
ESSAY ABOUT WHY I WRITE

Why I Write, the essay of George Orwell. First published: summer by/in Gangrel, GB, London.

For this and other reasons I was somewhat lonely, and I soon developed disagreeable mannerisms which made
me unpopular throughout my schooldays. All I know about grammar is its infinite power. But there is also the
minority of gifted, willful people who are determined to live their own lives to the end, and writers belong in
this class. They exist in different degrees in every writer, and in any one writer the proportions will vary from
time to time, according to the atmosphere in which he is living. You can't think too much about these pictures
that shimmer. Why write? There used to be an illustration in every elementary psychology book showing a cat
drawn by a patient in varying stages of schizophrenia. I would try to contemplate the Hegelian dialectic and
would find myself concentrating instead on a flowering pear tree outside my window and the particular way
the petals fell on my floor. Serious writers, I should say, are on the whole more vain and self-centered than
journalists, though less interested in money. It raises problems of construction and of language, and it raises in
a new way the problem of truthfulness. He uses words such as "horrible" and calls it an "exhausting struggle"
in order to convey how much painful hard work goes into a book. This increased my natural hatred of
authority and made me for the first time fully aware of the existence of the working classes, and the job in
Burma had given me some understanding of the nature of imperialism: but these experiences were not enough
to give me an accurate political orientation. Why, then, is it so hard? Nevertheless the volume of serious â€” i.
One would never undertake such a thing if one were not driven on by some demon whom one can neither
resist nor understand. In one form or another this problem comes up again. He uses metaphors and similes to
suggest the idea that writers are compelled to write not for themselves and for the joy of writing because
writing a book is a tough procedure. In short my attention was always on the periphery, on what I could see
and taste and touch, on the butter, and the Greyhound bus. Of course, ultimately a writer writes. Hopefully
there is hope. Desire to see things as they are, to find out true facts and store them up for the use of posterity. It
offers escape and wonder and teaches me how to be human, often makes me proud to be human. I did try very
hard in it to tell the whole truth without violating my literary instincts. Specifically the part that goes like this:
Faces along the bar Cling to their average day: The lights must never go out, The music must always play, All
the conventions conspire To make this fort assume The furniture of home; Lest we should see where we are,
Lost in a haunted wood, Children afraid of the night Who have never been happy or good. It is his job, no
doubt, to discipline his temperament and avoid getting stuck at some immature stage, in some perverse mood;
but if he escapes from his early influences altogether, he will have killed his impulse to write. The opinion that
art should have nothing to do with politics is itself a political attitude. In the decade since his desire had been
to "make political writing into an art". I am the worm who never turned, The eunuch without a harem;
Between the priest and the commissar I walk like Eugene Aram; And the commissar is telling my fortune
While the radio plays, But the priest has promised an Austin Seven, For Duggie always pays. I can feel my
skirt damp and wrinkled on my legs. After the age of about thirty they almost abandon the sense of being
individuals at all â€” and live chiefly for others, or are simply smothered under drudgery. Just thought that you
would like to know. Above the level of a railway guide, no book is quite free from aesthetic considerations.
Perhaps, life itself is the inspiration. Orwell continues using literary devices to prove his point and his similes
show what a good story must contain in order to be successful. I had the lonely child's habit of making up
stories and holding conversations with imaginary persons, and I think from the very start my literary ambitions
were mixed up with the feeling of being isolated and undervalued. The rest of the essay is just an excuse to get
to that sentence. The second picture did. It is no use trying to suppress that side of myself. This quote shows
just what Orwe And yet. And in fact my first completed novel, Burmese Days, which I wrote when I was
thirty but projected much earlier, is rather that kind of book. An uphill battle, all of it â€” and yet still I lay
down at night imagining what I will write next, having conversations with myself about what must make it to
the page. The student movement was in full swing at his college: riots, student protests, strikes, hippies
fighting with cops, the college being shut down.


