits with Officer.

INT. ALEX'S ROOM ? LUDOVICO CENTRE ? DAY

Alex finishing breakfast tray in bed.
Room bright and cheery.
Dr. Branom, a tall woman in her fifties, enters with nurse carrying a steriletray.

DR. BRANOM

(very briskly)

Good morning, Alex, my name is Dr. Branom. I'm Doctor Brodsky's
assistant.

ALEX
Good Morning, Missus. Lovely day, isn't it?

DR. BRANOM
Indeed it is. May | take this

She removes his tray.

DR. BRANOM
How're you feeling this morning?

ALEX



Fine... fine.

DR. BRANOM
Good. In a few minutes, you'll meeting Dr. Brodsky and we'll begin your
treatment.You're avery lucky boy to have been chosen.

ALEX
| realise all that, Missus, and I'm very grateful to all concerned.

DR. BRANOM
We're going to friends now, sir.

ALEX
| hope so, Missus.

She inserts a needle into the medicine vial.

ALEX (CONT'D)
What's the hypo for then? Going to send me to sleep?

DR. BRANOM
Oh no, nothing of the sort.

ALEX
Vitamins will it be then?

DR. BRANOM

Something like that. You are a little undernourished, so after each meal
were goingto give you a shot. Roll over on your right side please, loosen
your pyjama pantsand pull them half-way down.

He does, somewhat reluctantly. She gives him a shot in the bum.

ALEX
What exactly is the treatment here going to be then?

DR. BRANOM
It's quite simple really. Were just going to show you some films.

ALEX
You mean like going to the pictures?

DR. BRANOM
Something like that.



ALEX
Well, that's good. I like to viddy the old films now and again.

INT. AUDIO VISUAL LUDOVICO CENTRE ? DAY

Auditorium setting. Alex is bound in a examinationchair in front of a large video
screen. A white-coated Technician is strapping Alex'shead to a medical device.

He then carefully attaches the eyelid locking to Alex’s eyes.

ALEX (V.0.)

And viddy films I would. Where | was taken to, brothers, was like no cine I'd
beenin before. | was bound up in a straight-jacket and my gulliver was
strapped to aheadrest with like wires running away from it. Then they
clamped like lidlocks onmy eyes so | could not shut them no matter how
hard I tried. It seemed a bit crazyto me, but I let them get on with what they
wanted to get on with. If | was to bea free young malchick in a fortnight's
time, | would put up with much in the meantime,my brothers.

At the back of the auditorium are ten or fifteen solemn medical Professionalsin
white coats watching the proceedings and occasionally taking notes. A film
beginsshowing on the screen.

The Technician drops eyedrops into Alex's eyes.

VIOLENCE FILM
Man being beaten by four toughs wearing white.

Punches, kicks, grunts, blood.

ALEX (V.0.)

So far the first film was a very good professional piece of cine, looked like
itwas done in Hollywood.

Screams, moans, kicks, punches.

ALEX (V.0.)

The sounds were real horroshow. You could slooshy the screams and
moans very realisticand you could even get the heavy breathing and
panting of the tolchocking malchicksat the same time. And then, what do
you know, soon our dear old friend, the red,red vino on tap. The same in all
places like it's put out by the same big firm, beganto flow. It was beautiful.
It's funny how the colours of the real world only seemreally real when you
viddy them on a screen.



More kicks, punches, groans, thumps.
Girl being beaten, raped by six toughs.

Screams, music, laughing, grunts, heavy breathing.

ALEX (V.O.)

Now all the time | was watching this, | was beginning to get very aware of
like notfeeling all that well, but | tried to forget this, concentrating on the
next film,which jumped right away on a young devotchka, who was being
given the old in-out,in-out, first by one malchick, then another, then
another. This seemed real, veryreal, though if you thought about it properly
you couldn'timagine lewdies actuallyagreeing to having all this done to
them in a film, and if these films were madeby the good, or the State, you
couldn't imagine them being allowed to take thesefilms, without like
interfering with what was going on.

Girl being raped.

ALEX (V.O.)

When it came to the sixth or seventh malchick, leering and smecking and
then goinginto it, | began to feel really sick. But | could not shut my
glazzies and even ifl tried to move my glazballs about I still not get out of
the line of fire of thispicture.

Alex squirming and retching.

Dr. Brodsky clears his throat and quietly addresses his colleagues seatedin the
back of the room.

DR. BRODSKY

Very soon now the drug will cause the subject to experience a death-like
paralysistogether with deep feelings of terror and helplessness. One of our
earlier test subjectsdescribed it as being like death, a sense of stifling and
drowning, and it is duringthis period we have found the subject will make
his most rewarding associations betweenhis catastrophic experience and
environment and the violence he sees.

Alex retching violently and struggling against his strait jacket.

ALEX
Let me be sick... | want to get up. Get me something to be sick in... Stop the
film...Please stop it... | can't stand it any more. Stop it please... please.

INT. ALEX'S ROOM ? LUDOVICO ? DAY



DR. BRANOM

Well, that was a very promising start. By my calculations, you should be
startingto feel alright again. Yes? Dr. Brodsky's pleased with you. Now
tomorrow there'llbe two sessions, of course, morning and afternoon.

ALEX
You mean, | have to viddy two sessions in one day?

DR. BRANOM
I imagine you'll be feeling a little bit limp by the end of the day. But we
haveto be hard on you. You have to be cured.

ALEX
But it was horrible.

DR. BRANOM
Well, of course, it was horrible. Violence is a very horrible thing. That's
whatyou're learning now. Your body is learning it.

ALEX

| just don't understand about feeling sick the way | did. | never used to feel
sickbefore. l used to feel like the very opposite. | mean, doing it or watching
it, lused to feel real horrorshow. | just don't understand why, how or what.

DR. BRANOM

You felt ill this afternoon because you're getting better. You see, when
we're healthywe respond to the presence of the hateful with fear and
nausea. You're becoming healthythat's all. By this time tomorrow you'll be
healthier still.

INT. AUDIO VISUAL LUDOVICO CENTRE ? DAY

Alex retching and screaming ? restrained againby a straight-jacket.

ALEX (V.0.)

It was the next day, brothers, and | had truly done my best, morning and
afternoon,to play it their way and sit like a horrorshow co-operative
malchick in the chairof torture, while they flashed nasty bits of ultra-
violence on the screen.; thoughnot on the soundtrack, my brothers. The
only sound being music. Then I noticed inall my pain and sickness what
music it was that like cracked and boomed. It was Ludwigvan ? 9th
symphony, 4th movement.

ALEX
Stop it... stop it, please!!! | beg of you!!! It's a sin!!l It's a sin!!! It's asin,
please!!!



Brodsky leans forward and turns down the sound.

DR. BRODSKY
What's all this about sin?

ALEX
That!... Using Ludwig van like that! He did no harm to anyone. Beethoven
just wrotemusic.

DR. BRANOM
Are you referring to the background score?

ALEX
Yesl!l!!

DR. BRANOM
You've heard Beethoven before?

ALEX
Yes!!!

DR. BRODSKY
You're keen on music?

ALEX
Yesl!l

DR. BRANOM

(quietly)
What do you think about that, Dr. Brodsky?

DR. BRODSKY

(softly)

It can't be helped. Here's your punishment element perhaps. The Governor
oughtto be pleased... I'm sorry, Alex, this is for your own good, you'll have
to bearwith us for a while.

ALEX

You needn't take it any further, sir. You've proved to me that all this ultra-
violenceand killing is wrong and terribly wrong. I've learned my lesson, sir.
| see now whatl've never seen before I'm cured, praise Bog!

DR. BRODSKY
You're not cured yet, my boy.



DR. BRODSKY
You must take your chance boy. The choice has been all yours.

ALEX

But, Sir... Missus... | see that it's wrong! It's wrong because it's like
againstlike society. It's wrong because everybody has the right to live and
be happy withoutbeing tolchocked and knifed.

DR. BRODSKY
No, no, boy. You really must leave it to us, but be cheerful about it. In less
thana fortnight now, you'll be a free man.

INT. AUDITORIUM ? DAY

VIP audience including Minister, Junior Minister,Prison Governor, Priest, Dr.
Branom, Dr. Brodsky.

Dressed in street clothes Alex enters led by a white-coated Technician.
He is led onto stage and left standing there, blinking into lights.
The Minister rises and walks to the front of the auditorium.

MINISTER

Ladies and Gentlemen, at this point, we introduce the subject himself. He
is, asyou will perceive, fit and well nourished. He comes straight from as
night's sleepand a good breakfast, undrugged, unhypnotized. Tomorrow,
we send him with confidenceout into the world again, as decent a lad as
you would meet on a May morning. Whata change is here, Ladies and
Gentlemen, from the wretched hoodlum the state committedto unprofitable
punishment some two years ago, unchanged after two years.
Unchanged,do | say - not quite. Prison taught him a false smile, the rubbed
hands of hypocrisy,the fawning, greased, obsequious leer. Other vices
prison taught him as well as confirminghim in those he had long practised
before. Our party promised to restore law andorder and to make the streets
safe for the ordinary peace loving citizen. This pledgeis now about to
become areality. Ladies and Gentlemen, this is an historic moment.The
problem of criminal violence is soon to be athing of the past. But enough
ofwords ? actions speak louder than. Action now. Observe all.

He returns to his seat and leans close to his Junior Minister.

JUNIOR MINISTER
Our necks are out along way on this, Minister.

MINISTER



| have complete faith in Brodsky. If the polls are right, we have nothing to
lose.

Lights are dimmed. Enter Lardface, an elegantly dressed fag.

LARDFACE
Hello, heap of dirt. Pooh, you don't wash much do you, judging by the
horrible smell.

ALEX
Why do you say that, brother? | had a shower this morning.

LARDFACE
Oh, he had a shower this morning. You trying to call me a liar?

ALEX
No, brother. What d'you want?

LARDFACE
What do | want?

ALEX
Sorry, brother. I didn't mean any offence.

LARDFACE
Oh. Oh, you're sorry are you, well you must think I'm awfully stupid.

He slaps Alex in the face.

ALEX
Why did you do that, brother? I've never done wrong to you.

LARDFACE
You want to know why | did that, well you see ? | do that...

He stamps on Alex's foot.

LARDFACE
... and this...

He pulls Alex's nose.

LARDFACE
... and that...

He pulls Alex's ear, pushes him off balance and plants his foot on his chest.



LARDFACE
... because I don't like you horrible type, do I, and if you want to start
something...if you want to start... go on... well, you just start. Please do.

Alex retching.

ALEX
I'm gonna be sick.

LARDFACE
You're gonnabe sick are you?

ALEX
| wanna be sick.

LARDFACE
You wanna be sick?

ALEX
Let me get up.

LARDFACE
You wanna get up? Well, you've gotta you see... well | want you to lick it.
Go on...Lick it.

Alex, gagging and coughing, licks the sole of his shoe.

LARDFACE
... And again... Go on!!! Again! There's a good boy.

ALEX (V.0))

And, O my brothers, would you believe your faithful friend and long
suffering narratorpushed out his red yahzik a mile and a half to lick the
grahzny, vonny boots. Thehorrible killing sickness had wooshed up and
turned the like joy of battle into afeeling | was going to snuff it.

Minister rises.

MINISTER
Enough! That will do very well. Thank you.

Lardface does leading-man-bows. A smattering of applause.

LARDFACE
Thank you very much, Ladies and Gentlemen... Thank you.



Alex on floor ? still retching.
A beautiful nude Girl enters.
Alex looks up slowly.

ALEX (V.O))

She came towards me with the light like it was the like light of heavenly
grace,and the first thing that flashed into my gulliver was that | would like
to have herright down there on the floor with the old in-out, real savage.
But quick as a shotcame the sickness, like a detective that had been
watching around the corner andnow followed to make his arrest.

Alex retching. Minister rises.

MINISTER
Thank you very much. Thank you my dear.

Girl bows and exits to loud applause.

MINISTER
Not feeling too bad now are you?

ALEX

(pulling himself together)
No, sir, | feel really great.

MINISTER
Good.

ALEX
Was | alright, sir? Did | do well, sir?

MINISTER

Fine. Absolutely fine. You see, Ladies and Gentlemen our subject is, you
see, impelledtowards good by paradoxically being impelled toward evil.
The intention to act violentlyis accompanied by strong feelings of physical
distress. To counter these, the subjecthas to switch to a diametrically
opposed attitude. Any questions?

Priest rises and moves to Alex.

PRIEST
Choice! The boy has no real choice, has he? Self interest, fear of physical
paindrove him to that grotesque act of self abasement. Its insincerity was



clearly tobe seen. He ceases also to be a creature capable of moral choice.

MINISTER

Padre, these are subtleties. We are not concerned with motive, with the
higher ethics;we are concerned only with cutting down crime. And with
relieving the ghastly congestionin our prisons... He will be your true
Christian, ready to turn the other cheek.Ready to be crucified rather than
crucify, sick to the very heart at the thoughteven of killing a fly.
Reclamation, joy before the angels of God. The point is thatit works!

Applause.

EXT. FLATBLOCK

Alex walking carrying his prison parcel wrappedin brown paper.

INT. ALEX'S FLAT
Ma, Pa and Joe the Lodger reading newspapers.Headlines ? all Alex.

Alex enters quietly. Loud radio music from sitting room prevents anyone
fromhearing him. He enters his won room which is the first off the hall.

ALEX
Hi. Hi. Hi, there my Pee and Em.

All three look up startled.

EM
Alex.

ALEX

(to his mother)
Hullo love, how are you?

(kisses her)
Nice to see you, Dad.

PEE
Hullo lad. What a surprise, good to see you.

ALEX
Keeping fit then?

PEE

(very ill at ease)
Fine, fine.



ALEX
Well, how are you then?

PEE
Oh fine, fine. Keeping out of trouble, you know.

ALEX
Well ? I'm back.

PEE
(with feigned enthusiasm)
Aye. Glad to see you back, lad.

EM
Why didn't you let us know what was happening, son?

ALEX
Sorry, Em, | wanted it to be like... a big surprise for you and pee.

PEE
Well, it's a surprise all right, a bit bewildering too.

EM
We've only just read about it in the morning papers.

PEE
Aye. You should have let us know, lad, not that we're not very pleased to
see youagain. All cured too, eh?

ALEX
That's right, Dad they did a great job on my gulliver, I'm completely
reformed.

PEE
Aye.

ALEX
(looks in the kitchen)
Well, still the same old place then, eh?

PEE
Oh, aye, aye.

ALEX
(fake whisper)



Hey, Dad, there's a strange fella sitting on the sofa there munchy-
wunchinglomticks of toast.

PEE

Aye, that's Joe. He... ummmm, lives here now. The lodger. That's what he
is... he...he rents your room.

Alex confronts Joe.

ALEX
How do you do, Joe? Find the room comfortable, do you? No complaints?

JOE

I've heard about you. | know what you've done. Breaking the hearts of your
poor grievingparents. So you're back? You're back to make a life of misery
for your lovely parents,is that it? Well, over my dead corpse you will,
because you see, they've let me bemore like a son to them than like a
lodger.

Alex cocks his fist and starts to retch violently, almost at the same momentJoe
drops back on the couch next to Em.

EM
Joe! Joe! Don't fight here boys!

Alex burps and retches.

JOE
Oh, please. Do put your hand over your mouth, it's bloody revolting.

Alex violently ill.

PEE
Well, what's the matter lad, are you feeling alright?

EM
Dad... It's the treatment.

More retching.

JOE
Well, it's disgusting. It puts you off your food.

EM
Leave him be, Joe. It's the treatment.



PEE
D'you think we should do something?

EM
Would you like me to make you a nice cup of tea, son?

ALEX

No thanks, Mum. It'll pass in a minute...

(after a pause)

... What have you done with all my own personal things?

PEE
Well. That was all took away, son, by the Police. New regulation about
compensationfor the victim.

ALEX
What about Basil? Where's my snake?

PEE
Oh well, he met with like an accident. He passed away.

Alex becomes a bit weepy.

ALEX

What's gonna happen to me then? | mean that's my room he's in ? there's
no denyingthat. This is my home also. What suggestions have you, my Pee
and Em, to make?

PEE

Well, all this needs thinking about, son. | mean we can't very well just kick
Joeout... Not just like that, can we? | mean Joe is here doing a job. A
contract itis, two years. Well, we made like an arrangement, didn't we Joe?
You see, son, Joe'spaid next month's rent already so, well, whatever we do
in the future, we cant justsay to Joe to get out, now can we?

JOE

No, there's much more than that, though. | mean I've got you two to think
of.  meanyou're more like a mother and father to me. Well, it wouldn't be
fair now, wouldit, for me to go off and leave you two to the tender mercies
of this young monsterwho's been like no real son at all. Look, let him go off
and find aroom somewhere.Let him learn the errors of his way, and that a
bad boy like he's been don't deservesuch agood mum and dad as he's had.

ALEX
Alright. | see how things are now. I've suffered and I've suffered, and I've
sufferedand everybody wants me to go on suffering.



JOE

You've made others suffer. It's only fair that you should suffer proper. You
knowl've been told everything you've done, sitting here at night round the

family table,pretty shocking it was to listen to. It made me real sick, a lot of
it did. Now lookwhat you've gone and done to your mother.

Em bursts into tears.

ALEX

So that's the way it is then, eh? That's the way it is. Right, I'm leaving now,
youwon't ever viddy me no more. I'll make my own way. Thank you very
much. Let it lieheavy on your consciences.

Alex exits.

PEE

(shouting after him)
Now don't take it like that son.

Em boohoohoos, Joe comforts her.

EXT. AMBANKMENT ? DAY

Alex walks along the Thames embankment stillholding his paper parcel.
Tramp enters. The same man beaten by Alex and his gang earlier in the film.
TRAMP

Can you spare me some cutter, me brother? Can you spare some cutter,
me brother?

Alex, without looking at him, reaches in his pocket and gives him some money.

TRAMP
Oh, thankyou, your honour.

The Tramp takes a second look at Alex.

TRAMP
Jamey Mack! Be the hokey fly! Holy Mother of God! All the Holy Angels and
blessedsaints in Heaven preserve us.

Alex breaks away but the Tramp toddles alongside him.

TRAMP



| never forget a face! | never forget any face, be God!

ALEX
Leave me alone, brother. I've never seen you before.

Tramp shouts to other Meths drinkers and Tramps.

TRAMP
This is the poisonous young swine that near done me in. Him and his
friends beatme and kicked me and thumped me.

Alex breaks away again.

TRAMP
Stop him! Stop him!

A leg is stuck out and Alex goes down. The tramp swarm all over him.

TRAMP

They laughed at me blood and me moans. This murderous young pig is a
prize specimenof the cowardly brutal young. He is in our midst and at our
mercy. Give it to him.That's it.

Old Tramps begin to beat at Alex.

ALEX (V.0))

Then there was like a sea of dirty, smelly old men trying to get at your
humble Narrator,with their feeble rookers and horny old claws. It was Old
Age having a go at Youthand I daren't do a single solitary thing, O my
brothers, it being better to be hitat like that, than want to be sick and feel
that horrible pain.

The Tramp crowd round Alex, shouting.

TRAMPS
Young hooligan... Vagabound... Kill him... Villain... Toad... Bastard... Kick
histeeth in... Near killed poor old Jack, he did.

Police move in and push off crowd.

FIRST POLICEMAN
Alright, stop it now.

SECOND POLICEMAN
Alright, stop it now. Alright! Come on. Stop breaking the State peace. You
naughtyboys. Alright, that's enough.



Alex looks up.

ALEX
Oh, no.

DIM
Well, well, well, well, well, well, well, if it isn't little Alex. Long time no
viddy,droog. How goes? Surprised are you?

ALEX
Impossible... I don't believe it.

GEORGIE
Evidence of the old glazzies. Nothing up our sleeves. No magic, little Alex?
A jobfor two, who are now of job age. The police.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD ? DAY
Police Landrover drives up.

Alex is pulled out by Georgie and Dim and hustled up a deserted lane.

DIM
Come on, Alex. Come for walkies. Hahahahaha.

ALEX
Come, come, my little droogies. | just don't get this at all. The old days are
deadand gone. For what I did in the past I've been punished.

DIM
Been punished, yeah?

ALEX
I've been cured.

DIM
Been cured, yeah, that was read out to us. The Inspector read all that out to
us.He said it was a very good way.

ALEX

| just don't get this all. It was them that went for me, brothers. You're not
ontheir side and can't be. You can't be Dim. It was someone we fillied with
back inthe old days... Trying to get his own malenky bit of revenge after all
this time.You remember, Dim?



DIM
Long time, is right. | don't remember them days too horrorshow. Don't call
me Dimno more, either. Officer, call me.

GEORGIE
Enough is remembered though, little Alex.

Dim and Georgie laugh.

They drag Alex to a low water through.

DIM
This is to make sure you stay cured.

Georgie hits Alex in the stomach with his blackjack. Then, they push his
headunder the water and methodically start to beat him with their blackjacks.

After a full minute of this, they drag him out, halt-drowned,
DIM

(laughing)
Be viddying you some more, some time Alex.

EXT. "HOME" ? NIGHT ? HEAVY RAIN

Alex stumbles up the road to the entrance gate.

ALEX (V.0))

Where was I to go, who had no home and no money. | cried for meself,
Home, Home,Home. It was Home | was wanting and it was Home | came to,
brothers, not realisingin the state | was in, where | was and had been
before.

Alex stumbles and crawls to the door.
INT. "HOME" ? NIGHT
Mr. Alexander at his typewriter.

Julian a 6'4" ? heavyweight weight-lifter lies across an exercise benchworking
with bar-bells.

The door bell rings.

MR. ALEXANDER
Who on earth could that be?



JULIAN
I'll see who itis.

He goes to the door.

JULIAN
Yes, what is it?

No reply. He opens the door. Alex falls into the hall.

ALEX

(barely audible)
Help. Help me... Help me... Police.

Julian picks him up like a child and carries him into the living room.
INT. "HOME" ? LIVING ROOM ? NIGHT

ALEX (V.O.)

And would you believe it, O my brothers and only friends, there was your
faithfulNarrator being held helpless, like a babe in arms, and suddenly
realising where lwas and why HOME on the gate had looked so familiar. But
I knew | was safe. | knewhe would not remember me for, in those carefree
days, | and my so-called droogs woreour maskies which were like real
horrorshow disguises.

JULIAN
Frank, I think this young man needs help.

MR. ALEXANDER
Dear, dear, dear. Whatever happened to you, my boy?

Mr. Alexander, now confined to a wheelchair, pushes himself away from hisdesk,
and rolls up to Julian. The water drips off Alex's clothes. They look at eachother.

ALEX
The police... The horrible ghastly Police. They beat me up, sir. The Police
beatme up, sir.

Mr. Alexander stares at him. It becomes apparent he is insane.

MR. ALEXANDER

| know who you are! Isn't it your picture in the newspapers? Didn't | see
you thismorning on the video? Are you not the poor victim of this horrible
new technique?



ALEX
Yes, sir, that's exactly who | am, sir... and what | am... a victim, sir.

Mr. Alexander becomes frenzied as the speech progresses.

MR. ALEXANDER

Then, by God, you have been sent here by providence. Tortured in prison,
then thrownout to be tortured by the Police. My heart goes out to you, poor,
poor boy. Oh, youare not the first to come here in distress. The Police are
fond of bringing theirvictims to the outskirts of this village. But it is
providential that you, who arealso another kind of victim, should come
here. But you're cold and shivering. Julian,draw a bath for this young man.

JULIAN
Certainly, Frank.

He carries Alex off.

ALEX
Thank you very much, sir. God bless you, sir.

Alexander bites his hand.
INT. "HOME" ? BATHROOM
Alex soaks, eyes closed, in a hot tub.

After a while he begins softly singing to himself: "Singin' in the Rain".

INT. "HOME" ? LIVING ROOM ? DAY

Mr. Alexander is hunched over the phone, talkingin hoarse whipsers. The door to
the bathroom is right behind him. While he speaksMr. Alexander throws nervous
glances over his shoulder.

MR. ALEXANDER

| tell you, sir, they have turned this young man into something other than a
humanbeing. He has no power of choice any more. He's committed to
socially acceptableacts, a little machine capable only of good... He can be
the most potent weapon imaginableto ensure that the Government is not
returned at the next election. The Government'sgreat boast, as you know
sir, is the way they have dealt with crime in the last fewmonths. Recruiting
brutal young roughs into the police, proposing debilitation andwill-sapping
techniques of conditioning. Oh, we've seen it all before in other
countriesThe thin end of the wedge. Before we know where we are we shall



have the full apparatusof totalitarianism. This young boy is a living withess
to these diabolical proposals.The people ? the common people ? must
know... must see! There are rare traditionsof liberty to defend. The tradition
of liberty means all. The common people willlet it go! Oh, yes ? they will
sell liberty for a quieter life. That is why theymust be led, sir, driven...
pushed!!! Thank you very much, sir. He'll be here.

Trembling with excitement and madness, Mr. Alexander hangs up the phone.
Hiseyes, shiny with anticipation. Then, suddenly, he becomes aware of Alex's
voice comingfrom the other side of the door.

INT. "HOME" ? BATHROOM
Alex in bath, singing.

ALEX
I'm singing in the rain,
Just singing in the rain...

MR. ALEXANDER
His face horribly distorted in a Homeric rage.
INT. "HOME" ? NIGHT

Alex, alone, in complete silence. Eating a largeplate of spaghetti. The giant,
Julian, appears, carrying Mr. Alexander in his wheelchair.He deposits him at the
table.

ALEX
Good evening, sir.

MR. ALEXANDER
(very weird)
Good evening.

ALEX
It was very kind of you to leave this out for me, sir. There was no-one
around whenl finished my bath, so | started. | hope that's alright, sir.

MR. ALEXANDER

(too loud ? voice out of control)
Of course. Food alright?

ALEX
Great, sir. Great.



MR. ALEXANDER
Try the wine!

ALEX
Thank you very much, sir. Cheers

Suddenly the thought occurs to Alex that the wine may be drugged or poisoned.

ALEX
Won't you join me, sir?

MR. ALEXANDER
No, my health doesn't allow it.

ALEX
(to Julian)
And you, sir?

JULIAN
No thank you.

Alex, stalling for time, reaches for bottle and reads the label.

ALEX
1960, Chateau, Saint Estephe, Medoc, very good brand, sir.

He doesn't get a penny's change for his remarks from Alexander and Julian.

He holds the glass up to the light.

ALEX
Very good colour, sir. Smells mice, too.Very good number, sir. Very good.
Here'sto it.

He downs the glass.

ALEX
Very refreshing, sir, very refreshing.

MR. ALEXANDER
(very arch)
I'm so pleased you appreciate good wine. Have another glass!

ALEX
Thank you, sir.



MR. ALEXANDER
My wife...

Alex freezes.

MR. ALEXANDER
... used to do everything for me and leave me to my writing.

ALEX
Your wife, sir? Has she gone away?

MR. ALEXANDER
No. She's dead!

ALEX
I'm sorry to hear about that, sir.

His face contorted in rage.

MR. ALEXANDER

She was very badly raped, you see. We were assaulted by a gang of vicious
young hooligansin this house, in this very room you're sitting in now. | was
left a helpless cripple.The doctors said it was Pneumonia, because it
happened some months later during the'flu epidemic. The doctors told me
it was Pneumonia, but | knew what it was. A victimof the modern age, poor,
poor girl.

Suddenly his mood changes. He wheels right up to Alex.

MR. ALEXANDER
And now you, another victim of the modern age. But you can be helped. |
phoned somefriends while you were having a bath.

ALEX
Phoned some friends, sir?

MR. ALEXANDER
Yes. They want to help.

ALEX
Help me, sir?

MR. ALEXANDER
Help you.



ALEX
Who are they, sir?

MR. ALEXANDER
They're very, very important people and they're interested in you.

Bell rings. Julian rises,

MR. ALEXANDER
Julian. This will be these people now.

Alex gets up.

ALEX
Look, sir. I'm sorry to have troubled you. | think | ought to be going, sir.

Julian bars the way.

MR. ALEXANDER
No, no my boy. No trouble at all.

Alex slowly sits.

MR. ALEXANDER
Have another glass of wine.

He pours. Alex picks up glass and takes a drink.

INT. "HOME" ? NIGHT

Dolin and Rubinstein enter with Julian.

DOLIN

(genial)
Hullo, Frank.

MR. ALEXANDER
Good evening, sir.

RUBINSTEIN
Frank.

DOLIN
So this is the young man?

ALEX



How do you do, sir?

DOLIN
Hullo.

ALEX
Missus. Very pleased to meet you.

RUBINSTEIN
Hullo.

DOLIN

| hope you forgive us for coming over at this ungodly hour, but we heard
from Frankthat you were in some trouble so we came over to see if we
could be of any help.

ALEX
Very kind of you, sir. Thank you very much.

DOLIN
| understand that you had a rather unfortunate encounter with the Police
tonight.

ALEX
Yes, sir. | suppose you might call it that, sir.

DOLIN
Hahaha, and how are you feeling now?

ALEX
Much better, thank you, sir.

DOLIN
Feel like talking to us. Answering a few questions?

ALEX
Fine, sir, fine.

DOLIN
Well, as I've said, we've heard about you. We are interested in your case.
We wantto help you.

ALEX
Thank you very much, sir.

DOLIN



But first we'd like to find out a few things about you.

ALEX
What would you like to know, sir?

DOLIN
Well, shall we get down to it?

ALEX
Yes, sir.

Rubinstein takes out a notebook.

RUBINSTEIN

The newspapers mentioned that in addition to your being conditioned
against actsof sex and violence, you've inadvertently been conditioned
against music.

ALEX

Well, er, | think that was something that they hadn't planned for, you see,
Missus,I'm very fond of music and always have been, especially
Beethoven, Ludwig van...Beethoven.B... E... E...

He leans over and looks at her writing in notebook.

RUBINSTEIN
It's alright, thank you.

ALEX

And it just so happened that while they were showing me a particularly bad
film,of like a concentration camp, the background music was playing
Beethoven.

RUBINSTEIN

So now you have the same reaction to music as you do to sex and
violence?

ALEX
Oh well, it's... it's not all music you see, Missus. It's just the 9th.

RUBINSTEIN
You mean Beethoven's 9th Symphony?

ALEX
That's right. Er... | can't listen to the 9th any more at all. When | hear the
9th,l get like this funny feeling.



RUBINSTEIN
When you say this funny feeling, you mean the state of mind brought on by
the treatmentthey gave you?

ALEX
That is correct, sir. And then all | can think about is like trying to snuff it.

RUBINSTEIN
| beg your pardon?

ALEX
Snuffit, sir... um... death, | mean, missus... Er... | just want to die
peacefullylike with no... pain.

RUBINSTEIN
Do you feel that way now?

ALEX
Um... oh no, sir, not exactly, | still feel very miserable, very much down in
spirits.

RUBINSTEIN
Do you still feel suicidal?

ALEX
Um... well, put it this way... | feel very low in myself. | can't see much in

thefuture, and | feel that any second something terrible is going to happen
to me.

He pitches forward, face into the plate of spaghetti.

RUBINSTEIN
Well done, Frank. Julian, get the car, will you please?

INT. HI-FI ROOM ? DAWN

Alexander sits looking up. Rubinstein, Julianand Dolin also listening to
Beethoven played loudly on tape recorder.

INT. DOLIN'S HOUSE ? PRISONER BEDROOM ? DAY
The 9th Symphony booming up through the floor.

Alex slowly regains consciousness.



ALEX (V.0.)

| woke up. The pain and sickness all over me like an animal. Then I realised
whatit was. The music coming up from the floor was our old friend, Ludwig
van and thedreaded 9th Symphony.

He staggers to the door. It is locked. He kicks and tugs the door.

ALEX
Open the door... turn it off... turn it off.

CUT TO:

THE BILLIARD ROOM BELOW

Hi-Fi gear laid out on the table. Large speakersfacing upwards. Mr. Alexander
trembles and twitches. He is now completely mad. Theothers merely wait, coolly.

INT. DOLIN'S HOUSE ? PRISONER BEDROOM ? DAY

Alex on his knees. His hands cupped over hisears, banging his head on the floor.
Then he stops and slowly straightens up, staring at the window.

ALEX (V.0))

Suddenly I viddied what | had to do, and what | had wanted to do ? and that
was todo myself in, to snuff it, to blast off forever out of this wicked cruel
world. Onemoment of pain perhaps and then sleep ? forever and ever and
ever.

EXT. WINDOW ? DAWC
Alex leaps out of the window.

INT. HOSPITAL WARD

Alex in bed. Camera slowly tracks along lengthof his body. Everything is
bandages and plaster splints, wire cages, blood drips.

ALEX (V.0.)

| jumped, O my brothers, and | fell hard but | did not snuff it, oh no. if |
hadsnuffed it, | would not be here to tell what | have told. | came back to
life, aftera long, black, black gap of what might have been a million years.

We hear Alex moan, and then another moan. Alex and the other ? a few times.

Suddenly, some curtains which have been drawn around another bed in the



wardare parted, and a nurse hurries to Alex, hastily buttoning up her uniform.
She istrailed by a young Intern fumbling with his trousers.

NURSE
Oh, he's recovered conscienceness, Doctor.

INT. HOSPITAL ? DAY

Em and Pee sitting around the bed.

PEE
Hullo, lad.

EM
Hullo, son, how are you?

PEE
Are you feeling better?

ALEX
What gives, O my Pee and Em, what makes you think you are welcome?

Em sobs. Pee comforts her.

PEE

There, there mother, it's alright. He doesn’'t mean it. You were in the papers
again,son. It said they had done great wrong to you. It said how the
Government drove youto try and do yourself in... and when you think about
it, son... maybe it was ourfault too in away... your home's your home when
it's all said and done, son.

Em sobs.

INT. HOSPITAL

Psychiatrist wheels trolley to Alex's bed. Heis sitting up.

ALEX
Good morning, Missus.

DR. TAYLOR
How are you feeling today?

ALEX
Fine. Fine.



DR. TAYLOR
Good. I'm doctor Taylor.

ALEX
| haven't seen you before.

DR. TAYLOR
I'm your Psychiatrist.

ALEX
Psychiatrist? Huh, do | need one?

DR. TAYLOR
Just part of hospital routine.

ALEX
What are we going to do? Talk about me sex life?

DR. TAYLOR
No... I'm going to show you some slides and you are going to tell me what
you thinkabout them Alright?

ALEX

Ohhh... jolly good. Perhaps you can explain me something to me first.
DR. TAYLOR

Yes?

ALEX

Well, when I was all like ashamed up and half awake and unconscious like,
| kepthaving this dream like all these doctors were playing around with me
gulliver. Youknow... like the inside of me brain. | seemed to have this dream
over and over again.D'you think it means anything?

DR. TAYLOR
Patients who've sustained the kind of injuries you have often have dreams
of thissort. It's all part of the recovery process.

ALEX
Oh.

DR. TAYLOR
Now then, each of these slides needs a reply from one of the peoplein the
picture.You'll tell me what you think the person would say. Alright?

ALEX



Righty, right.
The doctor reads aloud the dialogue printed in the cartoon balloon ? a peacock.

DR. TAYLOR
Isn't the plumage beautiful?

ALEX
| just say what the other person would say?

DR. TAYLOR
Yes. Yes, well don't think about it too long, just say the first thing that
popsinto your mind.

ALEX
Right... Knickers... Cabbages... It doesn't have a beak.

Alex laughs. Slide of woman speaking to boy.

DR. TAYLOR
Good. The boy you always quarrelled with is seriously ill.

ALEX
That's right and I'll smash your face for you, yarblockos.

Slide of watch shop.

DR. TAYLOR
Good. It wa your fault... you sold me a crummy watch. | want my money
back.

ALEX
Bollocks. You know what you can do with that watch? You can stick it up
your arse.

Slide of nude woman in bed, a man at the window.

DR. TAYLOR
Good. What do you want?

ALEX

Excuse me, missus. No time for the old in-out, I've just come to read the
meter.

Slide of bird's nest with eggs.



DR. TAYLOR
Good. You can do whatever you like with these.

ALEX
Eggiwegs. | would like to smash 'em. Pick up th elot and f... owww...

He slams his hand down and cries out with pain.

ALEX
Fucking hell...

DR. TAYLOR
Fine. Well, that's all there is to it. Are you alright?

ALEX
| hope so. Is that the end then?

DR. TAYLOR
Yes.

ALEX
| was quite enjoying that.

DR. TAYLOR
Good. I'm glad

ALEX
How many did | get right?

DR. TAYLOR
It's not that kind of a test. But you seem well on the way to a complete
recovery.

ALEX
And when do | get out of here then?

DR. TAYLOR
I'm sure it won't be long now.

INT. HOSPITAL ? DAY

Alex sitting up, being fed by Nurse.

ALEX (V.0))
So | waited and, O my brothers, | got a lot better munching away at
eggiwegs, andlomticks of toast and lovely steakiweaks and then, one day,



they said | was goingto have a very special visitor.

Doctor enters followed by Minister and Matron.

MINISTER
Good evening, my boy.

ALEX
Hi, hi, hi there, my little droogies.

DOCTOR
Well, how are you getting on today, young man?

ALEX
Great, sir. Great.

DOCTOR
Can I do anything more for you , Minister?

MINISTER
I don't think so, Sir Leslie. Thank you very much.

DR. TAYLOR
Then I'll leave you to it. Nurse.

They exit. Minister moves to Alex.

MINISTER
You seem to have a whole ward to yourself, my boy.

ALEX
Yes, sir, and a very lovely place itis too, sir, when | wake up in the middle
ofthe night with my pain.

MINISTER

Yes... well good to see you on the mend. I've kept in constant touch with
the hospital,of course, and now I've come to see you personally to see how
you're getting along.

ALEX
I've suffered the tortures of the damned. The tortures of the damned, sir.

MINISTER
Yes | can... Oh look, let me do that for you, shall I?

ALEX



Thank you, sir.

MINISTER

| can tell you that I... and the Government of which  am a member are
deeply sorryabout this, my boy. Deeply sorry. We tried to help you. We
followed recommendationshad been made to us that turned out to be
wrong. An enquiry will place the responsibilitywhere it belongs. We want
you to regard us as friends. We've put you right, you'regetting the best of
treatments. We never wished you harm, but there are some thatdid and do,
and | think you know who those are. There are certain people who wantedto
use you for political ends. People who would have been glad to have you
dead becausethen they would have been able to blame it all on the
Government. | think you knowwho those are. There is also a certain man ?
a writer of subversive literature ?who has been howling for your blood.
He's been mad with desire to stick a knife intoyou, but you're safe from him
now, we've put him away. He found out that you haddone wrong to him ? at
least he believed you had done wrong. He had formed this ideain his head
that you had been responsible for the death of someone near and dearto
him. We put him away for his own protection... I'm sorry, | thought you were
ready.

ALEX
Where is he now, sir?

MINISTER

We put him away where he can do you no harm. You see we are looking
after your interests.We are interested in you, and when you leave here you
will have no further worries.We shall see to everything... agood job on a
good salary.

ALEX
What job and how much?

MINISTER

You must have an interesting job at a salary which you would regard as
adequate.Not only for the job which you are going to do and in
compensation for what you believeyou have suffered, but also because you
are helping us.

ALEX
Helping you, sir?

MINISTER

We always help our friends, don't we?

(smiles)

It is no secret that the Government has lost a lot of popularity because



ofyou, my boy. There are some that think that at the next election we shall
be out.The press has chosen to take a very unfavourable view of what we
tried to do.

ALEX
Well, who can blame them, sir?

MINISTER
Mmmm, possibly. Yes. But public opinion has a way of changing and you,
Alex, if Imay call you, Alex?

ALEX
Certainly, sir. What do they call you at home?

MINISTER

ument Error**"*My name is Frederick. As | was saying, Alex, you can be
instrumentalin changing the public verdict. Do you understand, Alex? Have
| made myself clear?

ALEX
As an unmuddied lake, Fred. As clear as an azure sky of deepest summer.
You can relyon me, Fred.

MINISTER
Good... good boy. Oh yes, I understand you're fond of music. | have
arranged a littlesurprise for you.

ALEX
Surprise?

MINISTER
One I think you will like... as a, how shall | put it, as a symbol of our new
understanding.An understanding between two friends.

ALEX
Thank you, Fred. Thank you.

Minister turns and signals.
Door opens and a crowd of cameramen and reporters rush in.
Aides push two 6-foot loudspeakers and a Hi-Fi on a trolley.

ALEX (V.O.)
And what do you know, my brothers and only friends, it was the 9th, the



glorious9th of Ludwig van. Oh, it was gorgeosity and yummy yum yum. |
was cured.

CLOSE SHOT ALEX

ALEX (V.0))

As the music came to its climax, | could viddy myself very clear, running
and runningon like very light and mysterious feet, carving the whole face of
the creeching worldwith my cut throat britva. | was cured all right.

THE END
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Anthony Burgess (1917-1993)

Anthony Burgess was a diversely talented Englishman whose reputation, lamentably,
rests almost exclusively on his best-known (and his least favorite) work, the novel A
Clockwork Orange. The 1962 futuristic novel, an impassioned yet even-handed plea for
the necessity of human free will, stirred up controversy with its ultra- violent content
narrated largely through a Russianinfluenced slang of Burgess's invention, "nadsat." The
1971 film version by Stanley Kubrick provoked enough "copycat" crimes - a great irony,
considering both the book and film decry unconscious, deterministic acts, yet tolerate evil
so long as it iswillfully chosen - that Kubrick banned the showing of it in the United
Kingdom in 1973 (only recently was the ban repeal ed).

But Burgess was afar more complete artist than A Clockwork Orange suggests. Born
John Anthony Burgess Wilson on Feb. 25, 1917, in Manchester, England, to Catholic
parents, his mother died of the flu when he was two, and he was brought up by his aunt
and later his stepmother. He studied English at Xaverian College and Manchester
University and, after graduation in 1940, served in the British Army Education Corps
during World War 1l as the musical director of a specia services unit, entertaining troops
in Europe. He was an education officer in Maaya and Brunel from 1954 to 1959, adding
to the eventua total of nine languages in which he was fluent.

By the time he was diagnosed with an inoperable brain tumor in 1959, Burgess had
already published his Malayan trilogy of Time for a Tiger (1956), The Enemy in the
Blanket (1958), and Beds in the East (1959). Burgess returned to England and, with the
prospect of only one year left of life, industrioudly rattled off five books in 1960 and
eleven between 1960 and 1964. He outlived the doctors prognosis by 33 years but
continued his prolific pace. A lapsed Catholic whose early religious views maintained
some influence over him, Burgess wrote over fifty books, numerous critical studies
(notably of Shakespeare and James Joyce) and journal articles, and screenplays and
teleplays (he was even called upon to devise a prehistoric language for the film "Quest
for Fire"). But his preferred field was classical music, and he wrote several accomplished
symphonies (Burgess also integrated music with his prose writing; his 1974 novel The
Napoleon Symphony structurally mirrors Beethoven's Eroica Symphony). Burgess held
distinguished academic posts and lived in places as far- flung as Mata throughout the
1970s, and he maintained a steady literary output until his death from lung cancer in
London on Nov. 26, 1993.



About A Clockwork Orange:

Easily Anthony Burgess's most famous book - and his personal |east favorite - A
Clockwork Orange would have become a controversial work in the 20th-century canon
even if not for Stanley Kubrick's stylized 1971 film adaptation. The futuristic novel
relates the adventures of fifteenyear-old Alex, leader of ateenage gang who delightsin
stealing, beating, and raping London's helpless citizens - all this rendered in the teenage
dang of "nadsat,” a Russianinfluenced vocabulary Burgess invented. Alex's lawless
freedom is eventually curbed by a new scientific technique, Ludovico's Technique, that
renders Alex physically ill when he sees, or even thinks of, violerce. Turned into a
"clockwork orange,” the novel's central image of humanity made mechanical, he loses his
free will. Burgess ultimately argues that even evil, so long asit is chosen, is better and
more human than the forced, deterministic goodness Alex erdures under Ludovico's
Technique.

Burgess also examines the totalitarian aspects of socialism - especidly its subliminal use
of mass media for mind-control - and disturbingly parodies the immaturity of British
youth culture. These two themes combined with the central question of free will in an
ironic way after the film's release. "Copycat" crimes based on those in the film sprang up
around the United Kingdom, and Kubrick eventually decided to ban the film in the U.K.
(only recently, after his death, has it been re-released). Though Burgess understandably
doubted that his work could be the sole influence on the criminals, the incident does point
to the unconscious, deterministic capacity for evil in man (the perpetrators mechanically
copied the crimes), the immaturity of youth, and the influence of mass media.

Perhaps the ban could have been avoided had Kubrick used the British, and not
American, edition of the book for his film. Burgess, needing money badly, allowed W.
W. Norton to omit the final, 21st chapter of his novel for American publication in 1963.
Without the final chapter's examination of Alex's maturation and redemption, the novel
and film pessimistically seem to endorse violence. Burgess regretted permitting the
excision, as well as the inclusion of a nadsat glossary in the American edition



Character List:

Alex: Alex, the teenage anti-heroic protagonist and narrator of the novel, is addicted to
two things:. violence and classical music. He runs rampant over London with his gang of
Dim, Pete, and Georgie, his name containing three relevant meanings. the allusion to
Alexander the Great (Alex is the gang's leader), the Latinate meaning of "without law"
("A-lex™), and the allusion to Alex's creative use of nedsat-based slang (a"lexicon” isa
dictionary). The centra question in the novel - whether forced goodness is better than
chosen evil - pivots around Alex's behavior when he undergoes Ludovico's Technigue in
Part Two. He becomes, in the novel's central image, a "clockwork orange,” a human
deprived of free will and reduced to a deterministic mechanism. Even his capacity to
enjoy classical music is gone. His goodness is inauthentic, and only in the fina chapter of
the novel does he outgrow his immature terdencies toward violence and decide to join
the world of adulthood.

Minister of theInterior: The most pervasive antagonist in a novel filled with them, the
Minister of the Interior symbolizes the repressive, totalitarian influence of the socialist
government, or the Government, asit is called in the novel. He orders Alex undergo
Ludivico's Technique, believing prisoners need to be cured of their reflex. The solution is
apurely pragmatic one designed to rid the streets of criminals and free up prison space
for political prisoners; he ignores the loss of free will on the part of the criminals.
Likewise, he and the Government use mass media to penetrate subliminally the minds of
London's working popul ation.

Prison chaplain: The chaplain is a mouthpiece for many of Burgess's ideas on free will,
namely that "'goodness is something chosen™ and that without it, man ceases to be
human. The chaplain takes Alex under his wing after Alex shows an interest in the Bible,
and tries to convince Alex not to undergo Ludovico's Technique. Though he is worried
that speaking up may hurt his career, the chaplain finally does take a stand against the
treatment after seeing the demonstration of Alex's aversion to violence.

F. Alexander: The author of the manuscript "A Clockwork Orange,” which gives the
novel its central image of man turned into a deterministic mechanism, Alex’s gang rapes
and kills F. Alexander's wife at the start of the novel. In Part Three, F. Alexander enlists
Alex in his party's crusade against the totalitarian government. While foremost being
another mouthpiece for Burgess to express his views on free will, F. Alexander also
becomes afather figure to Alex. Complicating this status are the Freudian tensions that
arise when F. Alexander realizes Alex is the one who raped and killed his wife. F.
Alexander's attempt to kill Alex (ostensibly to help the cause against the Government)
reflects not only these confusing Oedipal issues, but the capacity for violence in anyone,
even those most opposed to it.



Dr. Brodsky: The overseer of Ludovico's Technique, Brodsky is portrayed as a sadistic
doctor who revels in torturing Alex. He and the other doctors, including Dr. Branom,
have just as natural inclinations toward violence as Alex does.

Dim: Though the stupidest member of Alex's gang, Dim is perhaps the most important.
Alex's hitting Dim incites the group's eventual betrayal of their leader, and a great irony
occurs when Dim shows up in Part Three as a member of the new, brutal police force.

Pete: The most subdued member of Alex's gang, Pete eventually becomes middle-class
and inspires Alex to join him in the march to maturity.

Georgie: Georgie, the member of Alex's gang most dissatisfied with Alex's dictatorship,
dieswhile Alex isin prison.

Alex's parents: Well-intentioned, Alex's mild- mannered middle-class mother and father
are too intimidated by their son to notice his violent ways or put a stop to them. They
embrace Joe in Alex's absence, but beg forgiveness at Alex's bedside once Joe leaves.

P.R. Detoid: Alex's Post-Corrective Adviser, Deltoid has afarcical way of speaking and
does not understand why London's youth is running wild.

Governor: The Governor of the prison oversees Alex's reformation. He believesin eye-
for-an-eye justice and is not a supporter of Ludovico's Technique; he wants the prisoners
to be punished, not cured.

Billybob: A rival gang member, Billybob joins Dim on the police force while Alex isin
prison.

Joe: A burly lodger who displaces Alex in his bedroom and parents' hearts, Joe resents
Alex and encourages Alex's parents to reject him when he returns.

Dr. Branom: Dr. Brodsky's assistant in the hospital.

Rich old woman with cats: Alex's murder victim (though his second, as he learns later),
her death lands Alex in jalil.

Man with the science books: Alex and his gang beat him up in Part One, Chapter 1;
Alex is beaten up by him and his old friends in the library in Part Three, Chapter 2.

Old homeless man: Alex's gang beats up an old homeless man who rails out against the
anarchy of the modern world.

Z. Dolin, Rubinstein, and D. B. da Silva: F. Alexander's friends in his liberal party.

Bully, Rick, and Len: Alex's new gang in Part Three, Chapter 7.



Major Themes:

The necessity of free will for humanity: The primary and most controversial ideain A
Clockwork Orange is voiced repeatedly by F. Alexander and the prison chaplain: without
choice and free will, man is no longer human but a "clockwork orange,” a deterministic
mechanism. Free will, Burgess and his liberal mouthpieces argue, is necessary to
maintain our humanity, both individually and communally; revolutions are built on free
will, as Alex points out.

However, free will becomes problematic in other ways when we extend it to the
community. Alex's unhindered free will violates what philosopher John Stuart Mill
termed the "harm principle,”" that any action is permissible so long as it does not harm
anyone else. Burgess presents unequivocal evidence that Alex's immoral acts do harm
others, so the question for A Clockwork Orange is whether it is better to allow harmful
free will, or safely curb it. Burgess still maintains we should permit harmful free will,
since goodness is authentic only if it is chosen; if goodness is forced, as is done to Alex
through Ludovico's Technique, it is inhuman and mechanical.

Burgess also refutes the argument that ethical goodness has any relationship to aesthetic
goodness. Alex comments on a newspaper article that proposes moralizing London's
youth through the fine arts. Alex has refined taste in classical music, especially when
compared to his pop song-loving teenage counterparts, but the gorgeous, sophisticated
music only riles him up for violence and sex. When music becomes associated with
immorality for Alex through Ludovico's Technique, Burgess demonstrates the utter
malleability of aesthetics and ethics.

Burgess conmplicates matters more by suggesting that Alex's inclination toward evil is
somewhat mechanistic as well. While Alex does gain satisfaction from committing
violent acts, he does o in as reflexive a manner as he avoids violence after Ludovico's
Technique. Burgess subscribes to the Biblical idea that man has Origina Sin (see
Origina Sin over environmental behaviorism, below), and that condition implies alack
of choice. We see the mark of Original Sin everywhere in A Clockwork Orange, notably
in the form of the Government - the doctors and other state officials have just as much
sadism and evil intentions as Alex's gang of thugs. Nevertheless, a person with Original
Sin certainly retains more free will than a subject of Ludovico's Technique, and Burgess
also believes in redemption; Alex can choose goodness in Part Three, Chapter 7 on his
own, once he has matured beyond the impetuosity of youth.

Original Sin over environmental behaviorism: P.R. Deltoid and the rest of society
believe that the environment is somehow responsible for the immorality of London's
youth. They believe that with proper parental and academic discipline, not to mention a
bulked-up police force, youth will comport itself more appropriately.



This form of deterministic thinking ignores the Christian idea, embraced particularly by
Catholicism (Burgess was a lapsed Catholic), that Adam and Eve's fall has blemished
man with Original Sin. Just as there exists an impulse to do good, there exists an equally
powerful impulse to do bad that cannot be reasoned away; as Alex says, "what | do | do
because | like to do." He does not blame his evil-doing on the environment; rather, evil-
doing like his has created London's quasi-apocalyptic environment.

At the end of the novel, Alex states his opinion in more overtly religious terms. as long as
God keeps spinning the earth around, young men will continue to act immorally. By
equating Original Sin with God's control over the earth, Burgess points out that Original
Sin implies a certain lack of free will: we do not choose to act immoraly, it has chosen
us. However, Alex's maturation in Part Three, Chapter 7 provides hope for Christian
redemption: over time, we can erase the effects of Origina Sin by choosing goodness.

The oppression of Socialism: The government in A Clockwork Orange, or
"Government,” asit is called, is socialistic in many forms. While Burgess critiques
capitalism at times, overall he seems to value the ostensible abundance of free will in an
ostensibly free market; conversely, he abhors the lack of freedom in government-
controlled societies. The Government owns all property; every able-bodied citizen is
forced to work; jails are brutal and expanding; and the Government controls the media.

Burgess focuses most on this last element. Alex mentions "Statefilm,” the Government-
produced cinema, and briefly describes his disdain for television and its numbing effect
on the masses. The Government uses mass media as propaganda and to sedate the
populace, and Burgess draws anal ogies between mass media and Ludovico's Technique.
Both exercise aform of mind-control over their helpless victims, either outright (in
Alex's case) or subliminally forced (as with the populace) to watch Government-
produced films that make them obey the state (again, much more obvioudly in Alex's
case).

The novel ends pessmigtically when we learn that F. Alexander and his group has been
shut down and that the increasingly totalitarian Government will win re-election.
However, Alex's newfound desire to join the middle-class suggests that perhaps his
generation will come to understand how oppressive the Government is and overthrow it.

Immaturity of youth culture: Burgess parodies his contemporary British youth culture
of the 1950s and 60s through a terrifying projection of them In lieu of conventional
youth slang, the teens have adapted an almost entirely new language with which Alex
narrates the novel, nadsat. While influenced by Russian, which complements the
socialistic world of A Clockwork Orange (see The oppression of Socialism, above),
nadsat is aso at times infantile; the words "appy polly loggy" (for "apology"), "eggiweg"
(for "egg"), and "moloko” (for "milk™) sound like they issued from the mouths of babes.

Burgess's decisions for which words become nadsat words are rarely incidental. These
three examples, for instance, pertain directly to youth and free will. Eggs and milk are
symbolic of birth and infancy (note, too, that the teenage hoodlums drink milk laced with



drugs, and Alex, especially, seems fascinated by breasts). Moreover, Alex never delivers
a heartfelt, willful apology throughout the novel; since he never fully chooses his actions,
but immaturely and rashly heads into them, he does not have the adult capacity for
remorse.

Alex matures in Part Three, Chapter 7, the 21st chapter of the novel and one symbolic of
maturity (at the time, the voting age in England was 21, and is considered arite of
passage into adulthood). He also overcomes the Oedipal tensions in the novel: F.
Alexander temporarily becomes Alex's father figure, and since Alex raped (and killed) F.
Alexander's wife, it is as though he had sex with his own mother. In the 21st chapter,
Alex decides he wants to have his own son, a sign that he is through with his Oedipal
fascination with violence, breasts, and milk.

Structural symmetry: Burgess was a great lover of classical music and a composer. He
sought to integrate more completely musical techniques into literature, and his main
contribution to musical literature in A Clockwork Orange, aside from Alex's great love
for Beethoven and other composers, is the symmetrical arrangement of chapters. The
three parts of the novel each contain seven chapters, and the descending chapters of the
third part usually reverse the ascending chapters of the first part. The effect of these
reversalsis highly musical and discordant, and follows a symphonic rise and fall. For
instance, Alex delightsin a beautiful opera piece about suicide in the Korova Milkbar in
Part One, Chapter 3, while he is so tortured by classical music in Part Three, Chapter 5
that he tries to commit suicide. Burgess uses other musical techniques, such as peppering
the novel with verbal leitmotifs (i.e. "'What's it going to be then, en?"), to complement
his musical, nadsat-based prose. The philosophica point of the symmetry is to underscore
the change Ludovico's Technique, comprising the middle Part Two, has wrought in
Alex's life. He goes from being the victimizer to victim, willful agent of evil to
deterministic subject of good.



Short Summary:

The narrator, 15-year-old Alex, and his gang - Dim, Pete, and Georgie - run amok in
futuristic London. When the foursome isn't downing drug-laced milk in the Korova
Milkbar and speaking in the Slavic-influenced slang of nadsat, they are robbing, beating,
and raping socialist London's citizens. On this particular night, they beat up an old man
with science books and a homeless man, get into a fight with a rival gang led by
Billybob, and steal a car and take it for ajoyride to the country. At a cottage labeled
"HOME," they beat up the author of "A Clockwork Orange" - a manuscript celebrating
human free will and denouncing any infringement upon it - and rape hiswife. Back at the
Korova Milkbar, Alex hits Dim for interrupting a woman singing a piece from an opera -
Alex isagreat lover of classical music, especialy Beethoven, and he always imagines
himself engaging in violent and sexual acts while listening to it.

Alex's parents are ineffectual, and his farcical Post-Corrective Adviser, P.R. Deltoid,
cannot fathom why London's youth has turned to criminality. The next night, Alex gets
into afight with Dim and Georgie to assert his leadership. The gang proposes they rob a
rich old woman's house. After an unsuccessful attempt to get the woman to open the
door, Alex sneaks into the house while his friends wait outside. He gets into a fight with
the woman and her cats, but the police soon arrive. His friends betray him, temporarily
blinding him while they flee, and Alex is arrested. The police brutalize Alex and are
elated to have caught him. Alex soon discovers the woman has died, and he is sentenced
to 14 years of jail for murder.

Alex, now known as number "6655321," spends two yearsin State jail, dealing with
brutal wardens, homosexual prisoners, and mindless labor. He relates that Georgie has
died. His one supporter in prison is the chaplain, who has taken Alex under his wing
since Alex got interested in the Bible - little does he know that Alex entertains violent
fantasies when reading the book. Alex asks about a new treatment - Ludovico's
Technique - which frees the prisoner and ensures he remains free. The chaplain is
skeptical about the treatment, as it eliminates the subject's power to choose. A cell scuffle
resultsin Alex's killing a new prisoner, and the powerful Minister of the Interior asks the
prison Governor to use Alex as a guinea pig for the new treatment.

Alex shrugs off the chaplain's concerns about the treatment and signs up. He is
transferred to a new hospital, where he is given a shot after each filling meal. The
treatment, under Dr. Brodsky, consists of being forced to watch violent films (his eyelids
are propped open) while strapped in a chair. The films are violent, and Alex has aterrible
physical reaction to their violent content, feeling sick and begging the doctors to stop.
The doctors have a sadistic streak in them, however, and happily continue the treatment.
Alex soon finds even the thought of violence, not to mention the demonstration of it in
reality, makes him ill. Classical music, used as a soundtrack for some of the films, also
makes him sick by association. After two weeks, Alex's treatmert is over and he is trotted



out to demonstrate the effects for an audience. Even without the shot, any semblance of
violence or sex debilitates him, and he is pronounced cured by the Minister.

Alex, now afree man, is also a celebrity, his case touted by the Government as a major
step in turning back rampant crime. He finds London is a less violent place now. He is no
longer welcome in his home, as a lodger named Joe has displaced him in his parents
home. Alex no longer enjoys classical music, either, and contemplates suicide. The old
man with the science books and other elderly people beat Alex up in the library, only for
the police - now including Dim and Billybob - to take Alex into the country and further
brutalize him. They leave him for dead, and he seeks shelter in the "HOME" cottage.

The man there, F. Alexander, knows Alex from the newspapers and takes him in. A
liberal, he wants to use Alex to overthrow the totalitarian Government. He mentions that
his wife was raped and killed, victimized in muchthe same way Alex has been. Alex is
careful not to let the man know he was the rapist, but his use of nadsat dowly establishes
that fact in the F. Alexander's mind. He and his friends go to work on Alex's case, and in
the meantime put him in an apartment in the city. However, they set it up so Alex must
listen to sickness-inducing classical music near an open window. Alex jumps out to
commit suicide, realizing the men have betrayed him so his suicide can help their cause
against the Government.

Alex survives and is put in a hospital. When he comes to, F. Alexander's friends tell him
he has destroyed the Government's chances for re-election. He drifts out of consciousness
again and when he next comes to, his parents beg him to return to their home; Joe has left
after some trouble with the police. Alex isregaining his tolerance for violence, and after a
few days he is back to where he started, the effects of Ludovico's Technique apparently
reversed by doctors in his deep. The Minister of the Interior stages a photo opportunity in
which he gets Alex to denounce F. Alexander - who has been put away after learning
Alex raped and killed his wife - and befriend the Government.

Alex forms a new gang and, with his cushy new Government-supplied job, seems to be
renewing his former life. But he finds that drugs and violence no longer excite him, and
he has even developed a taste for romantic, as opposed to violent, classical pieces. When
he sees that his old friend Pete has become a middle-class husband, it seals the deal: Alex
wants to settle down, marry, and have a son. He believes he has smply outgrown his
violent past. It was youth, above all, that made him, and all the sons in the world, act
impetuously.



Part One, Chapter 1 Summary:

In futuristic London, fifteenyear-old Alex narrates in "nadsat" slang from the Korova
Milkbar, where he drinks drug-laced milk with his three friends, Pete, Georgie, and Dim.
Three girls down the bar catch Alex's attention, as does a drugged-out man near him. An
old popular song on the stereo gains Alex's disfavor, and he hits the drugged- man before
they leave the bar.

The boys see an elderly professorial man outside, a rarity since the police shortage and
preponderance of gangs has made the streets unsafe. They feign disgust at the supposedly
lewd material contained in the man's inoffensive science books, rip up the books, strip
him and beat him up before letting him go. The booty from his plundered pants - love
letters and alittle bit of money - is inconsequential, and they move on.

They decide to do something generous with their money so they have an incentive for
more shop-lifting and so they have an aibi for future need. At a bar they spend al their
money on drinks and food for some poor old women. They go to a candy and cigarettes
store and, with masks of popular figures on, rob and beat up the owner and his wife. They
check back in with the old women and make them confirm their alibi. Two cops comein
later and the women vouch for the boys.



Analysis:

The opening line of the novel - "'What's it going to be then, eh?" - is repeated four times
in this chapter and starts each part of the novel. Though in different contexts, each use
stresses free will, the ability to choose for oneself how "it" will turn out "to be."

The importance of free will for the individua is the mgor theme of A Clockwork
Orange, but Burgess immediately treats the reader to an array of events that suggest why
free will is dangerous. Unhampered by law-enforcement, Alex and his friends are free to
do what they will - which notably involves harming others.

Just as Burgess will explore this theme in much greater depth throughout the novel, Alex
is a much more complicated character than his bare actions suggest. While he is lawless
(indeed, his name can be read as A-lex, or a Latin-derived "without law™), he is aimost
respectful of the professor's privacy when Dim reads out loud the love letters, not to
mention his feelings of goodwill when he buys drinks for the old women. Moreover, he
expresses disdain for the pop music he hears at the Korova Milkbar, indicating he has
more sophisticated interests than his teenage friends. (His nameis also an alusion to
Alexander the Great, indicating his leadership abilities.)

Burgess spends much of the novel parodying 1950s and 60s British youth through a
frightening projection of them. Aside from their penchant for violence and drugs, the
teenagers in the novel wear ridiculous fashions and speak in the odd Russianinfluenced
dang nadsat ("nadsat” is similar to "teen” in Russian, and it means "teens’ in the novel).
Alex is not a mere parrot, however; he uses nadsat in more creative and even poetic
combinations than his friends do (yet another meaning in his name is "lex" for "lexicon,"
or dictionary). Their mixer of choice, milk, speaks volumes about their infantile behavior
and lends Freudian connotations to their sex drives, while the childish tinge of nadsat -
"appy polly loggies' for "apologies’ - reinforces their immaturity.



Part One, Chapter 2 Summary:

Alex and his friends leave the bar and beat up an old, dirty man who sings old songs.
They pause to let him condemn a world that alows young men to do harm lawlesdy, and
tells them to kill him, as helll be better off that way. They beat him until he bleeds badly.
They come across arival gang, led by Billybob, in the middle of raping a young girl.
They fight with chains and razors, and despite being outnumbered six to four, Alex's
gang prevails with Dim's strength. The cops come, probably aerted by the raped girl, and
both gangs scurry away. Alex and his friends hide in an aley lit up by the glow of
televisions in apartments. Dim wonders about life on the moon and stars.

They steal a car and joyride into the country, terrorizing pedestrians along the way. They
drive up to a cottage labeled "HOME" and Alex convinces the woman inside that he
needs to call an ambulance for his sick friend. When she opens the door, he and his
masked friends run inside. The attractive woman's writer husband is also inside, and Alex
inspects his manuscript titled "A Clockwork Orange.” Alex rips up the manuscript while
the others beat up the man and eat the food in the house. The boys take turns raping the
woman while making the man watch. They smash up the objects in the house and |eave
the occupants moaning on the ground.



Analysis:

The manuscript of "A Clockwork Orange" states the main thesis of the novel: that any
restriction of free will turns humans into machines - or, in the imagery of the title, it
makes the fleshy, sweet, orange-ness of humans into a deterministic clockwork
mechanism. The title also suggests an orangutan, a near-human that does not have our
degree of free will. Still, Burgess presents great evidence for the contrary view that
unfettered free will is destructive, here in the old man's howls against the lawlessness of
the world and in the boys' continuing horrific actions.

Alex's thirst for violence is not as thuggish as his friends is - far from it, in fact, since he
reprimands them for their loppy eating in the "HOME" cottage. He has an aesthetic thrill
for violence, and this aesthetic purity is far divorced from any ethical purity, as we will
see more of in Chapter 3.

Burgess aso outlines the seemingly socialist state of futuristic London. The landscape is
grim and government-owned (everything is "Municipal™), movies are produced by
"Statefilm,” and television is a numbing medium that sedates the masses. These features
are only minor exaggerations of capitalist society, and Burgess demonstrates - notably in
the television example - how they insidioudly curb the free will of the citizenry.

The boys forcing the man to watch his wife's rape foreshadows what will happen to Alex
in Part Two. In both cases, the person forced to watch has his free will restricted and
must experience something unpleasing to his nature.



Part One, Chapter 3 Summary:

The boys car runs out of gas and, feeling hateful, they push it into a nearby body of
water. They take the train back to the center of town and cause some damage on the ride.
They return to the Korova Milkbar, where the drugged man still babbles away. Teens
pack the place. In a pause between songs, a woman sings a piece of an opera Alex knows,
and it affects him deeply. Dim mocks her and Alex hits him. Dim threatens to beat him
up, and Georgie and Pete affirm Dim's right to be upset. They plan to meet up tomorrow.
They go home separately.

Alex goes to his parents flat in Municipal Flatblock 18A. He eats the dinner his mother
has left out for him, then retires to his room. He blissfully listens to a violin concerto on
his stereo, imagining himself raping young girls as he listens. He g aculates at the piece's
climax. After, he listens to Mozart and then his favorite, Bach. He thinks more about the
people at the "HOME" cottage and wishes he had beaten them harder.



Analysis:

Alex's love for music takes certer stage here in his defense of the woman in the bar and
in his blissful experience in his room. In both cases, his appreciation for art is matched
only by his desire for violence. In the former, he is woken from his dreamy respect for
the pure beauty of the woman's voice only by smacking Dim. In the latter, his genuine
aesthetic appreciation for the music is quickly overtaken by his lust for violence and sex.

Though Alex isathug, he is a sophisticated one. He is not a mechanical clockwork
orange, since he has the potential for great humanity and sensitivity, but the question
remains if it would be better to turn him into a clockwork orange and restrain his free
will. The drugged man in the Milkbar has turned himself into a clockwork orange by
rendering himself insensible, but even this was a free choice.

Burgess explores free will in other subtle ways, as in his description of the municipal
painting of workers in the hallway of Alex's flat. The painting resembles Soviet
Communist artworks that depict healthy, proud state workers, further evidence that the
world of A Clockwork Orange is socialist. This type of government, Burgess implies,
also turnsiits citizens into clockwork oranges, mindless tools of the state. And while teens
have disfigured the painting in their typical obscene ways, there is something rebelliously
creative about the act; they refuse to be turned into clockwork oranges and lose their free
will.



Part One, Chapter 4 Summary:

Alex wakes up the next morning tired and not wanting to go to school. His parents go off
to work, asis required by the government, and he dreams that Georgie and Dim are
ordering him around in the army. He wakes up to answer the door for P.R. Deltoid, his
"Post-Corrective Adviser." Deltoid warns him that his name is being connected to the
fight with Billybob's gang last night and that the next time he gets in trouble, he will be
sent to jail. Alex placates him but privately justifies his actions, bad though they may be.

Alone, Alex reads a typical newspaper article about "Modern Y outh” which blames
youth's wildness on lack of parental and academic discipline. The only article Alex has
read on this subject with which he agreed instead religiously condemned adults for
creating such a violent world. He turns on the radio and listens to some classical music,
and remembers reading another article that argued that an appreciation of the arts would
domesticate youth; Alex finds that classical music always riles him up for violence.

Alex takes the bus to his favorite record store, where two young girls browse through the
pop records. The clerk sells Alex the Beethoven's Ninth Symphony recording he has been
waiting for, and Alex invites the two girls, Marty and Sonietta, back to his place to listen
to music. After treating them to lunch, he takes them back, listens to their pop records,
gives himsdlf an aphrodisiac shot with a needle, and has sex while listening to the
Beethoven. At first the girls are drunk and do not mind, but when they sober up they call
Alex abeast and leave in a huff. Alex goes to deep.



Analysis:

Alex states his belief in Original Sin, the Biblical ideathat evil is natural in man and is
not a product of the environment: "...badness is of the self...and that self is made by old
Bog or God." His assertion jibes with the article condemning adults and pointing to
Original Sin: "IT WAS THE DEVIL THAT WAS ABROAD and was like ferreting his
way into like young innocent flesh.” While Original Sin implies a certain lack of free
will, since God has sown the seeds of sin and the individual has not chosen it, it has a far
greater degree of free will than in the belief that the environment has determined one's
behavior, as the farcical Deltoid and the typical newspaper article believe.

Moreover, Alex time and again insists that he does evil because "what | do | do because |
liketodo" - heisin full charge of his actions. He also claims that modern history is the
"story of brave malenky selves fighting these big machines' of repressive society,
furthering his and Burgess's argument that free will at all costs is necessary, even if not
always productive.

Still, there is faulty logic in Alex's reasoning. Bad behavior violates what philosopher
John Stuart Mill called the "harm principl€" in hiswork On Liberty. In it, Mill argues that
any action is alowable so long as it does not cause harm to anyone else. Alex says he
would not interfere with the actions of those who do good, and he expects the same in
return; the difference, of course, isthat bad behavior harms others, while good behavior
benefits others.



Part One, Chapter 5 Summary:

Alex wakes up at night and tells his parents, who have come home, that he is feeling
better and ready to work this evening, since they believe that is how he spends his nights.
His father politely inquires into what he does, but Alex is evasive. His father relates a
dream he had last night about Alex's being beaten by the kind of boys he used to be
friends with before Corrective School. Alex reassures him he will be al right and gives
him all his money.

Alex leaves the flat and finds his gang waiting for him near the entrance. They claim they
were worried they had offended him, but they also sarcastically refer to his ordering them
around. When Alex asserts his authority, they introduce a new, more democratic way of
running things. They also want to pull off bigger robberies, and are prepared for one
tonight. Alex is against the idea, but he acquiesces.

Georgie wants to drink first. On the way over, Alex hears some Beethoven and it inspires
him to pull his razor on Georgie, who uses his knife in defense. Alex slashes Georgie,
who drops his knife, and Dim attacks Alex with his chain. Alex slashes him deeply and
reasserts his leadership. He wraps one of his handkerchiefs around Dim's bleeding wrist
and they go to the same bar as last night. Pete buys drinks for the old women from before.
Alex presses Georgie for his plan for the evening, which is to go to a rich woman's home
in Oldtown. They leave.



Analysis:

Alex'sjustification to his father about the nature of his "work" - that since Alex never
hassles him for money, his father should not inquire into his business - aso confirms the
problematic idea that free will should always be upheld. Since Alex does not bother his
father for the profits of work (money), his father should allow Alex the freedom to do
what he wants and maintain his privacy. However, his father does not know that Alex's
money is "ill-gotten." Therefore, by not infringing upon Alex's free will and privacy, he
allows Alex's evil acts to continue. While this nor+ infringement associatively violates
Mill's "harm principle" (see analysis of Part One, Chapter 4) since his father allows Alex
to continue harming others, it is still necessary, Burgess would maintain.

The vocabulary of the book also reflects ideas of free will. Deltoid's habit of ending
sentences with "Yes?' - which Alex notes he has picked up - seems almost like an
invitation to exercise free will. Deltoid is asking for affirmation, just as the "'eh™ fromthe
opening lines of each part - "'What's it going to be then, eh?" - isan offer for Alex to
make his own choices. However, when Alex uses it with his friends, his tone of "yes?' is
more commanding; he does not want his friends to exercise as much free will as he does.

Nadsat more saliently demonstrates these ideas. For instance, we learn from the sentence
"Pete had given old Dim the soviet not to uncoil the oozy" that "soviet" means "order."
Ironically, the boys had just expressed their desire for the gang to become more
democratic, yet orders are still given. Moreover, the word "soviet" aludes to Soviet
Communism and the rigid hierarchies of power that corrupt system had behind its facade
of equality. While Burgess criticizes capitalism as well, oftenthrough the mouth of Alex,
it is clear he despises the oppression of Communism far more.

The weapons of each character are representative. Alex uses a razor, a tool whose
conventional use is for the face and neck, appropriate for someone whose mental and
speaking powers are superior to the rest of the gangs. Dim uses a brutal chain as one
might expect from such alumbering tank. Georgie wields a knife, a more conventional
weapon but one appropriate for a betrayal, which it appears he is mounting. Pete, notably,
refrains from fighting here - perhaps he is the most mature.



Part One, Chapter 6 Summary:

The gang travels to the rich neighborhood of Oldtown. They reach the house they plan to
rob. They see an old woman inside pouring milk for her cats. Alex rings the door and

gives his usua routine through the mail-slot about his friend needing help. The woman is
resistant, and Alex pretends to leave. He has Dim lift him up to the second-floor window.

Alex climbs through and goes downstairs to greet the woman and her many cats. Alex
dips on a milk saucer and she uses the opportunity to hit him, but he regains his
composure and knocks her down. The cats attack him as he goes for a bust of Beethoven.
When the woman scratches his face, he knocks her on the head with a silver statue he had
previously taken.

Hearing sirens and realizing the woman may have called the police after he first came to
the door, Alex quickly opens the front door to warn his friends to leave. Dim is standing
there; the other two are running away. Dim tells Alex he can meet the police when they
come, then hits Alex's eyes with his chain. Alex cannot see, and the police arrive
immediately and arrest him. He tells them to get his traitorous friends, but realizes it will
do no good. The police drive him away, happy to have bagged Alex, a well-known
criminal. An ambulance drives the other way for the old woman. The cops continue to
hurt Alex asthey arrive at the police station.



Analysis:

Alex'sinability to see at the end of the chapter ironically foreshadows Ludovico's
Technique in Part Two, in which his eyes are kept open. However, here it symbolizes his
blindness in the whole chapter. He does not recognize the warning signs that his friends
are planning to betray him, and he commits two noticeable mistakes that lead to his being
caught. First, he believes that he overhears the woman talking insanely to her cats rather
than to the police. Second, he goes for the bust of Beethoven and allows the cats and the
woman to attack him. The greater irony here is that his love for music now victimizes
him violently, as opposed to alowing him to victimize others. This, too, foreshadows
Part Two.

Burgess continues to expose the corruptness of the state Alex livesin. The police are just

as fond of violence as he is, and they happily beat their victim in retribution for his own
crimes.

Milk has previously been used as a symbol of youth's sexual immaturity; they lap it up
childishly with drugs at the Korova Milkbar, and Alex has a somewhat obsessive
relationship with women's breasts. The old woman here provides milk for her cats. In a
sense, this episode plays out as revenge for Alex's sexualized violence. The old woman,
completely devoid of any sexuality, attacks him with her army of cats, conventionally
feminine creatures.



Part One, Chapter 7 Summary:

Alex istaken to an office with four policemen at the jail. He hears the police beating the
prisoners in nearby cells. When Alex refuses to speak without a lawyer, the top
policeman punches him in the stomach. Alex retaliates with a kick to the shin, which
provokes a beating at the hands of all the policemen until he vomits. Deltoid comesin
and promises to be at his trial tomorrow. Before he leaves, he unexpectedly spitsin
Alex's face.

Alex gives along statement of his violent past for the police. He is taken to a cell where
he fends off the other criminals. He finally falls asleep and dreams of being in a big field
and listening to Beethoven's Ninth Symphony. He is woken and taken to the top
policeman again, whose stern demeanor makes Alex realizes the old woman he beat has
died.



Analysis:

The top policeman justifies the brutal treatment of Alex by saying "'Violence makes
violenceSHe resisted his lawful arrest. However, Alex has proven that violence can
spring out of the self and not the environment. The police act much the same way; they
have just as violent tendencies as Alex and, being powered by the state, their tendency
toward corruption is gregter.

Deltoid, too, has some shadows under his seemingly sympathetic exterior. While his
spitting in Alex's face appears to be out of angry disappointment, perhaps he finally feels
free to harm Alex in away he could not before.

Alex's dream, in which he mixes up the words to Beethoven's Ninth with words relating
to his recent beatings, foreshadows the mind-control experiments in Part Two. Even the
beatings have seeped into Alex's brain and made music less pleasurable for him - an
effect that will soon become much more prominent.



Part Two, Chapter 1 Summary:

Alex is now in State Jail Number 84F, where he is identified as "6655321." He skims
over the events two years ago that led to this - his parents grief, his lower court meeting,
his time in custody, and his trial, where he was sentenced for 14 years. In prison, he has
had to deal with brutal wardens, homaosexua prisoners, and mindless labor. He has
learned from his parents that Georgie was killed during a robbery.

Alex plays solemn music on the stereo for the chaplain in the Wing Chapel on Sunday
morning. The chaplain asks the prisoners if they will continue to remain criminals and
end up in Hell, or if they will repent and become religious. A minor disturbance provokes
the guards to beat up some prisoners. Alex relates that the chaplain took him under his
wing when Alex got interested in the Bible. As part of his education, heis alowed to
listen to classical music on the chapel stereo while he reads the Bible. The sex and
violence in the Bible appeals to him most.

The prisoners end the sermon by singing a hymn. After they leave, the chaplain asks Alex
for news from the prisoners; he uses this information to gain the good graces of the
Governor for career advancement. Alex lies about a cocaine shipment and asks to be
given the new treatment he has heard about that quickly frees the prisoner and ensures he
remains free. The chaplain says that the treatment - Ludovico's Technique - is till in the
experimental stage, and he doubts whether a technique can make a man good, since
goodness is chosen. Alex is sent back to his cramped cell with an assortment of
despicable prisoners.



Analysis:

"'What's it going to be, eh?" is asked at the start of Part Two, asit wasin Part One. In
Part One, Alex asked his gang what crimes they would commit thet night; here the
chaplain asks the prisoners what they will make of their lives. The question invites the
listener to exercise his free will, since it gives him the power to decide what his future
will be. However, in this case the chaplain asks and does not expect a response, nor does
he even want one, as evidenced by the guards action at the first sound of noise. Despite
this question, the prisoners free will remains severely limited.

Nevertheless, the chaplain does have some profound philosophical thoughts, and he
spells out the major theme of the novel: "'Goodness is something chosen. When a man
cannot choose he ceases to be a man.™ Burgess shares his doubts that forced goodnessis
equal to chosen goodness. Without free will, whatever goodness humans have is
inauthentic and inhuman.

We also see further evidence of depersonalization in the novel. Alex is given number
6655321 for his identity and his address is no longer flatblock number 18A but State Jail
Number 84F. The last three digits of his identity number add up to 6, while the number of
digits, seven, is equal to the number of chapters per part; this lends some symmetry to the
number as awhole, and reinforces the structural symmetry of the novel that will reveal
itself in Part Three.



Part Two, Chapter 2 Summary:

A new prisoner's homosexual advances on Alex provoke a fight, and his cellmates back
him up. They beat up the prisoner, then hold him while Alex beats him into
unconsciousness. Alex has a nightmare of playing in an orchestra. In the morning, he
finds that the prisoner is dead. The prisoners blame each other, but they put most of the
accountability on Alex's shoulders. They tell this to the guards, and later the Governor
and the Minister of the Interior visit Alex. The Governor says "‘Common criminals™ such
as Alex need to be cured of their criminal reflexes, and the Minister of the Interior says
the Governor can use Alex as a "'trailblazer.™ Tomorrow, he says, a man Brodsky will
deal with him.



Analysis:

The Minister of the Interior refers to the criminal impulse as a "'reflex™ that needs curing.
The word "reflex” implies his belief that prisoners do not exercise free will in choosing
immorality; they do it unconscioudly, reflexively, in a way that seems predetermined.
Hence, it makes sense that "'Punishment means nothing to them™; if the prisoner has
exercised evil unconscioudly, then the threat of punishment is not a valuable deterrent.
Only if the prisoner has consciously balanced the gains and costs of exercising
immorality and receiving punishment can punishment act as a deterrent, since he may
decide that the punishment is not worth the satisfaction of the criminal act.

He has a point, much as it conflicts with Burgesss views. Alex shows little remorse for
the prisoner's murder, much as he shrugged off his murder of the old woman (caring
more, instead, about his prison sentence). While Alex has expressed his free choice to do
evil, there does seem to be something mechanical about his actions. Nevertheless, he
exercises some free will in hisimmorality regardless of hislack of reflection after the
fact, and thisis what is important. Perhaps the retrospective contemplation of why one
has done good or bad is more a sign of maturity rather than an absolute indicator of free
will.



Part Two, Chapter 3 Summary:

Alex is taken to the Governor's office at night. The Governor admits he does not like the
new orders for Alex; he believes in eye-for-an-eye justice, and thinks the State should
"'hit back™ at criminals rather than try and convert them from "'the bad into the good.™
He informs Alex that he is to be "'reformed” by a man named Brodsky tomorrow, and
should be out of jail in two weeks. Alex signs a paper for his"Reclamation Treatment."

Alex is sent to the chaplain, who confidentialy tells him he is against the treatment,
which will eliminate Alex's desire to "‘commit acts of violence or to offend in any way
whatsoever against the State's Peace.™ Alex claims it will be nice to be good, though he
does not redlly believe this. The chaplain warns him that it may not be, since perhaps
choice is more important than goodness. Still, he hopes that by choosing to be deprived
of the ability to make ethical choices, Alex has somewhat chosen goodness. The chaplain,
worried about Alex, cries and pours himself a drink.

The next morning, Alex is sent to a new building nearby that resembles a hospital. Dr.
Branom, assistant to Dr. Brodsky, signs Alex in, and sends him off to a clean bedroom,
where he changes into new pajamas. As Dr. Branom examines Alex, he explains that they
will show Alex "'specia films,™ and that after every meal he will receive a shot in the
arm. After he leaves, Alex thinks about getting a gang together after he is freed to hunt
down Pete and Dim; he will be careful not to get caught again, since the State has gone to
so much trouble to reform him. He is fed a good meal, and later a pretty nurse gives him
a shot. He finds himself weak afterward, and a male nurse pushes him off in a
wheelchair.



Analysis:

The chaplain continues to spell out the major theme of the novel: that the ability to
choose, even if the choice is evil, is more important than forced goodness. He does bring
up the infinitely cycling possibility that choosing to not choose somehow overrides the
eventua lack of free will. However, the human still chooses to lose his humanity and
become a clockwork orange in this case, so the initia choice islogt, asis the humanity
associated withit.

Alex makes an unintentional pun when he says that the vitamins "would put me right."
While he thinks the vitamins will help his health, he does not redlize that they will be
instrumental in literaly putting him in the right - making him good. Burgess ominously
foreshadows the treatment for the reader and Alex - a combination of the "'special films™
and the shots - but Alex, who is now the unknowing innocent, does not understand what
exactly Ludovico's Technique comprises.

Moreover, he has not understood what his punishment has meant. He promises to be
careful not to get caught for crimes after he is freed, since the State has done so much to
make him good. Of course, not getting caught is not the point of rehabilitation; not
wanting to commit any more crimesis. This is Burgess's counterpoint to his argument;
with incorrigible criminals, perhaps the only pragmatic solution is to force them to
become good.



Part Two, Chapter 4 Summary:

Alex is wheeled to the unconventional movie theater; a bank of little metersis on one of
the walls, and a dentist's-style chair with protruding wires faces the screen in the middle
of the floor. Still weak, Alex is helped into the chair. He thinks he sees and hears people
behind the film projection holes in the back. One of the three doctors straps Alex's head
to the chair to keep his head till and force him to watch the screen; Alex does not
understand, since he wants to look at the films. The doctors also clip Alex's eyelids to
keep them open. The doctors say the film will be "'A real show of horrors"” and stick
wire-laden suction pads on Alex's head, stomach, and heart.

Dr. Brodsky enters, and the lights go out and the film starts. The film graphicaly depicts
two young men beating up an old man. As Alex watches this, he feels physicaly unwell,
and attributes this to his malnourishment. The next film displays a brutal gang rape. Alex
feels much worse despite knowing the films cannot be real, and when the film finishes,
Dr. Brodsky makes a statistical note of Alex'sreaction. A third film shows brutal
violence done to a human face. Alex feels even worse, especialy since he cannot vomit
for some reason and cannot avert his propped-open eyes. The fourth film is of an old
woman beating beaten and burned alive. Alex begs the doctors to alow him to vomit, but
they assure him the films are not real. He watches the next film about Japanse torture in
World War 1, and begs the doctors to stop the film. They laugh and tell him they have
hardly started.



Analysis:

Ludovico's Technique is finally exposed in the exact midpoint of the novel (note that the
original British edition has 21 chapters as opposed to 20 in the American edition; thisis
the 13th chapter and therefore the midpoint). The reader understands that the "vitamins'
Alex believes he has received have something to do with his intense negative reaction to
the films. It appears that the doctors are conditioning Alex to eguate violence and
criminality with displeasure. Alex's free will to watch the films at the beginning is
quickly undermined and, by the end of the chapter, he has no free will over either his
reactions or the doctors actions.

The choice of awar torture film is not incidental on Burgess's part; the doctors are
sadistic torturers themselves, reveling in their violent experimentation on Alex. Their
sarcastic remarks to the helpless victim are reminiscent of the sarcasm Alex and his gang
used on their victims. Moreover, their act of forcing Alex's eyes open is similar to Alex's
forcing the man from the "HOME" cottage to watch the rape of his wife. (Note that in
that scene, the man's glasses "were cracked but still hanging on,” ensuring he could still
see the action.)

A few ironic puns shed more light on this chapter. One of the doctors calls the films ™A
real show of horrors™ in response to Alex's slang usage of "'horrorshow.™ Alex's long-
standing association of goodness ("horrorshow" means "good" or "well") with horror and
with sight comes back to hurt him. In addition, the slang for cinema, "sinny," alludes to
the sin prevalent in the films. That the doctors method of mind-control isfilm (and
government-produced film, at that) reminds us of Alex's disdain for television and
Statefilm as methods of mass media mind-control.



Part Two, Chapter 5 Summary:

Alex endures more violent films as the doctors monitor his reactions. Finaly, they stop
for the day and send the sickly Alex back to his room. Dr. Branom visits and correctly
predicts that Alex has recovered physically. He informs Alex that he will undergo two
more sessions tomorrow, a prospect that horrifies Alex. The doctor explains that Alex's
body is learning to didlike violence, which is what any "'normal healthy human organism
contemplating the actions of the forces of evil™ should feel. Alex believes the doctors are
doing something to make him fedl ill, not healthy, but Dr. Branom assures him otherwise.

Alex considers refusing treatment tomorrow when a Discharge Officer enters and asks
Alex where he will go when he is freed. Alex says he will go back to his parents, who
have not been informed of hisimpending release. The officer shows Alex alist of jobs he
can take when released, but Alex thinks he will pull arobbery by himself. Before he
leaves, the officer asks Alex if he would like to punch him in the face, "'just to see how
you're getting on." Confused, Alex punches, but the officer ducks and smiles. Alex
briefly feels sick, and considers the entire experience odd.

That night, Alex has a nightmare that repeats one of the films he saw about gang rape. In
the dream he leads the rapists, but soon feels sick and travels through gallons of his own
blood back to being awake in the bedroom. Alex wants to vomit, but finds the door
locked and windows barred. He sees there is no escape from this situation. Afraid to go to
deep, he finds he is soon no longer sick. Still, he soon drifts off into a dreamless deep.



Analysis:

Dr. Branom's statement that Alex islearning to feel what any "'normal healthy human
organism contemplating the actions of the forces of evil™ should fedl is inaccurate. Alex
never contemplates, but only reacts. He till has areflex to violence; only instead of it
automatically giving him pleasure, it now causes agony. There is no free will in his
conditioning. Though he still has enough free will to try to punch the officer, he soon
feels sick; one can imagine that after some more treatment, he will not even attempt to
punch anymore. He is becoming a clockwork orange whose feelings can be quantified, as
the doctors measurements suggest.

But the treatment goes beyond physical influence - it is starting to creep into Alex's mind.
Alex saysthat "'A dream or nightmare is really only like afilm inside your gulliver,” and
the connection brings us back to the socialist use of mass media as mind-control.
Burgess's second greatest fear after the government's overt restriction of free will through
Ludovico's Technique is its covert restriction through the media

Alex's irritationover a nurse's singing a pop song foreshadows hisiill reaction to classical
music in the next chapter.



Part Two, Chapter 6 Summary:

The next day, Alex wails for the doctors to stop the film of arobbery and beating; his
sickness is even worse than it was yesterday. However, the doctors show him a World
War Il Nazi film depicting death in many forms. The soundtrack plays Beethoven's Fifth
Symphony, and Alex callsit a™'sin™ to mix Beethoven up with such violent films. When
the film is over, the doctors are interested to see Alex has alove for music. They ask Alex
what he thinks they are doing to him; he correctly believes the shots they give him make
him ill, and he associates that illness with the films. Alex pleads with them to keep the
music out of the technique, but Dr. Brodsky believes that many activities, even heavenly
ones like music, contain some degree of violence. They say he has made his choice, and
despite his protestations, insist he is not yet cured.

Alex says the remainder of the two weeks is horrible. When he tries to prevent the
administration of the shot at one point, the staff hits him and forces him to accept the
shot. Ancther time he tries to knock himself against the wall unconscious, but the violent
act only makes him sick.

One morning, adoctor tells Alex that he can walk, rather than be wheeled, to the films,
and that his injections are finished. He is still strapped to the chair to watch the films and,
curioudly, he still feels sick. He cries at the thought that Ludovico's Technique will affect
him forever. The doctors make sarcastic remarks and wipe away his tears so he can
continue watching the Nazi films.

At night, Alex thinks of ways to get out. He bangs on his door and pretends to be sick. A
doctor opens the door and Alex prepares to strike him. Before he can, he sees an image of
the doctor hurt, and after the initial feeling of joy, he feels horribly sick. He falls down
into bed, and the doctor tells him to give him a hit. When Alex cannot, the doctor hits
him. Alex goes to deep with the "horrible and wrong feeling that it was better to get the
hit than giveit."



Analysis:

Alex's free will is now completely gone; his body will no longer let him perform violent
actions, even against himself. Worse yet, he now negatively associates classical music
with violence. Although music has no ethical connotations, as Burgess demonstrates
amply throughout Part One, it has deep aesthetic meaning for Alex. No longer, however,
thanks to the sadistic efforts of Dr. Brodsky, who seems to relish the destruction of Alex’s
only "heavenly" love.

The continuing sadism of the staff is now associated with that of Nazism, most
specifically when they make Alex cry while he watches film of weeping Jews. A further
association comes when nadsat is described as " Propaganda. Subliminal penetration.”
While this may be true, the government is penetrating minds through far more overt
means - not only Ludovico's Technique, but its other forms of mind-control through mass
media



Part Two, Chapter 7 Summary:

Alex must go through one more big day of trestment before his release. Instead of the
hospital pajamas, he is given his old street clothes to wear, and they give him his old
razor. An audience of important men, including the State Governor, the chaplain, Chief
Guard, and Minister of the Interior, sit in the cinema. Dr. Brodsky introduces Alex as a
violent hoodlum who has been converted into a peaceful, decent young man over the past
two weeks, whereas two years of prison only made him worse.

The demonstration begins. A spotlight shines on Alex as a big man comes over and
insults him. The man flicks Alex with his fingers and causes pain in other ways as the
audience laughs. Alex reaches for his razor, but the mental image of the man in pain
makes him sick. He roots around for cigarettes or money to give to the man instead. The
man continues insulting and flicking him, and Alex tries to give him the razor as a
present. The man rejects it, and Alex licks the man's boots. He receives a kick for his
efforts, and Alex hopes merely hugging the man's ankles will stop the sickness. But the
man falls from it, and Alex gets sick again. Alex helps him up.

Before the man can hit Alex again, Dr. Brodsky stops the demonstration. He lauds the
experiment, but the chaplain objects that it removes moral choice. Dr. Brodsky and the
Minister of the Interior justify it on the grounds that it cuts down crime and frees up the
congested prisons. Alex yells out that he has been turned into a clockwork orange, though
he is not sure why he used those words. A professorial type in the audience says Alex has
made his choice, and the chaplain argues against this, using the word "Love" frequently.

Dr. Brodsky segues from the discussion of love to the next demonstration. A scantily
clad, beautiful young lady accompanies Alex on stage. Alex's first thought is of having
violent sex with her, and he immediately gets sick. To remedy the sickness, he throws
himself at her feet and makes a worshipful speech. The woman bows to the audience and
leaves, and Alex feels foolish. He notices how the men ogle the woman. Dr. Brodsky and
the Minister of the Interior proclaim the experiment an unqualified success. The chaplain
says "'it works al right, God help the lot of us.™



Analysis:

As the chaplain explains, Alex's choice to do good is not a choice at al, but areaction to
the pain his original immoral desires cause. It is still areflex and has turned him, as Alex
himself says, into a clockwork orange, half-machine and half-man. Moreover, the
chaplain denies that Alex's origina choice to lose his free will justifies the treatment;
Alex did not know what he was getting into, and now he has no way out.

The State is less interested in rehabilitating Alex for moral reasons than it is in using
Ludovico's Technique for pragmatic measures. The Minister of the Interior's comment
about relieving the congestion of prisons echoes his previous statement about needing
more space for political prisoners. The State seems to be hatching even more insidious
plans to deny the free will of the populace.

We are treated to more evidence that the State is just asimmoral as Alex was. They enjoy
the violence on display asif it were a show, and ogle the attractive woman "with dirty
and like unholy desire.” Whether they do so with the same violent mindset Alex once had
is unclear, but they seem aimost more like clockwork oranges than he is; the professor
whose "neck [has] like all cables carrying like power from his gulliver to his plott"
resembles Alex when he was strapped into the chair.

The sole bright spot in the chapter is the chaplain's boldness in speaking his mind. After
refraining previously for fear of hurting his career, someone with something at stake has
finally taken amora stand against the State.



Part Three, Chapter 1 Summary:

After interviews and more demonstrations and a night of sleep, Alex is afree man. He
asks himself ""'What's it going to be then, en?" and decides to get some breakfast. He eats
at aworkers joint nearby, and the sight of the workers groping the waitress makes him
sick. He buys what appears to be a Government newspaper, which boasts of having made
the streets safe the last six months with a bulked-up police force. He sees a picture of
himself and alaudatory article about Ludovico's Technique.

He plans to go home, listen to music, and plan what to do with hislife. He is surprised to
find the flat is cleaned up, functional, and the painting of workers no longer has any
obscene graffiti. He unlocks his door and finds his parents eating breakfast with a burly
man. The man tells Alex to leave, while his mother cries and fears Alex has escaped from
jail. The man is introduced as Joe, alodger, but he claims he is more of a son to Alex’s
parents than Alex is.

Alex tells Joe to clear his stuff out of his room, but he finds his room is completely
changed - the police took away his possessions in compensation for the victims, the
victims being the cats. His father explains that they have a contract with Joe for two years
and they cannot kick him out. Alex cries, but Joe urges the parents to remain tough. Alex
says no one loves him and that they all want him to keep on suffering; Joe says Alex has
made others suffer and deserves to suffer himself. Alex leaves, making them feel guilty
and claiming they will never see him again.



Analysis:

The structural symmetry in the novel commences; each chapter in Part Three has
something in common with its mirror-image chapter from Part One, such that Chapter 1
here connects with Chapter 7 from Part One, Chapter 2 goes with Chapter 6, and so on. In
Chapter 7 of Part One, Alex was taken to the police station where he was beaten the
police, notably abig, fat policeman, spat upon by P.R. Deltoid, put in aterrible cell, and
told he had committed murder. Here, he is released from his murder sentence, finds his
home is no longer his home, is rejected by his parents (in lieu of P.R. Deltoid, a semi-
parental figure), and emotionally beaten by the big, burly Joe. The symmetry of the novel
acts like the classical musical pieces Alex loves, with repeating motifs and juxtapositions,
and magnifies the huge reversal in Alex's life. The "'What's it going to be then, eh?" at
the start of the chapter solidifies Alex's alienation; this time he asks only himself the
question, but the reader knows Alex's loss of free will means he has little power to
change his life.

In addition, there has been tighter State control in Alex's absence. The streets are safer,
everything is more functional, and the police have greater control. Just as Alex's free will
has been cut, so has that of the everyday citizen; but while the citizens live in a physical
police state, Alex's police state is mental.

The use of alodger to displace the rightful son is perhaps an alusion to Franz Kafka's
The Metamorphosis, in which three lodgers dominate the house of Gregor Samsa. That
Gregor has metamorphosed into a cockroach augments the allusion; Alex, too, has lost
part of his humanity.



Part Three, Chapter 2 Summary:

Alex goes to his favorite record store in the cold winter morning. The place is swarming
with teenagers, including one at the counter. Alex asks for a Mozart symphony but the
counterman plays him the wrong one in the listening-booth. Regardless, the music makes
him sick from its association with Ludovico's Technique, and Alex runs out of the store
to the Korova Milkbar.

Alex orders alaced milk drink. After he drinks it, he has strange visions and babbles odd
words. He has avision of statues of God and angels and saints ard feels heavenly for a
moment before he feels suicidal. But the thought of dlitting his throat with his razor
makes him sick, so he decides to go to the public library and find other ways to kill
himself. He relishes the thought of making everybody - his parents, the doctors, Joe, and
the government - feel sorry for his death.

At the library, Alex finds that a medical book full of drawings of diseases makes him
sick. The Bible, with its stories of violence, also makes him sick. He tells a man nearby
that he wants to end his life. The man comforts him at first until he realizes who Alex is,
and Alex realizes who he is. the man with the science books his gang beat up more than
two years ago. The man tells the other old people in the library that Alex is the onewho
ruined the rare Crystallography books and beat him up. Alex says he has been punished
and cured, but before he can go, several old men grab him. Alex gets sick as they hit him.
An attendant tries to stop them but cannot, so he goes to call the police, a measure Alex
never thought he would support. After more thrashing, the police finally arrive and break
up the fight.



Analysis:

Just as he could not knock himself unconscious in the hospital, Alex lacks the free will
even to commit suicide, as thoughts of violence make him ill. Likewise, violence done to
him makes him sick beyond the physical pain of the beating. Ending his life now requires
the same sort of creativity needed from his formerly violent ways.

The structural symmetry between Parts One and Three continues in this chapter to
demonstrate how much Alex’s life has inverted. In Part One, Chapter 6, Alex beat up and
eventually killed an old woman before the police arrived. Here, old people take their
revenge on him until the police come; in fact, the old people resemble the woman's cats
as they swarm and claw at Alex. There are more opposites. Alex drinks the laced milk,
wheresas in the other chapter he tripped over the saucers of milk the old woman had |eft
out for her cats. He also babbles like the incoherent drug addict he saw in Part One. The
statue of God he sees is reminiscent of the silver statue with which he bashed the old
woman's head, as well as of the bust of Beethoven he wanted.

His vision of God and the angels seemingly denying him entrance into heaven - "Bog and
the Angels and Saints sort of shook their gullivers at me, as though to govoreet that there
wasn't quite time now but | must try again™ - indicates that for Alex to get into Heaven,
he cannot rely solely on his reflexive goodness, since it is not true goodness. Somehow
he must choose goodness for full redemption.



Part Three, Chapter 3 Summary:

The police beat back the old people, then address Alex. They turn out to be his old
nemesis, Billybob, and his old friend, Dim. They accuse Alex of starting trouble with the
old people and put him in their car. Dim refuses to acknowledge his past with Alex. They
drive him off into the country, pound him mercilessy, and leave him on the ground. Alex
has little money and nowhere to go. He cries and begins walking.



Analysis:

Alex's victimization again turns ironically and symmetrically. In Part One, Chapter 5, he
fought and defeated Dim for his insubordination. Now, Dim takes his revenge, along with
Billybob. That both have become policemen should come as no surprise: the State has
consistently proven itself as corrupt as the purported hooligans who roam the streets, and
now it truly is comprised of said hooligans.



Part Three, Chapter 4 Summary:

Alex walks through the rain to the "HOME" cottage. He knocks on the door and asks the
man inside to help him, as the police have beaten him and left him to die. The kindly man
takes Alex in, and Alex remembers he is the writer of the manuscript for "A Clockwork
Orange." He feels safe knowing the man will not know him, since Alex used to wear a
mask during his crimes. The man, F. Alexander, lets Alex take a hot bath and gives him
food. F. Alexander says he read about Alex in the newspaper, and he feels it was
providential that he came to him.

Careful not to reveal his past identity, Alex allows that he has heard of "A Clockwork
Orange," though he has not read it. He relates his story, starting from the murder - though
he fabricates telling details - through his treatment. F. Alexander is sympathetic to Alex
and outraged that he has been turned into a "'piece of clockwork.™ He wants to use Alex
to dislodge the ""‘overbearing Government.™ He also mentions that his wife died from a
brutal rape and beating. Alex gets sick thinking about the episode, and F. Alexander
sends him to bed.



Analysis:

The ironies pile up in this chapter. The story Alex uses about being in danger is now true.
F. Alexander's comment about Alex's being a "'victim of the modern age,” just like his
dead wife, is packed with obvious irony, as well.

The symmetry continues. Instead of being fed by his parents, as he was in Part One,
Chapter 4, Alex now receives a bountiful meal thanksto F. Alexander. And in lieu of
P.R. Deltoid's visit, Alex visits the home of F. Alexander and gets far more kindly
treatment and guidance.

Yet F. Alexander still wants, in his own words, to "'use™ Alex in his battle against the
State. Even with those who trumpet the necessity of free will seem intent on co-opting
whatever remains of Alex's freedom for their own agendas.

Degspite these immense ironies and kind reception, Alex is clearly not reformed. He only
cares about having killed F. Alexander's wife because the image makes him sick; he has
no emotional remorse, only a physical reflex.



Part Three, Chapter 5 Summary:

Alex wakes from a peaceful, dreamless sleep. He finds a copy of "A Clockwork Orange”
and sees the name of the author and his caretaker: F. Alexander. He reads some and
makes out the main idea, which is that people are being turned into machines. The other
idea about humans resembling fruit in God's orchard makes Alex wonder if the writer is

crazy.

F. Alexander calls Alex down and tells him he has been on the phone with various people
for hours. Alex says he thought the house did not have a phone, remembering the writer's
wife saying that. F. Alexander is suspicious for a moment, then resumes telling Alex
about his work. He says Alex can be a weapon in helping throw the present Government
out of office in the next election. The Government's major victory, in its opinion, has
been reducing crime through a brutal police force and Ludovico's Technique. He fears
totalitarianism is on the horizon. He wants Alex to sign an article he has written about
Alex's record.

Alex asksif he will be able to reverse Ludovico's Technique. F. Alexander sidesteps the
guestion and shows Alex the article. It is a sad account of Alex's suffering and a proposal
to defy the Government, and Alex compliments it with the word "*horrorshow.™ F.
Alexander asks about the word, Alex explainsit is nadsat, and the writer finishes up the
dishes in the kitchen.

The door rings and F. Alexander lets in three men, Z. Dolin, Rubinstein, and D. B. da
Silva. They observe Alex and discuss their plans for him asif heis not there. Alex speaks
in more nadsat, and F. Alexander says he feels he has come into contact with him before.
Speaking more carefully, Alex asks what will become of him. They assure him that "'the
Party will not be ungrateful,™ and that he will receive a surprise. Alex wants to return to
how he used to be, but they ignore his pleas. Alex screams that he is not dim, and F.
Alexander wonders if Alex could be connected to the gang that raped and killed his wife.
His friends try to calm him down. When Alex tries to leave, they restrain him.

The men, without F. Alexander, drive him to aflat in the city, his new home. They ask
Alex if he was in the gang that raped and killed F. Alexander's wife. He admits he was,
but says he has paid for his actions. They go to another room to do work. Alex lies on the
bed for awhile, feeling bad about his life and the world, before drifting off to seep. He
awakens hearing a classical music piece and feels sick. He yells for them to turn it off and
bangs against the wall in agony, but the music stays on. Running around the apartment,
he sees the word "DEATH" on the cover of an anti-government pamphlet. Another
pamphlet has a picture of an open window on it, and both inspire Alex to commit suicide
by jumping out of the window. He climbs out the open window in his room and jumps.



Analysis:

F. Alexander and his friends are not much better than the Government. They, too, want to
restrict Alex's free will and use him to prove a point; they, too, turn him into a clockwork
orange. Having him sign the article is similar to the confession he signs for the police; at
least with the police he got to tell the story in his own words. Making the liberal freedom
fighters somewhat totalitarian characters themselves allows Burgess to counter his own
argument and balance out A Clockwork Orange.

The symmetrical pairing between this chapter and Part One, Chapter 3 centers around
music. In the latter, Alex listened to the woman sing beautifully in the Korova Milkbar.
She seemed like "some great bird [that] had flown into the milkbar,” an ironic contrast to
Alex's jumping out the window here. Moreover, she sang a part from an opera that
connects with Alex's own suicide attempt: "she's snuffing it with her throat cut, and the
dovos are EBetter like this maybe.™ But the most ingenious mirror-image comes with
the pairing of his jump and his gjaculation at the end of Part One, Chapter 3. The
gjaculation: "Swhen the music...rose to the top of its big highest tower, then, lying on my
bed with glazzies tight shut and rookers behind my gulliver, | broke and spattered and
cried asaaaaah with the bliss of it." The jump: Alex climbs "on to the sill, the music
blasting away to my left, and | shut my glazzies and felt the cold wind on my litso, then |
jumped,” presumably to spatter on the sidewalk.

It is interesting to note that we do not learn F. Alexander's first name, much as we never
learn Alex's last name. Alex starts referring to him as F. Alex, and their nominal
connection makes them seem like a father-son pair. (Alex even refersto him asa
"motherly veck," confusing the genders.) Burgess invites a Freudian reading here, since
Alex, as the son, seemingly satisfied his Oedipal urges by having sex with F. Alex's wife,
or Alex's "mother."



Part Three, Chapter 6 Summary:

Alex hits the sidewalk from his jump and, before he passes out, realizes that F.
Alexander's friends had set it up for him to commit suicide so they could blame it on the
Government. He comes to in a hospital. Bandaged considerably, he does not feel any
sensation. A pretty nurse by his bed. Alex tries to tell her to leep with him, but he cannot
speak correctly because some teeth are missing. She leaves and Alex quickly falls asleep
again, though he is sure the nurse has brought back doctors to look at him.

Alex wakes up later to find F. Alexander's friends in his room. They inform Alex that he
has destroyed the Government's chances for re-election. Alex tries to tell them off for
using him, but he cannot speak the words. They show him newspaper clippings that
depict Alex as avictim and the Government as a murderer. The nurse ushers the men out
so they will not excite Alex.

Alex falls asleep and has severa dreams about violence and sex, but he does not fedl sick.
He wakes up and finds his parents there. They apologize for helping drive him to suicide,
and tell him Joe got beaten up by the police and went home. They ask him to live at home
again, and when he says he will consider it, his mother cries. Alex threatens to hurt her if
she does not stop, and he feels better saying so. He tells his father that if he lives at home,
he will be the boss; his father agrees, and his parents leave. Alex asks the nurse if the
doctors have been tinkering with his head, but he receives an elusive answer.

A few days later, doctors test Alex by showing him pictures and asking him what he
thinks. He has violent and sexual reactions, and the doctors tell him he is cured. It
appears that they have reconditioned him and reversed the effects of Ludovico's
Technigue while he was unconscious.

He recuperates for awhile. One day, the Minister of the Interior visits, accompanied by
the press. He shakes Alex's hand. The Minister encourages Alex to call F. Alexander's
group his enemies. The Minister informs Alex that after F. Alexander "'formed this idea"
that Alex had raped and killed his wife, he became a menace and was put away for his
and Alex’s protection. He says Alex will be rewarded for "'helping us.” The reporters
take pictures of the two smiling, and the Minister gives Alex a stereo as a present. Alex
asks for them to play Beethoven's Ninth, and everyone clears out while he listens. He
signs something without knowing or caring what it is, and imagines cutting the face of
the whole world with his razor while he listens. "'l was cured al right,” he thinks.



Analysis:

Alex's free will is returned to him - or so Burgess would have the reader believe. It istrue
that Alex is"cured” and can again enjoy violence, not to mention Beethoven. His dream
of his body's being drained of dirty water and refilled with clean water represents this
curative transformation (an ironic one, of course, since Alex hes lost his "clean" feelings
and is back to his "dirty," violent ways).

However, Alex does not have complete free will. The Government uses him as a pawn,
just as F. Alexander's group did. The setup even resembles the Government's previous
treatment of Alex through Ludovico's Technique; he is helplessly confined to a bed, just
as he was helplessly confined to the chair in the other hospital. Moreover, Alex continues
to do things without thinking. He "smil€]s] like bezoomny without thinking" for the
camerawith the Minister - another sinister use of mass media - and carelessy signs
something for the Government.

In a broader sense, Alex never thinks about any of his actions. In much the same way that
he never expresses remorse for his violent past, he hardly considers why he performs
violent acts - he knows only that it gives him pleasure. The mgjor idea behind A
Clockwork Orange is that the ability to choose makes one human, and that goodnessis
not authentic without free will. But Alex did not choose evil; he was born with it, like
Origina Sin. Only by dint of the Government's actions has he regained his reflexive taste
for evil, suggesting his desires will remain mechanical.

The chapter ends on a pessimistic note as we learn that F. Alexander has been
imprisoned, and the oppressive Government remains in power. Much to Burgess's
chagrin, the American edition of his novel, and Stanley Kubrick's film adaptation of it,
omitted the final 21st chapter, leaving readers and viewers with this most un-horrorshow
of endings.



Part Three, Chapter 7 Summary:

Alex dsitsin the Korova Milkbar and asks his three friends, Len, Rick, and Bully, ""'What's
it going to be then, eh?" Alex is the leader of the gang, being famous, the oldest, and
having the best job in the Natiorel Gramodisc Archives. Alex is bored, as he oftenis
now, and wants to go. He punches a babbling addict before they go.

Outside, Alex gives the others permission to beat up an old man. They go to abar and are
about to buy drinks for the old women there, but Alex does not want to; he feels more
like keeping his money these days for himself. Still, he puts in his money, and when he
does he accidentally puts in a picture of a baby he clipped from a newspaper. The others
laugh and he rips up the photograph. Alex calls them babies for spending al their time
beating up others. He feels sick when he sees his beer and pours it out, then says heis
going home. Bully, trying to take over as leader, says they will postpone their scheduled
robbery; Alex tells them to carry on without him.

Alex leaves and walks through the streets alone. He reflects on the fighting between
hooligans and the police, and wonders why he does not care about it so much anymore.
His recent appreciation for more romantic, and less violent, classical pieces also confuses
him. He wants some tea, and has an image of himself as an old man. At a coffee shop
filled with harmless people, he sees a well-dressed Pete with, Alex is shocked to
discover, his wife. He describes their middle-class life and invites Alex to see them
sometime. They leave for a party.

Alex thinks that, at 18, perhaps he has gotten too old for crime, and compares himself to
artists who were accomplished by his age. He imagines himself coming home from work
to awoman and a baby boy. He thinks that youth must eventually go, since youth is like
being awind-up toy of sorts. He will explain this to his son, but he knows his son will not
understand and will do what he did; and so it will go, round and round, like God turning
an orange in his hands.

Alex resolvesto find awife. He blames his actions on his youth. He bids adieu to his
audience.



Analysis:

Alex finaly comes of age. He casts off his violent, immature past and embraces a
peaceful, mature, middle-class lifestyle. The most important thing about this transition, as
opposed to his previous two reversals, is that he willfully chooses to change. The
thematic mantra of the novel is that the ability to choose defines humanity, but perhaps a
more accurate definition is that the ability to choose defines adulthood. Y outh, as Alex’s
images describe, is mechanical and deterministic. Y outh functions like a mechanical,
clockwork wind-up toy, and acts according to the determinism of God, who spins the
orange that is earth. Only those who have seen enough of life to make informed choices
can claim free will and escape from the fate of being a clockwork orange. Burgess chose
Alex's maturation to come in the 21st chapter, since 21 used to be the voting age in
Britain and is otherwise corsidered the rite of passage into adulthood. With it comes the
title of adulthood and, though Alex isonly 18 as A Clockwork Orange ends, his
experience-packed life has sped him to that destination - a destination reached only
through his own free will.

It isfitting that the crowning achievement of Alex’'s maturation is his desire to have a son.
He is now ready to break free from the Oedipal relationship he had with F. Alexander, a
substitute father-figure for his own effete father. However, Alex notes that his son will
probably act rashly as a youth, as well; Burgess reminds us that Original Sin never goes
away, but free will can be stronger.



The Character of Alex in A Clockwork Orange: What's He Going
to Be Then, Eh?

by Dan Reimold

June 29, 2002

As both the protagonist and narrator of Anthony Burgess A Clockwork Orange, the
character of Alex is an intriguing study from start to finish. Specifically, in comparing
part one and part three of the novel, Alex'sworld, internally and externally, his
characterization and travails are shown to be mirror images of each other, bothidentical
and reversed. Where Alex was the soulless victimizer in part one, he finds himself
repeatedly avictim in part three. Where he was once welcome at the story's start, heis
cast out at the close. What gives him pleasure at the beginning, in part three gives him
pain. This neat symmetrical structure clearly and symbolically portrays how much Alex
has changed and what Ludovico's Technigue has done to him.

In Part I, Alex, as the extremely vicious leader of a gang, is a 15-year-old arrogant
hooligan without a grain of sympathy for his victims. He doesn't appear to rape, rob, beat
or murder for money, valuables, sexual satisfaction or other tangible things. As we see
early on in the Korova Milkbar, he is willing to spend every penny he has on drinks and
snacks for old women, just iso we'd have more of an incentiveOfor some shop-crasting
[thieving]T (8). Alex is depicted as being violent and sadistically evil simply for the
experience of it, for the joy of it and not as a means to an erd. He seems to gain some
measure of aesthetic satisfaction out of involving himself in evil for evil's sake. He even
sees his violence as a kind of art, which we see through his description of afavorite
weapon. il for my own part had a fine starry horrorshow cut-throat britva [razor] which,
at that time, | could flash and shine artistici (16). Overall, there is nothing in his
background that can explain why he is so cruel and nasty, why his penchant for violence
is s0 high. As his state-appointed guidance councilor, P.R. Deltoid, says to him, iYou've
got a good home here, good loving parents, you've got not too bad of a brain. Is it some
devil that crawls inside you? (39). While leaving that question unanswered, we do see
that Alex's commitment to evil is so pure that he fantasizes about nailing Jesus to a cross.

Along with his violent tendencies in part one, Alex is aso portrayed as immature and
irresponsible. He holds down no job and seems to have no responsibilities of any kind.
He stays out all night, without letting his parents know, sleeps al day and still expects to
be fed, clothed and taken care of. At the Korova Milkbar, Alex and his buddies
communicate in a teenage lingo that sounds distinctly like baby talk. They use words
such as iappy polly loggiesi for apologies, ieggiwegsi for eggs, iskolliwollT for school,
iboohooedT for cried and ifistiel for fist. These language choices hint at their infantilism
and, in light of their lawlessness, their perverse childish nature.

Furthermore, in part one Alex is described as very arrogant, self-absorbed, autocratic and
too firmly convinced of his superiority over everyone he encounters. His haughty attitude
toward his fellow gang members ultimately causes them to betray him. After losing some



measure of standing in his group, Alex vainly assumes that taking on a robbery job alone
will prove once and for all his dominance over them. il thoughtOthat | would show these
fickle and worthless droogs of mine that | was worth the whole three of them and more. |
would do al on my oddy knocky [alone]T (61). He consistently underestimates everyone,
characterigtically seeing any attempt to counter him as ireal lovely innocence,i and
laughable, because he sees himself as so clever that any such attempt is doomed from the
beginning.

This characteristic is also evident in how he acts toward the old woman he attempts to
rob. When she calls the police, he relates that all he hearsis a batty old woman, who is no
match for him, talking to her many cats. il could hear the like muffled goloss [voice] of
this old ptitsa down below saying: €Y esyesyes, that'sit,' but she would be govoreeting
[talking] to these mewing sidlers going maaaaaaah for more molokoi (60-61). His
consistent underestimation of those around him, of his droogs and of the old lady, leads
his gang to mutiny and leads to his imprisonment and ultimate transformation at the
book's end.

Asamirror image of the first part, part threein A Clockwork Orange shows Alex as
almost exactly opposite of hisold self. He is humbled where he once was arrogant,
victimized where he once was the perpetrator of violence and where he once acted
childish there is evidence of a newfound maturity.

Ludovicio's Technique has aso taken away, for the most part, Alex's proclivity for
random acts of violence. Even as leader of a new gang, he rarely engages himsdf in any
untoward activity, instead sending his underlings to carry out the tasks. He encounters
many of the same characters he faced and consorted with at the beginning of the novd,
but is now bullied and beaten by the same people he once roughed up himself.

Most notably, in part one, Alex and his droogs had humiliated, beaten and mugged a
helpless old man who'd ventured into the hooligans' territory. In part three, Alex runs into
this same gentleman and is, humiliatingly, beaten up by him and his elderly croniesin the
old man's territory, the reading room at the public library. The exactness of this reversal
makes the scene absurd and biting and shows how completely opposite Alex and hislife
have become.

Alex has a'so matured and toned down his arrogance a great deal in the last part of the
novel. He feels himsalf changed, though he's not quite sure why. He relates to himself
that, ilt was like something soft getting into met (186). A few years removed from his
initial lawlessness, an older, seemingly wiser Alex is now able to reflect on what made
him tick. Being young, he explains, was like being a tiny wind-up toy that iitties [goes] in
a straight line and bangs straight into things bang bang and it cannot help what it is doingi
(190). Self-awarenessis a critical step in the maturation process and Alex's newfound
ability to travel outside himself, and provide an accurate assessment of what he was like,
speaks volumes about his inner attempts to stabilize his life and become a decent citizen.
Where in part one, he saw his violent outbursts as akind of affirmation of his
individuality, he now begins to realize how truly impulsive and irresponsible they were.



At the close of the novel, Alex has unequivocally decided it is time to grow up, to end his
violent, thieving ways and settle down.

Instead of the teenage hangout Korova, he wanders into alittle café, filled with very
harmless, boring people, and drinks teainstead of drug-laced milk. He is shocked and
envious to find an old friend, Pete, settled down, married and speaking without the
childish dang Alex had always employed. Alex later has a strange vision of himself as an
old man, in a comfortable armchair, drinking a nice cup of tea. He also pictures himself
with awife, even holding a newspaper picture of a baby in his pocket as an outward sign
of his hopes for a family.

Overall, Alex ends the book as the complete opposite of the character portrayed in part
one. He is mature, calm, law-abiding and eager to begin living a normal life, al of his
own free will.
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