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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 XONOAHBIN ICHBINM alTPEABCKUN
MAeHb, U 4Yachl TPOOUAU TPUHAA-
[aTh. YTKHYB IIOAODOPOAOK B ITPYAB,
4TOOBI CHACTUCh OT 3A0TO BETPAQ,
Yuncton CMUT TOPOUAMBO HIMBI-
THYA 3@ CTEKAIHHYIO ABEPH JKUAO-
ro poma «I[Tobepa», HO Bce-Taku
BIIyCTUA 3@ COOOM BUXPH 3€pHU-
CTOM TIBIAU.

B BecTuOione maxao BapeHOU
KalyCTOM W CTapbIMU NOAOBUKA-
mu. [IpoTuB BXOAa Ha CTeHEe BU-
CeA IIBETHOM IIAAKAT, CAUIIKOM
OOABIIION AAd ToMenieHuda. Ha
ImAaKaTe OBIAO HM300pa>keHOo TIpo-
MapHOe€, OOABIIIe MeTpa B IINUPUHY,
AMIIO — AUIIO YEeAOBEKA AeT COPOKa
ISATH, C TYCTBIMU YePHBIMU YCaMHU,

rpy6oe, HO IIO-MYJXCKU IIpUBAE- |
KaTeAbHOe. YHHCTOH HAIIPABUACA

K AecTHUlle. K AudTy He CTOMAO
U IOAXOAUTH. OH Ad’Ke B AyUIIHE
BpeMeHa pepKo paboTaa, a Tenepb
B AHEBHOE BpPeMd SAEeKTPUYECTBO
BOOOIIle OTKAIOYAAH. AeNCTBOBAaA
pe>XuM 3KOHOMUH — T'OTOBUAUCH
K Hepeae HeHaBHUCTU. YHHCTOHY
IPEACTOSIAO OAOAETH CEMb Map-
IIel; eMy IIIeA COPOKOBOM TOA, Hap,
IIUKOAOTKOM y Hero OblAa Bapu-
KO3Had $3Ba; OH IOAHUMAACST MeA-
A€HHO U HECKOABKO pa3 OCTaHaB-
AMBAACA NIepepOXHYTh. Ha Kakpon
IIAOIILAAKE CO CTEHBI TAIAEAO BCE
TO ke AuNo. [TopTpeT OBIA BEIIIOA-
HEeH TakK, 4YTO, KyAa ObI THI HU BCTAA,
raasa Tebst He oTIycKaAu. CTAPIUR
EPAT CMOTPUT HA TEBA — raacwu-
Ad IIOAIIUCK.
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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 INGSOC. 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 COYHBIN T'OAOC UTO-
TO TOBOPUA O IIPOM3BOACTBE UyTy-
HQ, 3a4UThIBaA nu@pel. [oroc men
U3 3aAE€AAHHOU B IIPABYIO CTEHY
MIPOAOATOBATOM  METAAAUYECKOM
MIAAQCTUHBI, TIOXOKeW Ha MYTHOe
3epKaA0. YMHCTOH MOBEPHYA pyd-
Ky, T'OAOC OCAQ0, HO peyb [O-IIPesK-
HeMy 3BydaAa BHATHO. Amnmnapar
9TOT (OH HA3BIBAACSI TEAEKpaH)
OPUTYIIUTE OBIAO MO>XHO, IOAHO-
CTBIO JK€ BBIKAIOUHUTH — HEAb3d.
YUHCTOH OTOIIIeA K OKHY: HeBBI-
COKMU TIIEAYIIHBIM YEeAOBEK, OH
KasaAcs elje 6O0oAee LIYIABIM B CH-
HeM (HOpPMEHHOM KOMOWHE30HEe
naprunia. Boaocsl y Hero ObIAU
COBCEM CBETABIE, @ PyMIHOE AUIIO
HIEAYHIIUAOCH OT CKBEPHOT'O MBIAQ,
TYIBIX A€3BHUNM M XOAOAA TOABKO
YTO KOHUUBIIENCS 3UMBI.

B e e Rl T e S

Mwup cHapy>XHu, 3@ 3aKpPBITHI-
MU OKHAMH, ABIIIIAA XOAOAOM. Be-
Tep 3aKPyUMBaA CIIUPAASIMU IBIAD
1 OOpPBIBKU OyMaru; U XOTs CBETH-
AO COAHIIE, @ He0O OBINO Pe3KO-TO-
AyOBIM, BCE B TOPOAE BBITASIAEAO
OecCIBEeTHBIM — KpOMe PacKAEeeH-
HBIX IIOBCIOAY ITrakaToB. C Kak-
AOTO 3aMEeTHOTO yrAa CMOTPEAO
Auno yepHoycoro. C apoMa Ha-
mpOTUB — TOXXe. CTAPHUR EPAT
CMOTPUT HA TEBfA — roBOpHAA
MOANNCH, U TEMHBIE TAa3a TASIAEe-
AW B rAa3a YWHCTOHY. BHU3y, Hap
TpOTyapoM, TpemnaAcd Ha BeTpy
IIAAKAT C OTOPBAHHBIM YTAOM, TO
nmpsYa, TO OTKPhIBasi €AMHCTBEH-
HOe CAOBO:. AHTCOI. Bpaaneke
Me>XXAY KpPBIIIIaMU CKOAB3HYA Bep-
TOAET, 3aBUC Ha MTHOBeHUHe, KakK
TpylHas MyXa, ¥ 110 KpUBOM yHec-
Cs IPOYb. DTO MOAUIENUCKUN TIa-
TPYAb 3arASIABIBAA 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 natpyau B cueT He 1iau. B cuer
IIAA TOABKO IIOAMIMSI MBICACH.

3a COMHOM YMHCTOHA I'OAOC U3
TereKpaHa Bce elfe OOATaA O BHI-
IIA@BKe YyTYHA U [IePeBBIIIOAHEHUN
AEBATOTO TPEeXAeTHero IaaHa. Te-
AeKpaH paboTaA Ha IpUeM U Ha Iie-
pepauy. OH AOBHA KayXpAO€ CAOBO,
€CAM ero IIPOM3HOCUAM HE CAUIII-
KOM THUXHM IIEIOTOM; MaAO TOTIO,
IIOKyAQ YWHCTOH OCTaBaACsd B IIOAe
3peHUsA MYTHOM IIAQCTUHBI, OH OBIA
He TOABLKO CABIIIIEH, HO U BHUAEH.
KoneuHno, HUKTO He 3HaA, HaAOAIO-
DAIOT 3a HUM B AQHHYIO MUHYTY
UAU HeT. HacTo AM U IO KaKOMy
PACIIMCaHUIO TOAKAIOYAETCS K TBO-
eMy KaOeAl0 MOAUNUSA MBICAEH —
00 3TOM MOYXHO OBIAO TOABKO Ta-
AaThb. He MCKAIOUEHO, UTO CAEAUAU
3@ KaXABIM — U KDPYTABbIE CYTKH.
Bo BcgKOM caydae, MOAKAIOUNTHCS
MOTAU KOTAQ YTrOAHO. [Ipuxoamaocs

KUTh — U Thl XUA, IO IIPUBBIY-
Ke, KOTopas IpeBpaTHUAach B HH-
CTUHKT, — C CO3HAHHUEM TOTO, 4YTO

Ka’>kAO€e TBOe CAOBO ITOACAYIIINBAIOT
M Ka’kAOe TBOe ABIJKeHUe, IIoKa He
morac cBeT, HaOAIOAAIOT.

YUHCTOH Aep’KaACsi K Teae-
KpaHy cnuHou. Tak Oe3omnacHee;
XOTsI — OH 3HAA 3TO — CIIMHAa TOXKe
BbIpaeT. B KuaomeTpe OT ero okHa
IPOMO3AHUAOCEH HaA 9YyMasbIM IOpo-
AOM Oenoe 3paHUEe MUHUCTEPCTBa
IIPaBABL — MEeCTO ero CAYKOEL. «BoT
OH, — CO CMYTHBIM OTBpAallleHu-
€M NOAyMaa YWHCTOH, — BOT OH,
AOHAOH, TAABHBIN TOPOA B3aeTHOM
MMOAOCHI I, TpeThbel MO HaceAeHUIO
OpoOBUHIOUU rocypapctBa Okea-
Hug». OH oOpaTUACT K AETCTBY —
IOIILITAACS BCIOMHUTD, BCErAa 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-

' ing up, 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 1S 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 TaKUM AOHAOH. Bcerpa Am Ts-
HYAUCH BAAAb 3TU BEpPeHUIIBI 00-
BeTIIaABIX AOMOB XIX BeKa, IIOA-
epThiX OpeBHAMH, C 3aAaTAHHBIMU
KapTOHOM OKHAaMH, AOCKYTHBIMU
KpBIIIaMy, TbIHBIMUA CTEHKaMU Iia-
AMCAAHUKOB? W 3TU MPOTAAUHBI OT
OomMOekeK, TAe BUAACh arebacTpo-
Bad ObIAb M KUIIPelN KapabKaacsd 1o
rpyA@M OOAOMKOB; M OOABILINE ITY-
CTBIPH, TA€ OOMOBI PACUNCTUAU Me-
CTO AAS TEAOU TPUOHOM ceMbH yOO-
TUX AOIIATBEIX XUOAPOK, MOXOKUX
Ha KypsaATHUKH? Ho — 06e3 TOAKYy,
BCOOMHUTL OH He MOT; HUYero He
OCTAAOCh OT AETCTBQ, KpOMe OTPHI-
BOUHBIX, SIPKO OCBEIIeHHBIX CIEeH,
AMIIIEeHHBIX (DOHA U Yallle BCero He-
BPa3yMUTEABHBIX.

MUHHCTEPCTBO MPaBALI — Ha HO-
BOSI3€ MUHUIIPAB — Pa3UTEABHO OTAU-
YaAOCh OT BCETO, YTO A€KAAO BOKPYT.
OTO WCHOAMHCKOE NHPaMUAANBHOE
3paHUe, CHusgmollee OeAbIM OeTOHOM,
B3ABIMAAOCH, YCTYII 3@ YCTYIIOM, Ha
TPEeXCOTMETPOBYIO BBICOTY. V13 cBOEro
OKHAa YUHCTOH MOT IIPOY€eCThb Ha OenoM
dacape HANUCAHHBIE HAETAHTHBIM
HIPU(MTOM TPYU MapPTUUHBIX AO3YHTA:

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

ITo
ITpaBABI

CAyXaM, MHUHUCTEPCTBO
3aKAIOUaAO B cebe Tpu
THICIUYM KaOMHETOB HapA IOBEpX-
HOCTBIO 3€MAM U COOTBETCTBYIO-
IIIYIO KOPHEBYIO CUCTEMY B HEAPAX.
B paznbIx KOHIIaX AOHAOHA CTOSAU
AMIITL TPU ellle 3AaHUS TOA0OHOTO
BUAA U pazMepoB. OHU HACTOABLKO
BO3BBIIIIAAMCHL HaA TOPOAOM, UTO
C KPBIIIHU JKUAOTO pAoMa «[TobGepa»



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
whitelabelmarkedVICTORY GIN.
It gave off a sickly, oily smell, as of
Chinese rice-spirit. Winston poured

MOXXHO OBIAO BUAETL BCE UeThIpe
pazoM. B HUX mOMeNIaAuCh YeThI-
pe MUHUCTePCTBa, BeChb TIOCyAap-
CTBEHHBIU alllapaT: MUHUCTEPCTBO
IpaBABI, BeAaBlilee nHGpoOpMaIuei,
oOpa3oBaHMEM, AOCYTOM M HCKYC-
CTBaMU; MUHUCTEPCTBO MUPa, Be-
AaBIllee BOWHOW; MUWHUCTEPCTBO
AIOOBU, BepaBlllee OXPAHOU ITOPSIA-
K4, U MUHUCTEPCTBO U300UAUS, OT-
Beyaslllee 3a 9KOHOMUKY. Ha HOBO-
size; MUHUIIPaB, MUHUMUP, MHUHU-
AI00 1 MUHM3O0.

MuHMCTEpPCTBO AIOOBU BHYILIAAO
CTpax. B 30aHMN OTCYTCTBOBAAM OKHA.
YHUHCTOH HU pa3y He IIepPecTyIaA ero
[Iopora, HU pa3y He MOAXOAHA K HeEMY
OAMDKe yeM Ha ToAKmAoMeTpa. [lo-
MacThb TyA@ MOXXHO OBIAO TOABKO TIO
Oo(pUIIMaABHOMY A€My, AQ U TO IIpe-
OAOAEB LIeABIM AAOUPUHT KOAKOYEH
IIPOBOAOKHY, CTAAbHBIX ABepel U 3a-
MAaCKHPOBAHHBIX ITyA€METHBIX THE3A,.
Aa@Ke Ha YAUIAX, BEAYIINX K BHeEI-

HEMY KOABIY OIPa’KA€HUM, IIaTPyAU-

POBaAU OXPAaHHUKHU B Y4epHOU popMe,
[IOXO>KMe Ha TOPUAA U BOOPYKEHHbIe
CyCTaBUaThIMU AyOMHKAMU.

YHUHCTOH pe3Ko noBepHyAca. OH
IPUAAA AUITY BBIpa>keHUe CIIOKOU-
HOT'O ONITMMHU3Ma, HauboAaee yMeCT-
HOe TIepepA TeAeKpPaHOM, U MPOIIeA
B APYI'OM KOHell KOMHATEl, K KpO-
XOTHOU KyXOHBKe. [IOKMHYB B 3TOT
YaC MUHHCTEPCTBO, OH ITOKEPTBO-
BaA 00eAOM B CTOAOBOM, a AOMa HU-
KaKOM eAbl He OBIAO — KpOMe AOMTS
yepHOTro xAeba, KOTOPLIM HaAO
OBINO mOOepeub AO 3aBTpPAIIHEro
yrpa. OH B3fIA C NIOAKH OYTBIAKY
OecIIBETHOM >XKUAKOCTHU C IIPOCTOM
0enoM 3TUKeTKOM: «dxuu [Ho6exa.
3amax y AKWHA OBbIA IPOTHBHBIMN,
MACASTHUCTBIM, KaK y KHUTAUCKOU
PHUCOBOM BOAKH. YHUHCTOH HAAUA

¥861/1-Hd/1d
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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.

MOYTU TIOAHYIO YalllKy, coOpaAcs
C AYXOM U IPOTAOTHUA, TOUHO AeKap-
CTBO.

AuIlo y Hero cpasy IIOKpac-
HEeAO, a U3 TAa3 MOTEeKAU CAe3Hl.
HanuTok OBIA ITOXOK Ha a30THYIO
KHCAOTY; MAAO TOTO: IIOCA€ TAOT-
Ka olilyllleHrue OBIAO TakKoe, OYATO
TeOsL OrpeAu IO CINHE PEe3UHO-
BOU AyOmHKOHU. Ho BCKOpe XiKe-
HUE B JKeAYAKe YTUXAO, @ MUP CTaA
BEITASIAETH Beceaee. OH BBITIHYA
curapeTy U3 MATOM MAaYKM C HaA-
NMUuCchio «Curaperu IloG6exa», IIO
pacCesTHHOCTU Aep’ka ee BepTu-
KAaABHO, B pe3yAbTaTe BeChb Tabak
U3 CUTapeThl BLICHLITIAACS Ha IIOA.
Co caepyromieit YMHCTOH 000-
neacd akkypaTHee. OH BepHYACH
B KOMHATy M CeA 3a CTOAUK CAeBa
OT TeAeKpaHa. M3 dimKa cToaa OH
BEIHYA PYYKY, IIY3BIPEK C YepHUAA-
MU ¥ TOACTYIO KHUTY AAS 3aIIMCeN
C KpaCHBIM KOPEIIKOM U Hepenie-
TOM TIOA MPamMop.

I[To Heu3BeCcTHOM IIPUYMHE Te-
AEKpaH B KOMHaTe OBIA yCTAHOB-
A€H He Tak, Kak npusaro. OH mo-
MellaACsd He B TOPIIOBOM CTeHe,
OTKypAa MOT OBI 0003peBaTh BCIO
KOMHATY, @ B AAWHHOMW, HAaIPOTHUB
okHa. COOKy OT Hero OblAa HErAYy-
OoKas HUINA, IpeAHa3HaueHHasd,
BEPOSITHO, AASI KHUJKHBIX ITOAOK, —
TaM U CUAEA ceruac YuHcTOoH. CeB
B Hel NOTAyO>Ke, OH OKa3bIBAACH
HeAOCSTaeMBIM  AAST  TeAeKpaHa,
BepHee, HeBUAUMEBIM. [lopcayiin-
BaTh €ro, KOHEYHO, MOTAM, HO Ha-
OAIOAAQTH, ITOKA OH CHUAEA TaM, —
HeT. DTa HECKOABKO HeOoObIYHas
MMAQHUPOBKA KOMHATHI, BO3MOJKHO,
U HATOAKHyAA €ro Ha MBICABL 3a-
HSITBCSA TeM, YeM OH HaMepeH OBbIA
ceryac 3aHATLCS.



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 xpome TOro, HaTOAKHYyAQ
KHUTa B MPAaMOPHOM IlepeIAeTe.
KHuura Oblra YAMUBHUTEABHO Kpa-
cuBa. ['hapkaa KpemoBag OyMmara
4yTh IIOKEATEAd OT CTAPOCTU —
TaKOW OyMarm He BBIIYyCKAAU
y’Ke AeT COPOK, & TO U OOABIIe.
YHUHCTOH IIOA03P€eBaA, YTO KHUTA
eige pApeBHee. OH IpUMETHUA ee
B BUTpPHHE CTapbeBIINKa B TPY-
ujo0HOM palioHe (rAe HMMEHHO,
OH y>Ke 3a0BIA) U 3aropeacs Ke-
AdQHHEeM KyIIUTh. HAaeHaM NapTuu
He IIOAAraAOCh XOAUTH B OOBIK-
HOBeHHBble Mara3uHbl (3TO Ha-
3BIBAAOCH «IIpHOOpeTaTrh TOBa-
pBI Ha CBOOOAHOM PBIHKEY»), HO
3aIpeToM 4acTo IIpeHeOperaAu:
MHOJKEeCTBO Belllel, TaKUX KakK
HIHYPKN U OpUTBEHHBIE AE€3BU,
pPa3p00BITE  HWHBIM — CIIOCOOOM
OBIAO HEBO3MOJXHO. YHHCTOH
OBICTPO OTASIHYACS IO CTOPOHAM,
HBIPHYA B AAQBKy U KyIHUA KHU-
I'y 3a ABa AOAAApPA IIATBAECHT.
3aueM — OH CaM ellle He 3HaA.
OH BOpPOBATO IIpUHEC €e AOMOU
B nmopTdenre. Aa’ke mycrasg, oHa

. KOMITPOMETUPOBAAA BAAAEABIIA.

HawmepeBancst ke oH Temeph —
Ha4yaTh AHEBHUK. ODTO He OBIAO IPO-
TUBO3aKOHHBIM  IIOCTYIIKOM  (IIPO-
TUBO3aKOHHOTO BOOOIIE HUYEro He
CyIIIeCTBOBAAO, IIOCKOALKY He Cyllle-
CTBOBAAO OOABIIIE CAaMUX 3aKOHOB),
HO, €CAU AHEBHHUK OOHApy’KaT, YHH-
CTOHa OKMAQET CMepTb WAU B Ayd-
IIIeM CAydae ABAAIATh IATh AeT Ka-
TOPKHOTO Aarepsi. YWHCTOH BCTaBUA
B PYYKy IIepO W OOAWM3HYA, YTOOBI
CHATH CMa3Ky. Pyuka Oblrna apxau-
YeCKMM WHCTPYMEHTOM, MMH A@Ke
PacCIMChIBAAUCH PEAKO, M YWHCTOH
Pa3A00BIA CBOIO TAMKOM U He 0e3 Tpy-
AQ: 9Ta KpacuBas KpeMoBasi 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, 1984.

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.
It was curious that he seemed not mere-
ly to have lost the power of expressing
himself, but even to have forgotten what

KazaAoCh €My, 3aCAy’KMBaeT TOro,
YTOOLI 110 HeM IMHCAAU HaCTOSIINMU
YyepHUAAMH, a He Kapsi0aAr YepHUAD-
HBIM KapaHaalioMm. BooOiiie-To OH He
MIPUBHLIK ITUCATh PYKOM. Kpome caMbIx
KOPOTKHMX 3aMeTOK, OH BCE AMKTOBaA
B peuenuc, HO TYyT AUKTOBKA, OHSIT-
HO, He TopAuAach. OH OOMaKHYA I1€po
M 3aMeIlIKaAcd. Y Hero CXBATHAO
KUBOT. KOCHyTBECS IIepoM OymMarm —
0ecrmoBOPOTHBIN Iar. MeAKHMHU KO-
PSBBIMU OyKBaMU OH BBIBEA!

4 anpeas 1984 roga

N orkunyaca. VM oBaapenro
YYBCTBO INOAHOU OECIIOMOIIHOCTH.
[Ipe>kae Bcero oH He 3HaA, IpaBAd
AW, UYTO TOA 1984-11. Oxono
3TOT'0 — HECOMHEHHO: OH ObIA TTOUTH
yBepeH, 4To eMy 39 AeT, a pPOAUACT
oH B 1944-m uAm 45-M; HO Temnepb
HEeBO3MOYKHO YCTAHOBUTH HUKAKYIO
AATy TOYHee, 4eM C OIINOKOU B TOA
WAU ABa.

A AASL KOTO, BAPYT O3aAQUUACT
OH, TIMIIETCS 3TOT AHEBHUK? AAS
Oypylllero, AAd TeX, KTO ellle He
poAUACS. MBICAB €ero IHOKPY>KUAQ

HaA, COMHUTEALHOU AATOM,
3aIIMCAHHOU HA AMCTe, U BAPYT
HATKHyAACh  Ha  HOBOSI30BCKOE

CAOBO «ABOeMEBICAWe», V1 BIiepBEIe
eMy CTaA BHAEH BeChb MaclITab ero
3aTen. C OyAyIIUM KaK OOIIaThCs ?
OTO MO caMOM CyTH HEBO3MOJXKHO.
Anbo 3aBTpa OyAeT MOXOXKe Ha
CeropHsSI M TOTA@ He CTaHeT ero
CAYIIaTh, AMOO OHO OYAET APYTHUM,
1 HEeB3TrOAbl YUHCTOHA HUYEIro eMy
He CKa’XyT.

YMHCTOH CHAEA, OecCMBIC-
A€HHO YyCTaBiACh Ha Oywmary. M3
TeAeKpaHa yAapuAa pes3Kas BO-
eHHas My3blKa. /AIOOONBITHO: OH
He TOABKO IIOTepsA CIIOCOOHOCTH
BbIPa>kaThb CBOW 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 XOTeAOCh CKa-
3aTh. CKOABKO HeAeAb TOTOBUACS
OH K 3TOM MUHYTE, U eMy AaKe
B IOAOBY He IIPHUIIAO, YTO IOTpe-
OyeTcda TyT He OAHAa XpabOpoCTh.
ToABbKO 3amucaTh — 4ero Impoiiie ¢
[Tepenectu Ha OyMary HeECKOH-
YaeMbIM TPEBOJKHBIM MOHOAOT,
KOTOPBIY 3BYYUT Y HEro B T'OAO-
Be TOABI, TOALI. M1 BOT pa’ke 3TOT
MOHOAOT MCCSIK. A si3Ba Hap, IIH-
KOAOTKOM 3yAeAda HEeBBIHOCHMO.
On 6ogAaca moyecaTb HOTY — OT
3TOT0 BCerpa HauMHAAOCH BOCIIa-
reHne. CekyHABI Kanaau. TOABKO
OeansHa Oymaru, Aa 3yA Hap IIu-
KOAOTKOM, Aa rpeMydast MY3BIKQ,
Ad AeTKUU XMeAb B TOAOBE — BOT
U BCe, YTO BOCIIPUHUMAAU cetyac
ero 4yBCTBa.

W BAPYT OH Ha4aA IIUCATh — IIPO-
CTO OT IIaHWKH, OYEeHb CMYTHO CO3Ha-
Bas, YTO WMAET U3-TIoA mepa. bucep-
HbIE, HO TO-A€TCKU KOPSIBhIE CTPOKU
TIOA3AM TO BBEPX, TO BHM3 IO AUCTY,
Tepsid CcIlepBa 3arAaBHBle OYKBEI,
a IOTOM U TOYKH.

4 anpeaa 1984 roga. Buepa

. B KuHO. CnaAowlb BOEHHble (QUAb-

mbl. OguH oueHb Xopowull rge-mo
B CpeguzeMHOM Mope 6bombam cyg-
HO ¢ bexenuamu. Ilybaruky 3a6aB-
Asilom Kagpkl rge npobyem ynAblmb
TPOMAgHbIU MOACMEHHBIU MYX4U-
HaQ a ero npecaegyem BepmoAem.
CnepBa Mbl BUGUM KAK OH NO-geAb-
¢unbu Oyrmrelxaemcsi B Boge nNo-
moM BUguM ero ¢ Bepmoiema uepes
npuyeA NOmMoOM OH BeCb NPOGblIPAB-
AeH U MOpe BOKDYI' Hero po30Boe
u cpasy moHem CAOBHO Yepe3 gblphbl
Habpaa BOghl, KOrga OH NOWeA Ha
gHO 3pumeAau 3aroromaau. Ilomom
WAIONKA NOAHAA gemel u HAg Hel
Bbemcsi BepmoAem. mam 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 XeHUW,UHA CpegHUX Aem No-
X0)Kas HA eBpeliKy a Ha PyKax y Hee
MaAbUUK Aem mpeX. MaaAbuuK Kpu-
qum om Cmpaxa u npsavem roroBy
y Hee Ha rpygu kaxk O0ygmo xouem
B Hee BBUHIMUMbCA A OHA ero ycno-
KaquBaem U NPUKPblBAem pyKamu
Xomsa caMa NOCUHeAd om Cmpaxa,
BCe BpeMs cmapaemcsi 3aKpblmb
ero pykamu noAyuuwe, Kaxk 0ygmo
MOXKem 3ACAOHUMb Om NyAb, NO-
mom BepmoaAem cOpOCUA HA HUX
20-kuaorpamMmoByto 6omOy yxac-
Hbl B3pbIB U AOGKA pA3AemeAdch
B Ulenku, NoOmoM 3aMeudmeAbHbll
Kagp gemckas pyKa Aemum BBepX,
BBepx NnpsiMo B HebOO HABEPHO ee
CHUMGAU U3 CIMEKAAHHOIO HOCQ
BepmoAema u B NApMUUHbIX PAGAX
I'POMKO anAOGUPOBAAU HO Mam rge
cugeAu NPOAbL KAKAA-MO XeHWUHA
NOGHAAQ CKAHGAA U KPUK, YO 3MO-
IO HeAb35 NOKA3blBAMb NPU gemsax
Kyga 3mo rogumcs Kyga 3mo rogum-
€A Npu gemAX U CKAHJAAUAQ NOKQA
noaAuyelckue He BblBeAU He BblBEAU
ee Bpsag AU elU umo-Hubygb cgeaad-
om MAAO AU 4MO IOBOPSM NPOAbL
MUNUYHAA NPOAOBCKAA PeaKyus Ha
3O HUKMO He obpawaem...

YUHCTOH IlepecTaA IIKUCATh, OT-
YaCTH M3-3a@ TOT'O, 4YTO Y Hero cBe-
A0 pyKy. OH caM He IIOHUMaA, IIO-
yeMy BBIIIAECHYA Ha OyMary 3TOT
B3p0Op. Ho ArOOGOTEBITHO, 4TO, TOKA
OH BOAUWA IIEPOM, B NIaMSITH y HEro
OTCTOSIAOCH COBCEM APYTO€e IIPOUC-
LIIeCTBUE, AQ TaK, YTO XOTh celdac
3anucelBa. EMy CTanO IIOHATHO,
YTO M3-3a ITOTO IIPOUCIIECTBUS OH
U peIuA BAPYT IOUTU AOMOM U Ha-
4YaTh AHEBHUK CETOAHA.

CAyYHAOCH OHO yTPOM B MUHHU-
CTepCTBe — €CAU O TaKOM TyMaHHO-
CTH MOJKHO CKa3aTh «CAYYHUAACHY.



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

. OMHEe30Ha,

BpeMs npuOAMIKAAOCH K OAMH-
HAALIQTU HOAB-HOAB, U B OTAEAE AO-
KyMeHTaluu, rae paboTaa YUHCTOH,
COTPYAHUKM BBIHOCHUAU CTYABS U3
KaOWH U pacCTaBASIAU B CepepnHe
XOAAA Tepep OOABIIUM TeAeKpa-
HOM — COOMPAaAUCh Ha ABYXMUHYT-
Ky HEHaBUCTU. YUHCTOH IIPUTOTO-
BHUACS 3aHSITH CBOE MEeCTO B CPEAHUX
psAax, M TYT HEOKUAQHHO IIOSIBU-
AMCH ellle ABO€: AMIla 3HAKOMEIe, HO
pasroBapuBaTh C HUMU €My He TIpH-
XOAUAOCH. AeBHUIlY OH 4acCTO BCTpe-
yaa B Kopupopax. Kak ee 30ByT, oH
He 3HaA, 3HaA TOABKO, UTO OHa pa-
OoraeT B oTpeAe AuTepaTrypsl. Cyas
[I0 TOMY, YTO MHOTAA OH BUAEA €e
C TaeYHBIM KAIOYOM ¥ MaCA€HBIMHU
PyKaMH, OHa OOCAY’KHBaAA OAHY U3
MalIUuH AAS COUYMHEHHS POMAaHOB.
Omna Oblra BeCHyIIIUATas, C I'yCTHIMU
TEMHBIMU BOAOCAMU, A€T ABAALLATH
CeMH; Aep’Karach CaMOYBEPEHHO,
ABUTAAACh IIO-CIIOPTUBHOMY CTpe-
MUTEABHO. AABIM Kylllak — 3MOAe-
Ma MOAOAEKHOIO AHTUIIOAOBOTO
CO1033, — Tyro OOepHYTBEIM He-
CKOABKO pPa3 BOKPYT TaAUU KOM-
MIOAUYEPKUBAA KpPYTHIE
OeApa. YUHCTOH C TIEPBOTO B3TASAQ
HeB3AIOOUA ee. U 3HaA 3a uro. OT
Hee BesAO AYXOM XOKKEeMHBIX IIO-
A€l, XOAOAHBIX KyIIaHUUW, TYPHUCT-
CKUX BBIAQ30K U BOOOIIle IIpaBOBep-
HocTu. OH He AIOOMA IOYTU BCEX
SKEHIIIMH, B OCOOEHHOCTU MOAOABIX
U XOpOoIleHbKUX. lVIMeHHO JKeH-
IIUHBI, U MOAOABIE B IIEPBYIO Ode-
pPeAb, ObIAU caMbIMM (paHATUUYHBIMU
[IpHUBEpP>KeHIlaMU [IapTHUH, TAOTaTe-
AIMHU  AO3YHIOB, AOODPOBOABHBIMH
IMITMOHAMHA ¥ BBLIHIOXMBATEASIMHU
epecu. A 3Ta Kazaracb eMy Aaxke
onacHee Apyrux. OpHa’KABI OHa
IIOBCTpeYarach eMy B KOPHAOPE,
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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 B3TASIAOM, — M B AVIIY €My
BIIOA3 YEPHBIN CTpPaX. Y HEro pake
MeABKHYAO IIOAO3PeHHe, YTO OHa
CAY’KUT B IIOAMIIUM MBICA€H. Brpo-
yeM, 3TO OBIAO MAaAOBEPOSATHO. TeM
He MeHee BCIKMMI pa3, Korpa OoHa
OKa3bIBaAaCh PSIAOM, YUHCTOH HC-
IBITHIBAA HEAOBKOE YyBCTBO, K KO-
TOPOMY IPHUMEIINBAAUCE U BpaK-
AeOHOCTB, M CTpax.

OAHOBpEMEHHO C JKEHIIMHOM
Bomen O'BpalieH, YaeH BHYTpPEH-
Hel mapTUHU, 3aHMMAaBIINN HAaCTOAL-
KO BBICOKUM U YAQAEHHBIU IIOCT, UYTO
YUHCTOH MMeA O HeM AUIIL caMoe
CMyTHOe IIpeACTaBAeHUe. 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 hisnose 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

YyepHBIM KOMOMHE30H YAeHa BHY-
TPeHHeU NapTuU, AIOAU, CUAEBIINe
Iiepep TeAeKpPaHOM, Ha MUT' 3aTUXAN.
O'bpatieH OBIA POCABIM NAOTHBIU
MY’KUYHHA C TOACTOM LIeel U IPyOBIM
HaCMEIIAMBBEIM AUIIOM. HecMoTps
Ha TI'PO3HYIO BHEIIHOCTb, OH OBIA
He AullleH oOasiHUsA. OH UMeA IIpu-
BBIUKY IIOIIPABASITH OYKU Ha HOCY,
U B 9TOM XapakKTEPHOM JKeCTe OBIAO
YTO-TO AO CTPAHHOCTH 00€30pyKU-
BaloIllee, YTO-TO HEYAOBUMO HUHTEA-
AUTEHTHOe. ABOPSHHUH BOCEMHAA-
LIaTOT'0 BEKQ, IIPeAAArarolIuil CBOIO
TabDaKepKy, — BOT YTO IIPUIIAO OBI
Ha yM TOMY, KTO ellle CIIOCOOeH OBIA
MBICAWTL TAKMMY CPAaBHEHUSIMU. AT
3a pecsaTh YUHCTOH BupeA O'Bbpatie-
Ha, HaBepHOe, C AecATOK pas. Ero
TaHyAO K O'BpaiieHy, HO He TOAb-
KO IIOTOMY, YTO 03aAQ@UMBAA 3TOT
KOHTPACT MEeXAY BOCIHUTAHHOCTBHIO
U TEeAOCAOKeHHeM OoKcepa-Tsake-
AoBeca. B rayOuHe aAymin YHWHCTOH
II0AO3PEeBAA — @ MOJKeT OBITh, He I10-
AO3pEeBaA, a AUIIb HapesaACs, — UYTO
O'BpatieH TOAUTHYECKHN He BIIOAHE
npaBoBepeH. Ero Anijo HaBopuao Ha
Takue MBICAM. Ho onsaTh-Taku BO3-
MO>KHO, UTO Ha AUIle OBIAO HaATUCa-
HO He COMHeHUe B AOTMaX, a IIPOCTO
yM. Tak AU WHade, OH IPOU3BOAUA
BIleUaTA€HHe YeAOBeKa, C KOTOPBIM
MO>KHO IIOTOBOPUTH — €CAM OCTaTh-
Cd C HUM HaeAWHe M YKPBITbCI OT
TeAeKpaHa. YUHCTOH HU pa3y He II0-
IBITAACS IPOBEPUTH 3TY AOTAAKY; Ad
U He B ero 3T0 O6BIAO curax. O'Bbpati-
€H B3TASIHYA Ha CBOU YaCHl, YBUAEA,
uto BpeMda — noutu 11.00, u pemrmna
OCTaTbCSl Ha ABYXMHWHYTKYy HEHaBU-
CTHU B OTAeAe AOKyMeHTanmu. OH cea
B OAHOM PSIAY C YUHCTOHOM, 3@ ABa
MecTa OT Hero. Me>KAy HUMU paclio-
AOKHUAAQCh MaAeHbKas phbIXKeBaTas
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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
seq, 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

SKEHIMHA, paboTaBIasi MO COCEA-
CTBY C YHMHCTOHOM. TeMHOBOAOCAs
ceAa IIPSMO 3a HUM.

M BOT u3 OOABIIOTO TeAeKpaHa
B CTeHe BBIPBAACS OTBPATUTEAD-
HBIM BOU U CKpeXXeT — CAOBHO 3a-
NYCTUAU KaKYyIO-TO YYAOBUIIHYIO
HeCcMa3aHHY0 MamuHy. OT 3Toro
3ByKa BCTaBaAU ABIOOM BOAOCH
1 AOMHAO 3yObl. HeHaBuCTE Hava-
AQCh.

Kak Bceraa, Ha 9KpaHe ITOSIBUACST
Bpar Hapopa OMMaHyIAL [OAACTENH.
3puTeAn 3alluKaAu. ManreHbKas
JKEHIIMHA C PhIKeBATBIMU BOAOCA-
MM B3BH3THYyAA OT CTpaxa U OMep-
3eHUs. [OAACTENH, OTCTYIIHUK U pe-
HeraT, KOTAa-TO, AABHBIM-A@BHO (TaK
AABHO, UTO HUKTO y’Ke U He TOMHUA
KOTAQ), OBIA OAHUM U3 PYKOBOAUTE-
A€l [TIapTHuY, IOYTU PaBHBIM CaMOMY
Crapizemy bparty, a IOTOM BCTaA Ha
IYyTh KOHTPPEBOAIOIUHN, OBIA IIPU-
TOBOPEH K CMEepPTHOM Ka3HU U TauH-
CTBEHHBLIM 00pa3oM cOeskan, ucues.
IlporpamMmMa ABYXMUHYTKM Ka>KABIU
MAEHb MeHSAACh, HO TAAGBHBIM AeM-
CTBYIOIIJUM AMIIOM B HEU BCceraa ObIA
lToapcTetin.  TlepBbIi  W3MEHHUK,
TA@BHBIM OCKBEPHUTEAb HaPTUUHOU
4uCTOTHI. M3 ero Teopuul IIpouU3-
pacTaAu Bce AAAbHeHINIMe IIPecTy-
MAeHUS TIPOTUB MapTUHU, BCe Bpe-
AUTEABCTBA, IIPEAATEABCTBA, epecy,
YKAOHBL. HeBepoMO TAe OH Bce ellfe
KMA ¥ KOBAA KPaMOAY: BO3MOJKHO,
3a MopeM, II0A 3alIUTON CBOUX UHO-
CTPaAHHBIX X035€B, @ BO3MOJKHO —
XOAVUAU M TaKWe CAyXU, — 3AECh,
B OKeaHHH, B IIOATIOALE.

YUHCTOHY CTaAO TPYAHO ABI-
math. Aumo JToapcTeliHa Bcer-
Ad BBI3BIBAAO Y HEro CAOXKHOe



of emotions. It was a lean Jewish face,
with a great fuzzy aureole of white
hair and a small goatee beard — a
clever face, and yet somehow inher-
ently despicable, with a kind of senile
silliness in the long thin nose, near the
end of which a pair of spectacles was
perched. It resembled the face of a
sheep, and the voice, too, had a sheep-
like quality. Goldstein was delivering
his usual venomous attack upon the
doctrines of the Party — an attack so
exaggerated and perverse that a child
should have been able to see through
it, and yet just plausible enough
to fill one with an alarmed feeling
that other people, less level-headed
than oneself, might be taken in by it.
He was abusing Big Brother, he was
denouncing the dictatorship of the
Party, he was demanding the immedi-
ate conclusion of peace with Eurasia,
he was advocating freedom of speech,
freedom of the Press, freedom of as-
sembly, freedom of thought, he was

crying hysterically that the revolution !

had been betrayed — and all this in
rapid polysyllabic speech which was
a sort of parody of the habitual style
of the orators of the Party, and even
contained Newspeak words: more
Newspeak words, indeed, than any
Party member would normally use in
real life. And all the while, lest one
should be in any doubt as to the real-
ity which Goldstein's specious clap-
trap covered, behind his head on the
telescreen there marched the endless
columns of the Eurasian army — row
after row of solid-looking men with
expressionless Asiatic faces, who
swam up to the surface of the screen
and vanished, to be replaced by oth-
ers exactly similar. The dull rhythmic
tramp of the soldiers' boots formed

U MyumTeabHoe uYyBCcTBO. Cyxoe
eBpeMcKoe AUII0 B OPeOAe AETKUX
CeABbIX BOAOC, KO3AMHAasA OOpOA-
Ka — YMHOE€ AWIIO U BMECTe C TeM
HeOO'BSICHUMO  OTTaAKUBAIOIIee;
1 OBIAO UTO-TO CEHUABHOE B 3TOM
AAUHHOM XPSIleBaTOM HOCe C O4Y-
KaMH, CheXaBIIMMM MTOYTHU Ha ca-
MBIM KOHUYMK. OH HAallOMUHAA OBIY,
U B TOAOCE €ro CABIIIAaAOCH OAes-
Hue. Kak Bceraa, [oapacTerH 3000-
HO OOPYIINACS Ha IaPTUWHBIE AOK-
TPUHBI; HAallaAKU OBIAM HACTOABKO
B3AOPHBIMH U HeCypa3HBIMH, 4TO
He oOMaHyAM OBl U pebeHKa, HO
[IpU 3TOM He AMIIEHHBIMU yOepu-
TEABHOCTH, U CAyIIaTEAb HEBOABHO
oTacaacd, 4TO APYTHe AIOAU, Me-
Hee Tpe3Bble, ueM OH, MOTyT [0AA-
cTeliHy noBepuTb. OH IIOHOCHA
Crapmero BpaTta, oH OOAMYaA AUK-
TaTypy naptum. TpeboBar HeMeA-
AeHHOTO Mupa ¢ EBpasueit, npu3sbl-
BaA K CBOOOAE CAOBa@, CBOOOAe IIe-
yaTu, cBoOoOAe cobpaHuii, cBo6oAE
MBICAYM; OH MCTEePUUYECKU KPUUaA,
YTO PEBOAIOITUIO TIPEAAAY, — U BCe
CKOPOTOBOPKOM, C COCTaBHBIMU

. CAOBAMU, OYATO IIapOAMPYS CTHUAB

NapTUNUHBIX OPAaTOPOB, AdKe C HO-
BOSI3OBCKHMHU CAOBaMM, IIpUYEM
Yy Hero oHu BCTPeYaAUCh Yallle, ueM
B peumn Ar00OoOro maprtuima. M Bce
BpeMsd, AaObl He OBIAO COMHEHUU
B TOM, YTO CTOUT 3a AUI€MEPHBI-
MU Pa3TAQTrOABCTBOBAHUSAMU [OAA-
CTelHa, I03aAHu ero Aulla Ha 3Kpa-
He MapUInpoBaAu OeCKOHeUHbIe
eBpa3muiickue KOAOHHBI: IllepeHra
3a IIePEeHTON KPSI>KUCTHIE COAAQTHI
C HEBO3MYTUMBIMHU Aa3WAaTCKUMU
(PU3UOHOMUSMHU BBIIIALIBAAU U3
TAyOMHBI Ha ITOBEPXHOCTH U pac-
TBOPSAUCH, YCTylass MeCTO TOYHO
TaKUM >Ke. [AyXOM MepHBIU TOIOT
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the background to Goldstein's bleat-
ing voice.

Before the Hate had proceed-
ed for thirty seconds, uncontrollable
exclamations of rage were breaking
out from half the people in the room.
The self-satisfied sheep-like face on
the screen, and the terrifying power of
the Eurasian army behind it, were too
much to be borne: besides, the sight
or even the thought of Goldstein pro-
duced fear and anger automatically.
He was an object of hatred more con-
stant than either Eurasia or Eastasia,
since when Oceania was at war with
one of these Powers it was generally
at peace with the other. But what was
strange was that although Goldstein
was hated and despised by everybody,

although every day and a thousand ;

times a day, on platforms, on the tele-
screen, in newspapers, in books, his
theories were refuted, smashed, ridi-
culed, held up to the general gaze for
the pitiful rubbish that they were —
in spite of all this, his influence nev-
er seemed to grow less. Always there
were fresh dupes waiting to be se-
duced by him. A day never passed
when spies and saboteurs acting un-
der his directions were not unmasked
by the Thought Police. He was the
commander of a vast shadowy army,
an underground network of conspir-
ators dedicated to the overthrow of
the State. The Brotherhood, its name
was supposed to be. There were also
whispered stories of a terrible book,
a compendium of all the heresies, of
which Goldstein was the author and
which circulated clandestinely here
and there. It was a book without a ti-
tle. People referred to it, if at all, sim-
ply as the book. But one knew of such
things only through vague rumours.

COAAQTCKMX CaloT aKKOMIIaHUPO-
BaA OnresHuio [oApcTerHA.
HenaBucts HavaAach Ka-
KUX-HUOYAb TPUAIIATH CEKyHA Ha-
3aA, @ IOAOBUHA 3PUTEAEH YKe He
MOTAA CAep>XaTh SIPOCTHBIX BOC-
KAUIIaHUM. HeBEIHOCKMO OBIAO BU-
AETh 3TO CaMOAOBOABLHOE OBeUbe
AUIO U 3@ HUM — YCTPALIalolIyio
MOIIIb €BPa3uUCKUX BOMUCK; KpO-
Me Toro, npu BuUAe loapcTeliHa
U Aa’Ke IPU MBICAM O HEM CTpax
U THEeB BO3HUKAAU pPedAEeKTOPHO.
HenaBucte K HeMy OBIAQ IIOCTO-
dHHee, yeM K EBpasuu u OcTrazuu,
noo rorpa OKeaHHUsI BOeBaAa C OA-
HOM M3 HUX, C APYrOM OHa OOBIK-
HOBEHHO 3aKAiouara Mup. Ho BoT
4TO YAUBUTEABHO: XOTd loapcTein-
Ha HeHaBUAEAU U Ipe3upaisu BCe,
XOTS Ka*kXABIM A€HB, IO ThICSUe Pa3
Ha AHIO, €er0 YUYeHUe OIIPOBEPTaAH,
IPOMUAHN, YHUYTO’KAAW, BBICMEU-
BaAM KaK >KaAKUM B3AOP, BAUSHUE
ero HHCKOABKO He yOBIBaro. Bce
BpeMsl HaXOAWAMCHL HOBBIE IIPO-
CTO(PUAM, TOABKO M AOKUAABIIHU-
ecd, 4ToOBl OH UX coBpaTuA. He
MIPOXOAUAO U AHS O€e3 TOro, YTOOBI
IMOAMITHSI MBICAEN He pa3zoOAadana
IIIIAOHOB U BPEAUTEAEM, AEVCTBO-
BaBIIUX ITO ero ykazke. OH KOMaH-
AOBAA OTPOMHOM MOAIOABHOM ap-
MUeH, CeThIO 3aTOBOPIIIUKOB, CTpe-
MSAIIUXCSI K CBEP’KEHUIO CTPOS.
[Mpeanmoaaranoch, 4TO OHa Ha3bIBa-
ercsa bpaTcTBo. [ToroBapuBaam 1ie-
IIOTOM U 00 y’)KaCHOM KHUTI'e, CBOAE
BCEX epecel, — aBTOPOM ee ObIA
ToaacTeliH, U pacnpoCTpaHIAACh
OHA HEAETAABHO. 3arAaBUsS Y KHU-
ru He OBIAO. B pasroBopax o Hel
YIIOMUHAAU — €CAW YIOMHWHAAM
BOOOIIe — TIPOCTO KaK O KHUTeE.
Ho o Takux BeIjax ObIAO U3BECTHO



Neither the Brotherhood nor the
book was a subject that any ordinary
Party member would mention if there
was a way of avoiding it.

In its second minute the Hate rose
to a frenzy. People were leaping up
and down in their places and shout-
ing at the tops of their voices in an
effort to drown the maddening bleat-
ing voice that came from the screen.
The little sandy-haired woman had
turned bright pink, and her mouth
was opening and shutting like that of
a landed fish. Even O'Brien's heavy
face was flushed. He was sitting very
straightin his chair, his powerful chest
swelling and quivering as though
he were standing up to the assault
of a wave. The dark-haired girl be-
hind Winston had begun crying out
‘Swine! Swine! Swine!' and sudden-
ly she picked up a heavy Newspeak
dictionary and flung it at the screen.
It struck Goldstein's nose and
bounced off; the voice continued in-

exorably. In a lucid moment Winston !

found that he was shouting with the
others and kicking his heel violently
against the rung of his chair. The hor-
rible thing about the Two Minutes
Hate was not that one was obliged to
act a part, but, on the contrary, that
it was impossible to avoid joining in.
Within thirty seconds any pretence
was always unnecessary. A hideous
ecstasy of fear and vindictiveness, a
desire to Kkill, to torture, to smash fac-
es in with a sledge-hammer, seemed
to flow through the whole group of
people like an electric current, turn-
ing one even against one's will into
a grimacing, screaming lunatic. And
yet the rage that one felt was an ab-
stract, undirected emotion which
could be switched from one object to

TOABKO IO HESICHBIM CAyXaM. YAaeH
MapTUU IO BO3MOYKHOCTHM CTapaAi-
Cs1 He TOBOPUTH HU 0 bpaTcTBe, HU
O KHUTe.

Ko BTOpOM MUHyTe HEHABUCTH
meperiana B MCCTyIAeHHe. AIOAU
BCKAKHWBAAM C MECT U KpUYaAU BO
BCe T'OPAO, YTOOBI 3arAyLIUTHL He-
[IEPEeHOCUMBIU  OAEIOLIUU  T'OAOC
lToapcTerina. ManeHbKasd  JKeH-
IMMHA C PBIKEBATHLIMU BOAOCAMU
cTara TYHIIOBOM W pa3eBaAa poT,
KakK pbIba Ha cyiie. Ta>xeaoe AUIIO
O'Bbpatiena ToKe MT0OOArpoBeEAO.
OH cupen BBIIPSIMUBIIUNCH, U €ro
MOIITHAasI I'PyAb B3ABIMaAach U CO-
APOTaAach, CAOBHO B Hee OUA NIPH-
Ooii. TeMHOBOAOCASI AeBUITa TO3aAU
YuHcToHa 3akpuyara: «llopaerr!
ITopnren! Tlopaer!» a IIOTOM
CXBaTHAQ TAXKEABIU CAOBaph HOBO-
s3a U 3allyCTMAA UM B TeAeKpaH.
ChaoBapb yropua [OAACTENHY B HOC
u oTaeTeA. Ho roroc OBIA HeucTpe-
OmM. B KaKoM-TO MUT TPOCBETACHUS
YUHCTOH OCO3HAaA, YTO CaM KPUYHUT
BMeCTe C OCTaAbHLIMU M SPOCTHO
AdraeT MepeKAaAUHY CTyAd. Y>Kac-

. HbIM B ABYXMHWHYTKE HEHABUCTU

OBIAO He TO, UTO THI AOAKEH Pa3bl-
I'PBIBATh POAB, @ TO, 4YTO THI IIPOCTO
He MOI OCTaTbCsd B cTOopoHe. Ka-
Kue-HUOyAb TPHUALQTH CEKyHA —
U IPUTBOPSATHCA TeOe y>Ke He HaAQ.
CAOBHO OT 3AEKTPUYECKOTO PpPas-
psAQ, HAIapAAAM HaA BCe coOpaHue
IHYCHBIE KOPYM CTPAaXa U MCTUTEAB-
HOCTH, MCCTyIIA€EHHOE J>KeAraHHue
yOuBaTh, Tep3aTh, KPYIIUTb AUIA
MOAOTOM: AIOAU TI'PUMACHUYAAU
U BOIIMAU, IIPEBPAIAAUCh B CyMac-
mepmnx. [Ipuw 3TOM gpocTb ObIra
abCTpAaKTHOM W HEHAlleAeHHOW,
ee MOJKHO OBIANO IIOBEPHYTH B AIO-
OyI0 CTOPOHY, KaK IIAAMs asgAbHOU
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