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Introduction: 
...After all, Mozart and Mendelssohn were composing deathless music in their teens or 
nadsats, and all my hero was doing was razrezzing and giving the old in-out. 
...My own healthy inheritance of original sin comes out in the book and I enjoyed raping and 
ripping by proxy. It is the novelist’s innate cowardice that makes him depute to imaginary 
personalities the sins that he is too cautious to commit for himself. 

1 Or you could peet milk with knives in 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 evening I’m starting off the story with. 
…The four of us were dressed in the heighth of fashion, which in those days was a pair of 
black very tight tights with the old jelly mould, as we called it, fitting on the crutch 
underneath the tights, this being to protect and also a sort of a design you could viddy clear 
enough in a certain light, so that I had one in the shape of a spider, Pete had a rooker (a 
hand, that is), Georgie had a very fancy one of a flower, and poor old Dim had a very hound-
and-horny one of a clown’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. 

3 I could feel the knives in the old moloko starting to prick, and now I was ready for a bit of 
twenty-to-one. 

5 ‘You naughty old veck, you,’ I 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 I 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 one in the 
toothless rot with his ringy fist, and that made the old veck start moaning a lot then, then 
out comes the blood, my brothers, real beautiful. So all we did then was to pull his outer 
platties off, stripping 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. 

6 The knives in the milk-plus were stabbing away nice and horrorshow now. 
…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 lime in it, that being the Canadian variation. 

7 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 Yank General, cognac that is, to 
take away, and I 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. 

8 Mother Slouse, the wife, was sort of froze behind the counter. We could tell she would 
creech murder given one chance, so I 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. I’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 a large foul big bite on 
it and it was me that did the creeching, and then she opened up beautiful with a flip yell for 
the millicents. Well, then she had to be tolchocked proper with one of the weights for the 
scales, and then a fair 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 a rip of her platties for fun 
and a gentle bit of the boot to stop her moaning. And, viddying her lying there with her 
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groodies on show, I wondered should I 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. 
…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 collocoll and brought a 
different waiter in this time and we ordered beers with rum in, being sore athirst, my 
brothers, and whatever the old ptitsas wanted. 

9 ‘That’s right, lads. Not been out of our sight, you haven’t. God bless you, boys,’ drinking. 

13 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 his fat 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. 

14 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 a yell 
or a razrez or a bit of in-out-in-out in the dark. 

17 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 a loaf of kleb with a big dollop of maslo on it in the other, 
and Pete with a bottle of beer frothing its gulliver off and a horrorshow rookerful of like 
plum cake. 
…‘Now for the other veshch, Bog help us all.’ 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 I 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 exhibited their 
pink glazzies, O my brothers, while I untrussed and got ready for the plunge. Plunging, I 
could slooshy cries of agony and this writer bleeding veck that Georgie and Pete held on to 
nearly got loose howling bezoomny with the filthiest of slovos that I 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 a way with his Peebee Shelley maskie taking no notice, 
while I 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 was in the land in a milkplus bar, and Pete and Georgie had theirs. Then there was like 
quiet and we were full of like hate, so smashed what was left 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 I said no. ‘Out out out out,’ I howled. The 
writer veck and and his zheena were not really there, bloody and torn and making noises. 
But they’d live. 

24 Hohoho, the old moloko, with no knives or synthemesc or drencrom in it. How wicked, my 
brothers, innocent milk must always seem to me now. Still, I drank and ate growling, being 
more hungry than I thought at first, and I got fruit-pie from the larder and tore chunks off it 
to stuff into my greedy rot. 

25 I slooshied, my glazzies tight shut to shut in the bliss that was better than any synthemesc 
Bog or God, I knew such lovely pictures. There were vecks and ptitsas, both young and 
starry, lying on the ground screaming for mercy, and I was smecking all over my rot and 
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grinding my boot in their litsos. And there were devotchkas ripped and creeching against 
walls and I plunging like a shlaga into 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, I broke and spattered and cried aaaaaaah 
with the bliss of it. 
…And, slooshying with different bliss than before, I viddied again this name on the paper I’d 
razrezzed that night, a long time ago it seemed, in that cottage called HOME. The name was 
about a clockwork orange. Listening to the J. S. Bach, I began to pony better what that 
meant now, and I thought, slooshying away to the brown gorgeousness of the starry 
German master, that I would like to have tolchocked them both harder and ripped them to 
ribbons on their own floor. 

30 All right, I do bad, what with crasting and tolchocks and carves with the britva and the old 
in-out-in-out, and if I 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. 

31 And I was patronizing the other shop. More, badness is 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. 

35 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 I forget) they were getting near the pitch of like young 
ptitsa’s hysterics, what with jumping all over my bed and me in the room with them.  
What was actually done that afternoon there is no 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 hypodermic like some bare doctor, then giving myself the old jab of 
growling jungle-cat secretion in the rooker. 
…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 
I felt the old tigers leap in me and then I leapt on these two young ptitsas. This time 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 zammechat 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 I was a wild 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 still 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 fists as I lay there dirty and nagoy and fair 
shagged and fagged on the bed. This young Sonietta was creeching: ‘Beast and hateful 
animal. Filthy horror.’ 
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54 I gave them the ultra-violence, the crasting, 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 I made sure my so-called droogs were in it, right up to the shiyah. When I’d got through 
the lot the shorthand millicent looked a bit faint, poor old veck. 
…So I was kicked and punched and bullied off to the cells and put in with about ten or 
twelve other plennies, a lot of them drunk. 
…Then there were two like queer ones who both took a fancy to me, and one of them made 
a jump on to my back, and I had a real 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. 

57 ‘Well, what?’ I 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 perverts in that grahzny cell? Have you some new torture 
for me, you bratchny?’ 

59 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 a 
luscious young malchick like your story-teller. 

62 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 I 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 handmaidens, real horrorshow. That kept me going, brothers. I 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. 
…And all the time he had this rich manny von of Scotch on him, and then he went off to his 
little cantora to peet some more. 

66 Jojohn was very mean and keen and wiry and had specialized in like Sexual Assault, and The 
Doctor had pretended 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. 

67 So then he started on me, me being the youngest there, trying to say that as the youngest I 
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 I 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. 

68 I said I 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 I was in no 
position to defend myself, being asleep. 

75 But I didn’t really take much notice of that, brothers, only having a bit 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 a real horrorshow 
bolshy slog into a very greasy and grahzny glass. 
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77 Then, about half an hour after while I was lying a bit sleepy on the bed, a woman nurse 
came in, a real nice young devotchka with real horrorshow groodies (I had not seen such for 
two years) and she had a tray and a hypodermic. 

81 This time the film like 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 
same time. This was real, very real, though if you thought about it properly you couldn’t 
imagine lewdies actually agreeing to having all this done to them in 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 was very real. And when it came to 
the sixth or seventh malchick leering and smecking and then going into it and the devotchka 
creeching on the sound-track like bezoomny, then I began to feel sick. 
…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 done to it. I 
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 me that if I could not viddy this bit of film I would 
perhaps be not so sick. But I could not shut my glazzies, and even if I tried to move my glaz-
balls about I still could not get like out of the line of fire of this picture. So I had to go on 
viddying what was being done and hearing the most ghastly creechings coming from this 
litso. I knew it could not really be real, but that made no difference. I was heaving away but 
could not sick, viddying first a britva cut out an eye, then slice down the cheek, then go rip 
rip rip all over, while red krovvy shot on to the camera lens. Then all the teeth were like 
wrenched out with a pair of pliers, and the creeching and the blood were terrific. 
…And then I 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 a 
soldier with a sword, and then with his head rolling about and the rot and the glazzies 
looking alive still, the plott of this soldier actually ran about, krovvy like a fountain out of the 
neck, and then it dropped, and all the time there was very very loud laughter from the 
Japanese. 

88 It was a nightmare 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. I was in this 
fillying about, smecking away and being like the ringleader, dressed in the heighth of nadsat 
fashion. 

89 What I was being made to viddy now was not really a veshch I 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. 

100 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 there like rolled or sidled the most lovely 
young devotchka you could ever hope in all your jeezny, O my brothers, to viddy. That is to 
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 
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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 I 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. 

101 And the glazzies of some of these starry vecks in the audience were like popping out at this 
young devotchka with dirty and like unholy desire, O my brothers. 

112 ‘What is it, son? What’s the trouble?’  
‘I want to snuff it,’ I said. ‘I’ve had it, that’s what it is. Life’s become too much for me.’ 
…This other moodge said:  
‘You’re too young for that, son. Why, you’ve got everything in front of you.’ 

114 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. 

124 ‘She died, you see. She was brutally raped and beaten. The shock was very great. It was in 
this house,’ his rookers were trembling, holding a wiping-up cloth, ‘in that room next door. I 
have had to steel myself to continue to live here, but she would have wished me to stay 
where her fragrant memory still lingers. Yes yes yes. Poor little girl.’ 

134 There was a nurse sitting by my bed and she was reading some book that was all like very 
dim print and you could viddy it was a story because of a lot of inverted commas, and she 
was like breathing hard uh uh uh over it, so it must have been a story about the old in-out 
in-out. She was a real horrorshow devotchka, this nurse, with a very 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 I said to her: ‘What gives, O my little sister? Come thou and have a 
nice lay-down with your malenky droog in this bed.’ 

136 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 round clapping 
their rookers and cheering like bezoomny. 

139 There were like pictures of real horrorshow devotchkas, and I said I 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 I said I would like 
to be in on that. 

143 All round were chellovecks well away on milk 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 Saints in your left sabog with lights bursting 
and spurting all over your mozg. What we were peeting was the old moloko with knives in 
it, as we used to say, to sharpen you up and make you ready for a bit of dirty twenty-to-one, 
but I’ve told you all that before. 

144 At the counter were three devotchkas dressed in the heighth of nadsat fashion, that is to 
say long uncombed hair dyed white and false 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 interested. Leave old Len alone with his 
God.’ And Len kept saying: ‘Yarbles yarbles. Where is the spirit of all for one and one for all, 
eh boy?’ 
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145 ‘Scotchmen all round, right,’ said the waiter. But for some reason I said:  
‘No, boy, for me make it one small beer, right.’ 

146 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 
…I viddied this sloppy glass of beer I had on the table in front of me and felt like all vomity 
within, so I went ‘Aaaaah’ and poured all the frothy vonny cal all over the floor. 

148 But I 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 in-out in-out 
to, but with a horrorshow plott and litso and a smiling rot and very very fair voloss and all 
that cal. 

 
 

Profanity/Derogatory Term Count 
Bitch 1 
Queer 7 
Shit 1 


