Quotes from ‘A road to Wigan Pier’ by George Orwell

Pg 42/3: In Wigan, | stayed for a while with a miner who was suffering from nystagmus. He could see
across the room but not much further. He had been drawing compensation of twenty-nine shillings a
week for the past nine months, but the colliery company were now talking of putting him on ’partial

compensation’ of fourteen shillings a week. It all depended on whether the doctor passed him as fit

for light work ‘on top’.

Pg 46: (describing houses in industrial areas) But in the industrial areas the mere difficulty of getting
hold of a house is one of the worst aggravations of poverty. It means that people will put up with
anything—any hole and corner slum, any misery of bugs and rotting floors and cracking walls, any
extortion of skinflint landlords and blackmailing agents—simply to get a roof over their heads. | have
been into appalling houses, houses in which | would not live a week if you paid me, and found that
the tenants had been there twenty and thirty years and only hoped they might have the luck to die
there.

Pg 46: (condemned houses should’ve been demolished, but tenants wouldn’t leave as they couldn’t
afford anywhere else to live) In a town like Wigan, for instance, there are over two thousand houses
standing which have been condemned for years, and whole sections of the town would be
condemned en bloc if there were any hope of other houses being built to replace them

Pg 67: (correcting a review about his writing) He liked Wigan very much —the people, not the
scenery.

Pg 79/80: (talking about common unemployment issues) In the back streets of Wigan and Barnsley |
saw every kind of privation, but | probably saw much less conscious misery than | should have seen
ten years ago. The people have at any rate grasped that unemployment is a thing they cannot help.
It is not only Alf Smith who is out of work now; Bert Jones is out of work as well, and both of them
have been 'out’ for years. It makes a great deal of difference when things are the same for
everybody.

Pg 88: (lack of health care) Several dentists have told me that in industrial districts a person over
thirty with any of his or her own teeth is coming to be an abnormality. In Wigan various people gave
me their opinion that it is best to get shut of your teeth as early in life as possible. ‘Teeth is just a
misery,” one woman said to me.

Pg 89: As for the vital statistics, the fact that in any large industrial town the death rate and infant
mortality of the poorest quarters are always about double those of the well-to-do residential
qguarters—a good deal more than double in some cases—hardly needs commenting on.

Pg 93: (poverty effects, robbing trains transporting waste coal) In Wigan the competition among
unemployed people for the waste coal has become so fierce that it has led to an extraordinary
custom called’ scrambling for the coal’...



Pg 94: (about robbing the coal) It is of course extremely dangerous. No one was hurt the afternoon |
was there, but a man had had both his legs cut off a few weeks earlier, and another man lost several
fingers a week later. Technically it is stealing but, as everybody knows, if the coal were not stolen it
would simply be wasted...

Pg 97: (description of Wigan) | remember a winter afternoon in the dreadful environs of Wigan. All
round was the lunar landscape of slag-heaps, and to the north, through the passes, as it were,
between the mountains of slag, you could see the factory chimneys sending out their plumes of
smoke. The canal path was a mixture of cinders and frozen mud, criss-crossed by the imprints of
innumerable clogs, and all round, as far as the slag-heaps in the distance, stretched the ‘flashes’—
pools of stagnant water that had seeped into the hollows caused by the subsidence of ancient pits. It
was horribly cold. The ‘flashes’ were covered with ice the colour of raw umber, the bargemen were
muffled to the eyes in sacks, the lock gates wore beards of ice. It seemed a world from which
vegetation had been banished; nothing existed except smoke, shale, ice, mud, ashes, and foul water.

Pg 100: A Yorkshireman in the South will always take care to let you know that he regards you as an
inferior. If you ask him why, he will explain that it is only in the North that life is ‘real’ life, that the
industrial work done in the North is the only ‘real’ work, that the North is inhabited by 'real’ people,
the South merely by rentiers and their parasites. The Northerner has ‘grit’, he is grim, dour’, plucky,
warm-hearted, and democratic; the Southerner is snobbish, effeminate, and lazy



