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Part 1/ Yactn 1

I

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 prevent a swirl of gritty dust from entering
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 simply 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 present the electric current was cut off during daylight hours. It was
part of the economy drive in preparation for Hate Week. The flat was seven flights up, and Winston,
who was thirty nine and had a varicose ulcer above his right ankle, went slowly, resting several times
on the way. On each landing, opposite 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.

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 surface 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 overalls which were the
uniform of the party. His hair was very fair, his face naturally sanguine, his skin roughened 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
everywhere. The black moustachio’d face gazed down from every commanding corner. There was one
on the house front immediately opposite. BIG BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the caption 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 distance a helicopter skimmed down between the roofs, hovered for an instant like a bluebottle,
and darted away again with a curving flight. It was the 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 babbling 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
commanded, he could be seen as well as heard. There was of course no way of knowing whether you
were being 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 assumption that every sound you made was overheard,
and, except in darkness, every movement scrutinized.
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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 Ministry of Truth, his place of work, towered 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 memory that should tell him whether London had always been quite like
this. 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 corrugated 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 different from any other object
in sight. It was an enormous pyramidal structure of glittering white concrete, soaring up, terrace after
terrace, 300 metres into the air. 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 ramifications below. Scattered about London there were just three other buildings of
similar appearance and size. So completely did they dwarf the surrounding architecture that from the
roof of Victory Mansions you could see all four of them simultaneously. They were the homes of
the four Ministries between which the entire apparatus of government was divided. The Ministry of
Truth, which concerned itself with news, entertainment, education, and the fine arts. The Ministry
of Peace, which concerned itself with war. The Ministry of Love, which maintained law and order.
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 enter except on official business, and then only by penetrating through a maze of barbed wire
entanglements, steel doors, and hidden machine 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 expression 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 bottle of colourless liquid with a plain
white label marked VICTORY GIN. It gave off a sickly, oily smell, as of Chinese rice spirit. Winston
poured out nearly a teacupful, nerved himself for a shock, and gulped it down like a dose of medicine.

Instantly his face turned scarlet 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 drawer he took out a penholder, a bottle of ink, and a thick, quarto
sized blank book with a red back and a marbled cover.
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For some reason the telescreen in the living room was in an unusual position. 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
sitting, and which, when the flats were built, had probably been intended to hold bookshelves. By
sitting in the alcove, 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
position 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.

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 forty 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 overwhelming 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 procured one, furtively and with some difficulty, simply because of a
feeling that the beautiful creamy paper deserved to be written on with a real 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 dictate everything into the speakwrite 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. His mind hovered for a moment round 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 stupidly at the paper. The telescreen had changed over to strident
military music. It was curious that he seemed not merely to have lost the power of expressing himself,
but even to have forgotten what 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 interminable restless monologue that had been running inside his head, literally for years. At this
moment, however, even the monologue had dried up. Moreover his varicose ulcer had begun itching
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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 Mediterranean. 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 gunsights, 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 shouting 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 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 between her breasts as if he was trying to burrow right into her and the woman putting her arms
round him and comforting him although she was blue with fright herself, all the time covering him
up as much as possible as if she thought her arms could keep the bullets off him. then the helicopter
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 helicopter 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 happened 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 memory had clarified itself in his mind, to the point where he almost felt equal to
writing it down. It was, he now realized, 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 nebulous could be said to happen.

It was nearly eleven hundred, and in the Records Department, where Winston worked, they
were dragging 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
unexpectedly 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 spanner — 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 freckled face, and swift, athletic movements. 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 especially 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 the corridor she gave him a quick sidelong 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 Police. That, it was true, was
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very unlikely. 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 Inner 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 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 a thick 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 resettling 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 century nobleman offering his snufbox. 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 urbane manner and his prize fighter’s physique. Much
more it was because of a secretly held belief — or perhaps not even a belief, merely a hope — that
O’Brien’s political orthodoxy 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 telescreen 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 hundred, 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 the next cubicle to Winston was between them. The
girl with dark hair was sitting immediately behind.

The next moment a hideous, grinding speech, as of some monstrous 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 disgust. Goldstein was the renegade and backslider who once, long
ago (how long ago, nobody quite remembered), had been one of the leading figures of the Party,
almost on a level 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 subsequent
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 conspiracies: perhaps somewhere
beyond the sea, under the protection of his foreign paymasters, perhaps even — so it was occasionally
rumoured — in some hiding place in Oceania itself.

Winston’s diaphragm was constricted. He could never see the face of Goldstein without a
painful mixture 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 inherently 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 immediate conclusion of
peace with Eurasia, he was advocating freedom of speech, freedom of the Press, freedom of assembly,
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,
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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 reality which
Goldstein’s specious claptrap 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 others exactly similar. The
dull rhythmic tramp of the soldiers’ boots formed the background to Goldstein’s bleating voice.

Before the Hate had proceeded 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 produced fear and anger automatically. He was an object of hatred
more constant 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 telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his theories were refuted, smashed, ridiculed, held up to
the general gaze for the pitiful rubbish that they were — in spite of all this, his influence never seemed
to grow less. Always there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A day never passed when
spies and saboteurs acting under his directions were not unmasked by the Thought Police. He was
the commander of a vast shadowy army, an underground network of conspirators 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 title. People referred to it, if
at all, simply as the book. But one knew of such things only through vague rumours. 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 shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort to drown the maddening bleating 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
straight in his chair, his powerful chest swelling and quivering as though he were standing up to
the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl behind Winston had begun crying out “Swine! Swine!
Swine!” and suddenly she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the screen. It struck
Goldstein’s nose and bounced off; the voice continued inexorably. 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
horrible 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 kill, to torture, to smash faces
in with a sledgehammer, seemed to flow through the whole group of people like an electric current,
turning one even against one’s will into a grimacing, screaming lunatic. And yet the rage that one
felt was an abstract, undirected emotion which could be switched from one object to another like the
flame of a blowlamp. Thus, at one moment Winston’s hatred was not turned against Goldstein at all,
but, on the contrary, against Big Brother, the Party, and the Thought Police; and at such moments his
heart went out to the lonely, derided heretic on the screen, sole guardian of truth and sanity in a world
of lies. And yet the very next instant he was at one with the people about him, and all that was said
of Goldstein seemed to him to be true. At those moments his secret loathing of Big Brother changed
into adoration, and Big Brother seemed to tower up, an invincible, fearless protector, standing like
a rock against the hordes of Asia, and Goldstein, in spite of his isolation, his helplessness, and the
doubt that hung about his very existence, seemed like some sinister enchanter, capable by the mere
power of his voice of wrecking the structure of civilization.
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It was even possible, at moments, to switch one’s hatred this way or that by a voluntary act.
Suddenly, by the sort of violent effort with which one wrenches one’s head away from the pillow in
a nightmare, Winston succeeded in transferring his hatred from the face on the screen to the dark
haired girl behind him. Vivid, beautiful hallucinations flashed through his mind. He would flog her
to death with a rubber truncheon. He would tie her naked to a stake and shoot her full of arrows like
Saint Sebastian. He would ravish her and cut her throat at the moment of climax. Better than before,
moreover, he realized why it was that he hated her. He hated her because she was young and pretty
and sexless, because he wanted to go to bed with her and would never do so, because round her sweet
supple waist, which seemed to ask you to encircle it with your arm, there was only the odious scarlet
sash, aggressive symbol of chastity.

The Hate rose to its climax. The voice of Goldstein had become an actual sheep’s bleat, and
for an instant the face changed into that of a sheep. Then the sheep face melted into the figure
of a Eurasian soldier who seemed to be advancing, huge and terrible, his submachine gun roaring,
and seeming to spring out of the surface of the screen, so that some of the people in the front row
actually flinched backwards in their seats. But in the same moment, drawing a deep sigh of relief from
everybody, the hostile figure melted into the face of Big Brother, black haired, black moustachio’d,
full of power and mysterious calm, and so vast that it almost filled up the screen. Nobody heard
what Big Brother was saying. It was merely a few words of encouragement, the sort of words that
are uttered in the din of battle, not distinguishable individually but restoring confidence by the fact
of being spoken. Then the face of Big Brother faded away again, and instead the three slogans of the
Party stood out in bold capitals:

WAR IS PEACE
FREEDOM IS SLAVERY
IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH

But the face of Big Brother seemed to persist for several seconds on the screen, as though the
impact that it had made on everyone’s eyeballs was too vivid to wear off immediately. The little sandy-
haired woman had flung herself forward over the back of the chair in front of her. With a tremulous
murmur that sounded like “My Saviour!” she extended her arms towards the screen. Then she buried
her face in her hands. It was apparent that she was uttering a prayer.

At this moment the entire group of people broke into a deep, slow, rhythmical chant of “B—
B!.. B—B!..” — over and over again, very slowly, with a long pause between the first “B” and the
second — a heavy, murmurous sound, somehow curiously savage, in the background of which one
seemed to hear the stamp of naked feet and the throbbing of tom toms. For perhaps as much as thirty
seconds they kept it up. It was a refrain that was often heard in moments of overwhelming emotion.
Partly it was a sort of hymn to the wisdom and majesty of Big Brother, but still more it was an act of
self-hypnosis, a deliberate drowning of consciousness by means of rhythmic noise. Winston’s entrails
seemed to grow cold. In the Two Minutes Hate he could not help sharing in the general delirium, but
this sub-human chanting of “B—B!.. B—B!” always filled him with horror. Of course he chanted
with the rest: it was impossible to do otherwise. To dissemble your feelings, to control your face, to
do what everyone else was doing, was an instinctive reaction. But there was a space of a couple of
seconds during which the expression of his eyes might conceivably have betrayed him. And it was
exactly at this moment that the significant thing happened — if, indeed, it did happen.

Momentarily he caught O’Brien’s eye. O’Brien had stood up. He had taken off his spectacles
and was in the act of resettling them on his nose with his characteristic gesture. But there was a
fraction of a second when their eyes met, and for as long as it took to happen Winston knew — yes, he
knew! — that O’Brien was thinking the same thing as himself. An unmistakable message had passed.
It was as though their two minds had opened and the thoughts were flowing from one into the other
through their eyes.
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“I am with you,” O’Brien seemed to be saying to him. “I know precisely what you are feeling.
I know all about your contempt, your hatred, your disgust. But don’t worry, I am on your side!”

And then the flash of intelligence was gone, and O’Brien’s face was as inscrutable as everybody
else’s.

That was all, and he was already uncertain whether it had happened. Such incidents never had
any sequel. All that they did was to keep alive in him the belief, or hope, that others besides himself
were the enemies of the Party. Perhaps the rumours of vast underground conspiracies were true after
all — perhaps the Brotherhood really existed! It was impossible, in spite of the endless arrests and
confessions and executions, to be sure that the Brotherhood was not simply a myth. Some days he
believed in it, some days not. There was no evidence, only fleeting glimpses that might mean anything
or nothing: snatches of overheard conversation, faint scribbles on lavatory walls — once, even, when
two strangers met, a small movement of the hand which had looked as though it might be a signal of
recognition. It was all guesswork: very likely he had imagined everything. He had gone back to his
cubicle without looking at O’Brien again. The idea of following up their momentary contact hardly
crossed his mind. It would have been inconceivably dangerous even if he had known how to set about
doing it. For a second, two seconds, they had exchanged an equivocal glance, and that was the end of
the story. But even that was a memorable event, in the locked loneliness in which one had to live.

Winston roused himself and sat up straighter. He let out a belch. The gin was rising from his
stomach.

His eyes refocused on the page. He discovered that while he sat helplessly musing he had also
been writing, as though by automatic action. And it was no longer the same cramped, awkward
handwriting as before. His pen had slid voluptuously over the smooth paper, printing in large neat
capitals —

DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

over and over again, filling half a page.

He could not help feeling a twinge of panic. It was absurd, since the writing of those particular
words was not more dangerous than the initial act of opening the diary, but for a moment he was
tempted to tear out the spoiled pages and abandon the enterprise altogether.

He did not do so, however, because he knew that it was useless. Whether he wrote DOWN
WITH BIG BROTHER, or whether he refrained from writing it, made no difference. Whether he
went on with the diary, or whether he did not go on with it, made no difference. The Thought Police
would get him just the same. He had committed — would still have committed, even if he had never
set pen to paper — the essential crime that contained all others in itself. Thoughtcrime, they called it.
Thoughtcrime was not a thing that could be concealed for ever. You might dodge successfully for a
while, even for years, but sooner or later they were bound to get you.

It was always at night — the arrests invariably happened at night. The sudden jerk out of sleep,
the rough hand shaking your shoulder, the lights glaring in your eyes, the ring of hard faces round the
bed. In the vast majority of cases there was no trial, no report of the arrest. People simply disappeared,
always during the night. Your name was removed from the registers, every record of everything you
had ever done was wiped out, your one time existence was denied and then forgotten. You were
abolished, annihilated: vapourized was the usual word.

For a moment he was seized by a kind of hysteria. He began writing in a hurried untidy scrawl:

theyll shoot me 1 don’t care theyll shoot me in the back of the neck 1 dont care down with big
brother they always shoot you in the back of the neck i dont care down with big brother —

13
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He sat back in his chair, slightly ashamed of himself, and laid down the pen. The next moment
he started violently. There was a knocking at the door.

Already! He sat as still as a mouse, in the futile hope that whoever it was might go away after
a single attempt. But no, the knocking was repeated. The worst thing of all would be to delay. His
heart was thumping like a drum, but his face, from long habit, was probably expressionless. He got
up and moved heavily towards the door.
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I

Bt anpenbckuil IeHb, SICHBIA M XOJIOAHBINA, M Yachl OTOMBAIM TpUHAIIATh. YUHCTOH CMHT
BXKaJI TOOOPOAOK B TPY/ib, IMBITASICh YKPHITHCS OT 37100 BETPa, U IPOCKOJIB3HYJI 32 CTEKJISTHHBIE IBEPH
)usoro komuiekca «Ilobena», BIycTHB 3a cOOOI 3aBUTOK 3€PHUCTOM TBUTH.

B BectuGione maxyio BapeHOH KarycTod M cTapbiMy NojioBuKamu. Ha nanbHeilt cTeHe BUcen
[[BETHOM TUIAKAT, HEIOMEPHO OOJBINON /17151 omenieHus. [nakat n3o0paxal orpoMHOE JIUIIO, IUPH-
HOH OoJsiee MeTpa: MyKUMHA JIET COPOKA TSTH, C TYCTHIMUA YEPHBIMH YCaMH, TpyOOBaTO-IIPUBIIEKA-
TEJIbHBIA. YMHCTOH HampaBuics K JiectHulle. [1po mudt Heuero Obuto M MeuTaTh. laxe B Jydinue
BpEMeHa OH pellko padoTaj, a cefiuac B AHEBHOE BpeMsl EKTPUUECTBO OTKJIOUAIH. [eiicTBoBam
pexuM skoHoMuH B nipenasepunt Henenn HenaBuctu. 1o kBapTHpBI OBUIO CEMb JIECTHUYHBIX MPO-
JIETOB, U YUHCTOH C BAPUKO3HOM S3BOU HAJ MPaBOM JIOIBIKKOU B CBOM TPUILIATH JEBSTH JIET MOJHU-
MaJicsl MeJIIEHHO, TO U JIeJIO OCTaHaB/IMBasACh. Ha Kak/10M 3Taxe co CTeHbl HAIIPOTUB JIU(QTA HA HETO
IISUTUIICS TOT ke T1akat. Ero cnenmanbHO Tak pa3mMecTiiiv, YTo, Iie HU CTOM, I71a3a ycaya Bce paBHO
OymyT cMoTpeTh Ha Te6s. Haamuch Bau3y rmacuna: «BOJIBIIION BPAT CMOTPUT 3A TOBOI».

B kBapTHpe COYHBIN TOJI0C 3aUUTHIBAT IUDPHI, KAK-TO CBA3aHHBIEC C TPOU3BOICTBOM UYTyHA.
3BYyK pa3[aBaJicsl ClipaBa OT BXOAA — W3 BJEJAHHOW B CTEHY IPOIOJITOBATON METAJUIMYECKOH IJ1a-
CTHHBI, TIOXOKEW Ha TIOMYTHEBIIEE 3epKajlo. YUHCTOH MOBEPHYI HA HEW PYUKY, U IOJIOC CTaj TUILIE,
XOT$ CJIOBA OCTAJIUCH Pa3IMUMMBbL. 3BYK TeJIe9KpaHa (Tak Ha3bIBaJIOCh YCTPOMCTBO) MOKHO ObLIO yOa-
BUTb, HO HE yOpaTh COBCEM. YWHCTOH MOJOINEN K OKHY: HEBBICOKasl, IIyruias (purypka, emie oonee
TIIEQyIIHAs B CMHEM KOMOMHE30He, oTinyaBiieM wieHoB [laptuu. Bonockl y Hero Obli coBceM
CBETJIBIMH, Ha JIMIIE UTPaJl IPUPOAHBIN pyMsIHEll, a KoXka 3arpyoesia OT XO3sICTBEHHOTO MbLIA, TYTIBIX
OpPUTBEHHBIX JIE3BUI U 3UMHUX XOJIOAOB, TOJIBKO HEIABHO OTCTYITUBIIUX.

BHemHmii Mup Aaxe CKBO3b 3aKPhITOE OKHO OTAaBajl X0lo4oM. BHM3y, Ha yiuiie, MaJleHbKHE
CMEPYH KPY KUY MbUTh M OyMaskHBINA Mycop. 1 XOTsI CBETHJIO COITHIIE, @ HeOO OTIIMBAJIO PE3KOH CHHE-
BOIA, BCE Ka3aJI0Ch KAKMM-TO OECIIBETHBIM, KpOME TMOBCIOly Pa3BEIIaHHBIX TUIAKATOB. Ycau B3UPAJ C
Ka)XI0TO TIPUMETHOTO yIila — 1 ¢ pacaga 1oMa npamo HarpoTus. «BOJIBIIION BPAT CMOTPUT
3A TOBOI», — racuia HaaImich, a TEMHBIE [71a3a CMOTPEJIH B JIMIO YUHCTOHY. Hitke, Ha ypoBHe
YJIUIIBL, €Illle O/IVH TUIaKaT TperneTas Ha BETPY OTOPBAHHBIM KPaeM, OTKPBIBAsI U 3aKPhIBasl €JMHCTBEH-
Hoe cioBo: «<AHI'COLl». B otnanennu ckob3uil MeXIy KpbIIaMi BEPTOJIET: 3aBUC HA MUT, TOUHO
TpyINHasi MyXa, ¥ B3MbLI IIPOYb 110 KPUBOH. ITO MOJULIEHCKUI NATPYJIb 3aIsAbIBAJ JIIOASAM B OKHA.
Ho narpymm — epynga. He To yto Meicnenonuuus.

3a cnirHOM YMHCTOHA roJIoc € TeJledKpaHa MpoAoKal OyOHUTh O YyryHe U TIepPEeBBITOIHEHUH
Hessroi Tpexnerku. TeneskpaH oHOBpEMEHHO NepeaBal u puHuMal uHgopmanuio. OH yaaBiau-
BaJI JII0OOH 3BYK TpOMYE THXOTO IIENOTa, KOTOPHIM M3JaBal YUHCTOH. bosee Toro, moka Tot Haxo-
OWICS B TOJIE 3PEHUS] METALIMYECKOM IUIaCTUHBI, €0 MOIVIM HE TOJIBKO CJIbIILATh, HO U BUETD.
KoHneuHo, HUKOTJa Helb3s1 ObLIO CKa3aTh C YBEPEHHOCTHIO, CIIEAT 32 TOOOW B JaHHBIA MOMEHT WJIH
HeT. HukTo He 3Hau1, Kak 4acTo UM MO Kakoy cucTeMe MBIC/IENOMUIMS MOAKIIOUAETCS K €r0 KaHaly.
PazymHee ObLIO cuMTaTh, UTO CIEAAT 32 BCEMU W Bcerda. Tak wmiM MHave, K TBOEMY TeJIedKpaHy
MOTIJIU TIOIKJTIOUUTHCS B OO0 MOMEHT. [IprXOoauIoch Tak KUTh — U Thl KWJI, CBBIKAsICh HA YPOBHE
MHCTHHKTA C OIIYIIEHHEM, YTO KaX[blil 3BYyK B TBOEH KBapTUPE CJIBIIIAT, A IBMKEHUE — BUIAT, OCO-
OEHHO IpHU CBETE.

VYUHCTOH CTOSUT CITUHOM K Tenedkpany. Tak ObLIo HaJie)kHee, XOTs OH XOPOIIIO 3HAJI, UTO JIaXKe
CIIMHA BBIIAET YeJloBeKa. B KuiomeTpe OT Joma Haj OOUIaprnaHHBIMU 3[IaHUSIMU BbICHIIACh Oenast
rpomMaga MuHUCTEpCTBA TPaB/Ibl, MECTO ero padoThl. Bot oH, JIoHI0H, — mogyMa YUHCTOH C Kako#-
TO CMYTHOM HETIPUSI3HBIO, — [TIaBHBIN ropof I1epBoii JIeTHOM MOJIOCHI, TPEThEl MO HACEJIEHHOCTH TIPO-
BuHIMY Okeanun. OH MOCTapacs MPUIIOMHHTH, OOPATUBILKCH MBICISIMU K I€TCTBY, Bceraa jim JIoH-
IOH ObLT TakUM. Beera m Tak ke TSAHYJIUCh BIAJTb BEPEHUIIB TPYIIOO AEBATHAALIATOTO BEKa: CTEHbI
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MoJNepThl OpeBHAMH, OKHA 3ajlaTaHbl KAPTOHOM, KPBIIIA — PUDIIEHBIM XKEJIC30M, a AUKKE 3a00pbl
MAJIMCAIHUKOB KPEHSATCSI BO Bce CTOpOHBI? W mporainHbl 0T 60MOEKeK, T/ie B BO3AyXe KPYKUTCS
M3BECTKA, a TI0 Ipy/iaM OOJIOMKOB PacIo3aeTcsl KUIpel; U 0osee OOIMIMPHBIE ITyCTHIPH, Iie OOMOBI
PaCUUCTUIN MECTO IAJIA OTBPATUTE/IbHBIX CKOILIEHUN JOoHIaTbIX XI/I6apOK, IIOXOXHUX Ha KypHTHI/IKI/I?
Ho ero CTapaHus 6LI)II/I TIOETHBI, OH HE MOTI' BCTIOMHUTD U3 IETCTBA HUYCTO KPOME APKUX O6pI)IBI/ICTLIX
CLICH, BOBHUKAaBIINX 663 BCAKOI'O KOHTEKCTa U I10 60HleefI YaCT HEBPA3YMUTEJIbHBIX.

MMHUCTEPCTBO TpaBbl — MUHUIPAB HA HOBOSI3€ — Pa3UTEIbHO OTIMYAIOCh OT BCEro, YTO
ero OKpyKajio. DTo MCIOIMHCKOE MUPAMUIATTBHOE COOPYKEHHE, CUsIBIIIee OeIbIM OETOHOM, B3/IbIMa-
JIOCh Teppaca 3a Teppacoi, Ha TPUCTA METPOB BBBICh. YUHCTOHY ObUIM BUIHBI U3 OKHA KBAPTUPHI TPH
no3yHra [lapTuu, BeUIOKEHHBIE Ha OesioM hacajie eraHTHBIM IPUGTOM:

BOMHA - 9TO MUP
CBOBO/IA - 3TO PABCTBO
HE3HAHMUE - O TO CIJIA

MuHHCTEPCTBO NPaBAbl HACUUTHIBAJIO, 110 CIyXaM, TPU ThICSAYM KOMHAT HaJl NOBEPXHOCTBIO
3eMJIM U CTOJIBKO K€ B «KOpHEBOM cucteMe». Han JIOHIOHOM BO3BBIIIAINCH €ILE TPU COOPYKEHUSA
No1I00HOTO BUa U pa3Mepa. OHM Tak SIBHO JIOMUHHPOBAIM HAJl OKPYKAIOLIMM JaHIIA(TOM, UTO C
KPBIILH KHIIKOMIUIeKca «IToGena» OblJIo BUIHO cpa3y Bce 4eThipe. B HUX pasMeraiuce MUHUCTEp-
CTBa, COCTaBJIABILME BECH IPABUTENILCTBEHHBIN anmnapar. MUHUCTEPCTBO MTPaBbl 3aHUMAJIOCh HOBO-
CTSIMH, I0CYTOM, 0Opa30BaHUEM U U3SIIHBIMUA UCKYCCTBaMU. MMHUCTEPCTBO MHpa 3aBe/10BaJIO BOWi-
HOI. MMHUCTEPCTBO JTI00BU MOAJEP/KUBAJIO 3aKOH U NOPAJOK. A MUHUCTEPCTBO N300MIIUS PEILAIO
BOMPOCHI 9KOHOMUKHU. Ha HOBOsi3e oHuM HasbiBasich Mununpas, Munumup, Munumo6 u Munuzo0.

MuHuCTepCcTBO JTI0OBM BHYIIAJIO CTpax. DTo ObLIO 3/1aHue 0e3 OKOH. YUHCTOH OOXOIMUII €ro 3a
MOJIKMJIOMETPa U HUKOrJa He ObUT BHYTpU. Tyaa MmycKalu TONBKO MO O(pULMATIBHOMY JIeTy, & BXOJ
3aIlIMIIATI0 XUTPOCIUIETeHHe 3a00pOB ¢ KOJIOYEH MPOBOJIOKOM, CTAJIbHBIX JBEPEH U CKPBITBIX ITyJle-
METHBIX THe3[1. Jlaxe y/Iuipbl, FpaHuYMBIIMe ¢ MUHUCTEPCTBOM JII0OBH, MATPYIMPOBAIA TOPUILIONO-
no0OHast oXpaHa B 4epHO# (hopMe, BOOPYKEHHAsI CKJIAJHBIMU PE3UHOBBIMU TyOUHKAMHU.

VYHHCTOH pemunTenbHO OTBEPHYIICA OT OKHA. OH IIpyAal JIMily BIpaXk€HUE TUXOTO ONTUMU3MA,
HanboJiee yMECTHOE Iepe]l TeJIEIKPAHOM, U MTPOLLesT Yepe3 KOMHATy Ha KPOXOTHYIO KyxHI0. [Tok1HyB
MUHUCTEPCTBO B 00EJICHHBII NIEpephIB, OH MOKEPTBOBAJ IIOXOIOM B CTOJIOBYIO, XOTs 3HAJI, YTO JOMa
HET eJlbl, KpoMe JIOMTs1 Oyporo xJjieba, KOTOPBIil Ha/I0 OCTABUTh Ha 3aBTPAaK. YUHCTOH CHSUI C MOJIKH
OyTBUIKY OECIBETHOM KUAKOCTHU ¢ TipocToit Oenoit atukeTkoit: «IKMH ITOBEJJA». 13 ropeiiika
MOBESJIO TOITHOTBOPHBIM MAC/ISTHUCTBIM JIyXOM, KaK OT KUTaliCKOW pucoBO BOIKU. OH HaJIWJI IOYTH
TMOJIHYIO YaIlIKy, BHYTPEHHE COOPAJICSl M BB 3aJITIOM, TOUHO JIEKApCTBO.

TyT e JIULIO ero MoKpacHeJso, a U3 a3 NoTek/u cie3bl. Kak OyATo OH MIOTHYJT Q30THOM KHC-
JIOTBI, a IO 3aThUIKY €My BMa3ajM Pe3MHOBOH NyOMHKOH. B ciemyomuil Mur, ofiHaKo, 5KKeHUE B
KHBOTE YJIEIJIOCh, U MUP MOKAa3aJICsl YUHCTOHY Oosiee paocTHBIM. OH BBITSIHYJI CUTapeTy U3 MATOM
nauku ¢ Haanucklo «CUTAPETDBI TIOBEJIA» u HeuasiHHO MOBEPHYII €€ BEPTUKAIBHO, OTYEro Tabak
BhIChINasics Ha noj1. Co cienyionien yaaaoch CIpaBUThCA JTy4lle. BepHyBIINCh B TOCTUHYIO, Y UHCTOH
CceJl 3a CTOJIMK CJIEBA OT TeJledKpaHa. VI3 BBIIBMKHOIO AIMKA OH AOCTaJl NEPHEBYIO PYUKY, IIy3bIpEK
YEpHUJT U TOJICTYIO TETpab OOJIBIIOTO popMara ¢ KpaCHbIM KOPEIIKOM M 0OJIOKKOM MOl Mpamop.

TeneskpaH B €ro KBapTUpE pacrojiarajics Io4eMy-To B HECTAHJAPTHOM MECTE — HE Ha ToplLie-
BOW CTEHe, OTKYy/a OblJIO Obl BUIHO BCIO KOMHATY, @ Ha JJIMHHOM, HalpoTHB OKHa. COOKY OT 9KpaHa
HaxoJuach HeryOOKasl HUINA, 3aJyMaHHasl, BEPOSATHO, Ul KHMKHBIX MOJIOK — TaM U CUjieNl YUH-
CTOH. BikaBIIMCh B HUIIY, OH CTAHOBWJICS HEIOCATAEM 15 TEJIEIKPAHA, 110 KpallHEW Mepe, BU3YaJIbHO.
Ero, pazymeeTtcs, ObUIO CIIBILIHO, HO HE BU/IHO, TTOKA OH He MeHsUT NookeHus. OT4acTu HeoObIuHas
reorpacusi KOMHaThl ¥ IOOYIMIIa €ro KOrga-To K TOMY, YeM OH COOMPAJICS 3aHSThCS.

Ho He B MeHblleil Mepe TOMy cOCOOCTBOBaJIa M caMa TeTpajib, KOTOPYIO OH BBITAILMII U3
smuKa. Bun y Hee ObUT HEOOBIYAHO KpacuBbIi. Takol rmaakoil KpeMoBOM OyMmaru, 4yTh MOKe-
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TEBIIIEH OT BPEMEHHU, HE BBITYCKAIN yKe JIET COPOK. YHHCTOH YyBCTBOBAJ TeM HE MeHee, UTO BO3-
pacT 3Tou TeTpagu HaMHOro 6osbiie. OH MPUMETUIT ee B BUTPUHE TPSIZHOBATOM JIABKH CTAphEBIIMKA
I71e-T0 B paiioHe TpymoO (IAe UMEHHO, OH YK€ He MOMHIJI) U HeMeIJIEHHO 3aropesicsi BCEroryo-
IIAIOIIAM SKeJIaHHeM 3aroiyuuTs ee. Unenam [laptum He momnaranoch 3aXOOUTh B OOBIYHBIE Mara-
3WHBI (3TO HA3BIBAJIOCh «OTOBAPUBATHCSI HA CBOOOJHOM PBIHKE» ), HO MPABUJIO YAaCTEHHKO HapyIla-
JIOCb, IMMOCKOJIBKY HEKOTOPLIC BCIIIH, TAKUEC KaK IMHYPKU U 6pI/ITB6HHI)IC JIE3BUA, HEBO3MOXHO OBLIIO
Pa3no0bITh MHAYE. BHICTPO CKOJIB3HYB B3IVISIOM TIO YIIUIIE, YUHCTOH MPOIIMBITHYJT BHYTpPb JIABKU U
KyIWJI TEeTpajb 3a /IBa C TMOJOBUHOW Joiiapa. Toraa oH ele U cam He 3Hall, JUIsl YerO OHA MOXKET
MOHAJOOUTHCSI. YUHCTOH TpUHEC ee IoMoM B moptderne, o0ypeBaeMblii UyBCTBOM BUHBL. TeTpasp,
Aaxe YucTasi, KOMIIPOMETHPOBaJIa BIIaIEIbIIA.

A cobupascs OH, COOCTBEHHO, BECTH JHEBHHUK. JTO He ObLJIO 3ampelieHo 3aKOHOM (TIpOCTO
MOTOMY, YTO HUKAKMX 3aKOHOB OOJIbINE HE CYIIECTBOBAJIO), HO eciu Obl TeTpaab OOHAPYKUIH, TO
YuHCcTOH MOT NOIJIATUTHCS KU3HBIO VTN MOJY4YHUTh KaK MUHHUMYM JBaALATh ITATH JICT Jiar epeﬁ. On
MPWIAAWI K PyUKe Tepo ¥ OOIU3HYII €ro AJIs BEPHOCTU. ApXanyecKOW NMephbeBOi PyUKOM MaJIO KTO
TIOJIL30BAJICS TaKe [UIsl IOAIHCE, U OH MTPUOOPET ee TaliKoM U He 6e3 TpyAa, MPOCTO IO OIIYIIEHHIO,
YTO MpeKpacHasi KpeMoBasi Oymara 3acily’)KMBaeT HACTOSIIEro mepa, a He LaparaHbs XUMHUYECKUM
KapanjamoM. Boo0iiie-To YUHCTOH He MPHBBIK MUCATh OT pyKU. He cunTas KOpOTEHBKUX 3alHCOK,
OH OOBIYHO BCE HAJVKTOBBIBA B PeYeIiC, YTO B JAaHHOM ciIydae ObUIO, pa3yMeeTcsl, HEBO3MOXKHO.
OH 00MakHYJT TIepo B YepHIJIA U MOMEUTAI CeKyHIy. OT BOMHEHHS y Hero 3a0ypiuio B KUBOTE.
OcraButh Ha Oymare ciiesl — 3T0 peluTesbHbIA mar. OH BbIBEJ MEJIKUM HEYKJIIOKUM TTOUEPKOM:

4 anpens 1984 rona.

W BeinpsMuiics. ViM oBiazieno olynieHue MojHoW OecrnoMOIIHOCTU. [[ns Havyana oH jaxe
He ObLI yBepeH, uTo ceituac aeiictButesbHO 1984-ii. Bo BeskoM citydae, 4yTo-TO OIM3KOE K HEMY,
MIOCKOJIBKY YMHCTOH IOYTHU HE COMHEBAJICS, UTO eMY TPUILATh JEBATh, & poAUJICs OH B 1944-Mm unu
45-m; HO Tenephb Ha JI00YIO 1aTy MOXKHO ObLIO MOJNOKUTHCS JUIIb C MOIPELIHOCTHIO B TIApy JIET.

OH BIpyr 3aaymMaics, s Koro BooOie codupaics nucarb AHeBHUK? s Oyayuiero, is
TeX, KTO ellle He poausics. Ero pa3ym nokpyxui ceKyHIy HajJ COMHHUTEJIbHOM JIaTOW Ha CTpaHULIE, a
3aTeM HATKHYJICA Ha CJIOBO U3 HOBOSI3A «JIBOEMBIC/INE». BriepBble OH OCO3HAJI, HAa YTO 3aMaxHYJICA.
Kak MoxHO oOpatarbes k OyayieMy? 9To 1o camMoil cBoell pupojie HeBO3MOKHO. JInbo Oyayiuee
CTaHeT MOXOAUTb Ha HACTOSAIIEE, U TOrla HUKTO HE CTaHET ero CIIyllaTh, MO0 OHO Oy/eT ApYruMm, U
HEB3ro/lbl YHUHCTOHA MOKAXYTCS €My UyKIbIMU.

Kaxkoe-To Bpems OH cupeln, TyNo YCTaBUBIIMCH Ha Oymary. TeneskpaH 3aurpai OpaBypHYIO
BOEHHYIO My3bIKY. UTO 3a epyH/ia: Ka3aj10Ch, YUHCTOH HE TOJIBKO JIMIIWICS CHOCOOHOCTU K CaMOBBI-
pakeHHIo, HO ¥ BOOO1Ie 3a0bL1, YTO HaMepeBaJics CKa3aTh M3HaYaIbHO. Heckosbko HeJieslb OH roTo-
BUJICS] K 9TOMY MOMEHTY, U €My HU pa3y He IPUIILIO Ha YM, YTO MOTpeOyeTcst HEUTO OOJIbIIIee, HEXKeITH
xpadpocTb. Bectu 1HeBHUK — €10 HexuTpoe. HyKHO TolbKO nepeHecTH Ha OyMary HeyMOJIKaeMblil
OeCIOKOIHBII MOHOJIOT, 3ByYalllvii B FOJIOBE yke He NepBbli rof. O1HaKo ke ceiluac UCCSAK U MOHO-
jor. K Tomy e HecTepnuMmo 3a3yzena Bapuko3Has si3Ba. OH He cMes1 oyecarh ee, NOTOMY 4TO OT
9TOro si3Ba Beerja Bocnajsiiack. CekyHabl MPOXOAWIN OfHa 3a Apyrod. OH He 0OCO3HaBaJl HUYETO,
KpOMe MyCTOW CTpaHUILIbl Iiepe]] cOO0M, YeCOTKHU HaJl JIOAbIKKOM, FABKaHbsi BOEHHOW MY3BIKHU U JIeT-
KOTO XMeJIsl OT JPKUHA.

BHe3arHo OH NpUHSIICS CTPOYMTh, KaK B Opely, e/1Ba IOHUMasi, YT0 UMeHHO nuuieT. Ero mesn-
KMH, MO-IE€TCKU HEPOBHBII MOYEPK BUXJISI BBEPX-BHU3 IO CTPaHMIIE, NTOTEPSIB CliEpBa 3arjlaBHbIE
OYyKBBI, a 3aTeM U TOUYKU:

4 anpena 1984. Buepa cMoTpen KMHOKapTUHBL. Bee npo BoiiHy. OfHa oueHb Xopolas — Kak
6oMOnIM KOpalJib MONHBIN OexkeHLeB rae-To B CpeauseMHoM. [1yOmKy BecbMa 3a0aBisuii KaJphl ¢
OI'POMHBIM TOJICTSIKOM YIUIBIBAIOILIM OT BEPTOJIETa, CIIEPBa Thl BUJIEJ KaK OH IUIEHIETCS B BOJIE TOUHO
pbIOMHa, 3aTEM CMOTpE Ha HEro 4epe3 MpUIIe/bl BEPTOieTa, HOTOM €ro U3peIeTUIM My/Id U Mope
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BOKPYT CTaJIO PO30BBIM U OH MOTPY3UJICS TaK PE3KO CJIOBHO HAOpasl BOIBI Yepe3 paHsbl, MyOIuKa Kpu-
YHUT M XOXOUET KOIJIa OH TOHET. IOTOM Thl 3aMETHJI JIOZIKY TIOJIHYIO IeTel 1 KPYyKaIluil Ha/l Hel Bep-
TOJIET. HA HOCY JIOJIKM CHJIENIA KEHIIMHA CPEAHMUX JIET BO3MOXKHO €BpeHKa C TPEXJIETHUM MaJIbYMKOM
Ha pyKax. peOCHOK KpUyaJs OT CTpaxa U MpsITaJl TOJIOBY MEK/1y €€ TPyAeH CIIOBHO MBITAJICS 3apPbIThCS
BHYTPb a JKEHIIMHA OOHMMAaJIa ero M YCIOKauBaJla XOTsI cama IMOCHHENA OT CTpaxa, BCe BpeMs IpH-
KpBIBJIa €ro Kak MOIJIa CIOBHO AyMmaja 3alllMTUTh pyKamH OT IyJb. 3aTeM BepToJeT cOpOCHI Ha
HUX 20 Kr 60MOy OrpoMHasi BCIBIIIKA U JIOJKA pasjieTesach B MIENKHU. TIOTOM ObUT OTJIMYHBIA KaJIp
C IETCKOHM PYKOM B3JIETAIONIEH BBIIIE BBIIIE BBIIIE MPSMO B BO3AYX JIOKHO OBITh BEPTOJIET CHUMAI
ee (PpOHTATBHON KaMepOy U ¢ MAPTUIHBIX MECT MHOTO aruIOAUPOBAIA HO KEHIIIMHA CHU3Y U3 PSIOB
MIPOJIOB BAPYT MOMHSIA Xall M CTajla IyMeTh M KpUYaTh YTO HE HAJO TAaKOe MOKAa3bIBaTh HE Mepes
JEeTHbMHU UM 3TOTO HeNb3sl He Teper AeThbMH 3TO MOKa MOJMLKMS He 3a0pajia ee BhiBena ee He JyMalo
YTO C HEH YTO-TO CAENAIM HUKOMY HET JieJla YTO TOBOPST MPOJIbl TUTIMYHO MPOJICKAsl PEaKiis OHU
HUKOI/A. . .

VYUHCTOH mepecTa MucaTh OTYACTH OT crasMa B pyke. OH He 3HaJl, 3a4eM BBIIUIECHYJ TAKOH
noTok Oennbepnsl. Ho uHTEpecHsIi (DaKT: OKa OH MUCAJl, Y HETO B YMe MPOSIBUIIOCH COBEPIIEHHO
Apyroe BOCIIOMUHAHKE, U TaK SICHO 0(OPMIIIOCH, YTO XOTh Oepy U 3anuchiBail. OH Tereph MOHSL,
YTO KaK pa3 9TO MPOUCHIECTBUE U MOOYAUIIO €r0 TaK HEOXKUAAHHO TOWTH TOMOUM M HAaYaTh JHEBHUK
MMEHHO CETrOfIHS.

OHO MPOM30IILIO YTPOM B MUHUCTEPCTBE, €CIU CIOBO «IIPOU3O0IILIO» BOOOIIE MPUMEHUMO K
YeMy-TO CTOJIb TYMaHHOMY.

BbiIo moutH ogvHHAAIATh HOMb-HOMB, M B OTaene AOKyMeHTalu, rae padotan YHMHCTOH,
BBITACKMBAIM CTYJIbsI M3 KAOMHOK M PACCTaBJISIM TIOCEPEAMHE XOJIa HAIIPOTUB OOJBINIOTO SKpaHa,
roToBsAch K JIByxmuHyTke HeHaBUCTH. YHHCTOH Kak pa3 3aHMMaJI CBOE MECTO B OJIHOM M3 CPEIHUX
PSIIOB, KOTJa HEOKHMJAHHO TMOSIBUIIMCH JIBA YEIOBEKA — UX JIUIA ObUTM €My 3HAKOMBI, HO M TOJIBKO.
JleByIlIKa IOCTOSIHHO BCTpeYaiach eMy B KOpUIOopax. YUHCTOH HE 3HaJI ee MMEeHU, HO ObUT B Kypce,
YTO OHa padoTaeT B XyHOKECTBEHHOM OTAeie. EMy ciydanoch BUIETh €€ C Tae4HbIM KIIIOYOM M
3aMacJIeHHbBIMU PyKaMH, TaK YTO MPEATONOKUTEIHHO JEBYIIKA YHCIUIACh MEXAaHUKOM TI0 OOCITYKH-
BaHMIO OTHOM M3 POMaHHBIX MaluH. Ha BUJ JIeT qBagiaTi ceMu, BOJIOCH IYCThIe, JIMIO B BECHYII-
Kax, Jlepkajlach OHA 3aHOCYMBO, a JIBUTAJIACh MTPOBOPHO M MO-CIIOPTUBHOMY. Tannio KoMOMHE30Ha
riepexBaThIBAJI HECKOJIBKO Pa3 Y3KUH asIblil KyIIIaK, MOAYepKUBasi KpyThie Oepa, — 3HaK MOJIOIEKHOM
uru AHTHCEKC. YUHCTOH 3Ty JIEBYIIKY cpa3y HeB3moOwI. M o nmonuman noyemy. OT Hee Tak |
Bes1JIO IyXOM XOKKEHHBIX TIOJIEH, KyTTaHUH B JIESTHO BOJIE, TYPIIOXOJOB M OOITIeN He3aMy THEHHOCTHIO
cosHanusl. OH B IPUHIIMIIE HEJOMIOOIMBAT KEHIIMH, OCOOEHHO MOJIOZIBIX M XOPOIIeHbKUX. IMEHHO
JKEHIIIMHBI — ¥ TIPEsK/Ie BCETO I0HbIE — CTAJIM CAMBIMHM PEBHOCTHBIMU TTpuBepkeHtiamu [laptuu, oHu
JKWJIM JIO3YHTaMH U BCETa TOTOBBI ObLIM IINMMOHKUTH M BHIHIOXMBATh OTCTYNMHUKOB. Ho 3Ta neByika
BBI3BIBAJIA OIIYIIEHHE OCOOEHHOW omacHOCTH. OIUH pa3, pa3MUHYBIIKCh B KOPUAOPE, OHA MCKOCA
B3IVISIHYJIA HAa HEro, Kak HOXOM TIOJIOCHYJIA, U €r0 BAPYT MpoOpast JUNKui yxac. Emy naxke momy-
MaJIOCh, YTO OHA MOXET CIIy’KHUTh areHTOM MpIc/enoauiun. XoTs, CJAeI0BaIO MPU3HATh, STO ObLIO
MaJIOBEpOATHO. M Bce ke BCSIKUI pa3 MpY BCTPeUe OH UCTIBITHIBAT OE30TUETHOE BOIHEHHUE C ITPUMe-
CbIO CTpaxa M BPakIeOHOCTH.

Bropeim u3 Bommenmmx 6su1 O’bpaiieH, wien Bayrpenneit [laptum, 3aHMMaBIINI HACTOIBKO
BBICOKYIO Y YIQJICHHYIO JJOJUKHOCTb, YTO YHUHCTOH MMeJl O Hell caMoe CMyTHOe TpezcTaBieHue. Kak
TOJIBKO JIIO/IM, PACCTAaBJISIBIINE CTYJIbsI, 3AMETHIIM YEPHBI KOMOMHE30H 1ieHa BuyTpenneii [Taprum,
Bce cpasy nputuxi. O’BpaiieH OblT MOIIHBIM, JOPOAHBIM MYKUMHOW C TOJICTOM Ieed U TPyObIM
HACMEILIVBBIM JIUIIOM. HecMOTpst Ha TpO3HYI0 BHEIITHOCTh, €My OBUIO MPHCYIIEe CBoeoOpa3zHoe 00a-
stuie. OH MMeJT TPUBBIYKY MOMPABJIATH HA HOCY OYKH, M 9TOT HEOKMIAHHO 00€30PYKUBAIOLIHIA KECT
NpUAaBaJl eMy, CTPAHHO CKa3aTh, HEUTO HEYJOBUMO MHTEJUTUTeHTHOE. Takasi XapakTepHasi MaHepa
MOTIJIa BBI3BaTh aCCOIMAIMIO (€CJIM KTO-TO elle TIOMHWII MIOJ0OHBIe 00pasbl) ¢ JBOPSIHUHOM BOCEM-
HAJIIIATOrO BeKa, Mpe/yiaraioiiuM cBoko Tabakepky. YuHCToH Bujen O’BpaiieHa, moxanyi, ¢ IeCITOK
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pa3 3a cTosbKo ke JieT. OH UCHBITBIBAT K HEMY CHMIIATHIO, U HE TOJIBKO M3-32 BOJHYIOIIETO KOH-
TpacTa MeXAy YUYTUBBIMU MaHEpPaMH U TEJIOCIOKEHUEM Ookcepa. B Oosbliiieii crerneHn 310 0ObsCHSI-
JIOCh TaHBIM YOeKIEeHHEM — Jaxe He yOeKAeHHeM, a JIMIIb HaJeKI0M, — YTO MOJIMTHYEeCKas Tpa-
BoBepHOCTh O’BpaiieHa He Oblta 6e3ynpeyHoi. YTo-To B €ro JMie HaBOIWIO Ha TIOJOOHBIE MBICIH.
XOTs, BOBMOXHO, YTO OHO BHIpaKajlo He HEAOCTATOK BepHOCTH [lapTum, a mpocto uHTeweKT. Tak
v nHaue O’bpaiieH npou3BoaMII BlieyaT/ieHHe YeJI0BeKa, C KOTOPBIM €CTh O YeM MOTOBOPUTH, €CITH
Obl KAKUM-TO 00pa30M yAaJoCh OCTaThCsl C HUM HAaeJMHE U MEPEXUTPUTD TeJIedKpaH. YUHCTOH HU
pasy He MBITAJICS MTPOBEPHUTH CBOIO JAOTAKY, Ja y HEro U He ObUIO TakoM BO3MOKHOCTH. Ceiuac xe
O’BpaiieH B3MIsAHY/1 Ha HApy4YHbIE Yachl, yBUJEJ, UTO yke MOYTH OJUHHAALATD, U TIO BCEH BUIUMO-
cTU pemmi octatbest B OTaene JoKyMeHTauu 1o okoHdanus [IpyxmuHyTku HenaBuctu. OH cen B
TOM e PsIAY, UYTO M YUHCTOH, Yepe3 napy CuieHui OoT Hero. Mexly HUMHU pacrioNoXKUIach MajleHb-
Kasl pbDKeBaTasi KeHIMHA, KOTopas TPYAUIach B COCEHEN ¢ YUHCTOHOM KaOMHKe. TeMHoBosocast
AEBYIIKA ceJia PSMO 32 HHM.

BosbImioi Teneskpan Ha TOPUEBOW CTEHE U3JaJl )KYTKHUI CKPEKEITyIIUiA peB, CJIOBHO UyJOBUIII-
Hasl MalllMHa BAPYT Havana pabotars 6e3 cMa3ku. OT 3TOro 3ByKa JIOMHJIO 3yObl M BOJIOCHI BCTaBAJIH
Ha 3arpriBke. HeHaBUCTh Hauamace.

Ha sk pane, kak 00bIYHO, BO3HUKJIO JIMTI0 DMManywia [onmmreiina, Bpara Hapona. B 3putesnb-
CKHX psiax 3allluKaiu. PeokeBaTast skeHIIMHA B3BU3THYJIA OT CTpaxa v oTBparieHust. [onamreitH Obut
M3MEHHUKOM M OTCTYITHMKOM, KOTOPbIN KOTIa-TO JAaBHBIM-JABHO (HACKOJIBKO MIMEHHO JAaBHO, HUKTO
TOJIKOM HE TIOMHWJI) YUCIWJICA B mipenBoauTensax [laptuu, 4yTh M He HapaBHe ¢ camuM Bosbim
Bparom, a motom yaapuiicsi B KOHTPPEBOJIOLHIO, ObLT IPUTOBOPEH K CMEPTH M TAMHCTBEHHBIM 00pa-
3oM cbexal, ucues. [Iporpamma J[IByxmuHyTKM HeHaBUCTH Kak/IbIi IeHb MEHsLIAach, HO Ha MEPBbIN
ruiaH Beeraa Beixoquut onmneitn. OH 3HaUMIICS TipeaTesieM HOMep OIMH, IEPBbIM OCKBEPHUTENIEM
NapTURHON YncTOTHL. Bee manbHeimme npectyruieHnst npotus [laptum, mo0bie U3MeHbl, BpeIuTe lb-
CTBA, TIPE/IATENIbCTBA, YKJIOHEHH S — BCE 3TO OBLIO MPSIMBIM CJIE/ICTBUEM ero yueHus. OH Bce elre Obul
’KUB, CKPBIBAsICh HEBEIOMO TJI€ U MPOOJIKASI TUIECTH 3arOBOPBI: BO3MOKHO, T/Ie-TO 32 MOPEM, IO
3aIUTON CBOMX MHOCTPAHHBIX XO35IEB,  MOXET OBbITh — XOIWJIM U TaKUe CIyXH, — OH 3aTaujics Ha
Tepputopur camort OkeaHuwu.

VuHCTOHY crnaBwio rpyab. Beskuil pa3 nipu Buae [onmmreitHa ero oOypeBaiy CIOXHBIE U
MYYHTENbHBIE YyBCTBA. DTO OBLIO CyX0€ eBPEHCKOE JIMIIO B BEHUYMKE MYIIUCTHIX OEJIBIX BOJIOC U C KO3-
JIMHO¥ OOPOJIKOM — JIMIIO YMHOE U BMECTE C TeM KaKoe-TO TUTI0raBoe, TPOHYTOE CTapuecKUM Mapas-
MOM, C OYKaMH Ha KOHUYMKE JUIMHHOTO TOHKOTO HOca. B HEM BHENIOCH UTO-TO OBEUbE, U CaM ToJIoC
M3MEHHUKA TOXOWJI Ha OnesiHbe. [ onammTeiiH, Kak 0ObIYHO, MOIBEpraj NapTUHbIE JOKTPHUHBI S10-
BUTHIM HarlaJkaM — CTOJIb B3JJOPHBIM U HEJIETIBIM, UTO U PEOSHOK MOT MX PACKyCHTh, OHAKO JOCTa-
TOYHO yOeUTEbHBIM ISl ONIACEHU, UTO KTO-TO MEHee 3JpaBOMBICIISIINI MOKET Ha HUX TIOBECTHCh.
On nonocun Bonbinoro Bpara, oonuyan aukrarypy Iaptun, Tpe6oBan HEMeIJICHHO 3aKJII0YUTh MUP
¢ EBpasueii, mpusbiBa K cBOOOIE CJIOBa, CBOOO/E TeyaT, CBoOOIe cCoOpaHmii, CBOOO/Ie MBIC/IY, OH
MCTEpHUYECKH BOIUJI, YTO PEBOITIOIMIO TIpe/iasiv — U BCE STO CTPEMUTENIBHON CKOPOTOBOPKOMH CO CIIOK-
HBIMH COCTABHBIMHM CJIOBAaMHU, OYATO MapoOapysl MaHEPY MAaPTHUIHBIX OPATOPOB, BKIIIOYAS Jake CI0Ba
HOBOSI32, [1a B TAKMX KOJMYECTBAX, YTO HUKAKOMY MapTHiilly ObUIO 32 HUIM He yrHaThcs. B 310 Bpems,
oTMeTas JTIoOble COMHEHUsI B peajlbHOM Mooruieke cioB [onimreiina, Ha 3agHeM (oHe OECKOHEUHO
MapIIMPOBAIM KOJOHHBI €BPa3UIICKON apMMU: IIEPEeHTa 3a MIEPEeHrol KPsHKUCTBIX MYKYMH ¢ Oec-
CTPACTHBIMH a3MaTCKUMHU JiuIiaMu. OHU MPUOTMKATUCH K TOBEPXHOCTY SKpaHa ¥ UCUYe3alIH, YCTymas
MECTO CBOMM TOYHBIM KonusAM. bieromumii rosioc ['ongmireliHa HakJIapIBajics HA pPUTMUYHBIN TOMOT
COJIJATCKUX Carlor.

He nponwio u momvuny e HeHaBUCTH, a IOJIOBUHA 3pUTENIei yke He MOTIJIa CIepKUBATh SPOCT-
HBIX BO3MIacoB. HEeBHIHOCKMMO OBUIO BUAETH 9TO CAMOIOBOJIBHOE OBEYBE JIMIO M YKACAIOIIYI0 MOIIb
eBPa3UIICKON apMHHU 32 HUM, XOTsI M €3 TOro OHa TOJIBKO MBICJIb O caMoM [onjiiTeliHe BbI3bIBaja
HETIPOM3BOJIBHBIN CTpax U THeB. OH ObUI Kyaa Oosee MPUBBIYHBIM OOBbEKTOM HEHaBUCTH, YeM EBpa-
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3us wim Ocrasusi, MOCKONbKY, Korga OKkeaHusi BoeBasla C OHOW U3 HHX, TO OOBIKHOBEHHO 3aKJIIO-
yana mup ¢ apyrou. Kak Hu crpanHo, xots [onmmrelina HeHaBUAEU U MIPE3UPai BCe TOAPAT, U
KaX[bli IeHb 10 THICSTYE pa3 3a CYTKM — Ha TpUOYHAX, Ha TeJIeIKpaHaX, B ra3erax M KHUTAX — €ro
TEOPHUH OITPOBEPraiv, 'POMIIIN, BRICMEMBAJIH, Pa30UPaIH N0 KYCOUKaM, J0Ka3bIBasi MX TOJHEHIIYIO
HECOCTOSITEIbHOCTh, HECMOTPSI Ha BCE 3TO, €ro BIMsHUE, Ka3aloch, He ociadeBaso. Beerga Haxo-
JWJIMCh HOBBIE MPOCTO(IIIN, TOJBKO ¥ KAABIIME UACONIOrMYECcKoro coppaieHus. He nmpoxonuno u
IHS, YTOOBI MBICTIETIONUIMSA He pa3o0iiadasia MIMMOHOB U BPEeAUTEIICH, ISHCTBYIOIIHX I10 €ro YKa3Ke.
OH KOMaH/I0BaJI OTPOMHOM TEHEBOU apMUel, TIOATIONBHON CETHIO 3arOBOPIIUKOB, MOCTABUBIIMX ceOe
1eJIbI0 CBeprHyTh PexkxnM. OOBIYHO Ha HUX CChLTAIMCh Kak Ha BpartcTBo. A elle nepenaBasy HenoTom
WCTOPHH O KYTKOW KHHTe, COOpaHUM BCeX epeceid, KOTOPYIO HaIucall U TalHO pacripoctpansit ['on-
mmreiiH. Kaura He nverna Ha3BaHus. B peikux pasroBopax o Hel YHOMHMHAIU TPOCTO KaK O KHUTE.
Ho o Takux Bemmax MOKHO ObLJIO Y3HATh TOJIBKO MO HESICHBIM ClTyXaM. HUKTO U3 psiTOBBIX MapTHIALICB
cTapaJicsl He YIIOMHUHATh HU BpaTcTBO, HU KHUTY.

Ha BTopoii MUHYyTe HEHaBUCTh TIepelia B UCTepuio. JIIou BCKaKMBaIM ¢ MECT M KpUYAIU BO
BCE TOpJIO, CTapasiCh 3arIyIIUTh OAYPSIONIMIA ONEIONHUiA rojoc ¢ 9KpaHa. PrikeBaras cocenka YuH-
CTOHA pacKpacHesach M pa3zeBajia poT, CJIOBHO pblOa Ha cymie. [laxe Tsokenoe uio O’Bpaiiena modar-
poseno. OH cujen o4eHb MpsIMO, €ro MOLIHAS TPYyAb B3AbIMaJIach U COAPOrayiach, CJIOBHO IIPUHU-
Masi Ha ceOs1 mprOOKHYI0 BOMHY. TeMHOBOMOCAs EBYIIKA 32 CIMHOW YMHCTOHA Hayala KpUYarh:
«Conous! Cposnous! CBoJIOYB!» — BHE3AITHO CXBaTWJIa TSKENBIN CJIOBaph HOBOS3a U 3allyCTHIIA B
teneskpad. CioBapp Bpesaics [onamTeliHy B HOC M OTCKOYMJI; TOJIOC C 9KpaHa 3By4all BCE TaK ke
HEYMOJIUMO. YUHCTOH BAPYI OCO3HAJ, YTO TOXE BOIUT BMECTE CO BCEMU U SIPOCTHO JISITAET HOKKY
cryna. [IByxmunyTka HenaBuctr Obuia yXkacHa He TeM, YTO Thl 00OsI3aH UT'paTh CBOIO POJib, HATIPOTHB,
THI IPOCTO HE MOT' He TMOJIaThCsl 00IeMy HacTpolo. Yepes MoIMUHYTH ke He HyXKHO ObUIO TIPUTBO-
psTbest. CIIOBHO IEKTPUYECKUI pa3psill TOJMIY OXBATHIBAJIM CTPaX W THEB, UCCTYIUICHHOE XKeJlaHue
yOUBaTh, UCTA3aTh, KPYIIUTD JIUIA MOJIOTOM, U JIIOAW TIPOTHB BOJIH AEATUCH OYHHOIOMEIIAHHBIMH.
OpHako 3Ta ApOCTh OCTABAIACH OTBJICYEHHOW, HEMEPCOHATU3UPOBAHHON IMOIUEN, KOTOPYIO MOKHO
ObLJIO MEPEBOANTD C OMHOTO OOBEKTA Ha JPYTroM, Kak IulaMsl MasIbHOM jJaMnbl. Tak HeHaBHUCTh YUH-
CTOHA B KaKOW-TO MUT OKa3bIBaIach OOpallieHHOW BoBce He Ha [onmamTeiiHa, a HaoOopoT, Ha Bob-
woro bpara, Ha [laptrio u MbICJIENONMIMIO; B TAKME MOMEHTBI CEPILIE €TI0 TAHYJIOCh K OQUHOKOMY
OYEepHEHHOMY OTCTYITHUKY Ha 9KpaHe, IPU3HABAs B HEM €IMHCTBEHHOTO MOOOPHUKA MPAB/IbI U 3/1pa-
BOMBICITHS B MUpe JKU. OTHAKO B CIIAYIONINIA MUT YUHCTOH ObLT €JVH C JIIOILMH BOKPYT ce0sl, U BCe,
yT0 ropopwiu o l'onuireiiHe, Ka3aioch emy npaBioi. Torjga ero TailHasi HeNpUsI3Hb K Bosbiiomy
Bpary cmeHstiack oboxxanuem, U Bosnbimoii Bpar B3piMasicst Hao BceMu, Kak CKasia, peBpaiiasch B
HEYS3BMOT0, OECCTPAIITHOTO 3alIMTHUKA OT a3MaTCKUX opH, a ['onaimTeiiH, HecMOTps1 Ha BCIO CBOIO
M3OJIAIMIO, OECTIOMOIIIHOCTD U Ja’ke COMHEHHE B CAMOM €ro CYIIECTBOBAHHH, Ka3aJICsl KAKMM-TO 3710-
BEIIMM YapojieeM, KOTOPbIi MOT' OJJHO JIMILIb CHJION rOJI0Ca COKPYIIUTH LIENYI0 LIMBUIU3ALIUIO.

WHorna MoxHO ObUIO Aaxe 00paTUTh CBOIO HEHABUCTH BOJIEBBIM YCHIIMEM HA KOHKPETHBIN 00b-
eKT. BHe3anHo, IMKNM ycuiIieM, KakiuM OTpBIBAEIIIb TOJIOBY OT MOIYIIKHA BO BpeMsl KoIMapa, YUH-
CTOH CyMeJI IepeBecTH sipocTh ¢ ['oaiTeliHa Ha TEMHOBOJIOCYIO JIEBYILIKY TI03a/11 ce0sl. Y Hero nepej
71a3aMH 3aMeJIbKaJIi OTYETIIMBBIE TIPeKpacHble rajunionuHaimy. OH 3a0beT ee 10 CMEePTH Pe3MHOBOM
nyouHkoi. [TpuBskeT royioit K cTosdy U UCTHIKAET CTpesiaMu, Kak cBsitoro Cedactbsina. OBJazeer ero
¥ B MOMEHT opra3ma nepepesxert ri0Tky. C HeObIBaIOW SICHOCTBIO OH OCO3HAJI TPUYMHBI CBOSH HEHa-
BuctH. [Totomy 4TO OHa ObLIIa MOJIO/IA ¥ KpackBa U OTPUIIAjia CEKC, TOTOMY YTO OH XOTeJ Nepecnarh
C Hell M HUKOTJ]a He CMOKET 3TOTO CIeJIaTh, BE/Ib €€ MPEJIECTHYI0 TMOKYIO TaJIMIO, TAaK ¥ IPOCUBIIYIOCS
B 00BAThsI, OOHUMAJT TOJIKO KYTKUH aJIblid KYIIAK, arPECCUBHBI CUMBOJI HETOPOUHOCTH.

Henauctb nocruria anorest. ['onoc [onammreiina neperien B HACTosIIiee OBeube OnesiHbe, U Ha
MHUT €ro JIMIO 0O0EpHYIOCh OapaHbell MOpPIOW, KOTOpasl IJIABHO TepeTeKyia B (pUrypy eBpa3HiiCKoro
cosjara — O'POMHBIN U y)KacCHbII, OH HACTYyIaJl Ha 3pUTeJield, rpoxoya aBToMaTHOM ouepepio. Kasa-
JIOCh, OH CEIYac COCKOYHUT C 9KPaHa, TaK YTO HEKOTOPBIE B IIEPBOM psijly OTHPsAHY/IM nozaibiie. Ho
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TYT e pazfajics BCeoOIMi B3I0X oOneryeHnsi, Koraa BpaxaeoHas (purypa ycrynuia MecTo JIMILy
Bosnbioro Bpara — yepHOBO/IOCOMY, YEpPHOYCOMY, UCIIOJTHEHHOMY MOTYILIECTBA U 3arafJlOYHOrO CIIO-
KOICTBUS — J1a TAKOMY OTPOMHOMY, YTO OHO €/1Ba yMEIaJoCh Ha 3KpaHe. HUKTO He Mor pacciibl-
1maTh, yTo roBoput bonbimoii Bpar. Ckopee Bcero, JHIb HECKOIBKO OOOIPSIONIHX CIIOB, U3 TEX, YTO
MIPOM3HOCAT B IBUTY CPaXeHHs, — CAaMH TI0 ceOe HEBHSTHBIE, OHU BCENISUTM YBEPEHHOCTh yXKe TeM,
Y10 OBUIM MPOM3HECEHBI. 3aTeM Jmio Bonbinoro bpara BHOBb MOOIEKIIO, M HA €0 MECTe KUPHBIM
IpuTOM BO3HUKJIM TpH Jio3yHra [lapruu:

BOMHA - 9TO MUP
CBOBO/IA - 3TO PABCTBO
HE3HAHMUE - OTO CIJIA

JIuto Bosbioro Bpara erie nepxxaioch Ha 95KpaHe HECKOIBKO CEKYH/, CJIOBHO Obl €ro BO3JEH-
CTBUE HA YeJIOBEUECKUH I71a3 ObUIO CIIMIIKOM CHJIBHO, YTOOBI M3IMIAANThCSA cpasy. PrikeBaras xkeH-
IIMHA HABAJIWJIACh Ha CIIMHKY NEPEJHErO CTyJa, JIeTeya JAPOoXKalluM rojlocoM 4To-To Bpoae: «Cra-
CUTEJIb MOW!» — M MpocTepsia pyku K 3kpany. Ilocie yero cnpsrana Juno B JIaJIOHU, BEPOATHO,
3a00pMOTaB MOJIUTBY.

U tyT Bce coOpaBLIMecs MPUHSIUCh PUTMUYHO M HETOPOILIMBO CKAaHJMPOBATh HU3KUMHU I'OJIO-
camu: «bs — ba!.. bs — ba!..» — cHOBa 1 cHOBa, OUYEHb MEIUIEHHO, C IOJTMMH UHTEPBAJIaMU MEXIY
nepebiM «b3» 1 BTOpbIM. B 3TOM TS:XK€710M, MOHOTOHHOM TYyJI€ CJIBIIIAJIOCh YTO-TO A0 CTPAHHOCTU
JAMKAPCKOE, TAK YTO HEBOJILHO MPEJICTABIISAIICA TONOT OOCHIX HOT' M POKOT Ty3eMHbIX OapadaHoB. Illym
JJIWIICS C IOIMUHYTHIL. Jltoau Hepeiko npuberaiy K 3ToMy pedpeHy oT u30bITKa 4yBcTB. OTyacTH
OHM BOCXBAJISUTM MyAPOCTb U Besinure bosbioro bpara, Ho B Gosblieli cTeneHr HaMepeHHO BBOAWIN
ce0s1 B TpaHC, OlypMaHMBasi pPa3yM PUTMHYHBIM ITOBTOPOM. YMHCTOH NOYYBCTBOBAJI, KaK BHYTPU Y
Hero xonozeer. [IByXxMuHyTkr HeHaBuCTH 3acTaBisuiv ero nojjiaBarbes o0eMy noMenaTeabCTBy,
HO 3TO JIMKapckoe cka”aupoBaHue «bs — ba!.. bs — ba!» Bcerna Hanonuso ero yxacom. Pasyme-
€Tcs, OH IOBTOPSUI BMECTE CO BCEMM — IO-IPYTOMY HUKAaK. TaK BeJe]l MHCTUHKT: CKPBIBaTh CBOU
YyBCTBA, YIPaBJIATh MUMMKO, [IeJ1aTh Bce Kak Bce. Ho Ha 3TOT pa3 Oblia napa ceKyH[, Koraa OH MOr
Obl BbIIATh ceOsl BhIpa)KeHUEM [M1a3. M BOT Torjaa Ciiyyuioch HEUTO MpUMeUaTesIbHOe — €CJIM OHO U
BIIPaBJy CJIy4YHJIOCH.

B kakoii-to MmomeHT YuHcTOoH novimMan B3 O’bpaiiena. Tor yxe Bcran. OH CHAN OYKM U
coOupaJicsi CHOBA BOJAPY3UTh UX HA HOC CBOMM XapaKTepHbIM kecToM. Ho 3a 0110 CeKyH/1bl 10 3TOro
UX IJIa3a BCTPETWINCh, U YUHCTOH HOHSUI — J1a, NoHs1! — yro O’bpaiteH gyman Tak ke, Kak U OH caM.
Omn6ku ObITh He MOI10. CIOBHO MX CO3HAHMSI PACKPBLIUCh M MBIC/IY NEpe/IaBaICh U3 [V1a3 B IJla3a.

«51 ¢ Bamu, — cy10BHO Obl cka3ai emy O’bpaiieH. — §I noHuMarlo Baim yyBcTBa. I 3Hai0 Bce O
BallleM NIPe3pEHNH, HEHaBUCTH, oTBpaiieHnu. Ho He BonHyliTech, 1 Ha Ballen cTopoHe ! »

W 1yT %€ 3TOT Npodiieck paszyma norac, a o O’bpaiieHa cTano TakuM ke HeIPOHULIAEMBIM,
KaK U y OCTaJIbHbIX.

Bort 1 Bce, YUHCTOH cpa3y Havyaj COMHEBAThCs, IPOU3OLLIO JIM YTO-TO BooOuIe. Takue nHuu-
JEHTbl HUKOTJa HU K yeMy He BeJu. OHU TOJIBKO MOAJEPKUBATIA B HEM YOeKAeHUEe WM HAJEKAY,
yTo ObUIM U Jpyrue Bparu Ilaptuu, He TOJBKO OH OAMH. BO3MOXHO, UTO CIyXH O XMTPOCIUIETEH-
HBIX TIOJIOJBHBIX 3aTOBOPAaX MMEJM PEAJIbHYI0 OCHOBY — HE MCKJIIOUEHO, YTO BpaTcTBO M BlipaBIy
cymectBoBano! Henb3st ObUIO CKa3aTh ¢ YBEPEHHOCTbIO, HECMOTPsSI HA OECKOHEUHBIE apecThl, MPH-
3HaHUA U Ka3HHU, 4TO bparctBo — He npocto mud. MHornga YUHCTOH BEpUs B HETO, MHOTJA — HET.
CBujieTesibcTB He ObUIO, TOJNBKO Oeriible B3I/, KOTOPbE MOIVIM 3HAYUTh YTO YTOJHO WJIM BOBCE
HUYEro, OOpbIBKU UyXKUX pa3roBOpOB, HEPA30OPUMBBIE HAIMMCH HAa CTEHAaX TYaJeTOB — a €Ille Kak-
TO pa3 OH BUJIEJI, KaK BCTPETUJIMCh JBa HE3HAKOMIIA, U OJMH U3 HUX HEOOBIYHO ILIEBEJIbHYJ PYKOM,
CJIOBHO I10/1aB HEKUH 3HaK. OHU JIMIIb JOTaJKU: BIIOJIHE BO3ZMOXKHO, BCE 3TO EMY IIPOCTO ITPUBUE-
7ock. OH BepHYJICS B CBOI0 KaOMHKY, He cMesl B3NIsAHYTh Ha O’BbpaiieHa. YUHCTOH e/iBa JIn AOIyC-
KaJ1 BOBMOXXHOCTb 3aBsi3aTh C HUM 3HaKOMCTBO. Eciii Obl OH Jlake 3HaJl, Kak 3TO YCTPOUTb, OMac-
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HOCTb ObLJIa CIIMIIIKOM BeJMKa. [IBa yesoBeka OOMEHSIUCh IBYCMBICIICHHBIM B3IJISIIOM, JUTMBILIMMCS
CEKYyH]ly, MOXeT, JBe — U /10 ¢ KOHIIOM. Ho j1a’ke 3TO cTano 3aMeTHbIM COOBITHEM [JIs1 YeJIOBEKa,
BBIHYKJIEHHOTO )KUTb B OJJUIHOYECTBE.

VUHCTOH BCTperneHyJIcs U cell poBHee. [[)KUH B kelynke OyHTOBAT U BbI3BIBAT OTPBIKKY.

OH cHOBa BcMoTpeJics B cTpaHully. OKa3aaock, YTo MOKa OH OECIIOMOIIHO BUTAJI B BOCIIOMHU-
HaHUSIX, pyKa MPOIOKajia BHIBOOUTH CTPOUYKHM Kak Obl cama 1o cede. Tonmbko movepk yxe OblT He
MIPEXHUIN KOPSBBIA 1 HEYKJII0XKUK. [lepo pa3maimcTo CKOIb3KIIO M0 TIaIKoW Oymare, BBIBOAS KpyII-
HBIMH TIeYaTHHIMU OyKBaMHU:

II0JION BOJIBIIIOI'O BPATA
II0JION BOJIBIIIOI'O BPATA
II0JION BOJIBIIIOI'O BPATA
II0JION BOJIBIIIOI'O BPATA
II0JION BOJIBIIIOI'O BPATA

Pa3 3a pazom ofHO ¥ TO %€ — U BOT YK€ UCIKICAHO MOJICTPAHUIIBI.

VUHCTOHA 3aXJIeCTHY/Ia MaHuKa. AOCYypIHOe OIlyIleHUe, Beb IHEBHUK caM Mo cede ObLl He
MeHee OIaceH, YeM TH KOHKpeTHbIe cioBa. Ha MUT UM OB/ajieno kejaHue BhIpBaTh MCIMCAHHbIC
CTPaHUIIBI ¥ 3a0POCUTH BCIO CBOIO 3aTEI0.

OpHaKo OH 3TOTO HE cefall, MOCKOIbKY MOHUMAJT TIIETHOCTh TaKOro noctynka. He 6puto pas-
HUIIBI, HAITNCAJI OH WJIA HET «)IOJIOIU/I BOJIBIIOI'O BPATA». He ObU10 pa3HUIIBI U B TOM, CTAaHET JIU
OH JIaJibllle BeCTH JHEBHUK WM HeT. MbICIENONUIIUs Bce PaBHO ero rnoviMaet. OH U Tak yxke COBEp-
IIWT — Jake ecid Obl HUKOT/Ia He Kacasicsl iepoM Oymaru — abCOMIOTHOE MPECTYIIEHUE, COAepKaB-
iee B cede Bce ocTasbHble. MbiciedeoHus — Tak 3TO Ha3bIBAJIOCh. MbIC/ie(heTOHII0 HEBO3MOKHO
CKpbIBaTh BeYHO. MOKHO M3BOPAUMBATHCS JI0 TIOPHI 10 BpEMEHHU, Aaxe rolaMu, HO paHO UM TIO3THO
3a TOOOM MPUAYT.

[Tpuxonuiu Beeraa o HoYaM — B APYroe BpeMsi JTofieit He apecToBbiBas. Tedst pe3ko Oynuiy,
TPSIC/IU 32 TUIEYO0, CBETUIM (poHApeM B IJ1a3a, KpoBaTh 0OCTynaiu cypoBbie juia. [loutu HHUKorma
HUKOTO He Cyauid, o0 apecTax He cooOmanu. Jlioau nmpocro ucuesanu — Beeraa cpeau Houu. Toe
MMl YIQJISUTU U3 PEECTPOB, JII0ObIE 3aKCH O TBOUX JEUCTBUAX YHHUUTOXAIN, CAMO TBOE CYILIECTBOBA-
HUE OTPUIIAJIOCH M BCKOpe 3a0bIBAOCh. TeOs aHHYIMPOBAIH, CTUPAIU C JIULA 3eMJIM — OOHUM CJIO-
BOM, UCMApPSUIU, Kak 00 3TOM TOBOPUJIH.

WM Bapyr oBiaeso 4to-To BpOje UCTEPUKHU. YUHCTOH MIPUHSLICS CIIEIIHO NMUCATh HePSIILIN-
BbIM TIOYEPKOM:

MeHS1 3aCTpeiSIT MHE IJIeBaTh MEHsI 3aCTPeNsT C3aAU B IIeI0 MHE IUIeBaTh 00N OOBIIOro
Opara OHM BCeraa CTPEJSIoT C3a/M B IIel0 MHE TUIeBaTh 10101 OOJIbIIoro Opara. . .

OH OTKUHYJICSI HA CIIMHKY CTYJIa, 4yTh CTBIISCH ceOs, M OTIOKUI pyuKy. B ciemyrormii mur
OH HepBHO B3AporHy. CTydyanu B IBEpb.

Vxe! YUHCTOH cuesl TUXO, KaK MBIIIKA, B TIIETHOM HAaJeXAe, 4TO KTO Obl TaM HHU ObUI, OH
ceiiuac yiaer. Ho Het, cTyk nmoBTopusics. MemuTh B Takod cuTyauuu ObUIo Xyske Bcero. Cepaie
VYuHcroHa 6yxano, Kak 6apa®aH, HO JIMIIO B CUJTY JIOJTOW MPUBBIYKY OCTABAJIOCh MOYTH HEBO3MYTH-
MbIM. OH BCTaJT ¥ TSKEJIO HAMPABUIICS K JBEPU.
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As he put his hand to the door knob Winston saw that he had left the diary open on the table.
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER was written all over it, in letters almost big enough to be legible
across the room. It was an inconceivably stupid thing to have done. But, he realized, even in his panic
he had not wanted to smudge the creamy paper by shutting the book while the ink was wet.

He drew in his breath and opened the door. Instantly a warm wave of relief flowed through
him. A colourless, crushed looking woman, with wispy hair and a lined face, was standing outside.

“Oh, comrade,” she began in a dreary, whining sort of voice, “I thought I heard you come in.
Do you think you could come across and have a look at our kitchen sink? It’s got blocked up and —”

It was Mrs. Parsons, the wife of a neighbour on the same floor. (“Mrs.” was a word somewhat
discountenanced by the Party — you were supposed to call everyone “comrade” — but with some
women one used it instinctively.) She was a woman of about thirty, but looking much older. One
had the impression that there was dust in the creases of her face. Winston followed her down the
passage. These amateur repair jobs were an almost daily irritation. Victory Mansions were old flats,
built in 1930 or thereabouts, and were falling to pieces. The plaster flaked constantly from ceilings
and walls, the pipes burst in every hard frost, the roof leaked whenever there was snow, the heating
system was usually running at half steam when it was not closed down altogether from motives of
economy. Repairs, except what you could do for yourself, had to be sanctioned by remote committees
which were liable to hold up even the mending of a window pane for two years.

“Of course it’s only because Tom isn’t home,” said Mrs. Parsons vaguely.

The Parsons’ flat was bigger than Winston’s, and dingy in a different way. Everything had a
battered, trampled on look, as though the place had just been visited by some large violent animal.
Games impediments — hockey sticks, boxing gloves, a burst football, a pair of sweaty shorts turned
inside out — lay all over the floor, and on the table there was a litter of dirty dishes and dogeared
exercise books. On the walls were scarlet banners of the Youth League and the Spies, and a full-sized
poster of Big Brother. There was the usual boiled cabbage smell, common to the whole building, but
it was shot through by a sharper reek of sweat, which — one knew this at the first sniff, though it was
hard to say how — was the sweat of some person not present at the moment. In another room someone
with a comb and a piece of toilet paper was trying to keep tune with the military music which was
still issuing from the telescreen.

“It’s the children,” said Mrs. Parsons, casting a half apprehensive glance at the door. “They
haven’t been out today. And of course —”

She had a habit of breaking off her sentences in the middle. The kitchen sink was full nearly to
the brim with filthy greenish water which smelt worse than ever of cabbage. Winston knelt down and
examined the angle joint of the pipe. He hated using his hands, and he hated bending down, which
was always liable to start him coughing. Mrs. Parsons looked on helplessly.

“Of course if Tom was home, he’d put it right in a moment,” she said. “He loves anything like
that. He’s ever so good with his hands, Tom is.”

Parsons was Winston’s fellow employee at the Ministry of Truth. He was a fattish but active
man of paralysing stupidity, a mass of imbecile enthusiasms — one of those completely unquestioning,
devoted drudges on whom, more even than on the Thought Police, the stability of the Party depended.
At thirty five he had just been unwillingly evicted from the Youth League, and before graduating into
the Youth League he had managed to stay on in the Spies for a year beyond the statutory age. At the
Ministry he was employed in some subordinate post for which intelligence was not required, but on
the other hand he was a leading figure on the Sports Committee and all the other committees engaged
in organizing community hikes, spontaneous demonstrations, savings campaigns, and voluntary
activities generally. He would inform you with quiet pride, between whiffs of his pipe, that he had put
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in an appearance at the Community Centre every evening for the past four years. An overpowering
smell of sweat, a sort of unconscious testimony to the strenuousness of his life, followed him about
wherever he went, and even remained behind him after he had gone.

“Have you got a spanner?” said Winston, fiddling with the nut on the angle joint.

“A spanner,” said Mrs. Parsons, immediately becoming invertebrate. “I don’t know, I'm sure.
Perhaps the children —”

There was a trampling of boots and another blast on the comb as the children charged into the
living room. Mrs. Parsons brought the spanner. Winston let out the water and disgustedly removed
the clot of human hair that had blocked up the pipe. He cleaned his fingers as best he could in the
cold water from the tap and went back into the other room.

“Up with your hands!” yelled a savage voice.

A handsome, tough looking boy of nine had popped up from behind the table and was menacing
him with a toy automatic pistol, while his small sister, about two years younger, made the same
gesture with a fragment of wood. Both of them were dressed in the blue shorts, grey shirts, and red
neckerchiefs which were the uniform of the Spies. Winston raised his hands above his head, but with
an uneasy feeling, so vicious was the boy’s demeanour, that it was not altogether a game.

“You’re a traitor!” yelled the boy. “You’re a thought criminal! You're a Eurasian spy! I'll shoot
you, I'll vaporize you, I'll send you to the salt mines!”

Suddenly they were both leaping round him, shouting “Traitor!” and “Thought criminal!” the
little girl imitating her brother in every movement. It was somehow slightly frightening, like the
gambolling of tiger cubs which will soon grow up into man eaters. There was a sort of calculating
ferocity in the boy’s eye, a quite evident desire to hit or kick Winston and a consciousness of being
very nearly big enough to do so. It was a good job it was not a real pistol he was holding, Winston
thought.

Mrs. Parsons’ eyes flitted nervously from Winston to the children, and back again. In the better
light of the living room he noticed with interest that there actually was dust in the creases of her face.

“They do get so noisy,” she said. “They’re disappointed because they couldn’t go to see the
hanging, that’s what it is. 'm too busy to take them, and Tom won’t be back from work in time.”

“Why can’t we go and see the hanging?” roared the boy in his huge voice.

“Want to see the hanging! Want to see the hanging!” chanted the little girl, still capering round.

Some Eurasian prisoners, guilty of war crimes, were to be hanged in the Park that evening,
Winston remembered. This happened about once a month, and was a popular spectacle. Children
always clamoured to be taken to see it. He took his leave of Mrs. Parsons and made for the door. But
he had not gone six steps down the passage when something hit the back of his neck an agonizingly
painful blow. It was as though a red hot wire had been jabbed into him. He spun round just in time
to see Mrs. Parsons dragging her son back into the doorway while the boy pocketed a catapult.

“Goldstein!” bellowed the boy as the door closed on him.

But what most struck Winston was the look of helpless fright on the woman’s greyish face.

Back in the flat he stepped quickly past the telescreen and sat down at the table again, still
rubbing his neck. The music from the telescreen had stopped. Instead, a clipped military voice was
reading out, with a sort of brutal relish, a description of the armaments of the new Floating Fortress
which had just been anchored between Iceland and the Faroe Islands.

With those children, he thought, that wretched woman must lead a life of terror. Another year,
two years, and they would be watching her night and day for symptoms of unorthodoxy. Nearly all
children nowadays were horrible. What was worst of all was that by means of such organizations as
the Spies they were systematically turned into ungovernable little savages, and yet this produced in
them no tendency whatever to rebel against the discipline of the Party. On the contrary, they adored
the Party and everything connected with it. The songs, the processions, the banners, the hiking, the
drilling with dummy rifles, the yelling of slogans, the worship of Big Brother — it was all a sort
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of glorious game to them. All their ferocity was turned outwards, against the enemies of the State,
against foreigners, traitors, saboteurs, thought criminals. It was almost normal for people over thirty
to be frightened of their own children. And with good reason, for hardly a week passed in which the
Times did not carry a paragraph describing how some eavesdropping little sneak — “child hero” was
the phrase generally used — had overheard some compromising remark and denounced its parents
to the Thought Police.

The sting of the catapult bullet had worn off. He picked up his pen half heartedly, wondering
whether he could find something more to write in the diary. Suddenly he began thinking of O’Brien
again.

Years ago — how long was it? Seven years it must be — he had dreamed that he was walking
through a pitch dark room. And someone sitting to one side of him had said as he passed: “‘We shall
meet in the place where there is no darkness.’ It was said very quietly, almost casually — a statement,
not a command. He had walked on without pausing. What was curious was that at the time, in the
dream, the words had not made much impression on him. It was only later and by degrees that they
had seemed to take on significance. He could not now remember whether it was before or after having
the dream that he had seen O’Brien for the first time, nor could he remember when he had first
identified the voice as O’Brien’s. But at any rate the identification existed. It was O’Brien who had
spoken to him out of the dark.

Winston had never been able to feel sure — even after this morning’s flash of the eyes it was
still impossible to be sure whether O’Brien was a friend or an enemy. Nor did it even seem to
matter greatly. There was a link of understanding between them, more important than affection or
partisanship.

“We shall meet in the place where there is no darkness,” he had said.

Winston did not know what it meant, only that in some way or another it would come true.

The voice from the telescreen paused. A trumpet call, clear and beautiful, floated into the
stagnant air. The voice continued raspingly:

“Attention! Your attention, please! A newsflash has this moment arrived from the Malabar
front. Our forces in South India have won a glorious victory. I am authorized to say that the action we
are now reporting may well bring the war within measurable distance of its end. Here is the newsflash

2

Bad news coming, thought Winston. And sure enough, following on a gory description of
the annihilation of a Eurasian army, with stupendous figures of killed and prisoners, came the
announcement that, as from next week, the chocolate ration would be reduced from thirty grammes
to twenty.

Winston belched again. The gin was wearing off, leaving a deflated feeling. The telescreen —
perhaps to celebrate the victory, perhaps to drown the memory of the lost chocolate — crashed into
“Oceania, 'tis for thee”. You were supposed to stand to attention. However, in his present position
he was invisible.

“Oceania, 'tis for thee” gave way to lighter music. Winston walked over to the window, keeping
his back to the telescreen. The day was still cold and clear. Somewhere far away a rocket bomb
exploded with a dull, reverberating roar. About twenty or thirty of them a week were falling on
London at present.

Down in the street the wind flapped the torn poster to and fro, and the word INGSOC fitfully
appeared and vanished. Ingsoc. The sacred principles of Ingsoc.

Newspeak, doublethink, the mutability of the past. He felt as though he were wandering in
the forests of the sea bottom, lost in a monstrous world where he himself was the monster. He was
alone. The past was dead, the future was unimaginable. What certainty had he that a single human
creature now living was on his side? And what way of knowing that the dominion of the Party would
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not endure for ever? Like an answer, the three slogans on the white face of the Ministry of Truth
came back to him:

WAR IS PEACE
FREEDOM IS SLAVERY
IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH

He took a twenty five cent piece out of his pocket. There, too, in tiny clear lettering, the same
slogans were inscribed, and on the other face of the coin the head of Big Brother. Even from the
coin the eyes pursued you. On coins, on stamps, on the covers of books, on banners, on posters, and
on the wrappings of a cigarette packet — everywhere. Always the eyes watching you and the voice
enveloping you. Asleep or awake, working or eating, indoors or out of doors, in the bath or in bed —
no escape. Nothing was your own except the few cubic centimetres inside your skull.

The sun had shifted round, and the myriad windows of the Ministry of Truth, with the light
no longer shining on them, looked grim as the loopholes of a fortress. His heart quailed before the
enormous pyramidal shape. It was too strong, it could not be stormed. A thousand rocket bombs
would not batter it down. He wondered again for whom he was writing the diary. For the future, for
the past — for an age that might be imaginary. And in front of him there lay not death but annihilation.
The diary would be reduced to ashes and himself to vapour. Only the Thought Police would read
what he had written, before they wiped it out of existence and out of memory. How could you make
appeal to the future when not a trace of you, not even an anonymous word scribbled on a piece of
paper, could physically survive?

The telescreen struck fourteen. He must leave in ten minutes. He had to be back at work by
fourteen thirty.

Curiously, the chiming of the hour seemed to have put new heart into him. He was a lonely
ghost uttering a truth that nobody would ever hear. But so long as he uttered it, in some obscure
way the continuity was not broken. It was not by making yourself heard but by staying sane that you
carried on the human heritage. He went back to the table, dipped his pen, and wrote:

To the future or to the past, to a time when thought is free, when men are different from one
another and do not live alone — to a time when truth exists and what is done cannot be undone:

From the age of uniformity, from the age of solitude, from the age of Big Brother, from the
age of doublethink — greetings!

He was already dead, he reflected. It seemed to him that it was only now, when he had begun
to be able to formulate his thoughts, that he had taken the decisive step. The consequences of every
act are included in the act itself. He wrote:

Thoughtcrime does not entail death: thoughtcrime IS death.

Now he had recognized himself as a dead man it became important to stay alive as long as
possible. Two fingers of his right hand were inkstained. It was exactly the kind of detail that might
betray you. Some nosing zealot in the Ministry (a woman, probably: someone like the little sandy-
haired woman or the dark haired girl from the Fiction Department) might start wondering why he
had been writing during the lunch interval, why he had used an old fashioned pen, what he had been
writing — and then drop a hint in the appropriate quarter. He went to the bathroom and carefully
scrubbed the ink away with the gritty dark brown soap which rasped your skin like sandpaper and
was therefore well adapted for this purpose.

He put the diary away in the drawer. It was quite useless to think of hiding it, but he could at
least make sure whether or not its existence had been discovered. A hair laid across the page ends
was too obvious. With the tip of his finger he picked up an identifiable grain of whitish dust and
deposited it on the corner of the cover, where it was bound to be shaken off if the book was moved.
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BasiBimch 3a ABEpHYIO pyuKy, YMHCTOH OOpaTU/ BHUMAaHHUE Ha PACKPHITHIE CTPAHMIIBI JHEB-
HuKa Ha crore. «JIOJIOV BOJIBIIIOTO BPATA » NOBTOPSAIOCh Ha HUX CTOJBKO Pa3 U TAKUMH KPYTI-
HBIMU OyKBaMH, 4TO MOKHO OBUIO pa3risiieTh HAAIMKUCH Yepe3 BCIo KoMHaTy. HembicimMast Ty mocTs !
HecmoTps Ha maHMKy, OH MOHSUI, YTO HE XOUeT MavyKaTh KPEMOBYIO Oymary, 3aXJIONbIBasi TETPab,
Mpex/e YeM MPOCOXHYT YepHUJIA.

VUHCTOH B3/10XHYJ ¥ OTKPBLT 1Bepb. OOeryenre Teriol BOIHOM MPOKAaTUIIOCh IO BCEMY TedTy.
3a IBephIo CTOsIIa IOTPENAHHOTO BU/IA JKEHIIMHA, HEB3payuHasi, C )KUAKMMHU BCKJIOKOYEHHBIMU BOJIO-
CaMU 1 MOPUIMHHUCTBIM JIUIIOM.

— Ox, ToBapuIll, — 3aTsIHYJIa OHAa TOCKJIMBBIM TOJIOCOM, — S YCJIbIXajia, Bbl Bpode Joma. Bbl Obl
HE 3allUTM K HaM IIOCMOTPETh PaKOBUHY Ha KyxHe? OHa 3acopuiiach H...

Aro 6puta Muccuc Ilapconc, keHa cocena mo 3taxy. (ITaptus modemy-To He oOOpsiIa CIOBO
«MHCCHC» — TIOJIArajioch KO BCeM 00palaThCst «TOBAPUII», — HO HEKOTOPBIX JKEHIIIMH HA3bIBATh MHAUE
SI3BIK He TIOBOpavrBasics.) JKeHIuHa JIeT TpUALaTH, HO Ha BUJ ropaszo crapiie. Kaszanoce, B ee Mop-
[IMHAX Ha JIUIE 3aJIeIVia MMbUTh. YUHCTOH TOIIeN 3a Hell o kopuaopy. CrecapHasi caMoesITeIbHOCTb
cTaJsia eJjBa JIl He exXeJHeBHON Mopokoit. Ctapplii xuikomIuieke «[lobera» Bo3Benu rojax B Tpua-
[IAaTBIX — ¥ BECh OH yXke pa3BaimBaiics. C MOTONKA M CTEH MOCTOSHHO CHINANACh MITYKATypKa, TPYObI
JIOTIAJIACH MPU KaKI0OM KPEKOM MOpO3€, KphbIIlia TeKJIa BCIKUH pa3, Kak BbIMAAall CHET, a OTOIUICHUE
OOBIYHO PAOOTAJIO HA MOJIOBUHHOM JIaBJICHUH, €CJTH €T0 He OTKJIIOUAIA COBCEM U3 COOOPaKeHUH KO-
HomuH. Ecii TH HE MOT IOUMHHUTD YETO-TO CaM, TO MPUXOAMIIOCH KIAATh PACTIOPSIKEHHI HEYJIOBUMBIX
KOMUTETOB, KOTOpHIE 1a)ke C PEMOHTOM OKOHHOM paMbl MOIJIM TSIHYTh T10 /IBa TO/IA.

— 4 Bemp TOBKO MOTOMY, uTO TOM He JIoma, — mpodopmMoTasia mriccuc ITapcoHc.

Kgaprupa [lapcoHcoB Obla Oosbliie, YeM y YUHCTOHA, U YOOKECTBO €€ BBHIPAXAJIOCh MHAYE.
Bce Beru nmesnu norpenaHHbli, MTOOUTHIN BUI, Kak OyITO 3[€Ch TOIBKO YTO MOOBIBAJI KPYITHBIH 37100-
HBII 3Bepb. [10 BceMy Moy BaJIsSUIMCh CHOPTHBHBIE TPUHAMJIEKHOCTH — XOKKEHHbIE KITIOIIKH, OOK-
CepCKHe TIepuaTKH, JIOMHYBIIUI (hyTOOTbHBINA MsTU, BHIBEPHYTHIE HAU3HAHKY MOTHBIE IIOPTHI, — a Ha
CTOJIe TPOMO3JMIIACH TPsI3HASI TIOCY/IA Y 3aMBI3raHHBIE IKOJIbHBIE TeTpaau. Ha cTeHax anesnu 3HameHa
MononexHou ur ¥ iurv Pa3pe14uKkoB, ¥ BUCeS OJTHOpa3MepHbIi Tutakat bosbioro bpara. [Taxiio
31€Ch, KaK M BO BCEM JIOM€, BAPEHO! KaIyCTOM, HO IPUBBIYHBIN 3am1ax OTTEHsIa OCTpasi BOHb €JKOTO
M0Ta, KOTOPYIO OCTaBUJI TOciie ceOsi KTO-TO OTCYTCTBYIOIIMI B JaHHBI MOMeHT. Takue mogpoOHo-
CTH 10 HEU3BECTHOM MPUYMHE CTAHOBUJIMCH TIOHATHBI C IEPBOTO BIOXa. B coceHelr KOMHaTe KTO-TO
TpeIa KJIOYKOM TyaJIeTHOU OyMaru 1o 3yObsiM pacyecKd, HEYMeJIO TIObIIPhIBask BOGHHOW MY3bIKE,
MPOJOJIKABIIEN 3BYYaTh C TeJIEIKPaHa.

— 9710 nety, — ckazana muccuc [lapcoHc, OpocrB TPEeBOXKHBIN B3I HA 1Bepb. — OHU CerogHs
He ryJisuii. Y, KoHeYHo. ..

VY Hee ObUla IPUBBIUKA OOPHIBATh MPEJIOKEHUSI HA cepeqrHe. PakoBMHA Ha KyXHE TIOYTH JI0
KpaeB 3all0IHUIIACh IPSA3HOI 3€JIEHOBATOM BOJIOM, CMEPAEBLIEN XyXke KalyCThl. YUHCTOH OIYCTHIICS
Ha KOJIEHH U OCMOTpEJ YIJIOBYIO My(pTy Ha CIMBHOI TpyOe. OH TeprieTh He MOr padoTaTh pyKamH,
TEepIeTh He MOT HarmOaThCst — U BCeraa ot 3Toro Kanuisit. Muccuc [apcoHe crosiia psaom ¢ 6ecro-
MOIIHBIM BHJIOM.

— Bput 661 moma Tom, OH ObI BMUT TIPOYMCTHIL, — CKa3ayia oHa. — OH JTOOUT TaKUMU JeJlaMy
3aHMMaThCsl. MacTep Ha Bce pyKH.

[Mapconc, kak 1 YUHCTOH, padotan B MuUHHCTEpPCTBE MPaBabl. DTO ObUT MOJHBINA, HO HEYro-
MOHHBII MaJblid, TYTOH 10 HEBO3MOKHOCTH CTYCTOK KPETHHCKOTO 9HTYy3Ma3Ma — OJMH U3 Tex Oec-
MPEKOCIIOBHBIX MPEJaHHBIX TPYASr, Ha KOTOpbIX lapTus onupanach HajexHee, yeM Ha Mpicieno-
oo, ToNbKO B TpUALIATH MSATH OH C HEOXOTOM OCTaBWII psiibl MOJIOAEKHOM JIMTH, a 10 3TOTO
yMyzapuiicst TpoObITh B Pa3sBequukax Ha rof JOJIbIIE MOJIOKEHHOro. B MUHUCTEpCTBE OH 3aHUMAT

27



. Opyami. «1984»

KaKyl0-TO HE3HAYUTEJIBHYIO IOJKHOCTD, ISl KOTOPOU He TpeOoBaIOCh 0COO0T0 yMa, 3aTO CTaJl Bey-
uieit purypoii B CHOPTUBHOM KOMUTETE U B LIEJIOM PSIZIE JPYTUX CTPYKTYP JJ1s1 OpraHU3aliu Ty pIIo-
XOJIOB, CTUXMIHBIX JEMOHCTPAIMIA, KAMITAHWIA 110 SKOHOMUH U TIPOYUX JOOPOBOJILHBIX HAYMHAHUIA.
[NonbixuBasi TpyOKO#, OH He 0e3 TOPIOCTH COOOIIAT TOBAPHUINIAM, UTO BOT YK€ YeThIpe rofa, Kak oH
He TMpOIYyCTUJI HU ofiHoro Beuepa B LleHTpe nocyra. Ero Bcerma conpoBoxaan onypsIonIvid 3amax
T0Ta, SIBJISISICh HEBOJIbHBIM 3HAKOM YCEpPIHOM KU3HEAEATEIbHOCTH U €Il JOJITO BUTAs B IOMEILEHUN
naxe nocne yxoaa ITapconca.

— Y Bac ecTb raeyHblii KJito4? — CIpoCHJl YUHCTOH, TPOHYB FaliKy Ha MyTe.

—TNaeunsrit, — ckazana muccrc [TapcoHc, oOMsikas Ha ra3ax. — 51 qae He 3Ha. MOXeT, IETH. . .

Paznancsa Tonor, ouepeiHas Tpesb pacuecKy — M B KOMHATy BKaTWiMch aeTh. Muccuc [apconc
MIpUHECIIa TAeYHBIN KJTI0Y. YUHCTOH CITyCTHII BOLY M C OTBPAIIEHUEM M3BJIEK M3 TPYOBI KJIOK BOJIOC.
OH, Kak MOr, OTMbLUI HAJIBIIBI MOJT XOJIOJHOUN BOION U BEPHYJICS B IPYTYI0 KOMHATY.

— Pyku BBepx! — psBKHYJ CBUpENBII FOJIOC.

N3-3a cTona BHIHBIPHYJI CUMITATUYHBIA KPENbIL JIET IEBSATH, HACTaBJIsAsl HA HETO UIPYIICYHBIN
aBTOMATMYECKUI MUCTOJNET, a €r0 CECTPEHKA, MJIa/IIIe rojia Ha /iBa, HalpaBWila Ha YUHCTOHA Jiepe-
BaAKy. O6a ObutH O71eThl B (popMy Pa3BeqUUKOB: CMHHE HIOPTHI, Cepble pyOaIliky, KPacHbIe TaICTyKH.
YUHCTOH ¢ OECMOKOMCTBOM MOAHSUT PYKH HAJl TOJIOBOM — MaJIbUMK JepKajics Tak 3700HO, YTO 3TO
He OBUTO IMOXOKE Ha WIpy.

— Tol pepatens! — 3aBorm oH. — Meiciiedernion! Tl eBpasuiickuii mmuoH! S Teds 3acTpenio,
ucTapio, 51 Teds1 OTHPABIIIO B COJISTHBIC IIAXThI!

W onu 06a npuHSIIMCh CKaKaTh BOKPYT YUHCTOHA, Bepenia «[Ipenaresns!» u «Mebicnedenon!» —
JeBOYKA MIOBTOPSIa KaXkJ0e ABMKEHUE 32 OpaToM. TO HEMHOTO ITyTajio, Kak BO3HS TUIPAIT, KOTOpPBIE
CKOpO BBIPACTYT B JIIOAOEIOB. B m1azax Masnbunka BUIHEIACh KaKas-TO CBUpENasl pacueTIMBOCTb,
MIOYTH HEOJOJIMMOE KeJlaHUe YIApUTh YUHCTOHA U MOHMMaHKe TOT0, YTO OUYeHb CKOPO 3TO OyZIeT eMy
I10 CWJIaM. YHHCTOH NOyMaJl, Kak eMy [OBE3JI0, YTO y MajIbyMKa He HACTOSIINUN MHUCTOJIET.

Barsg muccuc IapcoHc HepBO3HO mepederay Mekay TocTeM W JeThbMH. B roctuHoi ObLIO
CBETJIEE, U OH C UHTEPECOM OTMETHJI, YTO B MOpIIIMHAX Ha €€ JIUIIE AEUCTBUTEIIBHO 3acea MbUIb.

— OHM YTO-TO pacuIyMeluch, — CKa3ajla oHa. — He moHpaBUJIOCh, YTO UX HE BO3bMYT Ha IOBe-
IIeHKe, BOT oyeMy. MHe ¢ HUMH Hekorjia, a ToM K ToMy BpeMeHH ellle He BepHETCsI ¢ padOTHI.

— IloueMy HaM HeJb3s MOCMOTPETH, KaK BEIIAIOT? — BO3MYILEHHO 3aBOIMJI MAJIbUUK.

— Xouy cMOTpeTh, Kak BemaloT! Xouy cCMOTpeTh, Kak BellaloT! — 3arojocuiia AeBOYKa, Mpo-
JOJIKasi CKaKaTh.

VYUHCTOH BCIIOMHMJI, YTO CETrOfIHs BeYepoM B MapKe OyayT MyOIMYHO BelIaTh €BPa3sUHCKUX
BOEHHBIX IIPECTYITHUKOB. TaKkoe 3pesnIHOoe MEPONPUSATHE YCTPauBaJIv IPUMEPHO pa3 B MecsLl. [etu
BEYHO MPOCUIIUCH cO B3pocibiMu. OH Bien ot muccuc [lapconc u HampaBmics K cede, HO He Mpo-
I11eJ1 110 KOPUIOPY U IIECTH IAaroB, KaK YTO-TO OOJIBHO YKAJIUIIO €ro ¢3a/1¢ B mmieio. CII0OBHO BOTKHYJIH
OOpBIBOK PACKaJICHHOW IMPOBOJIOKH. YMHCTOH Pe3K0 OOepHyJcs M yBujel, Kak muccuc [lapcoHc
3aTacKMBAET B JIBEPb CbIHA, IIPAYYIIErO B KApMaH pOraTkKy.

— Tonamrreiin! — 3a0pat MabUMK, Ucue3ast 3a ABEPBIO.

Bonbliie Bcero YUHCTOHA M3YMIJIO BBIpakeHHe OECITOMOIITHOTO CTpaxa Ha CEpOM JIUIIEe MaTepy.

BepHyBiuch k cede, OH ObBICTPO MPOIIET MUMO TeJledKpaHa M CHOBA CeJl 3a CTOJ, MOTUpast
meto. Mys3blka yxe He urpaja. Tenepb OTpbIBUCTBIN BOSHHBIN T'0JI0C, KPOBOKAJHO CMaKYsl TIOAPOOHO-
CTH, 3a4MTHIBAJI ONMCaHKE BOOPYKeHUI HOBOM [11aByueit KpenocTu, TOJIbKO YTO BCTABILEH HA SIKOPb
mexay Wcnanaveit u ®apepckumu ocTpoBamMu.

VUHCTOH nmogymal, 4YTO C TaKUMHU AETbMU 3Ta HECUYACTHAsl KEHIIMHA KHUBET B MOCTOSIHHOM
crpaxe. Enie roa-apyroii, 1 OHM HAUHYT CJIEUTD 32 HEN JHEM U HOUBIO, HOPOBS YIMUUTh XOTb B YEM-
HUOYp. Tenepb MoOUTH BCe OETH yKacHBL. XykKe BCEro, YTO C MOMOINBI0 TAKMX OpPraHU3alvi, Kak
Pa3Beunky, MX METOOMYHO MTPEBPAIIAIOT B HEOOY3JAHHBIX MAJICHbKUX AUKAPEH, HO Y HUX HE BO3HU-
KaeT jkeaHusi OyHTOBATh MPOTHUB NAPTUHHON AMCIUILTHHBL. Hanpotus, onn o6oxatot [Mapruio u Bee,
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YTO C Hel cBsi3aHo. [lecHu, mapaipl, 3HaMeHa, MOXO/Ibl, MyIITPa ¢ y4eOHBIMA BUHTOBKAMH, TPOMKHE
JIO3yHI'H, BocxBasieHue bonbioro bpara — Bce 910 UM npezcTapisercs 3axBarblBaoiend urpo. Mx
HATPABJIMBAIOT HAa Uy’KaKOB, Ha BparoB Pe:xxuma, Ha MHOCTpaHIIEB, NIpeiaTelield, BpeIuTeiei, MbICIie-
benonoB. [lyis monieit crapiiie TpUALIATH CTAJIO B TIOPSIJIKe BeIlel 00AThcsl COOCTBEHHBIX JieTel. U He
0e3 MPUUMHBI, Be[b MOYTH KAXIYI0 Heemo « TaiiMc» MyOIuKyeT 3aMeTKU, KaK OuepeTHON MeIKHiA
SI0ETHUK — «MaJICHbKHIA Tepoi», Kak UX OOBIYHO HA3BIBAIOT — I'PEJT JIOMA YIIIU U JOHEC Ha pOUTeIei
B MBIC/IETIONUIINIO, YCITBIIIAB MOI03PUTENIbHbIE BHICKA3bIBAHUSI.

Bonb B miee yxe yTuxia. YUHCTOH B35JT PyUKY CO CMEIIaHHBIMU YyBCTBAMHU, HE 3Hasl, CTOUT JIN
3aHECTU B IHEBHUK 4TO-TO ewe. Emy Ha ym Bapyr cHoBa nipuiten O’bpaiien.

Heckomnbko sieT Hazaa (CKOJIBKO K€ UMEHHO — JIET CeMb, MOoXanyi?) YUHCTOHY MPUCHUJIOCH,
YTO OH MJET M0 KOMHAaTe B KPOMENTHOW ThMe. M KTO-TO, CHIIEBIIMIA YyTh B CTOPOHE, TOBOPUT €MY:
«MBI BCTpETUMCSI TaM, TJie HET TEMHOTBI». TO ObLIO CKa3aHO COBCEM THXO, MIOYTU MEKAY JEIOM —
3aMevaHue, a He IPUKa3. YUHCTOH TOIIeN JaJibliie, He OCTAHOBHMBIIKCH. Kak HM CTpaHHO, BO CHE OH
HE MpUAajl 3HaYEeHHsI 3TUM cJioBaM. TOJIBKO CO BpeMeHeM, MOCTENIEHHO OHU CTaJId 0OpeTaTh CMBICIL.
OH He Mor Tenepb NPUIIOMHUTD, YBU/IEN JIU 3TOT COH JI0 WM Tocie 3HakoMcTBa ¢ O’BbpaiieHoM, Kak
HE MOT IIPUTIOMHUTD U KOTJa OH BIIEPBBIE PEIIWII, YTO CIIBIIIAT BO CHE UMEHHO ero rojoc. Tak wim
MHaYe TOJI0C OH 3TOT Ono3Hal. B TemHoTe K Hemy obparaics O’bparieH.

VUHCTOH HUKaK HEe MOT YSICHUTh — JaXe MoCie yTPeHHero oOMeHa B3IIsiIaMU — JIPYT WJIM Bpar
emy O’BpaiieH. Xots 310 Kak OyATO OBUIO HE TaK YX M BaXHO. MeXly HUIMU TPOMEIbKHYJIO TIOHH-
MaHue, 3HauMBIIee OOJIbIIe, YeM B3aMMHOE PACHIONIOKEHUE WM 3aTOBOPIIUIIKUM AyX.

«MBpI BCTpeTUMCS TaM, TJie HET TEMHOTBI», — TaK OH CKa3aJl.

VYUHCTOH HE TOHUMAJI, YTO 3TO 3HAYMT, — 3HAJ TOJIBKO, YTO CJIOBA U3 CHA TaK WM MHaYe cOy-
AyTCSl.

I'onoc ¢ Teneskpana npeppasics. B qyniHoM Bo3iyxe KOMHATHI pa3jaics 3ByK (paHdap, YUCTHIN
Y MpeKpacHbIi. ['010¢ IPOroBOPUIT CO CKPEKETOM:

«Buumanue! Tlporry BHuManusi! Tonbko 4TO mocTynuia cBoAKa-MoONHUS ¢ MaaGapckoro
¢ponTa. Hamm Boticka B IOxHO#M MHaum onepskanu Onectsiryio nmodemy. 1 ynmoaTHOMOYEH 3asiBUTh,
YTO HACTOSIIEE COOBITHE BITOJTHE MOXET MPUOIU3UTH 3aBepIlieHre BOWHBI B 0003pUMOM OYIyIIEM.
Ilepenaio cBOAKY HOBOCTEH. . . »

VYUHCTOH moAgyMalt, 4To HaJo KAaTh IJIOXUX U3BECTHI. V1 IefiCTBUTENTbHO: 32 KPOBABBIM OITHCA-
HHUEM pa3rpoMa eBpasuiCKON apMUH C KOJIOCCATIbHBIMU LIM(PaMu YOUTBHIX U B3ATHIX B I1JIEH MOCIIEHO0-
BaJIO OOBSBJIEHUE, YTO CO CIEAYIONIEeN HeJleJ HOpMa IOKOJIaJHOTO PAIiOHA COKPAIIAeTCs C TPH-
[[aTH TPAMMOB [0 IBA/ILIATH.

VYUHCTOH CHOBa pHIrHYJ. [[KUH TMOUYTH BBIBETPUJICS, OCTABJIsAs MOcie ceds 9yBCTBO IMOJAB-
nenHoctu. TeneskpaH paspaswiics rnecHell «Bo cimaBy TBow, OKeaHUsI» — TO JIM B YeCTh MOOSIbI,
TO JIX 4TOOBI OTBJIEUb JIIOJCH OT COKpAIeHHUs IIIOKOIAHOro maika. [lojaragoch BCTaTh MO CTOMKE
«CMHPHO», HO YWHCTOH HaXOQWJICSI BHE 30HBI BUAUMOCTH TEJIEIK paHa.

«Bo cnaBy TBOI0O, OKEeaHMs» CMEHMJIACh JIETKOW MY3bIKOW. YUHCTOH MOJOIIEN K OKHY, AE€PXkach
CIIMHOM K TeseaKpaHy. [leHb ObLT BCe TAKOM e XONOAHBIN U sICHBIN. [71e-To BAajieke ¢ IIIyXuM pac-
KaTHCTBIM IPOXOTOM B30pBajiach pakera. Ha JIoHOOH mx cOpacklBasii OT IBAJALATH 10 TPUALIATH B
HEeJeJTo.

Ha ynune Betep nmpomosokast Tperarh OTOPBaHHBIA Yrojl TUIakara, TO OTKPbIBasi, TO CKPbIBast
cioBo «AHI'COLl». Anrcor. CasillieHHbIE YCTOU AHICOIIA.

HoBosi3, iBoeMbICITHE, MTACTHYHOCTD IMPOIIUIOr0. YUHCTOH MOYYBCTBOBAJI cebst Tak, OyATO Ope-
JET 10 MOPCKOMY JHY uepe3 JieC BOJOPOCIeH, 3aTepsIBIIUCh B MOHCTPYO3HOM MHUpE, T/Ie M CaM OH —
MoHCTp. OH Obu1 ofuH. [pornoe — MepTBO, Oyayiiee — HeBooOpa3umMo. Kak oH Mor ObITh yBEpeH,
YTO Ha €ro CTOPOHE XOTh OJJHO YEJIOBEUECKOE CYIIECTBO U3 HbIHE KUBYIIUX ? M1 pa3sBe MOXHO 3HATh,
yto BiaapecTBo [laptun He Oyaer BeuHsIM? BMmecTo oTBeTa OH MPOUYUTAN TPH JIOYHIa Ha OeioM
(bacane MuHucrepcTBa npaB/ibl:
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BOMHA - 9TO MUP
CBOBO/IA - 3TO PABCTBO
HE3HAHMUE - O TO CIJIA

VUHCTOH AocTall U3 KapMaHa MOHETKY B J1Ba/ILATh MATh LIEHTOB. Ha Hell 3HaumIuch 1e ke Tpu
JIO3yHra, HaOpaHHbIe AKKypaTHBIM MEJIKUM LIPU(TOM, a Ha 00OPOTHON CTOpOHE — JHLO Bosbioro
Bpara. Jlaxe ¢ MOHeTHl 32 TOOOH HaOmoAanM 31U r1a3a. OHM ObUIM Be3/le: HA MOHETax, MapKax,
KHIKHBIX OOJIOXKKAX, Ha 3HAMEHaxX U IUlakaTaX, Ha CUTapeTHBIX Maykax. Thl Bcerja 4yyBCTBOBAJ Ha
ceOe B3IJIs] U CIIbIILIAJ BKpaIUMBBIN rojioc. Bo cHe 1 HasiBy, Ha paboTe U 3a /101, J0Ma U Ha YJIUILIE, B
BaHHOW U B [IOCTEJIM — HUKY/IA OT TOT0 He JeThcsl. He octaBaioch HUYEro cBOero, KpomMe HeCKOJIbKUX
KyOMYeCKHUX CAaHTMMETPOB BHYTPH YepErHON KOPOOKH.

CorHue y1uio, 1 MUpHabl OKOH MUHHUCTEPCTBA MTPaB/Ibl IEPECTAIM OTPAKaTh €ro CBET, HOTEM-
HeB, Kak OoiHMLIBI KperocTu. Cepre YUHCTOHA CKaloch MPU BUE UCTIONMHCKOW npaMuabl. OHa
CJIMILIKOM IIPOYHA, €€ He B3ATh ITypMOM. U Thicsua pakeT He CMOXET CPOBHSATH ee ¢ 3emuieil. OH
CHOBA 33 JyMaJICsl, paJii KOro MUIIeT JHeBHUK. Paiu Oyayiiero, paiy npouuioro — paau Beka, MOXeT,
uuib BooOpaxaemoro. [lepe HUM ke Masuniia He CMepThb, HO OeccileIHOe YHUUTOXEeHHe. [JHEBHUK
NIPEBPATUTCS B MEMeN, a caM OH MpocTo ucnapurcs. Ero ciaoBa mpourer Toabko MbICaenonuius,
MIPexk /e YeM CTepeTh UX C JIMLA 3eMJIU U U3 uctopuu. Kak MoxxHO oOpararscs K Oyayiiemy, Koraa ot
Te0s1 HE OCTAHETCs] HUKAKOro CJIe[ia B 9TOM MUpe, AaXe aHOHUMHBIX CJIOB, HallapallaHHbIX Ha KJIOYKe
Oymaru?

TenesxpaH podu1 yeTblpHaalaTh yacoB. Jlo BeIxozna aecsth MUHYT. OH JIOJKEH BEPHYThCS
Ha pa0oTy K YeThIpHA/ILATH TPUALIATH.

Boii yacoB, kak HU CTpaHHO, BEPHYJI €MY ITPUCYTCTBHUE AyXa. YUHCTOH ObLI OTMHOKUM MpU3pa-
KOM, M3PEKaBILIMM IpaBJy, KOTOPYIO HUKTO HUKOrAA He ycabliuuT. Ho Moka oH ee u3pekaer, CBs3b
BpPEMEH TaUHCTBEHHbIM 00pa3oM Mpojioikaercs. Thl Hecelllb B ce0e 4eIoBeYecKoe Hauyaslo He TOrja,
Korjga Teds CIIyIIaloT, a KOrjga Thl COXpaHsielllb sicHoe co3HaHue. OH BEpHYIICS K CTONY, OOMaKHYJI
Nepo B YEpPHUJIA U HAITUCAT:

Bynymemy niu npouuioMy, BpeMeHH, KOI/ia MbIC/Ib CBOOOHA, KOTAA JIOAU OTIMYAIOTCS JpyT
OT Apyra 1 He )KUBYT B OMMHOYKY — BpEMEHH, KOI/la CYIECTBYET IIPaB/a, U YTO CHAEJIAHO, TO CAEJIAHO:

3 Beka onMHAKOBBIX, U3 BEKa OAMHOYEK, U3 Beka Bonbioro bpata, u3 Beka ABOEMBICIHS —
MIPUBETCTBYIO TeOs1!

OH noaymad, yTo y:xe MepTB. EMy mokasasnock, 4To TOJIBKO cefiuac, Korjaa oH oOpest crocoo-
HOCTb (DOPMYJIMPOBaTh MBICH, OH nepecek uepty. [locnenctBust moOoro JeWCTBUs 3aKJIIOUYEHbI B
caMoM 3ToM JiericTBuM. OH Hanucas:

Meicnedpenonus He BiedeT 3a codoit cmepth: Mbiciedenonuss ECTb cvepts.

Tenepp, KOraa oH MpHU3HAI B cede MepTBELa, CTAJI0 BaXKHBIM OCTABAaThCS B KMBBIX KAK MOKHO
nonblie. [IBa naablia mpaBoi pyKH 3anavykainch yepHuiamu. Kak pa3 takas etanb 1 MOXET BblJATh.
Kaxoil-HuOyap BOCTPOHOCHI PEBHUTENIb B MUHUCTEPCTBE (CKOpEe BCEro, JKEeHIIMHA: XOTs Obl Ta
MaJIeHbKasl, pbhKeBaTast WM TEMHOBOJIOCAs U3 XYI0KECTBEHHOIO OT/IesIa) MOT 33/lyMaThbCs, IOYeMy
VUHCTOH nucai B 00e/IeHHBI NepephiB, MOUeMy MUCAJ CTAPOMOIHON PYYKOH, YTO OH Mucal — U
O0OMOJIBUTBCSI 00 3TOM B HY’KHOM MECTE€. YUHCTOH IOLIeN B BAaHHYIO M THIATEJIbHO OTMbUI YepHUJIA
3€pHUCTBIM OypbIM MBLJIOM, KOTOPOE TepJIO KOXKY, KaK Hask/JauHas Oymara, ¥ OTOMY XOPOIIO MOJ-
XOAWJIO J1s1 TAKOH 3aJa4H.

JIHEeBHUK OH yOpaul B UK. [IbITaThcsl KAK-TO CHIPATATh €ro OblJI0 OECCMBICIEHHO, HO OH MOT
XOTs1 OBl IPUHSATH MEPBI, YTOOBI 3AMETUTb, €CIIM TEeTpalb OOHApYykKaT. Bonoc Ha Kpato cTpaHuIbl ObLT
Obl ciuikoM oueBueH. OH ogo0OpasT KOHYMKOM IaJiblia €/1Ba 3aMETHYI0 OeJiecyIo MbUIMHKY U ToMe-
CTHJI Ha YroJl OOJIOXKKH, Tie OHa OyJeT MOKOUTHCS, MOKA AHEBHUK KTO-HUOY/b HE BO3bMET B PYKH.
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I

Winston was dreaming of his mother.

He must, he thought, have been ten or eleven years old when his mother had disappeared.
She was a tall, statuesque, rather silent woman with slow movements and magnificent fair hair. His
father he remembered more vaguely as dark and thin, dressed always in neat dark clothes (Winston
remembered especially the very thin soles of his father’s shoes) and wearing spectacles. The two of
them must evidently have been swallowed up in one of the first great purges of the fifties.

At this moment his mother was sitting in some place deep down beneath him, with his young
sister in her arms. He did not remember his sister at all, except as a tiny, feeble baby, always silent,
with large, watchful eyes. Both of them were looking up at him. They were down in some subterranean
place — the bottom of a well, for instance, or a very deep grave — but it was a place which, already
far below him, was itself moving downwards. They were in the saloon of a sinking ship, looking up
at him through the darkening water. There was still air in the saloon, they could still see him and he
them, but all the while they were sinking down, down into the green waters which in another moment
must hide them from sight for ever. He was out in the light and air while they were being sucked down
to death, and they were down there because he was up here. He knew it and they knew it, and he
could see the knowledge in their faces. There was no reproach either in their faces or in their hearts,
only the knowledge that they must die in order that he might remain alive, and that this was part of
the unavoidable order of things.

He could not remember what had happened, but he knew in his dream that in some way the
lives of his mother and his sister had been sacrificed to his own. It was one of those dreams which,
while retaining the characteristic dream scenery, are a continuation of one’s intellectual life, and in
which one becomes aware of facts and ideas which still seem new and valuable after one is awake.
The thing that now suddenly struck Winston was that his mother’s death, nearly thirty years ago, had
been tragic and sorrowful in a way that was no longer possible. Tragedy, he perceived, belonged to the
ancient time, to a time when there was still privacy, love, and friendship, and when the members of
a family stood by one another without needing to know the reason. His mother’s memory tore at his
heart because she had died loving him, when he was too young and selfish to love her in return, and
because somehow, he did not remember how, she had sacrificed herself to a conception of loyalty
that was private and unalterable. Such things, he saw, could not happen today. Today there were fear,
hatred, and pain, but no dignity of emotion, no deep or complex sorrows. All this he seemed to see
in the large eyes of his mother and his sister, looking up at him through the green water, hundreds
of fathoms down and still sinking.

Suddenly he was standing on short springy turf, on a summer evening when the slanting rays of
the sun gilded the ground. The landscape that he was looking at recurred so often in his dreams that
he was never fully certain whether or not he had seen it in the real world. In his waking thoughts he
called it the Golden Country. It was an old, rabbit bitten pasture, with a foot track wandering across
it and a molehill here and there. In the ragged hedge on the opposite side of the field the boughs of
the elm trees were swaying very faintly in the breeze, their leaves just stirring in dense masses like
women’s hair. Somewhere near at hand, though out of sight, there was a clear, slow moving stream
where dace were swimming in the pools under the willow trees.

The girl with dark hair was coming towards them across the field. With what seemed a single
movement she tore off her clothes and flung them disdainfully aside. Her body was white and
smooth, but it aroused no desire in him, indeed he barely looked at it. What overwhelmed him in that
instant was admiration for the gesture with which she had thrown her clothes aside. With its grace
and carelessness it seemed to annihilate a whole culture, a whole system of thought, as though Big
Brother and the Party and the Thought Police could all be swept into nothingness by a single splendid
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movement of the arm. That too was a gesture belonging to the ancient time. Winston woke up with
the word “Shakespeare” on his lips.

The telescreen was giving forth an ear splitting whistle which continued on the same note for
thirty seconds. It was nought seven fifteen, getting up time for office workers. Winston wrenched
his body out of bed — naked, for a member of the Outer Party received only 3,000 clothing coupons
annually, and a suit of pyjamas was 600 —and seized a dingy singlet and a pair of shorts that were lying
across a chair. The Physical Jerks would begin in three minutes. The next moment he was doubled up
by a violent coughing fit which nearly always attacked him soon after waking up. It emptied his lungs
so completely that he could only begin breathing again by lying on his back and taking a series of deep
gasps. His veins had swelled with the effort of the cough, and the varicose ulcer had started itching.

“Thirty to forty group!” yapped a piercing female voice. “Thirty to forty group! Take your
places, please. Thirties to forties!”

Winston sprang to attention in front of the telescreen, upon which the image of a youngish
woman, scrawny but muscular, dressed in tunic and gym shoes, had already appeared.

“Arms bending and stretching!” she rapped out. “Take your time by me. One, two, three, four!
One, two, three, four! Come on, comrades, put a bit of life into it! One, two, three four! One, two,
three, four!..”

The pain of the coughing fit had not quite driven out of Winston’s mind the impression made
by his dream, and the rhythmic movements of the exercise restored it somewhat. As he mechanically
shot his arms back and forth, wearing on his face the look of grim enjoyment which was considered
proper during the Physical Jerks, he was struggling to think his way backward into the dim period of
his early childhood. It was extraordinarily difficult. Beyond the late fifties everything faded. When
there were no external records that you could refer to, even the outline of your own life lost its
sharpness. You remembered huge events which had quite probably not happened, you remembered
the detail of incidents without being able to recapture their atmosphere, and there were long blank
periods to which you could assign nothing. Everything had been different then. Even the names of
countries, and their shapes on the map, had been different. Airstrip One, for instance, had not been
so called in those days: it had been called England or Britain, though London, he felt fairly certain,
had always been called London.

Winston could not definitely remember a time when his country had not been at war, but it was
evident that there had been a fairly long interval of peace during his childhood, because one of his
early memories was of an air raid which appeared to take everyone by surprise. Perhaps it was the
time when the atomic bomb had fallen on Colchester. He did not remember the raid itself, but he did
remember his father’s hand clutching his own as they hurried down, down, down into some place deep
in the earth, round and round a spiral staircase which rang under his feet and which finally so wearied
his legs that he began whimpering and they had to stop and rest. His mother, in her slow, dreamy
way, was following a long way behind them. She was carrying his baby sister — or perhaps it was only
a bundle of blankets that she was carrying: he was not certain whether his sister had been born then.
Finally they had emerged into a noisy, crowded place which he had realized to be a Tube station.

There were people sitting all over the stone flagged floor, and other people, packed tightly
together, were sitting on metal bunks, one above the other. Winston and his mother and father found
themselves a place on the floor, and near them an old man and an old woman were sitting side by
side on a bunk. The old man had on a decent dark suit and a black cloth cap pushed back from very
white hair: his face was scarlet and his eyes were blue and full of tears. He reeked of gin. It seemed
to breathe out of his skin in place of sweat, and one could have fancied that the tears welling from
his eyes were pure gin. But though slightly drunk he was also suffering under some grief that was
genuine and unbearable. In his childish way Winston grasped that some terrible thing, something that
was beyond forgiveness and could never be remedied, had just happened. It also seemed to him that
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he knew what it was. Someone whom the old man loved — a little granddaughter, perhaps — had been
killed. Every few minutes the old man kept repeating:

“We didn’t ought to ’ave trusted ’em. I said so, Ma, didn’t I? That’s what comes of trusting ’em.
I said so all along. We didn’t ought to ’ave trusted the buggers.”

But which buggers they didn’t ought to have trusted Winston could not now remember.

Since about that time, war had been literally continuous, though strictly speaking it had not
always been the same war. For several months during his childhood there had been confused street
fighting in London itself, some of which he remembered vividly. But to trace out the history of
the whole period, to say who was fighting whom at any given moment, would have been utterly
impossible, since no written record, and no spoken word, ever made mention of any other alignment
than the existing one. At this moment, for example, in 1984 (if it was 1984), Oceania was at war with
Eurasia and in alliance with Eastasia. In no public or private utterance was it ever admitted that the
three powers had at any time been grouped along different lines. Actually, as Winston well knew, it
was only four years since Oceania had been at war with Eastasia and in alliance with Eurasia. But
that was merely a piece of furtive knowledge which he happened to possess because his memory
was not satisfactorily under control. Officially the change of partners had never happened. Oceania
was at war with Eurasia: therefore Oceania had always been at war with Eurasia. The enemy of the
moment always represented absolute evil, and it followed that any past or future agreement with him
was impossible.

The frightening thing, he reflected for the ten thousandth time as he forced his shoulders
painfully backward (with hands on hips, they were gyrating their bodies from the waist, an exercise
that was supposed to be good for the back muscles) — the frightening thing was that it might all be
true. If the Party could thrust its hand into the past and say of this or that event, it never happened
— that, surely, was more terrifying than mere torture and death?

The Party said that Oceania had never been in alliance with Eurasia. He, Winston Smith, knew
that Oceania had been in alliance with Eurasia as short a time as four years ago. But where did that
knowledge exist? Only in his own consciousness, which in any case must soon be annihilated. And
if all others accepted the lie which the Party imposed — if all records told the same tale — then the
lie passed into history and became truth.

“Who controls the past,” ran the Party slogan, “controls the future: who controls the present
controls the past.”

And yet the past, though of its nature alterable, never had been altered. Whatever was true
now was true from everlasting to everlasting. It was quite simple. All that was needed was an
unending series of victories over your own memory. “Reality control”, they called it: in Newspeak,
“doublethink”.

“Stand easy! ” barked the instructress, a little more genially.

Winston sank his arms to his sides and slowly refilled his lungs with air. His mind slid
away into the labyrinthine world of doublethink. To know and not to know, to be conscious of
complete truthfulness while telling carefully constructed lies, to hold simultaneously two opinions
which cancelled out, knowing them to be contradictory and believing in both of them, to use logic
against logic, to repudiate morality while laying claim to it, to believe that democracy was impossible
and that the Party was the guardian of democracy, to forget whatever it was necessary to forget, then
to draw it back into memory again at the moment when it was needed, and then promptly to forget it
again: and above all, to apply the same process to the process itself. That was the ultimate subtlety:
consciously to induce unconsciousness, and then, once again, to become unconscious of the act of
hypnosis you had just performed. Even to understand the word “doublethink” involved the use of
doublethink.

The instructress had called them to attention again.
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“And now let’s see which of us can touch our toes!” she said enthusiastically. “Right over from
the hips, please, comrades. One, two! One, two!..”

Winston loathed this exercise, which sent shooting pains all the way from his heels to his
buttocks and often ended by bringing on another coughing fit. The half pleasant quality went out of
his meditations. The past, he reflected, had not merely been altered, it had been actually destroyed.
For how could you establish even the most obvious fact when there existed no record outside your
own memory? He tried to remember in what year he had first heard mention of Big Brother. He
thought it must have been at some time in the sixties, but it was impossible to be certain. In the Party
histories, of course, Big Brother figured as the leader and guardian of the Revolution since its very
earliest days. His exploits had been gradually pushed backwards in time until already they extended
into the fabulous world of the forties and the thirties, when the capitalists in their strange cylindrical
hats still rode through the streets of London in great gleaming motor cars or horse carriages with glass
sides. There was no knowing how much of this legend was true and how much invented. Winston
could not even remember at what date the Party itself had come into existence. He did not believe he
had ever heard the word Ingsoc before 1960, but it was possible that in its Oldspeak form — “English
Socialism”, that is to say — it had been current earlier. Everything melted into mist. Sometimes,
indeed, you could put your finger on a definite lie. It was not true, for example, as was claimed in
the Party history books, that the Party had invented aeroplanes. He remembered aeroplanes since his
earliest childhood. But you could prove nothing. There was never any evidence. Just once in his whole
life he had held in his hands unmistakable documentary proof of the falsification of an historical fact.
And on that occasion —
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».
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