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PART |

It was a bright cold day in April, and
the clocks were striking thirteen.
Winston Smith, his chin nuzzled into
his breast in an effort to escape the
vile wind, slipped quickly through
the glass doors of Victory Mansions,
though not quickly enough to pre-
vent a swirl of gritty dust from enter-
ing along with him.

The hallway smelt of boiled
cabbage and old rag mats. At one
end of it a coloured poster, too
large for indoor display, had been
tacked to the wall. It depicted sim-
ply an enormous face, more than
a metre wide: the face of a man
of about forty-five, with a heavy
black moustache and ruggedly
handsome features. Winston made

for the stairs. It was no use trying !

the lift. Even at the best of times it
was seldom working, and at pres-
ent the electric current was cut off
during daylight hours. It was part
of the economy drive in prepara-
tion for Hate Week. The flat was
seven flights up, and Winston,
who was thirty-nine and had a var-
icose ulcer above his right ankle,
went slowly, resting several times
on the way. On each landing, op-
posite the lift-shaft, the poster
with the enormous face gazed
from the wall. It was one of those
pictures which are so contrived
that the eyes follow you about
when you move. BIG BROTHER
IS WATCHING YOU, the caption
beneath it ran.

NEPBAA

BBIA XOANOAHBIN 9CHBIN alIPEABCKUN
AEHb, W Yachkl NMPOOWAM TPUHAA-
11aTh. YTKHYB ITOAOOPOAOK B TPYAD,
YTOOBI CIACTUCh OT 3A0TO BETPa,
Yuuncton CMUT TOPOUAMBO LIMBI-
THYA 3a CTEKASHHYIO ABEPH JKUAO-
ro poma «Ilobepa», HO Bce-TakKu
BIIYCTUA 3@ COOOM BUXPH 3€pHU-
CTOU ITBIAU.

B BecTubOroAe maxAao BapeHOU
KaIllyCTOM U CTapbIMU IIOAOBHKA-
mu. [IpoTuB BXOAa Ha CTeHEe BU-
CeA IIBETHOW IIAAKAT, CAUIIKOM
OOABIIION AAd  TOMellleHusA. Ha
mrakaTe OBIAO M300pa’keHo Tpo-
MapHOe, OOABIIIe MeTpa B LIUPUHY,
AMIIO — AUIIO UeAOBeKa AeT COpoKa
ISITH, C TYCTBIMM YePHBIMU yCaMH,

rpyboe, HO IO-MY>XCKU IpHUBAe-

KaTeAbHOe. YWHCTOH HaIpaBUACT
K AecTHUIle. K ATy He CTOMAO
U nopAxopuThb. OH AasKe B Ay4dlllne
BpeMeHa pepKo paboTaa, a Tenepb
B AHEBHOE BpeMs IAEKTPUUYECTBO
BOOOIIle OTKAIOYaAUM. AeWCTBOBaA
pPEeKUM SKOHOMUU — TOTOBUAUCD
K Hepene HeHaBucTH. YHUHCTOHY
ITPEACTOSIAO OAOAETh CeMb Map-
IIe!; eMy IIIeA COPOKOBOM TOA, HaA,
IIUKOAOTKOM y Hero OblAa Bapu-
KO3Has S3Ba; OH IIOAHUMAACS MeA-
AEHHO M HECKOABKO pa3 OCTaHaB-
AMBAACH NepeAOXHYTh. Ha Ka>kpou
IIAOIIIAAKE CO CTEeHBI TASIAEAO BCe
TO >XKe AuNOo. [lopTpeT OBIA BBIIIOA-
HEeH TakK, 4YTO, KyAd OBl THI HU BCTAA,
rAasa Tebst He oTycKaAu. CTAPMUL
BPAT CMOTPAT HA TEBA — raacu-
Ad TIOATIIUCH.
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Inside the flat a fruity voice was
reading out a list of figures which had
something to do with the production
of pig-iron. The voice came from an
oblong metal plaque like a dulled
mirror which formed part of the sur-
face of the right-hand wall. Winston
turned a switch and the voice sank
somewhat, though the words were
still distinguishable. The instrument
(the telescreen, it was called) could
be dimmed, but there was no way of
shutting it off completely. He moved
over to the window: a smallish, frail
figure, the meagreness of his body
merely emphasized by the blue over-
alls which were the uniform of the
Party. His hair was very fair, his face
naturally sanguine, his skin rough-

ened by coarse soap and blunt razor :

blades and the cold of the winter that
had just ended.

Outside, even through the shut
window-pane, the world looked cold.
¢ Down in the street little eddies of wind
¢ were whirling dust and torn paper into
spirals, and though the sun was shining
and the sky a harsh blue, there seemed
to be no colour in anything, except
the posters that were plastered every-
where. The blackmoustachio'd face
gazed down from every commanding
corner. There was one on the house-
front immediately opposite. BIG
BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the cap-
tion said, while the dark eyes looked
deep into Winston's own. Down at
street level another poster, torn at one
corner, flapped fitfully in the wind,
alternately covering and uncovering
the single word IKGSOC. In the far dis-
tance a helicopter skimmed down be-
tween the roofs, hovered for an instant
like a bluebottle, and darted away
again with a curving flight. It was the

B kBapTHUpe COYHBIA I'OAOC UTO-
TO TOBOPHUA O IPOU3BOACTBE UYTy-
Ha, 3aUUTHIBAA ITUPPHI. [oAOC TIIeA
U3 3aACAQHHOU B IIPABYIO CTEHY
IIPOAOATOBATOU  METAAAUYECKOM
NIAQCTUHBI, TIOXOKeW Ha MYTHOE
3epKaA0. YUHCTOH IIOBEPHYA pyd-
Ky, TOAOC 0CA@0, HO peub Mo-IIpexK-
HeMy 3BydaAa BHATHO. AmNmapart
3TOT (OH Ha3bIBAACS TeAeKpaH)
OPUTYIIUTE OBIAO MOJKHO, IIOAHO-
CTBIO JK€ BBIKAIOUUTH — HEAB3d.
YUHCTOH OTOIIIEeA K OKHY: HEeBBI-
COKUU TIIEAYIIHBIM YeAOBEeK, OH
KazaAcd ellle OOAee HIYTIABIM B CHU-
HeM ((popMeHHOM KOMOWHE30HEe
naprunia. Boaocsl y Hero ObIAU
COBCEM CBETABIE, & PYMSHOE AUIIO
IIEAYIIIUAOCHE OT CKBEPHOT'O MBIAQ,
TYIBIX A€3BUU U XOAOAA TOABKO
YTO KOHUUBIIEUCSH 3UMBIL.

Rttt P g e gt P, A

Muwup cHapy>XHu, 3@ 3aKpPBITHI-
MM OKHaMM, ABITIIAA XOAOAOM. Be-
Tep 3aKPY4YMBAA CIIMPAAIMU IIBIAB
1 OOpPBIBKM OyMaru; U XOTsI CBETH-
AO COAHITE, a He0O OBIAO PE3KO-TO-
AyOBIM, BCe B TOPOAE BBITASIAEAO
OecIBETHBIM — KpPOMe pacKAEeH-
HBIX IIOBCIOAY ITrakaToB. C Kaxk-
AOTO 3aMETHOTO yrAa CMOTPEAO
auno uyepHoycoro. C apoMa Ha-
MPOTUB — TOKe. CTAPHIUR BPAT
CMOTPUT HA TEBfA — roBOpHAA
MMOATIUCH, ¥ TeMHBIE TAa3a TASIAe-
AW B TAd3a YHMHCTOHY. BHM3Y, Hap
TPOTyapoM, TpeHnaAcd Ha BeTpy
IIAQKAT C OTOPBAHHLIM yTAOM, TO
npsdYa, TO OTKPhIBas €AMHCTBEH-
HOe CAOBO: AHTCOL. Bpaaaeke
MEJKAY KpBIIIaMU CKOAB3HYA Bep-
TOAET, 3@aBUC Ha MTHOBeHUHE, KakK
TPyIIHad MyXa, ¥ II0 KpUBOM yHecC-
Cs MPOYb. DTO MOAUIEUCKUN TIa-
TPYAB 3aTASIABIBAA AIOASIM B OKHA.



police patrol, snooping into people's
windows. The patrols did not matter,
however. Only the Thought Police
mattered.

Behind Winston's back the voice
from the telescreen was still bab-
bling away about pig-iron and the
overfulfilment of the Ninth Three-
Year Plan. The telescreen received
and transmitted simultaneously. Any
sound that Winston made, above the
level of a very low whisper, would be
picked up by it, moreover, so long
as he remained within the field of
vision which the metal plaque com-
manded, he could be seen as well as
heard. There was of course no way
of knowing whether you were be-
ing watched at any given moment.
How often, or on what system, the
Thought Police plugged in on any
individual wire was guesswork.
It was even conceivable that they
watched everybody all the time. But
at any rate they could plug in your
wire whenever they wanted to. You
had to live — did live, from habit that
became instinct — in the assump-
tion that every sound you made was
overheard, and, except in darkness,
every movement scrutinized.

Winston kept his back turned to
the telescreen. It was safer, though,
as he well knew, even a back can be
revealing. A kilometre away the Min-
istry of Truth, his place of work, tow-
ered vast and white above the grimy
landscape. This, he thought with
a sort of vague distaste — this was
London, chief city of Airstrip One,
itself the third most populous of the
provinces of Oceania. He tried to
squeeze out some childhood memo-
ry that should tell him whether Lon-
don had always been quite like this.

Ho naTtpyaun B cueT He 1iAu. B cuer
IIAQ TOABKO IIOAUITUS MBICAEH,

3a CIIMHOM YMHCTOHA I'OAOC M3
TeAeKpaHa Bce elle OOATAA O BBI-
IIAABKE YyTyHA M IePEBLIIIOAHEHUHU
AEBSTOTO TPexXAeTHero IaaHa. Te-
AeKpaH paboTaA Ha TpUeM U Ha Iie-
pepauy. OH AOBUA Ka’kKAO€ CAOBO,
€CAU ero TPOU3HOCHUAU He CAMII-
KOM THXHMM IIEIOTOM; MaAO TOTO,
MMOKyAQ YMHCTOH OCTABAACS B IIOAE
3peHUsI MyTHOM NIAQCTUHBI, OH OBIA
He TOABKO CABIIII€H, HO U BUAECH.
KoneuHo, HUKTO He 3HaA, HaOAIO-
AAIOT 3@ HUM B AQHHYIO MUHYTY
UAU HeT. HacTo AM M IO KAKOMY
PacIuCcaHuio MMOAKAIOYAETCS K TBO-
eMy KabeAl0 MOAUINSA MBICAEH —
00 2TOM MO’KHO OBLIAO TOABLKO Ta-
AAThb. He MCKAIOUEHO, UTO CACAUAU
3@ Ka>XAbIM — U KPYTAble CYTKH.
Bo BcAKOM caydae, MOAKAIOUMTHCS
MOTAM KOTAQ YTOAHO. [ TpmXoAMAOCE

XKUTb — W TbI XUA, IIO IIPUBBLIY-
Ke, KOTOpad IIpeBpaTUAACh B HWH-
CTHUHKT, — C CO3HAHHEM TOTIO, 4TO

Ka’kA0e TBOE CAOBO ITOACAYIIINBAIOT
U Ka’KAO€ TBOE ABUJKEHUE, ITOKa He
Iorac cBeT, HaOAIOAQIOT.

YUHCTOH Aep>Kaacsi K Teae-
Kpany cnmHo¥. Tak Oe3omacHee;
XOTSI — OH 3HAA 3TO — CIIMHA TOXKe
BBIpaeT. B KuaoMeTpe OT ero okKHa
IPOMO3AHUAOCH HaA 9yMasbIM I'OpO-
AOM Oenoe 3paHME MUHUCTEPCTBA
IIPaBABI — MECTO eT0 CAY’KOBI. «BoT
OH, CO CMYTHBIM OTBpalleHu-
eM IIoOAyMaA YHUHCTOH, — BOT OH,
AOHAOH, TAABHBIN TOPOA B3aeTHOUI
MOAOCHI [, TpeThbel MO HAaCeAeHUIO
OpPOBUHNOUU rocypapcrBa Okea-
Husa». OH 0OpaTUACSI K AETCTBY —
MOMBITAACS BCIIOMHUTDL, BCETAQ AU

|
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Were there always these vistas of
rotting nineteenth-century houses,
their sides shored up with baulks of
timber, their windows patched with
cardboard and their roofs with corru-
gated iron, their crazy garden walls
sagging in all directions? And the
bombed sites where the plaster dust
swirled in the air and the willow-herb
straggled over the heaps of rubble;
and the places where the bombs had
cleared a larger patch and there had
sprung up sordid colonies of wooden
dwellings like chicken-houses? But it
was no use, he could not remember:
nothing remained of his childhood
except a series of bright-lit tableaux
occurring against no background
and mostly unintelligible.

The Ministry of Truth — Minitrue, :

in Newspeak — was startlingly dif-
ferent from any other object in sight.
It was an enormous pyramidal struc-
ture of glittering white concrete, soar-

¢ ingup, terrace after terrace, 300 metres
( intotheair. From where Winston stood

it was just possible to read, picked out
on its white face in elegant lettering,
the three slogans of the Party:

WAR IS PEACE
FREEDOM IS SLAVERY
IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH

The Ministry of Truth contained, it
was said, three thousand rooms above
ground level, and corresponding ram-
ifications below. Scattered about Lon-
don there were just three other build-
ings of similar appearance and size.
So completely did they dwarf the sur-
rounding architecture that from the
roof of Victory Mansions you could
see all four of them simultaneously.

OBIA TakKUM AOHAOH. Bceraa Au Ts-
HYAUCH BAAAB 3TH BepEHUIIbI 00-
BeTIIaAbIX AOMOB XIX BeKa, IIOA-
IepThIX OpeBHAMY, C 3aAaTaHHBIMU
KapTOHOM OKHaM{, AOCKYTHBIMHU
KpBINIaMHY, NIbIHBIMU CTEHKAMHU T1a-
AMCApAHUKOB? U 3TM IIpOTaAuHEBI OT
OoMOexXXeK, TAe BUAACh arebacTpo-
Bas IBIAb M KUIIpel KapaOKaAcs 110
IrpyA@M OOAOMKOB; M OOABLINE ITy-
CTBIPH, TAe OOMOBI PACUUCTUAU Me-
CTO AAS TEAOU TPUOHOM ceMbH yOO-
X AOWIATHIX XMOAPOK, ITOXOKUX
Ha KypaTHukn? Ho — 6e3 TOAKYy,
BCIIOMHUTH OH He MOT; HHUYero He
OCTAaAOCh OT AETCTBa, KpOMe OTPHI-
BOYHBIX, SIPKO OCBEIIeHHBIX CIIeH,
AMIIIEHHBIX (DOHA U 4Yallle BCero He-
BPa3yMUTEABHBIX.

MmuHUCTEPCTBO NIPABALI — Ha HO-
BOsi3e MUHUIIPAB — Pa3UTEABHO OTAU-
YaAOCh OT BCETO, UTO AEKAAO BOKPYT.
OTO WCIHOAMHCKOE NHPaAMUAAABHOE
3AaHMe, CHUSIollee OeALIM OeTOHOM,
B3ABIMAAOCH, YCTYII 3@ YCTYIIOM, Ha
TPEXCOTMETPOBYIO BBHICOTY. V13 cBOEro
OKHAa YUHCTOH MOT IIPOYeCTb Ha OeAoM
dacape HaIMCAHHBIE 3AETaHTHBIM
IPU(TOM TPU NAaPTUUHBIX AO3YHTA:

BOMHA — 3TO MUP
CBOBOJIA — 9TO PAGCTBO
HE3HAHUE — CHJIA

ITo
IIpaBAbI

CAyXaM, MUHHUCTEPCTBO
3aKAIOUAaA0 B cebe Tpu
THICIYM KaOWHETOB Hap IOBEpPX-
HOCTHIO 3€MAU U COOTBETCTBYIO-
LIYI0O KOPHEBYIO CUCTEMY B HEAPAX.
B pa3ubix KOHITaX AOHAOHA CTOSIAU
AMIIb TPHU elle 3AaHUus MMOAOOHOTO
BUAA U pa3zMepoB. OHM HACTOALKO
BO3BBLIIIIAAMCE Hap TOPOAOM, UTO
C KPBIIIUA >KUAOTO AoMa «ITobGepa»



They were the homes of the four Min-
istries between which the entire ap-
paratus of government was divided.
The Ministry of Truth, which con-
cerned itself with news, entertain-
ment, education, and the fine arts.
The Ministry of Peace, which con-
cerned itself with war. The Ministry
of Love, which maintained law and or-
der. And the Ministry of Plenty, which
was responsible for economic affairs.
Their names, in Newspeak: Minitrue,
Minipax, Miniluv, and Miniplenty.
The Ministry of Love was the
really frightening one. There were
no windows in it at all. Winston had
never been inside the Ministry of
Love, nor within half a kilometre of
it. It was a place impossible to en-
ter except on official business, and
then only by penetrating through
a maze of barbed-wire entangle-
ments, steel doors, and hidden ma-
chine-gun nests. Even the streets
leading up to its outer barriers were

roamed by gorilla-faced guards in !

black uniforms, armed with jointed
truncheons.

Winston turned round abruptly.
He had set his features into the ex-
pression of quiet optimism which it
was advisable to wear when facing
the telescreen. He crossed the room
into the tiny kitchen. By leaving the
Ministry at this time of day he had
sacrificed his lunch in the canteen,
and he was aware that there was no
food in the kitchen except a hunk of
dark-coloured bread which had got
to be saved for tomorrow's breakfast.
He took down from the shelf a bot-
tle of colourless liquid with a plain
white label markedVICTORY GIN.
It gave off a sickly, oily smell, as of
Chinese rice-spirit. Winston poured

MO>XHO OBIAO BUAETL BCE UeThIpe
pazoM. B HUX moOMeIIaAnCh YeThI-
pe MHHUCTEPCTBa, BeCh TOCYAAp-
CTBEHHBIU alllapaT: MUHUCTEPCTBO
IIpaBAblL, BeAaBlilee MHGpoOpMauei,
o0pa3oBaHWEM, AOCYyI'OM M HCKYC-
CTBaMU; MUHUCTEPCTBO MUPAQ, Be-
AaBIllee BOWHOW;, MHWHUCTEPCTBO
AIOOBU, BepaBlllee OXPaHOU MTOPSIA-
Ka, I MUHUCTEPCTBO U300UAUS, OT-
Beyaslllee 3a 9KOHOMHUKY. Ha HOBO-
sg3e: MUHUIIPaB, MUHUMUP, MUHU-
AI00 ¥ MUHU3O.

MuHMCTEPCTBO AIOOBU BHYIIIAAO
cTpax. B 3paHMU OTCYTCTBOBaAM OKHa.
YHHCTOH HU pa3y He IlepecTyIlaA ero
IIOpPOTa, HU pa3y He IIOAXOAUA K HEMY
OAMDKe ueM Ha IOAKMAoMeTpa. [lo-
[IaCTh TyA@ MOYKHO OBIAO TOABKO IIO
OpUITMAABHOMY A€My, A@ U TO IIpe-
OAOAEB TIEABIM AAOUPUHT KOAIOUEM
IIPOBOAOKHY, CTAABHBIX ABepeM U 3a-
MaCKMPOBAHHBIX IIYA€METHBIX I'HE3A,
Aa’ke Ha yAHMIIaX, BEAYIIUX K BHEII-

HEeMY KOABITy OTPa’KACHUH, TaTPyAU-

POBaAM OXPAHHUKU B YepHOU (popme,
IIOXO’KHe Ha TOPUAA U BOOPYKEHHbBIe
CyCTaB4aThIMU AyOUHKAMHU.

YHHCTOH pe3Ko noBepHyAcsa. OH
IPUAQA AUITY BBIpA’KeHUE CIIOKOU-
HOT'O OITUMU3Ma, Hauboaee yMecCT-
HOe IIepep TeAeKPaHOM, U IPOIIeA
B APYI'OM KOHell KOMHATEl, K KPO-
XOTHOU KyXOHBKe. [TOKWHYB B 3TOT
Yyac MHUHUCTEPCTBO, OH IIOJKEPTBO-
BaA 00eAOM B CTOAOBOM, a AOMa HH-
KaKOM eABl He OBIAO — KpOMe AOMTS
yepHOro xaAeba, KOTOPBIM HAAO
OBINO TIOOEepeub A0 3aBTpallHero
yTpa. OH B3gA C HOAKUA OYTBIAKY
OeclBETHOM >XUAKOCTU C IIPOCTOM
OeAOl 3TUKeTKOU: «fxun IoGexax.
3amnax y AKWHA OBIA IIPOTHBHBIMN,
MACASTHUCTBIM, KAK Y KUTAUCKOU
PUCOBOM BOAKH. YHUHCTOH HaAUA

¥861/1-H/1-d
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out nearly a teacupful, nerved him-
self for a shock, and gulped it down
like a dose of medicine.

Instantly his face turned scar-
let and the water ran out of his
eyes. The stuff was like nitric acid,
and moreover, in swallowing it one
had the sensation of being hit on
the back of the head with a rubber
club. The next moment, however,
the burning in his belly died down
and the world began to look more
cheerful. He took a cigarette from a
crumpled packet marked VICTORY
CIGARETTES and incautiously held it
upright, whereupon the tobacco fell
out on to the floor. With the next he
was more successful. He went back
to the living-room and sat down at a

small table that stood to the left of :

the telescreen. From the table draw-
er he took out a penholder, a bot-
tle of ink, and a thick, quarto-sized
blank book with a red back and a

¢ marbled cover.

For some reason the telescreen in
the living-room was in an unusual po-
sition. Instead of being placed, as was
normal, in the end wall, where it could
command the whole room, it was in
the longer wall, opposite the window.
To one side of it there was a shallow
alcove in which Winston was now sit-
ting, and which, when the flats were
built, had probably been intended to
hold bookshelves. By sitting in the al-
cove, and keeping well back, Winston
was able to remain outside the range
of the telescreen, so far as sight went.
He could be heard, of course, but so
long as he stayed in his present posi-
tion he could not be seen. It was partly
the unusual geography of the room
that had suggested to him the thing
that he was now about to do.

IIOYTH IIOAHYIO 4YallIKy, COOpaAcs
C AYXOM U IPOTAOTHUA, TOYHO A€Kap-
CTBO.

AHLIO y Hero cpas3y IOKpac-
HEAO, a U3 TAd3 MHOTEeKAU CAe3HI.
HanuTok OBIA ITOXOK Ha a30THYIO
KHCAOTY; MAAO TOTO: IIOCAe TAOT-
Ka ollylleHue OBIAO TakKoe, OYATO
TeOsI OrpeAu IO CINHe Pe3nuHOo-
Bou AyOumHKoU. Ho BCKOpe XiKe-
HIe B JKeAYAKEe YTUXAO, @ MUP CTaA
BEITAIAETE Beceaee. OH BBITAHYA
curapeTy M3 MATOM MA4YKM C HAA-
IUChIO «Curapetn IloGexma», IO
paccessHHOCTU Aep’Ka ee BepTH-
KaAbHO, B pe3yAbTaTe Bech Tabak
M3 CUTApeThl BBLICHITIAACS Ha IIOA.
Co caepyromenn YHHCTOH 000-
1meAcd akkKypaTHee. OH BepHYACH
B KOMHATy U CeA 3a CTOAUK CAeBa
OT TeAeKpaHa. M3 g11iKa cToAa OH
BBIHYA PYUKY, Iy3bIPeK C YepHUAA-
MU U TOACTYIO KHUTY AASL 3aliucen
C KPaACHBIM KOPEIIKOM U Hepenie-
TOM TIOA MPaMop.

[To Hen3BeCTHOUM NIPUYMHE Te-
A€KpaH B KOMHaTe OBIA yCTaHOB-
AeH He Tak, Kak npuagaro. OH mo-
MelIaACd He B TOPILIOBOM CTeHe,
OTKyA@ MOT OBl 000O3peBaThb BCIO
KOMHATY, @ B AMWHHOMW, HAaIPOTHUB
okHa. COOKy OT Hero ObIAa HETAY-
OoKasi HUIlla, TpeAHa3zHaueHHasd,
BEPOSITHO, AAST KHUKHBIX TTOAOK, —
TaM U CHUAEA ceruac YuHcToH. CeB
B HeU IOTAyOyKe, OH OKa3bIBAACH
HeAOCSATaeMbIM AASl  TeAeKpaHa,
BepHee, HEBUAUMBIM. [lopcayim-
BaTh ero, KOHeYHO, MOTAM, HO Ha-
OAIOAQTH, ITOKa OH CHUAEA TaM, —
HeT. OTa HECKOABKO HeOoObIYHas
MAQHUPOBKA KOMHATHI, BO3MOJKHO,
U HATOAKHYAA €r0 Ha MBICAB 3a-
HSITBLCS TeM, YeM OH HaMepeH OBbIA
ceMyac 3aHSIThCS.



But it had also been suggested by
the book that he had just taken out of
the drawer. It was a peculiarly beautiful
book. Its smooth creamy paper, a little
yellowed by age, was of a kind that had
not been manufactured for at least for-
ty years past. He could guess, however,
that the book was much older than that.
He had seen it lying in the window of
a frowsy little junk-shop in a slummy
quarter of the town (just what quarter
he did not now remember) and had
been stricken immediately by an over-
whelming desire to possess it. Party
members were supposed not to go into
ordinary shops ('dealing on the free
market', it was called), but the rule was
not strictly kept, because there were
various things, such as shoelaces and
razor blades, which it was impossible
to get hold of in any other way. He had
given a quick glance up and down the
street and then had slipped inside and
bought the book for two dollars fifty.
At the time he was not conscious of

wanting it for any particular purpose. ‘!
He had carried it guiltily home in his

briefcase. Even with nothing written in
it, it was a compromising possession.
The thing that he was about to
do was to open a diary. This was not
illegal (nothing was illegal, since
there were no longer any laws), but
if detected it was reasonably certain
that it would be punished by death,
or at least by twenty-five years in a
forced-labour camp. Winston fitted
a nib into the penholder and sucked
it to get the grease off. The pen was
an archaic instrument, seldom used
even for signatures, and he had pro-
cured one, furtively and with some
difficulty, simply because of a feel-
ing that the beautiful creamy paper
deserved to be written on with a real

Ho kpome TOro, HaTOAKHYyAQ
KHHTa B MPaMOPHOM IIepenAerTe.
Kuura Obira yAMBUTEABHO Kpa-
cuBa. 'hnapkag kpemoBas OyMmara
4yTh IIOKEATEeAd OT CTapOCTU —
TakKoM OyMaru He BBIIYCKAAH
y>Ke AEeT COPOK, @ TO U OOABIIIe.
YHUHCTOH ITOAO3PEBaA, 4YTO KHUTA
etmre ApeBHee. OH IPUMETHA ee
B BUTPHHe CTapbeBIIUKa B TPY-
m00HOM palioHe (rAe HMMEHHO,
OH y>Ke 3a0BIA) U 3aropeAcsd Ke-
AAHHUEM KyIUuTh. HaeHAM HapTUHA
He IOAAran0Ch XOAUTH B OOBIK-
HOBeHHble Mara3uHbl (3TO Ha-
3BIBAAOCH «IIpUOOpeTaTh TOBa-
pBl Ha CBOOOAHOM PBIHKEY»), HO
3a0peToOM 4acTO NpeHeOperaAmn:
MHO>KECTBO Belllel, TaKhX KakK
IIHYPKYU U OpUTBEHHBIE AE€3BU,
pa3po00BITH  UMHBIM — CITOCOOOM
OBIAO HEBO3MOJXXHO. YHWHCTOH
OBICTPO OTASIHYACS II0 CTOPOHAM,
HBIDHYA B AABKYy U KYHNHA KHHU-
Iy 3a ABa AOAAApA HATBAECHAT.
3ayeM — OH caM ellle He 3HaaA.
OH BOpOBAaTO NIpUHEC ee AOMOM
B nmopTdene. Aake mycras, OHA
KOMIIPOMETHUPOBAaAa BAAAEABIIA.

HamepeBancs >ke OH Telepb —
HayaTb AHEBHUK. DTO He OBIAO IIPO-
TUBO3@KOHHBIM TIOCTYIIKOM  (HIpoO-
THUBO3@aKOHHOTO BOOOIIe HUYETO He
CyI11eCTBOBAAO, IIOCKOABKY He Cyllle-
CTBOBAAO OOABIIIE CaMHUX 3aKOHOB),
HO, €CAU AHEBHUK OOHapy>kaT, YWH-
CTOHA O’KMAQET CMEePTb WAU B AydY-
IIeM CAy4Yae ABAALATH IIATH AeT Ka-
TOP>KHOTO Aarepsi. YAHCTOH BCTaBUA
B PYYKy IIepO U OOAU3HYA, UTOOBI
CHATH CMa3Ky. Pyuka Oblna apxawu-
YEeCKUM HMHCTPYMEHTOM, HMHU AQXKe
PAaCIMCBIBAAUCH PEAKO, W YHHCTOH
Pa3A00BIA CBOIO TAWKOM U He 0e3 Tpy-
Aa: dTa KpacuBas KpeMoBas Oymara,
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nib instead of being scratched with
an ink-pencil. Actually he was not
used to writing by hand. Apart from
very short notes, it was usual to dic-
tate everything into the speak-write
which was of course impossible for
his present purpose. He dipped the
pen into the ink and then faltered
for just a second. A tremor had gone
through his bowels. To mark the
paper was the decisive act. In small
clumsy letters he wrote:

April 4th, 1964.

He sat back. A sense of complete
helplessness had descended upon
him. To begin with, he did not know
with any certainty that this was 1984.
It must be round about that date,
since he was fairly sure that his age

was thirty-nine, and he believed that :

he had been born in 1944 or 1945; but
it was never possible nowadays to pin
down any date within a year or two.

For whom, it suddenly occurred
to him to wonder, was he writing this
diary? For the future, for the unborn.
Hismind hovered foramomentround
the doubtful date on the page, and
then fetched up with a bump against
the Newspeak word doublethink. For
the first time the magnitude of what
he had undertaken came home to
him. How could you communicate
with the future? It was of its nature
impossible. Either the future would
resemble the present, in which case it
would not listen to him: or it would be
different from it, and his predicament
would be meaningless.

For some time he sat gazing stu-
pidly at the paper. The telescreen had
changed over to strident military music.
[t was curious that he seemed not mere-
ly to have lost the power of expressing
himself, but even to have forgotten what

Ka3anoCh €My, 3aCAy’KMBAaeT TOro,
YTOOBI 110 HEW MHUCAAN HACTOSIIUMU
YepHUAAMH, a He Kapsi0arud YepHUAD-
HBIM KapaHAAIIoM. BooO11ie-To oH He
NIPUBHLIK ITNCATE PYKOM. Kpome caMbIx
KOPOTKHUX 3aMETOK, OH BCE AMKTOBAA
B peuenuc, HO TyT AUKTOBKQ, [OHIT-
HO, He TOAUAACh. OH 0OMaKHYA IIepo
M 3aMellKaAcs. Y Hero CxXBaTHAO
KUBOT. KOCHYTBECA IIepoM OymMaru —
0eCnIOBOPOTHBIN IIar. MeAKuMu Ko-
PSBBIMU OyKBaMU OH BBIBEA!

4 anpeasa 1984 roga

N  ortkuayAaca. VM  oBaapeno
YYBCTBO MOAHOU OECIIOMOIIHOCTH.
[Tpeskae Bcero oH He 3HAaA, IIpaBAa
AWM, UYTO TOA 1984-11. OxoaO
3TOT'O — HECOMHEHHO: OH ObIA TTOUTHU
yBepeH, 4To eMy 39 AeT, a pPOAUACT
OoH B 1944-m uau 45-M; HO Tenepb
HEBO3MOYKHO yCTA@HOBUTH HUKAKYIO
AATy TOYHee, 4eM C OIIUOKOU B T'OA
WAM ABa.

A MM KOTO, BAPYT O3aAQUUACT
OH, TUIIEeTCSI 3TOT AHEBHUK? AAs
OyayIIero, AASL TeX, KTO ellle He
POAMACSI. MBICAL ero TOKPY>KHMAA

Hap, COMHUTEALHOU AATOMH,
3allMCaHHON Ha AMCTe, U BAPYT
HAQTKHyAQCh  HAa  HOBOSI30BCKOE

CAOBO «ABOeMBICAWE». K BriepBbie
€My CTaA BUAEH BeCh MacuiTab ero
3aTen. C OyAyHIUM KakK OOIaThCs ?
OTO 1O CcaMOM CYyTH HEBO3MOXKHO.
Anbo 3aBTpa OyAeT IOXOXKe Ha
CEeropHss W TOTAA He CTaHeT ero
CAYIIaTh, AMOO OHO OYAET APYTHM,
U HEB3TOABI YUHCTOHA HUYETO eMy
He CKaxXXyT.

YHUHCTOH CcUHAeA, OeccMbIc-
A€HHO YyCTaBACh Ha Oymary. M3
TeAeKpaHa ypapuaAa pes3kKasg BO-
€HHasg My3bIKa. /AIOOOIBITHO: OH
He TOABKO MOTEPSA CIIOCOOHOCTH
BBIpa’kaTh CBOU MBICAU, HO Aa’Ke



it was that he had originally intended to
say. For weeks past he had been making
ready for this moment, and it had never
crossed his mind that anything would
be needed except courage. The actual
writing would be easy. All he had to do
was to transfer to paper the intermina-
ble restless monologue that had been
running inside his head, literally for
years. At this moment, however, even
the monologue had dried up. Moreo-
ver his varicose ulcer had begun itch-
ing unbearably. He dared not scratch
it, because if he did so it always became
inflamed. The seconds were ticking by.
He was conscious of nothing except the
blankness of the page in front of him,
the itching of the skin above his ankle,
the blaring of the music, and a slight
booziness caused by the gin.

Suddenly he began writing in
sheer panic, only imperfectly aware
of what he was setting down. His
small but childish handwriting
straggled up and down the page,

shedding first its capital letters and !

finally even its full stops:

April 4th, 1984. Last night to the
flicks. All war films. One very good
one of a ship full of refugees being
bombed somewhere in the Mediter-
ranean. Audience much amused by
shots of a great huge fat man trying to
swim away with a helicopter after him,
first you saw him wallowing along in
the water like a porpoise, then you
saw him through the helicopters gun-
sights, then he was full of holes and
the sea round him turned pink and he
sank as suddenly as though the holes
had let in the water, audience shout-
ing with laughter when he sank. then
you saw a lifeboat full of children with
a helicopter hovering over it. there
was a middle-aged woman might

3a0BIA, UTO €My XOTEeAOCh CKa-
3aTh. CKOABKO HEAEAb TOTOBUACH
OH K 3TOU MUHYTE, U €My Aa’Ke
B I'OAOBY He IIPHIIIAO, UTO IIOTpe-
OyeTcsa TyT He OAHA XpabOpoCTs.
ToAbKO 3anmcaTh — Yero mpoire ?
[lepenectn Ha OyMary HeECKOH-
4aeMbIM TPEBOJKHBIM MOHOAOT,
KOTOPBIY 3BYYHT y HEro B TOAO-
Be TOABL, ropbl. M BOT pake 3TOT
MOHOAOT UCCIK. A s3Ba Hap, Wiu-
KOAOTKOM 3yAeAda HEBBIHOCHUMO.
On 6osAca mouecaTb HOT'Yy — OT
3TOr0 BCeraa HauMHAAOCH BOCIIa-
reHme. CeKyHABI Kallaau. TOABKO
OeansHa Oymaru, Aa 3yA Hap LIu-
KOAOTKOM, Aa rpeMydasi MY3bIKa,
MA@ AeTKHUN XMeAb B TOAOBE — BOT
U BCe, YTO BOCIPUHUMAAU Celdac
ero yyBCTBaA.

W BApPYT OH Havaa IIUCATh — IIPO-
CTO OT IIaHUKM, OYeHb CMYTHO CO3Ha-
Basd, YTO MAET U3-II0A Iepa. bucep-
HbIe, HO IO-AETCKU KOPSIBBIE CTPOKU
IIOA3AM TO BBEPX, TO BHMU3 IO AUCTY,
Tepsdsl CIlepBa 3arAaBHbIE OYKBHI,
a IIOTOM 1 TOYKH.

4 anpeasa 1984 roga. Buepa
B KuHO. CnaAowb BOEHHble (PUAb-
mbl. OguH oueHb xopowul rge-mo
B CpeguzeMHOM Mope bombam cyg-
HO ¢ b6exenuamu. Ilybauxky 3a0aB-
ASIOmM Kagpbl rge npoOyem ynAblmb
T'POMAQHbIU MOACMEHHBIU MyXuU-
Ha a ero npecaegyem BepmoAem.
CnepBa Mbl BUGUM KAK OH NO-geAb-
¢unbu Oyrmbixaemcsi B BOge nNoO-
mMOoM BUgUM ero ¢ BepmoAema uepes
npuyeA NOmMoOM OH BeCb NPOGbIPAB-
AeH U Mope BOKDYI' Hero po30Boe
u cpa3y moHem CAOBHO uepe3 gblpbl
HabOpaa BOghlL, KOrga OH NOWeA Hd
gHO 3pumeau 3aroromaau. Ilomom
WAIONKA NOAHAA gemeu U HAg Hel
Bbemcsi BepmoAem. maMm HA HOCY
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have been a jewess sitting up in the
bow with a little boy about three years
old in her arms. little boy screaming
with fright and hiding his head be-
tween her breasts as if he was trying
to burrow right into her and the wom-
an putting her arms round him and
comforting him although she was blue
with fright herself, all the time cov-
ering him up as much as possible as
if she thought her arms could keep
the bullets off him. then the helicop-
ter planted a 20 kilo bomb in among
them terrific flash and the boat went
all to matchwood. then there was a
wonderful shot of a child's arm going
up up up right up into the air a heli-
copter with a camera in its nose must
have followed it up and there was a lot

of applause from the Party seats but a :

woman down in the prole part of the
house suddenly started kicking up a
fuss and shouting they didnt oughter
of showed it not in front of kids they
didnt it aint right not in front of kids it
aint until the police turned her turned
her out i dont suppose anything hap-
pened to her nobody cares what the
proles say typical prole reaction they
never —

Winston stopped writing, partly
because he was suffering from cramp.
He did not know what had made him
pour out this stream of rubbish. But
the curious thing was that while he
was doing so a totally different mem-
ory had clarified itself in his mind, to
the point where he almost felt equal
to writing it down. It was, he now re-
alized, because of this other incident
that he had suddenly decided to come
home and begin the diary today.

It had happened that morning
at the Ministry, if anything so nebu-
lous could be said to happen.

cugeAd XeHWUHA CPegHUX Aem No-
X0JKasl Ha eBpelKy a Ha pyKax y Hee
MaAbquK Aem mpex. MaAbuuK Kpu-
qum om cmpaxa u npsiiem roAoBY
y Hee Ha rpygu kaxk O0ygmo xouem
B Hee BBUHIMUMbCA A OHA €ro ycno-
KauBaem U NPUKpblBAemM pyKamu
xoms cama nocuHeAd om cmpaxa,
BCe BpeMsA cmapaemcs 3aKpblmb
ero pykamu noAyuule, Kax Oygmo
MOXKem 3QCAOHUmMbL Om NyAb, NO-
moM BepmoaAem cOpOCUA HA HUX
20-kuaorpamMMoBy0 OomOy yxac-
HbIU B3pPblIB U AOGKA pA3A€meAdch
B WenKu, nomom 3ameuameAnbHbll
Kagp gemckas pyka Aemum BBepX,
BBepX NpsAMoO B HeOO HABEPHO ee
CHUMQAU U3 CMEKAAHHOI'O HOCdA
BepmoAema U B NAPMUUHbIX PAGAX
IPOMKO anAOgupoOBaAAU HO Mam rge
cugeAu NPoAbl KAKAs-mMo XKeHUWUHd
NOGHAAQ CKAHJAA U KDUK, 4mo 5mo-
IO HeAb35l NOKA3blBamMb NPU gemsx
Kyga 3mo rogumcs Kyga 3mo rogum-
CA npu gemAx U CKAHJAAUAQ NOKA
noauyetlckue He BblBEAU He BblBEAU
ee BpAg AU el umo-Hubyghr cgeaa-
Iom MAaAO AU YMO roBOPSIM NPOAbL
MunuyHas NPOAOBCKASA peakyus Ha
3mo HUKMO He obpawaem...

YWHCTOH IlepecTaA IUCaTh, OT-
YaCTHM M3-3a@ TOTO, UTO Y HEro cBe-
A0 pyKy. OH caM He MOHUMAA, Mo-
yeMy BBIIIAECHYA Ha OyMary 3TOT
B3A0p. Ho AroOonbITHO, 4TO, ITOKA
OH BOAMA IIEPOM, B NIAMATHU y HETO
OTCTOSIAOCH COBCEM APYTO€ IIPOUC-
IIecTBUE, Ad TaK, UYTO XOTh ceruac
3anuceiBan. EMy CcTaano HOHATHO,
YTO U3-3a@ 3TOT'O MPOUCIIECTBUSA OH
U PeIlnuA BAPYT IIOUTU AOMOM U Ha-
YaTh AHEBHUK CETOAHS.

CAyYHMAOCE OHO yTPOM B MWHU-
CTEepPCTBE — €CAM O TaKOU TyMaHHO-
CTH MO>KHO CKa3aTh «CAYUUAACHY.



It was nearly eleven hundred, and
in the Records Department, where
Winston worked, they were drag-
ging the chairs out of the cubicles
and grouping them in the centre of
the hall opposite the big telescreen,
in preparation for the Two Minutes
Hate. Winston was just taking his
place in one of the middle rows when
two people whom he knew by sight,
but had never spoken to, came unex-
pectedly into the room. One of them
was a girl whom he often passed in the
corridors. He did not know her name,
but he knew that she worked in the
Fiction Department. Presumably —
since he had sometimes seen her
with oily hands and carrying a span-
ner — she had some mechanical job
on one of the novel-writing machines.
She was a bold-looking girl, of about
twenty-seven, with thick hair, a freck-
led face, and swift, athletic move-
ments. A narrow scarlet sash, emblem
of the Junior Anti-Sex League, was

wound several times round the waist !

of her overalls, just tightly enough
to bring out the shapeliness of her
hips. Winston had disliked her from
the very first moment of seeing her.
He knew the reason. It was because
of the atmosphere of hockey-fields
and cold baths and community hikes
and general clean-mindedness which
she managed to carry about with her.
He disliked nearly all women, and es-
pecially the young and pretty ones.
It was always the women, and above
all the young ones, who were the most
bigoted adherents of the Party, the
swallowers of slogans, the amateur
spies and nosers-out of unorthodoxy.
But this particular girl gave him the
impression of being more dangerous
than most. Once when they passed in

BpeMsa npubAMIKarOCh K OAMH-
HAALIQTH HOAB-HOAB, U B OTAEAE AO-
KyMeHTalluH, rAe paboTaA YUHCTOH,
COTPYAHUKHU BBIHOCHUAU CTYAbS U3
KaOMH M PACcCTaBASIAM B CepepdHe
XOAAA Tepep OOABIIMM TeAeKpa-
HOM — COOHMPAAUCh Ha ABYXMUHYT-
Ky HEHABUCTU. YUHCTOH IIPUT'OTO-
BUACS 3aHATH CBOE MECTO B CPDEAHUX
pAAAX, U TYT HEOKUAAQHHO IIOSIBU-
AUCB ellle ABO€: AUIla 3HAaKOMEBIE, HO
pasroBapuBaTh C HUMU €My He IIPpU-
XOAUAOCH. A€BHUITy OH 4acCTO BCTpe-
yaa B Kopupopax. Kak ee 30ByT, oH
He 3HaA, 3HaA TOABKO, YTO OHa pa-
OoTaeT B oTpeAe AUTepaTyphl. Cyad
II0 TOMY, YTO MHOIAQ OH BHAEA ee
C TQeYHBIM KAKOUYOM U MACA€HBIMH
PYKaMH, OHa OOCAY’KHBAaAA OAHY U3
MAaIlllUH AAS COUYMHEHHUS POMAHOB.
Omna ObIAa BeCHYIIIYATasA, C IyCTBIMU
TEeMHBIMHA BOAOCAMU, AT ABAALLATHA
ceMU; AeprKarach CaMOYBEPEHHO,
ABUTAAACH IIO-CIIOPTUBHOMY CTpe-

MUTEABHO. AABIM Kylllak — 3MOAe-

Ma MOAOAEKHOTO AHTUIIOAOBOTO
COI034, TYTO OOEpHYTHIU He-
CKOABKO pPa3 BOKPYI TaAUU KOM-
OuHe30Ha, IIOAUEPKHUBAA KpyThle
Oeappa. YUHCTOH C IEPBOTO B3TASIAQ
HeB3AI00UA ee. M 3HaA 3a uro. OT
Hee BedIAO AYXOM XOKKEWHBIX IIO-
AeM, XOAOAHBIX KyIIaHUM, TYpPHUCT-
CKUX BBEIAA30K U BOOOIIIE ITpaBOBEP-
Hoctu. OH He AIOOUA IIOUTH BCEX
JKeHIITUH, B 0COOEHHOCTU MOAOABIX
U XOpolleHbKux. VMeHHO KeH-
IIMHBL, U MOAOABIE B IIEPBYIO OdYe-
peAb, ObIAU CaMBIMU (PAaHATUIHBIMU
IpUBep>KeHIlaM1 ITapTHUH, TAOTaTe-
ASIMM  AO3YHT'OB, AOOPOBOABHBIMU
IMIOAOHAMHU ¥ BBIHIOXUBATCASIMU
epecu. A 3Ta Ka3araChb €My AaKe
onacHee Apyrux. OAHa>XABI OHa
MOBCTpPeYarach €My B KOpPHAOpe,
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the corridor she gave him a quick side-
long glance which seemed to pierce
right into him and for a moment had
filled him with black terror. The idea
had even crossed his mind that she
might be an agent of the Thought Po-
lice. That, it was true, was very unlike-
ly. Still, he continued to feel a peculiar
uneasiness, which had fear mixed up
in it as well as hostility, whenever she
was anywhere near him.

The other person was a man
named O'Brien, a member of the In-
ner Party and holder of some post so
important and remote that Winston
had only a dim idea of its nature.
A momentary hush passed over the
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B3TASTHyAQ HMCKOCAa — OYATO IIPOH-
3MAQ B3TASAOM, — M B AVIIY €My
BIIOA3 UEPHBIN CTpax. Y Hero paxe
MEABKHYAO IIOAO3PEHUEe, YTO OHa
CAYKUT B IIOAWIIUM MBICAEH. Bipo-
yeM, 3TO OBIAO MAaAOBEPOATHO. Tem
He MeHee BCSIKMM pa3, KOorpa OHa
OKa3bIBAAACh PSIAOM, YUHCTOH HC-
IBITBIBAA HEAOBKOE YyBCTBO, K KO-
TOPOMY IPUMENINBAAUCH U Bpak-
AeOHOCTD, 1 CTPax.

OAHOBpPEMEHHO C >KEHIIUHOM
Bomen O'DpalieH, 4aeH BHYTpPEH-
Hel IapTUH, 3aHMMAaBIINN HACTOAD-
KO BBICOKUM U YAQAEHHBIU IIOCT, YTO
YHUHCTOH NMEA O HeM AHIIL caMoe
CMyTHOE TIpeACTaBAeHMEe. YBUAEB



group of people round the chairs
as they saw the black overalls of an
Inner Party member approaching.
O'Brien was a large, burly man with
athick neck and a coarse, humorous,
brutal face. In spite of his formidable
appearance he had a certain charm
of manner. He had a trick of reset-
tling his spectacles on his nose which
was curiously disarming — in some
indefinable way, curiously civilized.
It was a gesture which, if anyone had
still thought in such terms, might
have recalled an eighteenth-centu-
ry nobleman offering his snuffbox.
Winston had seen O'Brien perhaps a
dozen times in almost as many years.
He felt deeply drawn to him, and not
solely because he was intrigued by
the contrast between O'Brien's ur-
bane manner and his prize-fighter's
physique. Much more it was be-
cause of a secretly held belief — or
perhaps not even a belief, merely a
hope — that O'Brien's political or-
thodoxy was not perfect. Something
in his face suggested it irresistibly.
And again, perhaps it was not even
unorthodoxy that was written in his
face, but simply intelligence. But at
any rate he had the appearance of
being a person that you could talk to
if somehow you could cheat the tele-
screen and get him alone. Winston
had never made the smallest effort to
verify this guess: indeed, there was
no way of doing so. At this moment
O'Brien glanced at his wrist-watch,
saw that it was nearly eleven hun-
dred, and evidently decided to stay
in the Records Department until the
Two Minutes Hate was over. He took
a chair in the same row as Winston,
a couple of places away. A small,
sandy-haired woman who worked in

YepHBII KOMOWHE30H YAeHa BHY-
TPEeHHEeUW MapTu#, AIOAU, CUAEBIITNUE
repep TeAeKpaHOM, Ha MUT 3aTUXAU.
O'BpatieH OBLIA POCABIA IIAOTHBIM
MY>KYMHA C TOACTOU LIeei U rpyOBIM
HaCMEeUIAMBBIM AuIIOM. HecmoTpsa
Ha TPO3HYIO BHEIIHOCTH, OH OBIA
He AullleH obagHusa. OH UMeA Ipu-
BBIUKY ITOTIP@BASITH OUYKM Ha HOCY,
U B 9TOM XapaKTepPHOM JKecTe OBIAO
YTO-TO AO CTPAHHOCTH 00e30py’KU-
Barolllee, 4TO-TO HEYAOBUMO HUHTEA-
AUTeHTHOe. ABODPSHWH BOCEMHAA-
IIaTOTO BEKQa, MPEAAATralouil CBOIO
TabaKepKy, — BOT YTO IIPHUIIIAO ObI
Ha yM TOMY, KTO ellje CIIOCOOeH OBbIA
MBICAUTH TAKUMU CPaBHEHUAMU. AeT
3a pecsaTh YUHCTOH BupeAa O'Bpatie-
Ha, HaBepHOe, C AecdaToK pas. Ero
TaHyAO K O'BpalieHy, HO He TOAb-
KO IIOTOMY, UTO 03ap@4UBaA 3TOT
KOHTPACT Me>XXAY BOCIHTAHHOCTBIO
U TEeAOCAOKeHHeM OOoKcepa-Take-
AoBeca. B rayOuHe pAymn YHHCTOH
IIOAO3PEBAA — & MOJKET OBITh, He I10-
DO3PEBan, a AMIIbL HAAESAACH, — UTO
O'BpatieH TOAUTHYECKHN He BIOAHE
npaBoBepeH. ETo AUIT0 HaBOAUAO Ha
Takue MbICAM. Ho omsATh-Taku BO3-
MOJKHO, UTO Ha AUIle OBIAO HAINCA-
HO He COMHEHHNE B AOTMax, a IIPOCTO
yM. Tak AU UHa4Ye, OH TPOMU3BOAUA
BIIEUaTAEHUE UEAOBEKa, C KOTOPHhIM
MO>KHO TIOTOBOPUTH — €CAU OCTaTh-
Cs C HUM HaepuHe U YKPBIThCS OT
TeAeKpaHa. YUHCTOH HU pa3y He I0-
IIBITAACS TPOBEPUTH 3TY AOTAAKY; Ad
U He B ero 3TO ObIAO cuaax. O'bpaii-
€H B3TASHYA Ha CBOU YaChl, YBUAEA,
uyTo Bpema — moutu 11.00, u pemnma
OCTaTbCsI Ha ABYXMMHYTKY HeHaBU-
CTHU B OTAeAe AOKyMeHTanuu. OH cea
B OAHOM PSIAY C YUHCTOHOM, 3a ABa
MecTa OT Hero. MeXAy HUMU pacIio-
AOKMAACh MaAeHbKas pbIKeBaTas
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the next cubicle to Winston was be-
tween them. The girl with dark hair
was sitting immediately behind.

The next moment a hideous,
grinding speech, as of some mon-
strous machine running without oil,
burst from the big telescreen at the
end of the room. It was a noise that
set one's teeth on edge and bristled
the hair at the back of one's neck.
The Hate had started.

As usual, the face of Emmanuel
Goldstein, the Enemy of the People,
had flashed on to the screen. There
were hisses here and there among
the audience. The little sandy-haired
woman gave a squeak of mingled fear
and disqust. Goldstein was the rene-
gade and backslider who once, long
ago (how long ago, nobody quite re-
membered), had been one of the lead-
ing figures of the Party, almost on a lev-
el with Big Brother himself, and then
had engaged in counter-revolutionary
activities, had been condemned to
death, and had mysteriously escaped
and disappeared. The programmes of
the Two Minutes Hate varied from day
to day, but there was none in which
Goldstein was not the principal figure.
He was the primal traitor, the earliest
defiler of the Party's purity. All sub-
sequent crimes against the Party, all
treacheries, acts of sabotage, heresies,
deviations, sprang directly out of his
teaching. Somewhere or other he was
still alive and hatching his conspira-
cies: perhaps somewhere beyond the
sea, under the protection of his foreign
paymasters, perhaps even — so it was
occasionally rumoured — in some hid-
ing-place in Oceania itself.

Winston's diaphragm was con-
stricted. He could never see the face
of Goldstein without a painful mixture

SKEHIITMHA, paboTaBIIasg IO COCEA-
CTBY C YMHCTOHOM. TeMHOBOAOCas
ceAa TIPSMO 3@ HUM.

N BOT u3 OOABLIOTO TeAeKpaHa
B CTeHe BBIPBAACS OTBPATUTEAD-
HBIM BOM U CKpe>XeT — CAOBHO 3a-
NYCTUAU KaKyIO-TO YYAOBUIIHYIO
HecMa3aHHyI0 MamuHy. OT 3Toro
3ByKa BCTaBaAW ABIOOM BOAOCHI
U AOMUAO 3yOnl. HeHaBUCTEL Hayva-
Aach.

Kaxk Bcerapa, Ha 9KpaHe NOSIBUACS
Bpar HapoAa OMMaHYyI AL [OAACTENH.
3pUTEAN 3allluKaAau. ManeHbKas
SKEHIITMHA C PhIJKeBATHIMU BOAOCaA-
MM B3BU3THyAA OT CTpaxa U oMep-
3eHUA. [OAACTENH, OTCTYIIHUK U pe-
HeTaT, KOTAQ-TO, AABHBIM-AQBHO (Tak
AABHO, UTO HUKTO y>Ke U He TIOMHUA
KOTAQ), OBIA OAHUM U3 PYKOBOAUTE-
Ael TapTuH, MOYTU PaBHBIM CAMOMY
CrapizeMy bparty, a IOTOM BCTaA Ha
IIyTh KOHTPPEBOAIOIWM, OBIA IIPU-
TOBOPEH K CMEePTHOM Ka3HU U TauH-
CTBEHHBLIM 00pa3oM cOexkan, ucyes.
IIporpaMMa ABYXMUHYTKH Ka’KABIU
AEHb MeH{AACh, HO TAABHBIM AeM-
CTBYIOIJUM AMIIOM B HEU BCerpa ObIA
lToapcTetin.  [lepBBIi  W3MEHHUK,
TAABHBIM OCKBEPHUTEAb IAPTUUHOU
4yuCcTOTHl. M3 ero Teopuii mpous-
pacTarm Bce AAAbHeHUINe HpecTy-
TIA€HUSI TIPOTUB TNapTHUHU, BCe Bpe-
AUTEABCTBA, TPEAATEABCTBA, ePecH,
yKAOHBI. HeBepoMO rae OH Bce ellle
KMA ¥ KOBAA KPaMOAY: BO3MOJKHO,
3a MopeM, IT0A 3alIUTON CBOUX UHO-
CTPAHHBIX X035€B, @ BO3MOJKHO —
XOAUAM M TaKMe CAYXH, — 3AEeCh,
B OKeaHUMN, B IOATIOABE.

YUHCTOHY CTaAO TPYAHO ABI-
maTh. Auio JoapcTelHa Bcer-
D@ BBI3BIBAAO y HEro CAOXKHOEe



