Brave New World by Aldous Huxley — from Chapter 2

Text 1

walked and all the way up in the lift. ‘Moral education,
Mou@tnever,manycnrcumstancu,toberaﬂoml’

«Silence, silence,” whispered a loud-speaker as they

: out at the fourteenth floor, and ‘Silence, silence,’
m trumpet mouths indefatigably repeated at intervals
down every corridor. The students and even the Director
himself rose automatically to the tips of their toes. They
m Alplus, of course; but even Alphas have been well
soned ence. silence.” All the air of the fourteenth

siU 11! Wil [

m yards of tiptoeing brought them to a door which
,ﬂpm cautiously opened. They stepped over the
’  threshold into the twilight of a shuttered dormitory. Eighty
Wmarowagmnstthewall There was a sound of
muhr breathing and a continuous murmur, as of

ﬁm voices remotely whispering.

- wurse rose as they entered and came to attention
- ’i';” e the Director.
i"“ ’s the lesson this afternoon?’ he asked.

had Elementary Sex for the first forty minutes,’ she
,j_ vere ‘But now it’s switched over to Elementary Class

ire orwalkedslowlydownthelm'lghneofcots
d relaxed with sleep, eighty little boys and girls lay
eathing. There was a whisper under every pillow.-
IC halted and, bending over one of the little beds,
| attentively.

tentary Class Consciousness, did you say? Let’s
nepemdakttlelouderbyd:emnmpet.

e end of the room a loud-speaker projected from
. The Director walked up to it and pressed 3

ﬂmm’mdasoftb\nverydmctm
ng in the middle of a sentence, ‘and Delta childre:
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4 'ad,,"°'~l
wear khaki. Oh no, I don’t wang i Me ted gy 12V
children. Andspalonsm,ﬁnm‘# e
to be able to read or write. hey,
is such a beastly colour. I'm so ar y
'l‘henwasapause,thend.eg:;:,. abk::e‘“‘
‘Alpha children wear grey. They , be:o‘ s0 1
thanwedo beclusetheyreso rightfi ; n-uc,an‘
awfully glad ’m Beta, because I don’t wor of liquid s¢
e ate themse

then we are much better than the X so
. =

children wear khaki. Oh 1o, I da wane saat “13‘:“
childltnAndEpslkmsmsﬁnm the child’
long. Th

to be able . . g e
Tthnrectorpushedbackdw - made up

silent. Only its thin ghost conti W

beneath the eighty pillows. b '

“They'll have that repeated
befone 'h‘y wake; then again on A‘O:,w
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Brave New World by Aldous Huxley — from Chapter 17

Text 2

wmt ey eNtATY C1ASS v

ole system with :
. d'c.thquivalem of fe:"enh., -::

ysi0 o murdering Desdemona '

e 1N onveniences.’

1 like d the Controller.

’ 'We :
1 ' sal prefe
don'® T 10 do Wing,

"y want comfort. I want God, 1 wan
t r, 1 want freedom, I want goodness. | w"":‘

‘ v said Mustapha Mond, ‘you’re claiming the
qq fach E
at ‘kl 'ysaid the Savage defiantly, ‘I'm claiming
e p); right to grow old and ugly and
; p ot to have syphilis and cancer; the. right
e ngl:o eat; the right to be lousy; the right to
rehension of what may happen tomor-
hoid; the right to be tortured by

ilence.
B 'l:‘l‘lg’ ilald the Savage at last.

| Mond shrugged his shoulders. ‘You're wel-




