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How Long Can We Go On? 
“But after all,” Lenina was protesting, “it’s only about four months now since I’ve been having 
Henry.” 

“Only four months! I like that. And what’s more,” Fanny went on, pointing an accusing finger, 
“there’s been nobody else except Henry all that time. Has there?” 

Lenina blushed scarlet; but her eyes, the tone of her voice remained defiant. “No, there hasn’t been 
any one else,” she answered almost truculently. “And I jolly well don’t see why there should have 
been.” 

“Oh, she jolly well doesn’t see why there should have been,” Fanny repeated, as though to an 
invisible listener behind Lenina’s left shoulder. Then, with a sudden change of tone, “But seriously,” 
she said, “I really do think you ought to be careful. It’s such horribly bad form to go on and on like 
this with one man. At forty, or thirty-five, it wouldn’t be so bad. But at your age, Lenina! No, it really 
won’t do. And you know how strongly the D.H.C. objects to anything intense or long-drawn.  Four 
months of Henry Foster, without having another man – why, he’d be furious if he knew …” 
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Not to Be Published! 
“A New Theory of Biology” was the title of the paper which Mustapha Mond had just finished 
reading. He sat for some time, meditatively frowning, then picked up his pen and wrote across the 
title-page: “The author’s mathematical treatment of the conception of purpose is novel and highly 
ingenious, but heretical and, so far as the present social order is concerned, dangerous and potentially 
subversive. Not to be published.” He underlined the words. “The author will be kept under 
supervision. His transference to the Marine Biological Station of St. Helena may become necessary.” 
A pity, he thought, as he signed his name. It was a masterly piece of work. But once you began 
admitting explanations in terms of purpose–well, you didn’t know what the result might be. It was 
the sort of idea that might easily decondition the more unsettled minds among the higher castes–make 
them lose their faith in happiness as the Sovereign Good and take to believing, instead, that the goal 
was somewhere beyond, somewhere outside the present human sphere, that the purpose of life was 
not the maintenance of well-being, but some intensification and refining of consciousness, some 
enlargement of knowledge. Which was, the Controller reflected, quite possibly true. But not, in the 
present circumstance, admissible. He picked up his pen again, and under the words “Not to be 
published” drew a second line, thicker and blacker than the first; then sighed, “What fun it would 
be,” he thought, “if one didn’t have to think about happiness!” 
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