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Part 1/ Yacrtn 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.

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.

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 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 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, 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.

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.

“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 i 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 i1 dont care down with big brother —

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.



I

Bbu1 anpenbcKuil 1eHb, SICHbINA U XOJIOIHBIN, U Yachl OTOMBAIN
TpuHaaaTh. YUHCTOH CMUT BXkajl MOAOOPOIOK B IPyab, MbITa-
SICb YKPBIThCS OT 3JI0T0 BETPa, U MPOCKOJIb3HYJI 32 CTEKJISIHHbIE
JBepu kmioro komruiekca «Ilobema», BIycTUB 3a coOOOW 3aBU-
TOK 3€pHUCTOM MbUIH.

B BecTuOI071€ MaxJio BapeHOM KaryCcTON U CTapbIMU ITOJIOBUKA-
Mmu. Ha nanbpHel cTeHe BUCeIT IIBETHOM IJIaKaT, HETTIOMEPHO OOJTb-
1Io#t 1151 momenienust. [1makar n3o0paxkan orpoMHOE JIUIIO, K-
pUHOM OOJiee MeTpa: MyKUMHA JIET COPOKa MATH, C TYCTHIMU Yep-
HBIMU ycamH, rpyOOBaTO-TpUBJIEKATEIbHBI. YUHCTOH Hampa-
BUJICA K siecTHulle. [Tpo nmudt Hedero ObuTo M MeuTaTh. [axke B
JydIliie BpeMeHa OH pellko padoTall, a cefvac B JIHEBHOE Bpe-
M IEKTPUYECTBO OTKJIIOYAIH. [IeCTBOBaII peKUM SKOHOMHHU B
npenaepun Henenu HenaBuctu. Jlo KBapTHUPBI OBLIO CEMB JIECT-
HUYHBIX MTPOJIETOB, 1 YUHCTOH C BAPUKO3HOM SI3BOM HaJ| MPABO
JIOIBIKKOU B CBOM TPUILIATH JEBSITH JIET MOJHUMAJICS MEJJIEHHO,
TO U JIeJIO OCTaHaBJIMBAsACh. Ha KaxkI0M 3Taxe cO CTeHbl HAIlPO-
TUB JU(PTA HA HEro MAIWICA TOT ke IyakaT. Ero crnenuanbHO
TaK pa3MecTHII, UTO, TJIe HU CTOH, I71a3a ycaya BCe PaBHO Oy1yT
cMoTpeTh Ha Te6s. Hammucs Buu3y riacuna: «BOJIbIIION BPAT
CMOTPUT 3A TOBOI».

B kBapTupe COYHBbIN rojoc 3a4uThiBasl IIUGPHI, KAK-TO CBS-
3aHHBIE C MPOU3BOJCTBOM UYyryHa. 3BYK pa3/iaBajics CIpaBa OT



BXOJla — U3 BJICJIAHHOW B CTEHY ITPOAOJITOBATON METAJIIIMYECKON
TIJTACTUHBI, ITOXO0KEW HA MIOMYTHEBIIEE 3€PKAJIO. YUHCTOH MOBEP-
HYJI Ha HeW py4KY, ¥ T0JI0C CTaJl TUIIIE, XOTS CJIOBA OCTAJIUCh Pa3-
JMYUMBIL. 3BYK TeJledKpaHa (Tak Ha3bIBAJIOCh YCTPOWCTBO) MOXK-
HO ObLJIO yOaBUTh, HO HE YOpaTh COBCEM. YHHCTOH MOJIOIIEN K
OKHY: HEBBICOKasl, IIyIuiasi (pUrypka, eme Oosee TIIEAyIIHAS B
CHHeM KOMOWHe30He, oTiau4aBiieM wieHoB [laptuu. Bomoch y
Hero ObUTH COBCEM CBETJIBIMU, Ha JIUIIE UT'PAJ IPUPOJHBINA pyMsi-
Hell, a KOoka 3arpy0esia OT XO35UCTBEHHOTO MbLJIa, TYIbIX OpHUT-
BEHHBIX JIE3BUI U 3UMHUX XOJIOIOB, TOJIbKO HEITABHO OTCTYIIMB-
IIKX.

BHemHuii Mup Jaxke CKBO3b 3aKPHITOE OKHO OTAABA XOJO-
nom. BHU3y, Ha ynuiie, MaJieHbKre CMepUu KPYy KU TbUTb U Oy-
MaskKHBIA Mycop. 1 X0Tst cBeTHII0 conHIle, a He0O OTIMBAJIO pe3-
KOW CMHEBOMH, BCe Ka3aJoCh KaKUM-TO OECIIBETHBIM, KPOME I0-
BCIO/ly pa3BelllaHHBbIX IJIAKAaTOB. Ycad B3Upal C KaXKIOro MpH-
METHOro yria — u ¢ (pacaga goma mnpsmo HarpotuB. «BOJIb-
IO BPAT CMOTPUT 3A TOBOM», — miacuna Haamucs, a
TEMHBIE [Jla3a CMOTpeS B JIMIO YUHCTOHY. Huke, Ha ypoBHe
YJIUIIBL, €1le OJVH IJIaKaT TpereTan Ha BeTPy OTOPBAaHHBIM Kpa-
€M, OTKpbIBasi ¥ 3aKpbiBasi enuHcTBeHHOE c1oBO: «kAHI'COLL». B
OTJIJIEHUH CKOJIB3WJI MEXAY KPBIILIAMU BEPTOJIET: 3aBUC HA MUT,
TOYHO TPYITHAsi MyXa, ¥ B3MbLI IIPOYb [0 KPUBOH. DTO MOTULIEH-
CKUH MaTpyJib 3arysAbBajl oM B okHa. Ho marpynu — epyHaa.
He 10 yTo MEICnenonuius.

3a cnvHOW YMHCTOHA TOJIOC € TeJIedKpaHa MpoAoiKan Oyo-



HUTb O UyryHe u nepesbinonHenun essaron Tpexierku. Tene-
9KpaH OJHOBPEMEHHO NepefaBal W MPUHUMAI MH(POPMALHMIO.
OH ynaBnuBas JIIOOOM 3BYK I'pOMYE THUXOTO IIENOTa, KOTOPBIA
u3gaBajl YUHCTOH. Bonee Toro, moka TOT HaXoAWJICS B MOJIE 3pe-
HUsI METATMYECKON TJIACTUHBI, €70 MOIJIM HE TOJILKO CJIbIIIATD,
HO 1 BuzieTh. KOHEUHO, HUKOT/Ia Hesb3s1 ObLIO CKa3aTh C yBEPEeH-
HOCTBIO, CIIe/ISIT 32 TOOOI B AaHHBI MOMEHT wiu HeT. Hukto
He 3HaJI, KaK 4acTo WJIM MO Kakoi cucteme MbIcienonuuus noj-
KJII0YaeTcsl K ero Kanaiy. PazymHee ObUIO CUMTaTh, YTO CIEAAT
32 BCEMHM U Bceraa. Tak win nHaue, K TBOEMY TeJIeIKPaHy MOr-
JIM TIOJKJTIOYUTHCS B JT000i MOMeHT. [Ipuxoansoch Tak xKHUTh —
Y Thl XKW1, CBBIKASIChb HA YPOBHE MHCTUHKTA C OLYIICHUEM, YTO
KaK/Iblid 3BYK B TBOEW KBAPTUPE CJIBIIIAT, a IBUKEHUE — BUJISAT,
0COOEHHO TIPH CBETe.

VHHCTOH CTOSUT CITUHOM K TesiedKpaHy. Tak OblJIo HajexKHee,
XOT$I OH XOPOILIO 3HAJI, YTO JIaXe CIIMHA BbIIAET YesloBeka. B ku-
JIOMETpe OT JoMa HaJ1 OOIIAPIIAaHHBIMU 3[AHUSIMU BBICUIIACh Oe-
Jast rpomMasia MuUHHCTEpPCTBA MPaBbl, MECTO ero padoTel. Bot
oH, JIoHOoH, — mogyMan YUHCTOH ¢ KaKOM-TO CMYTHOW Helpu-
SI3HBIO, — TJIaBHBIN ropof [lepBoii JIETHOM MOJIOCH, TPEThEN MO
HaceJIeHHOCTY npoBUHLIMKA Okeannn. OH nocrapajics MpUIOM-
HUTb, OOPATUBIIKCH MBICIISIMU K JIETCTBY, Bcera Jint JIOHI0H ObLT
TakuM. Bcernma nm Tak ke TSHYJIUCH BJIajlb BEPEHUIIB TPYIIOO
JeBSITHA/ILIATOTO BeKa: CTEHbI MOATNEPTH OpeBHAMU, OKHA 3aJia-
TaHbl KAPTOHOM, KPBIIIH — prchIICHBIM KeJie30M, a JAUKKe 3a00-
pbl MAJTMCATHUKOB KPEHSITCS BO BCe CTOPOHbI? Y mporajivHel OT



O6omOexeK, T/1e B BO3/IyXe KPYKUTCS U3BECTKA, a 0 Ipyam 00-
JIOMKOB PacIio3aeTcst KUIpeu; 1 6osee oOmpHbIe IyCTHIPH, TIe
OOMOBI PACUMCTUIIA MECTO ISl OTBPATUTEJIBHBIX CKOTUICHUI JI0-
IIaThIX XUOAPOK, MOXOKUX Ha KypsATHUKHU ? Ho ero crapanus Obl-
JIV THIETHBI, OH HE MOT BCIIOMHUTD U3 IETCTBA HUUETO KPOME sIp-
KX OOPBIBUCTHIX CIICH, BO3HUKABIIMX O3 BCAKOTO KOHTEKCTa U
10 OOJTBINIEH YaCTH HEBPA3yMUTEJIbHBIX.

MMHHCTEPCTBO MpaB/ibl — MUHUIPAB Ha HOBOSI3€ — pa3UTETb-
HO OTJIMYAJIOCh OT BCEro, YTO €ro OKPYyXkajio. ITO UCIIOIUHCKOE
MpaMUJIATIEHOE COOPYKEeHHUe, CUsIBIIee OeTbiM OETOHOM, B3/IbI-
MaJIoCh Teppaca 3a Teppacoi, Ha TPUCTAa METPOB BBBICh. YHUHCTO-
HY OBUIM BUJIHBI U3 OKHA KBAPTUPHI TpH Jio3yHra [lapTuu, BbUIO-
JKeHHbIe Ha OesioM pacajie 31eraHTHBIM IIPUTOM:

BOMHA - 9TO MHUP

CBOBOJIA - 9TO PABCTBO
HE3HAHMUE - 9TO CAJIA

MuHuUCTEPCTBO NPaB/bl HACUUTHIBAJIO, IO CIIyXaM, TPH THICS-
YM KOMHAT HaJl MOBEPXHOCTBIO 3€MJIA U CTOJIBKO K€ B «KOpPHE-
Boi1 cucrteme». Haj JIOHJOHOM BO3BBIIIATKCH €11E TPH COOPYKe-
HUS IONOOHOro BUa U pasMepa. OHM Tak SIBHO JOMUHHPOBAIU
HaJl OKPYXKaIOUIMM JIaHJIIA(TOM, YTO C KPBILIM KUJIKOMILIEKCA
«[Tobema» ObLIO BUIHO cpasy Bce YeThipe. B HUX pa3mernanuch
MUHHCTEPCTBA, COCTABJISIBIIME BECh PABUTEJILCTBEHHBIN armna-
pat. MMHUCTEPCTBO MPaB/ibl 3aHUMAJIOCh HOBOCTSIMU, JJOCYTOM,
00pa3oBaHUEM U U3SILIHBIMU UCKYCCTBaMU. MUHUCTEPCTBO MU-
pa 3aBeoBaI0 BOWHOW. MHUHHUCTEPCTBO JTIOOBH MOAAEPKUBATIO



3aKOH Y TOPSIAOK. A MHHHCTEPCTBO M300MIIMSI Pelajio BOIIPO-
Cbl 3KOHOMUKU. Ha HOBOsA3e OHM HasbiBanuch Mununpas, Mu-
HUMUP, MuHIWTI00 1 MUHU300.

MuHUCTEPCTBO JII0OBU BHYIIAIO CTPaxX. DTO ObLIO 31aHKe Oe3
OKOH. YMHCTOH OOXOIWJI €ro 3a MOJKUJIOMETpa M HHUKOIJa He
ObUT BHYTpH. Tyaa MycKaiu TOJNBKO MO O(pUITHATIEHOMY ey, a
BXOJ1 3allIMINATI0 XUTPOCIIETeHHE 3a00pOB C KOMI0Yed MPOBO-
JIOKOH, CTaJIbHBIX JIBEPEM M CKPBITHIX IyJleMEeTHbIX rHe3. laxe
YJIULIBL, TPAaHUYUBIIME ¢ MUHUCTEPCTBOM JIIOOBU, MATPYJIMPOBA-
Jla TOPIJUIONOA0OHAsE OXpaHa B YepHOi (hopMe, BOOpPYKEHHAs
CKJIaJHBIMU PE3MHOBBIMU J1yOMHKAMHU.

VYUHCTOH peluTesbHO OTBEpHYIICA OT okHa. OH npuja Jiu-
Iy BBIpaKEHUE TUXOTO ONTUMHU3MA, HAauOOJIee YMEeCTHOE Tiepelt
TEJIEIKPAHOM, U MPOILIEN Yepe3 KOMHATY Ha KPOXOTHYIO KYXHIO.
[ToKMHYB MHHUCTEPCTBO B OOEICHHBII MIEpEPHIB, OH MOKEPTBO-
BaJl [IOXO/IOM B CTOJIOBYIO, XOTSI 3HAJ, YTO JOMa HET e[lbl, KpO-
Me JIoMTsI Oyporo XJjieba, KOTOphId HaJl0 OCTaBUTh Ha 3aBTPakK.
VUHCTOH CHSUT ¢ TTONKHU OYTBUIKY OECIIBETHOM KUAKOCTH C MPO-
croii 6eoit atukeTkon: «IKWH ITOBEJIA». V3 ropibiiika rno-
BESJIO TOUTHOTBOPHBIM MACJISIHUCTBIM AYXOM, KaK OT KMTAalCKON
pucoBoid BoakU. OH HaJIWI MOYTH MOJHYIO YallKy, BHYTPEHHE
coOpaJics ¥ BBINUII 3aJIII0M, TOYHO JIEKapCTBO.

TyT e 1110 ero NOKpacHeNo, a U3 ria3 NoTeku ciesbl. Kak
Oy/TO OH TJIOTHYJI Q30THOW KHUCJIOTHI, a IO 3aThUIKY eMy BMa3a-
JIY pe3WHOBOM TyOMHKOU. B criemytomuili Mur, oiHaKo, kKeHue
B J)KMBOTE YJIETJIOCh, 1 MUP MOKA3aJICsl YUHCTOHY Oosiee pagocT-



HbIM. OH BBITSIHYJI CUTApETy U3 MATOM Mavku ¢ Haanucbio «CU-
['APETHI IIOBEJJA» v HE4YassHHO NOBEPHYJI €€ BEPTUKAJIBHO,
oTuero Tadak Bbichinascs Ha moji. Co cieayomei yaanoch crpa-
BUTbHCS JIydille. BepHYBIIMCh B TOCTUHYIO, YUHCTOH CeJ 3a CTO-
JIMK CJieBa OT TesedKpaHa. M3 BBIIBUKHOTO SIIIIUKA OH JOCTAN
NIEPhEBYIO PYUKY, ITy3bIPEK YEPHUI U TOJICTYIO TETPA b OOJIBIIO-
ro popmata ¢ KpaCHbIM KOPEIIKOM U OOJI0KKOM MOl Mpamop.

Teneskpan B €ro KBapTUpe pacrojiarajics I[OoYeMy-TO B
HECTaH/IAPTHOM MeCTe — He Ha TOPIIEBOM CTeHe, OTKY/1a ObLIIO Obl
BUJIHO BCIO KOMHATY, a Ha JJIMHHOM, HAanpoTuB okHa. COOKY OT
9KpaHa HaXOQWJIach HETTyOOKasl HUIIIA, 3aJlyMaHHasl, BEPOSITHO,
JUTsl KHYDKHBIX TIOJIOK — TaM M CUjieNl YUHCTOH. BkaBiuch B HU-
11y, OH CTAHOBWJICSI HEIOCSITaeM JJisl TeJIedKpaHa, Mo KpailHen
Mepe, Bu3yasibHO. Ero, pazymeercsi, ObLIO CITBIIIHO, HO HE BUJIHO,
TIOKa OH He MeHsUT nojyiokeHusi. OTyacTu HeoObIuHast reorpadust
KOMHAThI ¥ IOOy/IMJIa ero KOrjaa-To K ToMy, YeM OH COOMpasics
3aHATHCS.

Ho He B MeHbIIlell Mepe TOMYy CITOCOOCTBOBAJIA M cama TeT-
pajb, KOTOPYIO OH BBITAIIWII U3 AIMKA. By y Hee ObUT HEOObI-
YaiiHO KpacuBblid. Takoi rmagkoil KpeMoBor Oymaru, 4yTh IO-
JKEJITEeBIIe OT BPEMEHU, HE BBIIYCKAJIU ykKe JIET COPOK. YHH-
CTOH YyBCTBOBAJI TEM HE MEHEee, YTO BO3PACT ITOW TETPaau Ha-
MHOrO Oosibiiie. OH MPUMETHIT €€ B BUTPUHE I'PS3HOBATON JIABKU
CTapbeBINMKA TJIe-TO B pailoHe Tpymio0 (Iie UMEHHO, OH YKe He
TIOMHIJT) ¥ HEMEJJIEHHO 3aropeJicsi BCETOrJIOMAIOIINM KeTaH!-
eM 3anonyuuts ee. Ynenam [laptum He nosarajioch 3aX0IUTh B



OOBbIYHbIE Mara3uHbl (3TO HAa3bIBAJIOCh «OTOBAPUBATHCS HA CBO-
OOIHOM PBIHKE» ), HO ITPABUJIO YaCTEHHKO HAPYIIAIOCH, TOCKOJb-
Ky HEKOTOpBbIE BEUIH, TAKUE KaK IIHYPKU U OpUTBEHHBIE JIE3BU S,
HEBO3MOKHO ObLIIO pa3100bITh MHAUE. BRICTPO CKOJIb3HYB B3IVISA-
JOM T10 yJIMLE, YUHCTOH NPOLIMBITHYJI BHYTPb JIABKU U KYIUJI
TETpajpb 3a JBa C MOJIOBUHOW Joiiapa. Torna oH eme u caM He
3HaJ, JUIsl 4Yer0 OHA MOXET MOHAJOOUThCS. YUHCTOH IIPUHEC ee
J0MOii B optdere, 00ypeBaemblii 4yBCTBOM BUHBL. TeTpapb, Aa-
K€ YUCTasi, KOMIIPOMETUPOBAJa BlaJeibLA.

A cobupasicsi oH, COOCTBEHHO, BECTU JIHEBHHUK. DTO He Obl-
JIO 3apeleHo 3aKOHOM (ITPOCTO MOTOMY, YTO HUKAKMX 3aKOHOB
OoJblIIe HE CYIIECTBOBAJIO), HO €C/IM Obl TETpab OOHAPYKHUIIH,
TO YMHCTOH MOT MOIUIATUThCA KU3HBIO UM NOJIYYUTh KaK MH-
HUMYM JIBaJLaTh NATH JieT jJarepeid. OH Npuiagui K pydke me-
PO U OOJIU3HYJI €0 /1Sl BEPHOCTU. ApXauyecKoil epheBOi pyy-
KOW MaJjio KTO MOJIb30BAJICA Aaxe i NOANHUCeN, U OH MpUOO-
peI ee TallkoM U He 0e3 TpyAa, MPOCTO IO OIIYIIEHHIO, YTO Ipe-
KpacHasi KpeMoBasi Oymara 3aciTy’KMBaeT HACTOSIIETO Tepa, a He
HapanaHbsi XUMUYECKUM KapaHjaaiom. BooOiie-to YUHCTOH He
NPUBBIK IHcaTh OT pyku. He cunTas KOpOTEHbKMX 3allMCOK, OH
OOBIYHO BCE HA/IMKTOBBIBAJ B PEYENNC, YTO B JAHHOM Ciydae
ObLJ10, pazymeeTcs, HeBO3MOXHO. OH OOMaKHYJI IIepo B YepHIIA
u iome i1 ceKyHay. OT BOJTHEHus1 y Hero 3a0ypiIuio B )KUBOTE.
OcraBuTbh Ha Gymare ciieji — 3T0 peruuTesbHbI mar. OH BbIBe
MEJIKMM HEYKJIIO)KUM TTOYEPKOM:

4 anpens 1984 rona.



W Bempsvuicsa. v oBnageno orrymieHre MOJMHOW Oecro-
MornHocTH. [IJisi Havyanma oH Jaxe He ObUI yBEepeH, UTo cerldac
neivictButebHO 1984-i1. Bo BcsAKoM citydae, 4To-To OMU3KOE K
HEMY, MIOCKOJIbKY YUHCTOH MOYTHU HE COMHEBAJICS, YTO EMY TPH/I-
1aTh JEBATh, a poauicsa oH B 1944-m wim 45-M; HO Tenepb Ha
TMOOYI0 ATy MOXHO OBLJIO TOJIOKUTHCS JIUIIIL C TIOTPEITHOCTHIO
B apy JieT.

OH BApyr 3aaymaics, AJisi KOro BooOIe cooupacs mucarhb
naeBHUK ? [lnist Oymyiiero, Uist TeX, KTo elne He poauics. Ero pa-
3yM MOKPY:KWJI CEKYHAY HaJl COMHUTEJIbHOM JaTOW HAa CTPAHMIIE,
a 3aTeM HaTKHYJICS Ha CJIOBO U3 HOBOSI3a «JBOEMbIC/IUE». Briep-
Bble OH OCO3HAJI, Ha YTO 3aMaxHyJjcs. Kak MoxkHO oOpariarbcs
K Oyaymemy? DTo 1Mo camoil CBOeil MpHpoie HEBO3MOXKHO. JIu-
60 Oymyliiee CTaHEeT MOXOOUTh HAa HACTOSINEE, M TOTJa HUKTO HE
CTaHeT ero CJyIarh, TMO0 OHO OyJeT IPyruM, U HeB3rOIbl YUH-
CTOHA MOKXXYTCSI EMY UY:KbIMHU.

Kaxkoe-To BpeMsi OH cujien, Tyro ycTaBuBIIKCh Ha Oymary. Te-
JIedKpaH 3aurpaji OpaBypHYIO BOCHHYIO My3bIKy. UTO 3a epyH-
Jla: Ka3aJioCch, YUHCTOH HE TOJIBKO JIMIIUJICA CIIOCOOHOCTH K ca-
MOBBIPaXXEHUI0, HO M BOOOIIEe 3a0bL1, YTO HAMEPEBAJICS CKa3aTh
n3HavyaIbHO. HecKosIbKo Heellb OH TOTOBUJICSI K 9TOMY MOMEH-
Ty, U €My HU pa3y He MPHIUIO HA YM, YTO MOTpeOyeTcsl HeuTo
Oosbiliee, HeXeNu XpadpocTh. BecTr IHEBHUK — /1€J10 HEXUTPOE.
HyHO TONbKO NiepeHecTr Ha Oymary HeyMOJTKaeMblid OECITOKOM-
HBII MOHOJIOT, 3ByYallliii B TOJIOBE yKe He nepBbiil roa. OaHako
ke cerdac UccaK 1 MoHoor. K tomy ke Hectepnmmo 3a3ynena



BapuKo3Has s3Ba. OH He CMeJ moyecarh ee, MOTOMY YTO OT ITO-
To sI3Ba Beeria Bocnassiack. CeKyH/IbI IPOXOIUIIN OJHA 32 JIPY-
roi. OH He OCO3HABAJl HUYETO, KPOME IMyCTOM CTPAHUIIbI TIEPE]T
cO0OM, YECOTKU HaJ JIOABIKKOM, FaBKaHbsi BOGHHOW MY3bIKM U
JIETKOTO XMeJIsl OT JIKHHA.

BHe3arHO OH pUHSJICS CTPOYNTH, KaK B Opely, e/iBa IMOHU-
Masi, YT0 UIMEHHO nuieT. Ero Meskvid, o-1eTCK1 HePOBHBIM I10-
YepK BUXJISUUT BBEPX-BHU3 IO CTPaHUIIE, MOTEPSIB CIIepBa 3arjiaB-
Hble OYKBBI, 4 3aTEM U TOUKH:

4 anpensa 1984. Buepa cMoTpen KnHOKapThHBIL. Bee mpo Bou-
Hy. OgHa OYeHb Xoporias — Kak O0oMOWUIM KOpadib MOJHBINA
6exentieB rae-to B Cpeauzemuom. [1yOnuky Bechma 3a0aBiisi-
JIM KaJIpbl C OTPOMHBIM TOJICTSIKOM YTUTBIBAIOIIIAM OT BEpPTOJIeTa,
CIiepBa Thl BUJIEJT KaK OH TUIEIIETCS B BOJIE TOYHO PHIOWHA, 3aTeM
CMOTpeJI Ha HeTO Yepe3 MPHIIEIIbl BEPTOJIeTa, IIOTOM ero u3perie-
TWJIH Y/ ¥ MOPE BOKPYT CTaJIO PO3OBBIM U OH MOTPY3UJICS TaK
PE3KO CJIOBHO HAOPAJI BOIIBI Yepe3 paHbl, MyOIMKa KPUIUT U XO-
XOUET KOTJIa OH TOHET. TTOTOM ThI 3aMETHJI JIOJKY TIOJHYIO JIeTel
Y Kpy’Kalllui HaJl HEW BEPTOJIET. HA HOCY JIOAKU CUeSIa KeHIIU-
Ha CPEeIHUX JIeT BO3MOKHO €BperKa C TPeXJIeTHUM MaJlbuuKOM
Ha pyKax. peOeHOK KpHYaJI OT CTpaxa U MpsITal roJIOBy MEX]1y ee
TPyJeld CIIOBHO IBITAJICS 3aPHITHCSI BHYTPb A KEHIMHA OOHUMA-
JIa ero M YCIoKanBajia XOTsI caMa IOCHHEa OT CTpaxa, BCe BpeMs
NPUKPBIBAJIA €r0 KaK MOIJIa CJIIOBHO Aymalia 3alllUTUTh PyKamu
OT MyJIb. 3aTe€M BepTosieT cOpocui Ha HuX 20 KT 60MOy orpoMHast
BCTIBIIIKA ¥ JIOJIKA Pa3JieTeNIach B MIETKHU. TOTOM ObLT OTIMYHBIN



KaJIp C JIETCKOM PYKOM B3JIETAIOIIEH BBIIIE BBIIIIE BBIIIE MIPSMO
B BO3/YX JIOJDKHO OBITH BEPTOJIET CHUMAJ ee (PpOHTATBbHOM Ka-
MEpOii ¥ ¢ MAPTUIHBIX MECT MHOT'O alVIOAMPOBAJIM HO KEHIMHA
CHM3Y U3 PAAOB MPOJIOB BAPYI MOIHSJIA Xald U CTajla IIyMETh U
KpUYaTh YTO HE HAJ0 TAKOE MOKAa3blBaTh HE Nepej JETbMU UM
9TOTO HeJb3s1 He Tepe/t JeThMH 3TO TOKa MOJNIKMS He 3a0pasia ee
BBIBEJIA €€ HE lyMal0 YTO C HEW YTO-TO C/IEJIaJIM HUKOMY HET Jiesa
YTO TOBOPAT MPOJIbI TAIIMYHO MPOJICKas peaklysi OHU HUKOTJA. . .

YHHCTOH nepecrain nucarb OTY4aCTH OT cra3Ma B pyke. OH He
3HaJI, 3a4eM BBIIJICCHYJI TAKON MOTOK Oenmbepabl. Ho nHTEepec-
HbIM (DAKT: TTOKA OH MUCAJ, y HETO B YME MPOSIBUIIOCh COBEPIIICH-
HO ApYyroe BOCIIOMMHAHUE, U TaK ICHO 0(pOPMUJIOCH, UYTO XOTh
Oepu u 3anmceiBail. OH Tenepb MOHSJI, YTO KaK pa3 3TO MPOUC-
IIECTBUE Y TIOOYAWIIO €ro TaK HeOXHAHHO TIONTH JOMOU U Ha-
YaTh IHEBHUK UMEHHO CETOfIHS.

OHO npou301I0 yTPOM B MUHUCTEPCTBE, €CIIU CJIOBO «IIPO-
U30IIIO» BOOOIIE MPUMEHUMO K YeMY-TO CTOJIb TYMAaHHOMY.

Bbi10 nouTH ogMHHAAIATE HOJIB-HOJb, U B OT/ENe T0OKYMEH-
TalyH, rae padoTan YUHCTOH, BHITACKMBAJIM CTYJIbsI U3 KAOMHOK
Y PACCTaBJISIM MOCEPE/IMHE XOJUIa HAITPOTUB OOJIBIIIOTO IKpaHa,
roToBACh K [IByxmuHyTKe HeHaBuCTH. YUHCTOH Kak pa3 3aHHU-
MaJl CBO€ MECTO B OJHOM W3 CPEJHMX PAHOB, KOIAAa HEOXKUJAH-
HO TOSIBUJIMCH [1BA YEJIOBEKA — MX JIMIIA ObTM €My 3HaKOMbI, HO
Y TOJBKO. [IeBylIKa MOCTOSHHO BCTpevyaslach €My B KOpHUIOpaXx.
YUHCTOH He 3Ha ee UMeHH, HO ObUI B Kypce, YTO OHa padoTaer
B XyIOXECTBEHHOM otese. EMy ciydanoce BUIETH €€ C raed-



HBIM KJIIOYOM M 3aMacjI€HHBIMU PyKaMH, TaK 4TO MPELNONOKH-
TEJTbHO JEBYIIKA YUCIAIACh MEXAHMKOM IO OOCITYKMBAHHIO OfI-
HOM M3 POMaHHbIX MalvH. Ha BUJ JIeT aBaguatu ceMu, BOJIOChI
T'YCThIE, JIMLIO B BECHYIIIKAX, JAE€PKaJach OHA 3aHOCUMBO, a JBU-
rajach MPOBOPHO U MO-CIIOPTUBHOMY. Tasnio KOMOMHE30Ha Iie-
pexBaTbhiBajl HECKOJIBKO pa3 Y3KMid ajlblid KyIIaK, MOJYepKUBas
KpyThie Oefpa, — 3HaK MOJIOAIC)KHOM JIMTH AHTHUCEKC. YUHCTOH
3Ty JIEBYILIKY cpa3y HeB3moOu1. M on nonuman nouemy. OT Hee
TaK U BESUIO IyXOM XOKKEWHBIX MOJIEN, KyaHUi B JIEJSIHOU BO-
Jie, TYPIIOXOJOB U OOIIel He3aMyTHEHHOCThI0 co3HaHus. OH B
NPUHIIMIIE HEeAOMOOMMBAN KEeHIIIMH, OCOOEHHO MOJIOIBIX U XO-
poreHbKUX. VIMEHHO JKEHIIMHBI — U NIPEKAE BCETO IOHBIE — CTa-
JI1 CaMbIMU PEBHOCTHBIMU IIpUBepkeHaMu Ilaptuu, oHn kumm
JIO3yHTaMH Y BCETJa TOTOBBI ObUTH HIMTMOHNUTH M BBIHIOXUBATD OT-
crynHukoB. Ho 3Ta eByliika BbI3bIBaIa OLIYIIEHME OCOOSHHOM
onacHocTi. OMH pa3, pa3MUHYBIIXCh B KOPUZOPE, OHA UCKOCA
B3IVISTHYJIa HA HEro, Kak HO’KOM IOJIOCHYJIA, ¥ €T0 BAPYT poOpat
JMIIKUIA yxkac. EMy nake nogymanoch, YTO OHa MOKET CITYKUTb
areHToM MBIcTenonuiuu. X0Ts, CIeI0BaJIO MPU3HATh, 3TO ObLIO
MaJIoBepoATHO. U Bce ke BCAKUM pa3 IIPU BCTPEYE OH UCIIBITHI-
BaJl 0€30TUETHOE BOJIHEHUE C IMPUMECHIO CTpaxa M BpaxaeOHO-
CTH.

Bropeim u3 Bomemmwmx Obut O’BpaiieH, wieH BHyTpeHHei
[TapTin, 3aHMMAaBIIMI HACTOJIBKO BBICOKYIO U YAAJIEHHYIO JOJIK-
HOCTb, YTO YWHCTOH UMEJI O HEN CaMO€ CMYTHOE IPE/ICTABJIEHHE.
Kak Tonbko s1oaM, paccTaBisiBIIME CTY/bs, 3aMETUJIM YEPHBIN



KOMOMHEe30H wieHa Bayrpennei [laptum, Bce cpa3zy MpUTHXIIH.
O’BpaiieH ObLT MOIIHBIM, JOPOTHBIM MYKYMHOM C TOJICTOM Ieei
U rpyObIM HACMEILIMBBIM JTULIOM. HecMOTpsi Ha Tpo3HYI0 BHEIII-
HOCTb, €My ObUIO TpucCyIille cBoeoOpa3Hoe odasHue. OH umen
MIPUBBIYKY TOIPABJISATH HA HOCY OYKH, ¥ 9TOT HEOKUAAHHO 00€3-
OpPYKMBAIOIIMM KECT MPUIABAJ1 €My, CTPAaHHO CKa3aTb, HEUYTO
HEYJIOBUMO MHTEJIMTeHTHOEe. Takas xapakTepHas MaHepa MOor-
JIa BBI3BATh ACCOIMAIMIO (€CITM KTO-TO ellle MOMHUJ MOoJ00HbIe
00pasbl) C TBOPSHUHOM BOCEMHAIIATOTO BeKa, Mpe/iaraoiim
cBoio Tabakepky. YunctoH Buaen O’bpaiiena, moxanyi, ¢ aecs-
TOK Pa3 3a CTOJIBKO k€ JieT. OH UCHBITHIBAI K HEMY CUMIIATHIO,
Y HE TOJIbKO M3-3a BOJHYIOLIETO KOHTPACTa MEXAY yUTHUBBIMHU
MaHepaMH | TeJIoCIokeHueM OoKcepa. B Gosbineit crerieHn 31o
OOBSCHSIIOCh TAWHBIM YOEXKJIEHHEM — Jlake He yOekKIeHUEeM, a
JIMILIb HAJIEXKJOM, — YTO MOJIUTHUYECKas IpaBoBepHOCTh O’bpaii-
eHa He Obl1a Oe3ynpevyHoil. YTo-To B ero Jimiie HaBOAWIIO Ha Io-
JOOHBIE MBICTH. XOT$I, BO3MOXHO, YTO OHO BBIPAXAaJIO HE HEMIO0-
crarok BepHoctH Ilaptum, a mpocto uHTesuiekT. Tak win nHaue
O’bpaiieH npou3BOaXJ BIIEUYATIIEHUE YEJIOBEKA, C KOTOPbIM €CTh
0 YeM MOTOBOPUTb, €CIIU Obl KAKUM-TO 00Pa30M yAAJIOCh OCTATh-
Csl C HUM Hae[lMHE U MEePEXUTPUTh TeJeIKpaH. YUHCTOH HU Pa-
3y HE MBITAJICS POBEPUTH CBOIO JOTAIKY, [1a Y HEro U He Obl-
JI0 Takor Bo3MoxxHOcTH. Cenvac ke O’bpaiieH B3IISHYJI Ha Ha-
PYYHBIE Yachl, YBUJIEJ, YTO YK€ MOYTU OOMHHAIIATh, U TIO BCEN
BUAMMOCTH pelni octatbesi B OTaesne TOKyMEHTaluu 10 OKOH-
yanus JIByxmuHyTkr HenaBuctu. OH cen B TOM ke psgy, 4TO



Y YUHCTOH, yepe3 napy CUJAEHU OT Hero. Mex 1y HUMU pacro-
JIOKMWJIACh MaJIeHbKas pblKeBarasi KEeHIIMHA, KOTOPasi TPYIUIach
B coce/iHel ¢ YUHCTOHOM KaOuHKe. TeMHOBoJIOcast IeBYIIKa ce-
JIa psIMO 32 HUM.

Bonbl110ii TeneakpaH Ha TOPLIEBOU CTEHE U3/1al XKYTKUI CKpe-
JKEIYIMK PEeB, CJIOBHO YyJOBMIIIHAS MalllMHA BAPYT Hayaja pa-
60T1aTh 63 cMazku. OT 3TOro 3ByKa JIOMUJIO 3yObl M BOJIOCHI BCTa-
BaJIM Ha 3arpuBKe. HeHaBUCTh Hauasace.

Ha skpane, kak 00bIYHO, BOZHUKJIO JH1I0 DMManyuia [omnj-
mrerHa, Bpara Hapona. B 3purensckux psgax 3amumkaid. Pei-
’KeBarasl KEeHILMHA B3BU3rHYJIA OT cTpaxa W oTBpaiieHus. ['on-
JIITedH ObUT U3MEHHUKOM U OTCTYITHUKOM, KOTOPbIA KOrJa-ToO
JABHBIM-JIAaBHO (HACKOJIbKO UMEHHO JAaBHO, HUKTO TOJIKOM He
MOMHWI) YUCAWICS B npeasoautesnsax [lapruu, 4yTh v He Ha-
paBHe ¢ camuM bosbiim Bpatom, a moTom yaapuicst B KOHTP-
PEBOITIONHIO, ObLUT MPUTOBOPEH K CMEPTU Y TAMHCTBEHHBIM 00pa-
30M coexai, ucues. [Iporpamma JIyxmunytku HeHaBucTy kax-
JbIM IEHb MEHSJIaCh, HO Ha MEPBBIM TUIaH BCErAa BbIXxoaw L omn-
mrrerdd. OH 3HaYWICA MpeaTesieM HoMep OJIMH, IEPBbIM OCKBEP-
HUTEJIEM NAPTUMHOM YMCTOTHI. Bee gasipHenme npectyieHus
nporuB [laptuu, moObie U3MEHBI, BpeAUTEIbCTBA, MPeAaTesib-
CTBa, YKJIOHEHHUSI — BCE ITO OBUIO MPSIMBIM CJIE/ICTBHEM €T0 yJe-
Hus. OH Bce ernie ObLT XKKB, CKPBIBAsICh HEBEJJOMO TJIe U MPOJOI-
’Kasi IJIECTU 3aroBOPbL: BOZMOKHO, [E-TO 32 MOPEM, I0]] 3alll1-
TON CBOMX MHOCTPAHHBIX XO351eB, 2 MOXKET OBbITh — XOUJIM U Ta-
KM€ CITyXH, — OH 3aTaWJjICsl HAa TeppUTOpUH caMorl OKeaHuu.



YuHcToHy cnaBuiio rpyab. Beskuid pa3 npu Bune [onguirei-
Ha ero oOypeBaJIv CIIOKHbBIC U MyYUTESIbHbIE YYBCTBA. DTO ObI-
JIO CyXO€ €BPEMCKOe JTUI0 B BEHYMKE MYIIUCTHIX OeJIbIX BOJIOC U
C KO3JIMHOM OOPOIKOM — JIUII0 YMHOE U BMECTE C TeM KaKOe-TO
IUTIOTaBOE, TPOHYTOE CTAPUYECKMM Mapa3MoM, C OUKaMHU Ha KOH-
YUKe JJIMHHOTO TOHKOTo HOca. B HEM BUIENIOCh U4TO-TO OBEYbe,
¥ caM T0JIOC U3MEHHUKA TIOXOWI Ha OJiestHbe. [ onamTeiis, Kak
OOBIYHO, MO/IBEPraJl MapTHITHBIE IOKTPUHBI sIJIOBUTHIM HallaIKaM
— CTOJIb B3JIOPHBIM U HEJIETIBIM, UTO ¥ peOEHOK MOT X PACKYCUTb,
OJIHAKO JIOCTATOYHO YOEIWTENIbHBIM JIJIsI ONIACEHUH, YTO KTO-TO
MeHee 3/IpaBOMBICIIAIIMI MOXKET Ha HUX MOBECTUCh. OH TMOHO-
cun Bonbinoro Bpara, obnuuan pukrarypy Ilapruu, TpeboBan
HEMEJIJICHHO 3aKIiounTh Mup ¢ EBpasueit, mpusbiBai Kk cBOOO-
Jie cJIoBa, cBOOOME IevaTw, cBoOoae coOpaHMii, CBOOOIE MBbIC-
JIM, OH UCTEPUUECKU BOMUJ, YTO PeBomoruio mpegaim — u Bce
9TO CTPEMMTENIbHOW CKOPOTOBOPKOM CO CJIOKHBIMU COCTaBHbI-
MU CJIOBaMH, OyATO MapoAMpysl MaHepy MapTUHWHBIX OpaToOpOB,
BKJIIOYASI IaKe CJIOBA HOBOSI3A, J]a B TAKUX KOJTMYECTBAX, UTO HU-
KaKkoMy MapTUHILy ObLIO 32 HUIM He YTHaThCs. B 910 Bpems, oTMe-
Tast MoOble COMHEHUS B peaibHOM Mojiorieke ciioB [onaireiina,
Ha 3a/iHeM (hoHe OECKOHEUHO MapITMPOBAIA KOJIOHHBI €BPa3Hi-
CKOU apMWH: IIIEPeHTa 3a MEePEeHroN KPSHKUCTBIX MYKUHH C Oec-
CTPACTHBIMU a3UaTCKUMU JuaMu. OHU MPUOTMKAIUCH K TIO-
BEPXHOCTHU KpaHa M UCYe3a/Id, YCTyNasi MECTO CBOUM TOYHBIM
konusM. bretommii rooc ['onamreriHa HaKIaAbIBAJICS HA PUT-
MUYHBIA TOIOT COJIIATCKUX CAarlor.



He nporio u nonmvunyTe HenaBrcTy, a MoOBUHA 3pUTeiei
y’ke He MOIJIa CAEPKUBATh SIPOCTHBIX BO3MIacoB. HeBbIHOCMMO
ObLIO BUJIETh 3TO CaMOJIOBOJILHOE OBEYbE JIMIO U YKACAIOUIYIO
MOIIIb €BPA3UICKON apMUU 32 HUM, XOTsI ¥ O€3 TOro OfiHa TOJIbKO
MbICITb 0 camoM [oniTeiiHe BeI3pIBasIa HEMTPOU3BOJIBHBIN CTPax
u rHeB. OH ObUT Kyaa Oosiee MPUBBIYHBIM OOBEKTOM HEHABUCTH,
yeM EBpasus nnu Octasusi, NOCKoJbKY, korga OkeaHus BoeBaia
C OJIHOH M3 HUX, TO OOBIKHOBEHHO 3aKJIio4ajia Mup ¢ apyroi. Kak
HM CTpaHHO, XOTs ['onamreliHa HeHaBUIEIM U TPE3UpPAIn BCe
TIOZPSI]I, ¥ KaK/IBIH IEHD T10 THICSTYE pa3 3a CYTKU — Ha TpUOyHax,
Ha TeJedKpaHax, B ra3erax U KHUrax — ero TeOpuu OrpoBepra-
JI1, TPOMUJIM, BBICMEMBAJIM, pa30Upa Mo KycodyKaM, JIOKa3bl-
Basl UX MOJHEHIIYI0 HECOCTOSTEIbHOCTh, HECMOTPSI Ha BCE 3TO,
€ro BIMSIHUE, Ka3aJI0Ch, He ociadeBano. Beerna Haxoqumvch HO-
BbI€ MPOCTO(MUIIN, TOIBKO U KJABIINE UAEOJOTMYECKOTO COBpa-
menus. He npoxoauso u aHsA, 4toObl MBICIENONUIMS He pas-
o0Jiayasia MIMUOHOB W BPEUTEINeH, NEUCTBYIOIINX 10 €ro yKas-
ke. OH KOMaHIOBaJ OrPOMHOM TEHEBOM apMMEW, MOIIOIBHOU
CEThIO 3arOBOPIIMKOB, MOCTABUBIIMX ceOe 11eJIbl0 CBEPrHyTh Pe-
kuM. OOBIYHO Ha HUX CCBUIAJIMCH Kak Ha bpatctBo. A ere ne-
pefaBasiv MIETOTOM MCTOPUU O KYyTKOW KHHTe, COOpaHMU BCEX
epecey, KOTOPYIO HalMcall U TAauHO pacnpocTpansl ['onamrens.
KHura He nmena Ha3BaHusl. B peikux pasroBopax O Hell yro-
MHHAJIM [IPOCTO Kak o0 KHUre. Ho o Takux Bemax MOXHO ObLIO
y3HaTh TOJIBKO IO HESICHBIM CiTyXaM. HUKTO 13 psiIOBBIX MapTHii-
LIEB CTapaJicsl He YIIOMUHATh HU BparcTBO, HU KHUTY.



Ha BTOpoOii MMHYTEe HEHaBUCTb mepellia B ucrepuio. Jloau
BCKaKMBAJIA C MECT M KpUYaJId BO BCE TOpJIO, CTApasiCh 3ariy-
IIUTh OAYPSIONINI OJNEIONIHIA TOI0C ¢ 3KpaHa. ProkeBarast co-
cellka YMHCTOHA pacKpacHeslach U pa3eBajia poT, CJIOBHO pbida
Ha cymie. [axe Tsoxenoe nuno O’BbpaiieHa nodarposeno. OH cu-
JIeJI OYEHb MPSAMO, €ro MOIIHAS T'PyAb B3bIMAIach U COAPOra-
JIach, CJIOBHO MIpUHMMAasi Ha ceOs1 MprOOHYI0 BOJHY. TeMHOBO-
Jlocasi IeByIIIKa 3a CIIMHOM YMHCTOHA Hadasla Kpu4yarh: «CBo-
soub! CBosioub! CBOIOYB!» — BHE3AITHO CXBaTWJIA TSKEIBIN CII0-
Bapb HOBOSI3a U 3aITycTUJIa B TenieakpaH. CiioBapb Bpesascs ['on-
JIITEMHY B HOC M OTCKOYMJT; TOJIOC C 9KpaHa 3Bydall BCE TaK ke
HEYMOJIMMO. YUHCTOH BJAPYT OCO3HAJ, YTO TOXE BOMUT BMECTE
CO BCEMU U SPOCTHO JIAraeT HOXKKY cryna. [IByxmunyrka Hena-
BUCTH ObLJIA Y)KacHAa He TeM, UTO Thl 0OsI3aH UTPaTh CBOIO POJIb,
HAIPOTHB, Thl IPOCTO HE MOT HEe MOIaThCsl OOIIEMY HACTPOIO.
UYepe3 MOIMUHYTHI YK€ HEe HYXKHO ObLIIO IPUTBOPATHCA. CIOB-
HO JIEKTPUUECKUI pa3psij] TOJIITY OXBAaThIBAIM CTPaX U IHEB, UC-
CTYIICHHOE XeJlaHWe YOMBAaTh, UCTSI3aTh, KPYIIUTH JIAIA MOJIO-
TOM, | JIIOAX TIPOTUB BOJIM JIeJIAIUCh OyiHOMoMenanupiMu. Og1-
HAKO 3Ta SIPOCTbh OCTABAJIACh OTBJIEUEHHOU, HENEPCOHATU3UPO-
BaHHOW SMOIIMEHN, KOTOPYI0 MOXHO OBUIO TIEPEBOJUTH C OIHO-
ro 0OBEKTa Ha JIPYrou, Kak Tuiamsl MasIbHOM Jiamribl. Tak HeHa-
BUCTh YMHCTOHA B KQKOW-TO MUT OKa3bIBaJIaCh OOPAIICHHOW BO-
Bce He Ha [ommmTeiiHa, a HaoOopoT, Ha Bonbimoro bpara, Ha
[Naptuio u MbIcnenonuuuio; B Takueé MOMEHTBI CEpIILIE €T0 TSHY-
JIOCh K OIMHOKOMY OYEPHEHHOMY OTCTYITHUKY Ha SKpaHe, Mpu-



3HaBasl B HEM €IMHCTBEHHOTO MOOOPHKKA MPAB/IbI U 3[PABOMBIC-
nvist B Mupe k. OTHAKO B CIIGAYIONIUNA MUAT YUHCTOH ObLT €TUH
C JIIOABMU BOKPYT ce0sl, U Bce, 4To ropopuin o ['onamreiine, ka-
3aJ10ch eMy npaBaoy. Toraa ero TaitHas HeNpUs3Hb K bosbiomy
Bpaty cMeHstiack o6oxkaHueM, u bosbioi bpat B3apiMaics Ha-
710 BCEMH, KaK CKaJja, MpeBpaiasich B HEYsI3BUMOro, Oeccrparl-
HOTO 3allIMTHUKA OT a3UaTCKUX Opll, a ['onaimrenH, HecMOTpsl Ha
BCIO CBOIO M3OJISIIIMIO, OECTIOMOIIHOCTD U JIaXke COMHEHUE B ca-
MOM €rO CYyIIIECTBOBAHMH, Ka3aJICsl KAKMUM-TO 3JIOBELIUM 4apo-
JeeM, KOTOPbI MOT OJTHOM JIAIIb CUJION TOJIOCA COKPYILHUTD Lie-
JIYI0 LIMBUJIM3ALMIO.

WHorna MoxkHO ObLIO Aaxe 0OpaTUTh CBOI0 HEHABUCTh BOJIE-
BBIM YCHJIMEM Ha KOHKPETHbIM 00beKT. BHE3anHo, AMKUM ycH-
JIMeM, KaKUM OTpPbIBaelllb TOJIOBY OT MOAYIIKM BO BPEMsl KOIII-
Mapa, YUHCTOH CyMeJ IEPEBECTU SAPOCThb ¢ ['onaiTenHa Ha TeM-
HOBOJIOCYIO JIEBYIIIKY 033y cedsi. Y Hero mepeq ria3amu 3a-
MeJIbKaJIM OTYETIIUBbIE MPeKpacHble rajunonuHanyu. OH 3a0beT
ee JI0 CMepTH Pe3MHOBOU TyOuHKOW. [IpuBsIKeT royioi K cTody
Y UCTBIKAET CTpesiaMu, Kak cBsitoro CedactbsiHa. OBnajieeT eio u
B MOMEHT opra3ma nepepexer rJoTKy. C HeObIBaJION SICHOCTBIO
OH OCO3HAJI TPUYMHBI CBOe HeHaBHCTH. [TotoMy uTO OHa Oblia
MOJIOZIa ¥ KpaCHBa M OTPULIAJIA CEKC, TOTOMY 4TO OH XOTeJI Iepe-
CMaTh C HEM M HUKOIJA HE CMOXKET ITOro cIeJaTh, BEb €€ Ipe-
JIECTHYIO TUOKYIO TaJIMIO, TaK U MPOCHUBIIYIOCS B OObAThS, OOHU-
MaJl TOJIbKO KYTKUH ajiblil KyIllaK, arpeCCUBHBI CUMBOJT HETO-
POYHOCTH.



HenaBuctp nocturia anores. ['onoc lonamireiina neperen B
HAcTOsIIIee OBeUbe OJiesTHbe, M Ha MUT €r0 JIUIO OOepHYJIOCHh Oa-
paHber MOPAOH, KOTOpas IJIABHO NEpeTeKIa B (PUTypy €Bpa3Hii-
CKOT'O COJ1jIaTa — OTPOMHBIN U YKaCHBIN, OH HACTYMAJ Ha 3pUTe-
JieH, rpoxoya aBTOMaTHOM ouepenpio. Kazanock, oH ceilyac co-
CKOYUT C 9KpaHa, TaK YTO HEKOTOPHIE B MEPBOM PsIY OTIIPSIHY-
mm nofanbine. Ho Tyt ke pasmascs BceoOmuil B3I0X oonerde-
HUS, KOrJa BpakieOHas (purypa ycrymnuia Mecto Juiy bosnbiio-
ro bpara — 4epHOBOJIOCOMY, YEPHOYCOMY, UCTIOTHEHHOMY MOTY-
IIECTBA U 3araJJOYHOrO CIIOKONCTBUS — JIa TAKOMY OPOMHOMY,
YTO OHO €/]Ba yMeIlaJIoch Ha 9KpaHe. HUKTo He Mor paccibliiaTh,
yro roBopui Bonbioit Bpar. Ckopee Bcero, JIMIIb HECKOJIBKO
0OO/IPSIIONIHX CJIOB, U3 TEX, UTO MTPOM3HOCST B IIBUTY CPAXKEHHU ST, —
camu 1o ce0e HeBHSATHBIC, OHU BCEJISTM YBEPEHHOCTh yXkKe TeM,
4yTO OBUTM TIpOM3HEeceHbl. 3aTeM Jiuio bosbioro bpata BHOBL
NOOJIEKJI0, U HA ero MeCTe KUPHBIM HIPU(TOM BO3HUKJIIU TPH JIO-
3yHra [lapruu:

BOWHA - 3TO MUP

CBOBOJIA - 9TO PABCTBO
HE3HAHMUE - 9TO CAJIA

JIntio bonemoro bpara enie aepxanoch Ha 3KpaHe HECKOJb-
KO CEeKYH/I, CJIOBHO Obl €r0 BO3/ICHCTBUE HA YETOBEUECKUI IJ1a3
OBLJIO CITUIIKOM CHJIBHO, YTOOBI M3IJIAIMThCS cpa3y. PrikeBaras
’KEHIMHA HAaBAJIWJIaCh HA CIIMHKY MEePEAHEro CTyJa, jerneva Jpo-
KallMM rojIoCOM 4YTO-To Bpojie: «CracuTelib MOH !» — 1 TpocTep-
Jla pyKkH K 3kpany. [locne yero cnpsrana qmio B JIaJIOHU, BEPO-



SITHO, 3a00pPMOTaB MOJIUTRY.

U TyT Bee cobpaBImecs MPUHSUTICH PUTMUYHO W HETOPOILIH-
BO CKaHIMpPOBaTh HU3KKUMU rosiocamu: «bs — ba!.. ba — bal..» —
CHOBA U CHOBA, OYEHb MEJIJIEHHO, C I0JITMMU UHTEPBAJIAMU MEX-
ny niepBbiM «b3» 1 BTOpbIM. B 3TOM TS1:KeJ10M, MOHOTOHHOM T'yJie
CJIBIIIIAJIOCH YTO-TO 10 CTPAHHOCTHU JAUKAPCKOE, TaK YTO HEBOJIb-
HO TIPEJCTABIISUICS TOMOT OOCHIX HOT M POKOT TY3eMHBIX Oapa-
6anoB. [llym nmuncs ¢ nonmunyThl. Jlioqu Hepenko nmpuberanu
K 3TOMY pedpeHy OT u30bITKa UyBCTB. OTYACTU OHU BOCXBAJISI-
M MyapocTh U Benmune Bombmoro Bpara, HO B Oosnblieit cre-
NIeH! HaMepeHHO BBOIWIM ceOsi B TpaHC, OIypMaHMUBasl pasyM
PUTMUYHBIM [TOBTOPOM. YUHCTOH MOYYBCTBOBAJI, KAK BHYTPH Y
Hero xonoaeer. [IByxMuHyTkr HeHaBuCTH 3acTaBiisiid €ro noj-
JaBaThCs OOIIEMY IMOMEIIATeNTbCTBY, HO 9TO JUKAPCKOE CKaHIN-
poBanue «bs — b3!.. b3 — ba!» Bcerna HanonHsII0 €ro yxacom.
Pa3zymeercsi, OH MOBTOPsJI BMECTE CO BCEMU — MO-IPYIOMY HHU-
Kak. Tak BeJieJl MHCTUHKT: CKpbIBaTb CBOM UyBCTBA, YIPABJISAThH
MUMUKOH, JieJIaTh Bce Kak Bce. Ho Ha 3TOT pa3 Obuia mapa ce-
KYHJ, KOrJJa OH MOT Obl BbIAaTh ceOsl BblpakeHueM ras. M Bot
TOTA CIIyYMJIOCh HEUTO MTPUMEUATEIbHOE — €CJIM OHO U BIPABIY
CIIy4UJIOCh.

B kakoii-to MoMeHT YHrHCTOH noiman B3risia O’bpanena. Tor
yxke Bctai. OH CHsUI OYKU U COOMPAJICsl CHOBA BOJPY3UTh MX Ha
HOC CBOMM XapakTepHbIM ;kecToM. Ho 3a 105110 ceKyH/1bl 10 3TOro
UX IJla3a BCTPETUIUCh, U YUHCTOH MOHSUT — Aa, MOHsI! — 4TO
O’Bpaiien gymal Tak xe, Kak 1 oH caM. OmuOKu ObITh He MOTJIO.



CHOBHO MX CO3HaHUSI PACKPbUIUCh U MBICIU NEPEAABAUCH U3
IJ1a3 B IV1a3a.

«$1 ¢ Bamu, — cj10BHO OBl ckazast emy O’BpaiieH. — 4 moHnmaro
Balllv YyBCTBa. f] 3Hal0 Bce O BaIleM Npe3peHut, HeHABUCTH, OT-
BpaiieHu. Ho He BonHy#TECh, 51 Ha Balllell CTOpOHe!»

W Tyt *e 30T mpobiieck pasyma morac, a juio O’Bpaiiena
CTaJIO TAKUM K€ HEeTIPOHUIIAEMbIM, KaK U Y OCTaJIbHBIX.

Bor 1 Bce, YUHCTOH cpa3y Haual COMHEBAThCsl, IPOU3OIILIO
JIK 4TO-TO BoOOIIIe. Takvie MHIMISHTH HUKOT/A HU K YeMy He Be-
s OHU TOJTBKO MOJIJICP)KUBAIIA B HEM YOeXKICHHE WIN HAJICK /LY,
4To ObLIM U JpyrHie Bparu [laptuu, He TOJBKO OH OvH. Bo3MOX-
HO, YTO CIIyXH O XUTPOCILJIETEHHBIX MOATOJIBHBIX 3arOBOpaX UMe-
JIM peajibHyI0 OCHOBY — HE MCKJIIOYEHO, UTO bparcTBo 1 BripaBy
cymectBoBaio! Henb3s ObIIO CKa3aTh ¢ yBEPEHHOCTHIO, HECMOT-
ps Ha OECKOHEUHBIE apecThl, TPU3HAHKS U Ka3HH, YTO BpaTcTBO
— He npocTto Mug. MlHorna YuHCTOH Bepusl B HEro, MHOTa — HeT.
CBuieTebCTB He ObLI0, TONMBKO OerJIble B3IJISIIbl, KOTOPhIE MOT-
JIV 3HAYUTH YTO YTOJHO WJIM BOBCE HUUETO, OOPBIBKY UYKHX pa3-
rOBOpPOB, HEPa30OpPUMBbIC HA/IMMCH HA CTEHAX TYaJIETOB — a eIle
KaK-TO pa3 OH BU/IE], KaK BCTPETUJIMCh JIBa HE3HAKOMIIA, U OJJH
U3 HUX HEOOBIYHO IIIEBEITbHYJT PYKOH, CJIOBHO TMO/IaB HEKUH 3HAK.
OnHY JMIIb TOTaJKuU: BIIOJHE BO3MOXHO, BCE 3TO €My MPOCTO
npuBuzienock. OH BepHYJICS B CBOIO KAOMHKY, HE CMesl B3IJISTHY Th
Ha O’BpaiieHa. YUHCTOH efBa Ji JAOMYyCKal BO3MOKHOCTb 3aBsI-
3aTh C HUM 3HAKOMCTBO. Ecitu OBl OH Jake 3HaJI, KaK 3TO YCTPO-
UTh, OTTIACHOCTD ObLJIA CIIMIIIKOM BesuKa. [[Ba yenoBeka oOMeHsI-



JICh IBYCMBICIIEHHBIM B3TJISIIOM, JUTUBIIMMCS CEKYH/TY, MOXKET,
JIBE — U JIeJ10 ¢ KoHIoM. Ho fgase 9To cTajio 3aMeTHBIM COOBITHEM
JUIS YeJIOBEKa, BHIHYK/IEHHOTO KUTh B OIMHOUYECTBE.

YUHCTOH BCTperneHyJics U cesl poBHee. [[kuH B xenyake OyH-
TOBAJI U BBI3BIBAJ OTPBIKKY.

OH cHOBa BcMOTpeJcs B cTpaHully. OKa3ajloch, 4To MOKa OH
OeCIIOMOIIHO BUTAJ B BOCHOMUHAHMSX, PyKa MPOIOKaia Bbl-
BOJUThH CTPOUKH Kak Obl cama 1o cede. Tonbko rmovyepk yxe Obul
HE MPEeKHUN KOPSABBIN U HEYKTI0k M. [Tepo pa3zMarimcTo cKosb-
3UJI0 TIO TJIAJIKOM Oymare, BBIBOSI KPYITHBIMU TT€YaTHHIMU OYK-
BaMHU:

JOJION BOJIbIIOT O BPATA
JOJIO1 BOJIBIIIOI'O BPATA
JIOJION BOJIBIIIOI'O BPATA

JIOJION BOJIBILIOT'O BPATA
JIOJIOM BOJIBIIIOI'O BPATA

Pa3 3a pa3oM OHO M TO ke — ¥ BOT yXKe UCIIMCAHO MOJICTpa-
HULIBL

VUHCTOHA 3aXJIeCTHYJIa MaHUKa. AOCYp/IHOE OIIyIlIeHUe, Be/Ib
JHEBHUK caM I10 ceOe ObLT He MeHee OIaceH, YeM 3T KOHKPET-
Hble cJioBa. Ha Mur um oBnaiesnno xejaHue BIpBaTh UCIIMCAHHbIS
CTPaHUIIBI ¥ 3a0POCHUTH BCIO CBOIO 3aTEI0.

OJiHAKO OH 3TOrO He cJesIall, TOCKOIbKY TOHMMAJI TIIETHOCTh
Takoro noctymnka. He Obu10 pa3Hmiibl, Harmuca oH uin HeT «J10-
JION BOJIBIIIOI'O BPATA». He 6bu10 pasHULBL U B TOM, CTa-
HET JIM OH JIaJIbllie BECTU JHEBHUK WU HET. MBICIIETIONMIINS BCe



paBHO ero mnoimMaer. OH U TaK yXke COBEpIIMIT — JJaKe eCiu Obl
HUKOT/Ia He KacaJicsl mepom Oymaru — abCOMIOTHOE TIPeCTyIiie-
HUe, cofiepXkasliiiee B ceOe Bee ocTalibHble. MbiciieheIoHns — Tak
9TO Ha3bIBAIOCh. MbICIe(eIOHII0 HEBO3MOXHO CKPbIBATh BEU-
HO. MOKHO M3BOPAYMBATHCS 10 TIOPBI 0 BPEMEHH, JIaXe rojia-
MU, HO PaHO WJIM TIO3JTHO 32 TOOOU MPUIYT.

[Mpuxoguau Bcerja 1mo Ho4am — B JIPyroe Bpems JIOJeH He
apectoBbIBaN. TeOs1 pe3ko Oyauiu, TPSCH 3a TUIEYO, CBETHITH
(ponapem B riaza, KpoBarh 00CTyNaMM CypoBbie nura. [louru Hu-
KOTJIa HUKOTO He CyIWI, 00 apectax He coooOmamu. Jlioau mpo-
CTO MCYe3aJii — Bcera cpeay Houu. TBoe UMl ylajisiid u3 pe-
€CTpPOB, JIIOObIE 3aMUCH O TBOUX JNEWUCTBUSAX YHUUTOXKAIH, CAMO
TBOE CYIIIECTBOBAHUE OTPUIIAJIOCh U BCKOpEe 3a0bIBasioch. Teds
AQHHYJIMPOBAJIA, CTUPAJTU C JIUIIA 3eMJI — OJJHUM CJIOBOM, HICITa-
psUH, KaK 00 3TOM TOBOPHJIH.

WM Bpyr OBJajieso 4To-TO BPOJE UCTEPUKHU. YHHCTOH MpH-
HSUICSA CTIEITHO MUCATh HePAIUIMBBIM ITOYEPKOM:

MEHSI 3aCTpPeJISIT MHE IJIeBaTh MEHS 3aCTPEJIST C3a/U B IIEI0
MHe I1JIeBaTh JJOJIOW OOJIBIIIOro OpaTa OHU BCET/ia CTPEJISIOT C3aa1
B IIICI0 MHE IJIeBaTh JIOJNOW OOJIBIIIOro Oparta. ..

OH OTKUHYJICS Ha CIIMHKY CTYJIa, YyTh CTBIISICh Ce0s1, U OTIIO-
KW pydKy. B crnemyronuii Mur oH HepBHO B3porHyil. CTydanm
B JIBEPb.

Vike! YUHCTOH cHjies TUXO, KaK MBIIIIKA, B TIIETHON HA/IeK e,
9TO KTO OBl TaM HM ObLI, OH ceiuac yiner. Ho HeT, cTyk moBTO-
puics. MemuTh B Takol cuTyanuu Obuto Xyxe Bcero. Cepiie



YuncroHa Oyxaso, Kak 6apadaH, HO JIMIIO B CHJIY JIOJTOUW MPH-
BBIYKM OCTABAJIOCh TIOUTH HEBO3MYTUMBIM. OH BCTAJT U TSIKEIO
HAIpaBUJICS K JIBEPH.



I1

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 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 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 —”

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 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.



I1

BasBivick 3a ABepHYIO pyduKy, YUHCTOH OOpaTHJl BHUMaHHE
HA PACKPBITHIC CTPAHHIIBI JHEBHMKA Ha cTojie. «JOJION BOJIb-
IOI'O BPATA» moBTOpsIJIOCh HA HUX CTOJILKO pa3 U TaKUMU
KPYITHBIMH OYKBaMH, YTO MOKHO ObLJIO pa3iisiieTh HAIACH Ye-
pe3 Bcio koMHaty. Hembicinmas mmynocts! HecMoTps Ha naHu-
Ky, OH TOHsLJI, YTO HE XOUeT MavyKaTh KPeMOBYI0 Oymary, 3axJio-
NIbIBasI TETPalb, IPEXKAE YEM MPOCOXHYT YEPHUIIA.

YUHCTOH B3MOXHYT M OTKpPbUT jaBepb. OOneryeHue Teruion
BOJIHOM ITPOKATHJIOCH ITO0 BCEMY Telly. 3a IBEPbIO CTOsIA TIOTpPe-
MAaHHOTO BU/A JKEHIIMHA, HEB3pauHasi, C )KUJIKUMHU BCKJIOKOYEH-
HBIMHU BOJIOCAMH Y MOPLIMHUCTBIM JILIOM.

— OX, ToBapuill, — 3aTsAHY/Ia OHA TOCKJIMBBIM TOJIOCOM, — £
ycIbIXaja, Bel Bpojie 1omMa. Bel Obl He 3a1uti K HaM TOCMOTPETh
pakoBUHY Ha KyxHe? OHa 3acopuiach H...

D10 ObTa Muccuc INapconc, xeHa cocena mo staxy. (Ilap-
THSI TIOYEMY-TO He O0OPSIa CIIOBO «MHCCHC» — TTOJIArajioch KO
BCEM 00paIaThCsi «TOBAPHUII», — HO HEKOTOPBIX JKEHIIIUH Ha3bl-
BaTh MHAYE SI3bIK HE TOBOpauMBaJics.) sKeHIlMHa JIET TPUALIATH,
HO Ha BUJ ropasfo crapie. Kazanoce, B ee MOpILIMHAX Ha JIULIE
3aJieria MbUlb. YHHCTOH MOIeN 3a Hel 1o kopugopy. Crecap-
Hasl CaMOJEATENIbHOCTD CTaJla €Ba JIX HE €KEJHEBHOM MOPOKOWU.
Crapsiii sxxunkomiviekc «I[lodena» Bo3BenM rogax B TPUALATHIX
— U Bech OH yxke pa3BayimBajics. C MOTOJNKA U CTEH MOCTOSIHHO



ChIMAJIACh MTYKATypKa, TPYObl JIONAIUCH TIPU KaXkJOM KPEKOM
MOPO3€, KpbIIlIa TEKJIa BCAKUAW Pa3, KaK BbINAJaJ CHET, & OTOI-
JieHue OOBIYHO PadOoTaJIO HA TIOJIOBMHHOM JIABJICHUH, €CJTH €T0 He
OTKJTIOYAJTM COBCEM U3 COOOpakeHUI SKoHOMUU. Ecitu Tl He Mor
MOYMHUTH YEro-TO CaM, TO MPUXOAWIOCH KJIaTh PACIIOPsIKEHUN
HEYJIOBUMBIX KOMUTETOB, KOTOPbIE JJa)k€ C PEMOHTOM OKOHHOM
pambl MOIJIM TSIHYTH I10 JIBa roja.

— 51 Beqp TONBKO MOTOMY, uTO TOM He ToMa, — MpodopMoTaia
muccuc [Tapconc.

KBaprupa [TapconcoB Obi1a Oombliiie, 4em y YUHCTOHA, U yOo-
’KECTBO €€ BbIpakasoch MHaue. Bce Bely uMesnu noTpenaHHbIi,
MOOUTHIA BUJI, KaK OyATO 3/1€Ch TOJBKO UTO TOOBIBAJI KPYITHBIN
3700HBIA 3Bephb. [0 BcemMy Moy BasIsUTUCh CIIOPTUBHBIE TPH-
HAJIE)KHOCTH — XOKKEHHbIe KIIIOMIKU, OOKCepCKUe IepyaTKH,
JIONTHYBIIUH (PyTOONBHBIN MSI4, BHIBEPHYThIE HAW3HAHKY MOTHbIE
HIOPTHI, — @ Ha CTOJIE TPOMO3AWIACH TPsI3HAs TIOCY/IA U 3aMbI3-
raHHble IMIKOJIbHBIE TeTpaau. Ha creHax asnenu 3HameHa Moino-
JI€KHOM JIMTU Y JIurk Pa3BeTunKoB, ¥ BUCEN MOJHOPA3MEPHBIN
miakaT bosbinoro Bpara. [1axiio 3aeck, Kak ¥ BO BCeM JIOMe, Ba-
PEHOM KaIyCTOM, HO MPUBBIYHBIN 3aMax OTTeHs1a OCTpasi BOHb
€/IKOTO TIOTa, KOTOPYIO OCTaBUJI MOCIIE Ce0s1 KTO-TO OTCYTCTBYIO-
WA B TAaHHBIA MOMEHT. Takue MojgpOOHOCTH 10 HEM3BECTHOU
MPUYMHE CTAHOBWJIMCH MOHSITHBI C TIEPBOro Baoxa. B cocennen
KOMHATE KTO-TO Tpelial KJIOYKOM TYaJIETHON Oymaru 1o 3yObsiMm
pacyecku, HEyMeJo MOJbITPbIBasi BOGHHOU MY3bIKE, TPOA0JIKAB-
1IeY 3By4arTh C TEJIEIKpaHa.



— 2710 neTH, — ckazasia muccuc [lapcoHc, OpOCUB TPEBOKHBIN
B3MJIs] Ha J1Bepb. — OHU cerofns He ryisud. M, KoHevHo. ..

V Hee Obl1a PUBBIYKA OOPHIBATh MPEJIOKEHUST Ha Cepeu-
He. PakoBrHA Ha KyXHE MOYTH JI0 KPaeB 3arojHUIACh IPS3HON
3€JIEHOBATOI BOJIOM, CMEPEBILEN XYyKE KaIlyCThl. YUHCTOH OITy-
CTWJICSI HA KOJIEHU X OCMOTPEJI YIJIOBYIO MY(PTY Ha CIIMBHOU TPy-
6e. OH TepreTh He MOT pabOTaTh pyKaMmu, TEPIIETh HE MOT' Haru-
6atbcst — U Bceraa ot 3toro Kanuisil. Muccuc [lapcoHc crosina
PSIIOM C OECTIOMOIITHBIM BUJIOM.

— Bt 661 moMa Towm, OH ObI BMHT IIPOYMCTILII, — CKa3ajia OHA. —
OH m100UT TaKMMU JIeIaMU 3aHUMAThCsl. Mactep Ha Bce pyKH.

[MapcoHc, kak 1 YUHCTOH, paboTain B MUHUCTEPCTBE MPAB/IBL.
D710 OBLT MOJHBIA, HO HEYTOMOHHBIA MaJIbIi, TYITOW 10 HEBO3-
MOKHOCTH CTYCTOK KPETHHCKOTO SHTy31Ua3Ma — OJJMH U3 Tex Oec-
MIPEKOCIIOBHBIX MPEIAHHBIX TPYIAT, Ha KOTopbIx [lapTus onupa-
Jach HajexkHee, yeM Ha Mpicnenomuuuio. Tonbko B TpUALIATH
TISITh OH C HEOXOTOM OCTaBWJI Psi/ibl MOJIONIE:KHOM JIUTH, A JIO 9TO-
ro ymyapwics mpoOsiTh B Pa3Bequnkax Ha rof JIOJbIIE TOJIO-
’KEHHOTO. B MUHMCTEpCTBE OH 3aHUMAJT KaKyI0-TO HE3HAUUTE b~
HYIO JIOJKHOCTB, JJ1s1 KOTOPOH He TpeboBasioch 0cO00ro yma, 3a-
TO cTaj Beayuuen gpurypoit B CHOPTUBHOM KOMUTETE U B 1IEJIOM
psijie Ipyrux CTPYKTYp AJIsl OPraHU3aIUK TYPIIOXOIOB, CTUXUIA-
HBIX JIEMOHCTpALIMi, KAaMIIAaHUK IO SKOHOMHUH U MTPOYUX JOOPO-
BOJIbHBIX HauMHaHUU. [TorbixuBasi TpyOKo#, OH He 6e3 ropaocTu
co0OII1aJT TOBApUINAM, YTO BOT yKe UEThIpe Tofla, Kak OH He TMPO-
IyCTWJI HY OfHOro Beuepa B Llentpe nocyra. Ero Bcerga conpo-



BOXKAAJT OAYPSIOIIMIA 3arax IoTa, SIBJsSACh HEBOJbHBIM 3HAKOM
YCEPIHOU KU3HEIEATENIbHOCTU U €IlIe JOJITr0 BUTAs B MOMEIIe-
HuM Jaxe nocie yxoaa [lapconca.

— ¥V Bac ecTb raeuHpli KJrou? — Cripocusl YUHCTOH, TPOHYB
raiiky Ha mydgre.

—T"aeunsiit, — ckazana muccuc [lapcoHc, 0OMsiKast Ha ria3ax. —
4 naxe He 3Ha0. Moxer, IeTH. ..

Pa3nasnca Tonor, ouepeaHast Tpeib pacyeck — U B KOMHa-
Ty BKaTWIUCh AeTu. Muccuc [1apcoHc nprHecsia raeyHblil KJIou.
YUHCTOH CITyCTHJI BO/LY ¥ C OTBPAILICHUEM U3BJIEK U3 TPYObI KJIIOK
BoJsIoC. OH, Kak MOT, OTMbLJI NAJIbLIbI O] XOJIOHOUW BOJIOW U BEp-
HYJICS B JPYT'yl0 KOMHATY.

— Pyku BBepx! — psIBKHYJ CBUPEIbIi TOJI0C.

N3-3a crosia BBIHBIPHYJI CUMIIATUYHBIA KPETIBIII JIET JIEBSTH,
HACTaBJIsIsl HA HETO UTPYIIEUHbIA aBTOMAaTUYECKUI MUCTOJIET, a
€ro CecTpeHka, MJajlle roga Ha [1Ba, HallpaBWjia Ha YUHCTO-
Ha fepesiiky. O6a 6buTH ofieTsl B hopmy PasBequukoB: cuHue
IIOPTHI, Cepble PyOAIIKH, KPACHBIE TAJICTYKU. YUHCTOH C OecIio-
KOMCTBOM MOAHS PYKH HaJl TOJIOBOM — MAJIbUUK JEPKaJICS TaK
37100HO, YTO TO He ObLIO MOXOXKE HA UTPY.

— Twl mpenatens! — 3aBonui oH. — Meicniedenon! Tel eBpa3uii-
ckuii mmmoH! §1 Tedst 3acTperno, vcnapio, s Te0s1 OTIIPABITIO B CO-
JISTHBIE 11aXThi!

W oHu 06a MpUHSIIMCh CKAaKaTh BOKPYr YWHCTOHA, Bepelna
«IIpenarens!» u «MpicnedesaoH!» — IeBovka MoBTOPsiia Kax10e
JBVDKeHUE 3a OpaToM. DTO HEMHOTO IMyrajio, KaKk BO3HSI TUTPSIT,



KOTOpPBIE CKOPO BBIPACTYT B JIIOAOEA0B. B m1a3ax Manbpuvka BUJI-
HEJIaCh KaKas-TO CBUpeNas pac4eTIMBOCTb, IOYTH HEOTOJIMMOE
’K€JIaHUE yAAPUTh YUHCTOHA ¥ IOHUMAaHUE TOTrO, YTO OYEHb CKO-
po 310 OyIeT emy 1o chjlaM. YUHCTOH MOAyMaJl, Kak eMy MoBe3-
JIO, YTO Y MaJIbUMKA HE HACTOSIIUI MUCTOJET.

Barisag muccuc [Napconc HepBo3HO Tiepedera Mek/ Iy TocTeM
U ieTbMH. B rocTrHOM OBLIO CBeT/iee, M OH C MHTEPECOM OTMe-
TWJI, 4YTO B MOPILMHAX HA €€ JIULIE ACUCTBUTENILHO 3aCea MbLlb.

— OHHM YTO-TO paclUIyMENNCh, — cKa3ajia oHa. — He noHpasu-
JIOCh, YTO X HE BO3bMYT Ha MIOBELICHUE, BOT Io4eMy. MHe ¢ HU-
MU Hekoraa, a Tom kK ToMy BpeMeHH ellle He BEpHETCs C paboThl.

— IloueMy Ham HeJb351 IOCMOTPETh, KAK BEUIAT? — BO3MY-
IICHHO 3aBOIWJI MaJIbYMK.

— Xouy cMOTpeTh, Kak BemaloT! Xo4y cMOTpeTh, Kak Bellla-
I0T! — 3aronocuiia IeBOYKa, IMPOOJIKaAsA CKaKaTh.

YUHCTOH BCIIOMHWJI, YTO CETOfIHsS BEYepOM B Mapke OymyT
myOJIMYHO BElIaTh eBPa3UICKUX BOSHHBIX IPECTYIMHUKOB. Takoe
3pEeJALIHOE MEPOIPUATHE YCTPaAUBAJIM TPUMEPHO pa3 B MECHLL.
JleT BEYHO MPOCUJIUCH CO B3pOCAbIMU. OH BBIIIET OT MUCCHUC
[TapcoHc u HanpaBuics K cebe, HO He TpoIles M0 KOPUIopy U
IIECTU IIAroB, KaK YTO-TO OOJBHO YXKAJIUJIO €ro C3a/Y B IIEl0.
CTOBHO BOTKHYJIM OOPBIBOK PACKaJIEHHOH MPOBOJIOKU. YUHCTOH
pe3Ko oOepHyJIcs U yBUeN, Kak Muccuc IlapcoHc 3arackuBaer
B JIBE€Pb ChIHA, ITPAYYILIETO B KAPMaH POraTKy.

— lNonmmreitd! — 3a0pa MaTbuMK, Ucue3as 3a JIBEpPhIO.

BorpIire Bcero YUHCTOHA M3YMUIIO BHIpakKeHHE OECITOMOIITHO-



0 CTpaxa Ha CEpOM JIMLIE MaTEPU.

Bepnysimch k cede, OH OBICTPO MPOIIET MAMO TeIedKpaHa
Y CHOBa CeJl 3a CTOJI, MoTupas mew. Mys3blka yxke He urpana.
Tenepb OTPHIBUCTBIA BOEHHBIN I'OJIOC, KPOBOXAJHO CMaKys IO-
JIpOOHOCTH, 3aYMTHIBAJ OMUCAHUE BOOpYXKeHUi HoBOU [lnaBy-
Yel KPEemnocTH, TOJIbKO Y4TO BCTaBLIEW Ha AKOpb Mexay McnaH-
quer u PapepckuMy OCTPOBAMMU.

VYHHCTOH mozmyMall, 4To ¢ TAKUMU JE€TbMM 3Ta HECUYACTHAs
JKEHIIMHA )KMBET B MTOCTOSIHHOM cTpaxe. Ee ron-npyroii, 1 oHu
HAYHYT CJIEAUTH 32 HEW JTHEM U HOYbIO, HOPOBS YJMUYUTh XOTb B
yeM-HUOY/Ib. Tereps MouYTH Bce AeTH yKacHBI. XyKe BCEero, uTo
C MOMOIIIbIO TAKMX OpraHu3aluil, Kak Pa3Beaunku, ux MeToquy-
HO IPeBpAaIaoT B HEOOY3TaHHBIX MAJICHbKUX TUKApel, HO Y HUX
HE BO3HMKAET KeJlaHWs OyHTOBAaTh MPOTUB MAPTUHHOW AWCIIU-
bl HanpoTtus, oHn o6oxkatot [lapTuio 1 Bee, UTO ¢ HEll CBS-
3aHo. [lecHu, mapajpl, 3HaMeHa, MOXO/bl, MYIITPA C Y4YeOHbIMU
BMHTOBKAaMM, 'POMKUE JIO3yHI'M, BocxBasieHHe bosbioro bpara
— BCE 3TO UM NPEACTaBIIAETCA 3axBarbiBaiomien urpou. Mx Ha-
TPABJIMBAIOT Ha YyKaKOB, Ha BparoB Pexuma, Ha MIHOCTpaHLIEB,
npenatesier, Bpenurenen, MoiciedenoHoB. s moaei crapiie
TPU/ILIATU CTAJIO B TIOPSIJIKE Beler OOAThCSI COOCTBEHHBIX JETEH.
W nHe 6e3 MpUYMHBL, BElb MOYTH KaXKIYI0 HellelTio « TaiiMce» myo-
JIMKYET 3aMEeTKH, KaK OYepeTHOM MEJIKUA SI0eJHUK — «MaJleHb-
KHI Tepoil», Kak UX OObIYHO HA3bIBAIOT — I'PEJl AOMa YIIU U JI0-
Hec Ha poauTenedl B MBIC/IENONUIIMIO, YCIbIIIAB MOA03PUTENb-
HbI€ BBICKA3bIBAaHMUSI.



Bonpb B 1miee yxke yTuxja. YUHCTOH B3I Py4KYy CO CMELIaH-
HBbIMH YyBCTBAMM, HE 3HAsI, CTOUT JIK 3aHECTU B IHEBHUK YTO-TO
emie. EMy Ha ym Bapyr cHoBa npuiien O’bpanieH.

Heckonbko j1eT Ha3a[ (CKOJIbKO %€ UMEHHO — JIET CEMb, M0Ka-
nyin?) YUHCTOHY NPUCHUJIOCh, YTO OH MJIET MO0 KOMHATe B KPO-
MeIHoU TbMe. M KTO-TO, CUAEBIINN 4yTh B CTOPOHE, TOBOPUT
emy: «MBbI BCTpeTuMCs TaM, T7ie HET TEMHOTBD». DTO OBUIO CKa3a-
HO COBCEM THUXO, IOYTU MEXK/1y JIEJIOM — 3aMEeUaHKe, a He ITPUKa3s.
YUHCTOH 1o1ies1 Jajbiiie, He OCTAaHOBUBIIKCL. Kak HU CTpaHHO,
BO CHE OH HE NPUJAJ 3HAYEHUS STUM ClIoBaM. TOJBKO CO Bpe-
MEHeM, TIOCTETIEHHO OHU CTaji 00peTaTh cMbIci. OH He MOT Te-
nepb MPUIIOMHUTb, YBUAE JIM 3TOT COH A0 WJIM NOC/E 3HAKOM-
crBa ¢ O’bpaiieHoM, Kak HE MOT' IPUIIOMHUTh U KOTJa OH BIIEP-
BBIC PEIJI, YTO CJIbIILAJ BO CHE UMEHHO ero rojoc. Tak wim
WHayYe ToJioc OH 3TOT Ono3Hal. B TemMHOTE K Hemy oOpamiasics
O’bpaiieH.

VUHCTOH HUKaK He MOT YSICHUTD — JJake TI0Ciie yTPEeHHero 00-
MeHa B3ragaMy — aApyr wim Bpar emy O’bpaiien. Xotd 3To kak
OyaTo OBbLIO HE TaK YK U BaXHO. MexXay HUMU MPOMETbKHYJIO
NOHMMaHUe, 3HaYuBIIee OObIIIe, YeM B3aUMHOE PACTIONIOKEHHE
WJIA 3arOBOPLIUIIKUIA 1yX.

«MBI BcTpeTuMcs TaMm, Iie HET TEMHOTBD», — TaK OH CKa3aJl.

YHUHCTOH HE MOHMMAaJI, YTO 3TO 3HAYUT, — 3HAJ TOJIBKO, YTO
CJIOBA U3 CHA TaK WJIM MHa4e cOymyTCsl.

I'onoc ¢ Teneskpana npepBayicd. B qymHoM Bo3ayxe KOMHa-
THI pa3janics 3BYK (aHdap, YUCTBIM U TPeKpacHbId. [ onoc mpo-



TOBOPHJI CO CKPEKETOM:

«Banmanme! Ilpomy BHMManusA! Tompko 4TO mocTynumia
cBonka-mMonHust ¢ Manabapckoro ¢pponta. Hamm Bovicka B FOx-
Ho¥ MInauu ozepxkanu Gnectsiyio modeay. S ynoiHoMoueH 3a-
SIBUTh, YTO HACTOsIITIEe COOBITUE BIIOJTHE MOXKET MPUOIU3UTH 3a-
BepIIIeHNE BOWHBI B 0003puMoM Oymyiem. [lepenato cBoaKy HO-
BOCTEH. .. »

YUHCTOH nogymail, 4To HaJI0 K AaTh IUVIOXUX u3Bectui. U neu-
CTBUTEJIbHO: 32 KPOBaBbIM OMNMCAHUEM Pa3rpoMa €Bpa3UiCKOM
apMHH C KOJIOCCATTBHBIMU ITU(pPaMH YOUTHIX U B3SITHIX B IJIEH T1O-
CIIeJIOBAIO OOBSIBJIEHHE, UTO CO CIEAYIONIel Helenu HopMa Io-
KOJIA/IHOTO PAlIMOHA COKPAIAETCs C TPUALATH T'PaMMOB 0 J1Ba-
JaTy.

VHHCTOH cHOBa pBHIrHYJ. I’KWH IOYTH BBIBETPUIICS, OCTaB-
JI51s1 Tocrie ce0s1 4yBCTBO NOJIABIEHHOCTH. TesieakpaH pa3pa3ui-
cs1 necHelt «Bo crnaBy TBOW0, OKeaHus1» — TO JIU B YECTb MOOE/bI,
TO JIK YTOOBI OTBJICYb JIOJIEH OT COKpAIeHHsI IMOKOIaJHOTO TTai-
ka. [Tomaranoce BCTarh 10 CTOMKE «CMUPHO», HO YUHCTOH HaXo-
JWIICS BHE 30HBI BUIMMOCTH TEJIEIKPaHa.

«Bo cnaBy TBOIO, OKeaHMs1» CMEHUIACh JIETKOM MY3bIKOM.
VUHCTOH NOI011IeN K OKHY, AePXKACh CIIMHOM K TeJiedKpaHy. [leHb
OBbLIT BCE TaKOW e XOJIOAHBIN W sICHBIA. [71e-T0 Boasieke ¢ Tiny-
XHMM pacKaTHUCThIM I'POXOTOM B3opBajiack pakera. Ha JIonnon nx
cOpacpIiBaIv OT ABAALIATH 0 TPUILATU B HEAEIO.

Ha ynuue Betep npojgoikann Tpenarb OTOPBaHHBIN yrod Iiia-
Kara, TO OTKpbiBas, TO ckpbiBas cia0Bo «AHI'COLl». Anrcom.



CasillieHHbIE YCTOM AHICOlA.

HoBos13, aBoembiciye, MIACTUYHOCTh MPOIILJIOr0. YHUHCTOH
MOYYBCTBOBAJI cebsl Tak, OyaTO Ope/ieT Mo MOPCKOMY JIHY uepe3
JIeC BOZIOPOCJIEH, 3aT€PABIINCH B MOHCTPYO3HOM MUPE, II€ U caM
oH — MoHcTp. OH Obu1 opuH. [Iponuioe — MepTBO, Oyayiee —
HeBooOpa3umMo. Kak oH Mor ObITh YBEpeH, UTO Ha ero CTOpPOHE
XOTb OJTHO YEJIOBEUECKOEe CYIIIECTBO U3 HbIHE *KuBYymuX? U pas3-
B€ MOXHO 3HaTb, YTO BiajbiuecTBo [lapTru He Oyaer BedHbIM?
BmecTo oTBeTa oH mpounTal Tpu J03yHra Ha 6eom dacane Mu-
HUCTEPCTBA MPAB/IbI:

BOWHA - 9TO MUP

CBOBO/JIA - 9TO PABCTBO
HE3HAHMUE - 9TO CIJIA

YUHCTOH J10cTall M3 KapMaHa MOHETKY B JIBAJIIIATh MSITh TIeH-
ToB. Ha Hell 3HaUMJIICh Te e TPH JIO3yHTra, HAOpaHHBIE aKKypaT-
HBIM MEJIKMM IIprQTOM, a Ha 000POTHOM CTOPOHE — JIUIIO BoJb-
moro bpara. [laxe ¢ MOHETH 3a TOOOW HaOMONAIM STH IJia3a.
Onu OB Be3/Ie: HA MOHETaX, MapKax, KHIKHBIX OOJTOKKaX, Ha
3HAMEHaX U IJIaKaTax, Ha CUTapeTHBIX Mavkax. Thl Bceraa uyB-
CTBOBaJI Ha ceOe B3MJIS U CIIBIIIAT BKpaJYMBbIA rojoc. Bo cHe
Y HasBy, Ha padoOTe W 3a €]I0W, AoMa W Ha yJWile, B BAaHHOW U
B IOCTEJI — HUKY/A OT TOro He JeThcs. He ocraBanoch HUYe-
r'O CBOETO, KpOME HECKOJIbKMX KYOUYeCKUX CAaHTUMETPOB BHYT-
pY YepernHoil KOPOOKH.

ConHIle ynuio, 1 MUpHaasl OKOH MUHHUCTEPCTBA TIPAB/IbI Tie-
pecTay OTpaXxaTh €ro CBET, IOTEMHEB, KaK OOMHHUIIBI KPETIOCTH.



Cepatie YUHCTOHA CKaJloCh MPU BUJIE UCTIOTMHCKOUM MTUPAMU/IBI.
OHa c/IMIIKOM ITPOYHa, €€ He B3STh IITypMOM. U ThicsUa pakeT
HE CMOXET CPOBHSATH ee ¢ 3emyied. OH CHOBA 3ayMaJiCsl, Pau
KOTO MUILET THeBHUK. Pagu Oynyiiero, paay mpoiuioro — paau
BeKa, MOXET, JIMIIL BooOpaskaemoro. [lepen HUM ke masdnia He
CMepTh, HO Oeccie/IHOe YHUUTOXKeHNe. [IHeBHUK TTpeBpaTuTCs B
Tenesi, a caM OH MPocCTo ucnaputcs. Ero cioBa mpodteT TOJb-
KO MBbIciienonuuus, Mpexae 4eM CTEPETh UX C JIMLA 3EMJIU U U3
uctopun. Kak MoxHO oOpamarscst K Oyayiiemy, Korjga ot teos
HE OCTAHETCS HUKAKOIO CJIE[A B TOM MUpE, Ja’Ke aHOHMMHBIX
CJIOB, HallapalaHHbIX Ha KJIOUKe Oymaru?

Teneskpan npoOUa YeTbipHAAATh YacoB. [Jo BbIxoaa necsthb
MuHYT. OH JIOJI)KeH BEPHYThCS Ha pabOTy K YETBIPHAILIATU TPU/-
LATH.

Boii yacoB, Kak HM CTPaHHO, BEPHYJ €My MPUCYTCTBUE [1y-
Xa. YUHCTOH ObLJT OIMHOKUM IMPU3PAKOM, U3PEKABIIIUM PaBy,
KOTOPYIO HUKTO HUKOI/A He ycasuuT. Ho rmoka oH ee uspeka-
€T, CBSI3b BPEMEH TAWHCTBEHHBIM 0Opa3oM Mpojosikaercs. Tol
Hecelllb B ce0e uesioBeYecKoe Havalo He Torja, Korjaa 1edst Cry-
IIAI0T, a KOI/1a Thl COXpaHsellb sICHOe co3HaHue. OH BEpHYJICS K
CTOJTy, OOMaKHYJI MIepo B YepHIJIA U HAMKCAT:

Byayimemy miu mpornuioMy, BpeMeHH, KOT/ia MBICITb CBOOO]I-
Ha, KOrja JIoJU OTJIMYaloTCA IPYr OT Apyra U He XUBYT B O/IU-
HOYKY — BPEMEHM, KOTja CyIECTBYET IIpaBa, U 4To CAEJIAHO, TO
C/IEJIaHO:

M3 Beka oIMHAKOBEBIX, N3 BeKa OOWHOYEK, U3 BeKa bosbmioro



Bpara, 13 Beka JBOEMBICIUS — IPUBETCTBYIO TeOs!

On noxymai, uTo yxe mMepTB. EMy moka3anoch, 4TO TOJBKO
ceifyac, Korja oH oOpes crocoOHOCTh (POPMYJIMPOBATH MBICIIH,
OH miepecek uepty. [locnencTBust 10OOTro AEHCTBUS 3aKJII0OUEHBI
B CaMOM 3ToMm JieiicTBrn. OH Hamucar:

Mpeicnedenonus He BiieUeT 3a COO0M CMePTh: MbICIe(eTOHIS
ECTDb cmeprs.

Teneps, Koraa oH nMpu3Hal B cebe MepTBella, CTajlo BaKHBIM
OCTaBaThCsl B KMBBIX KaK MOXHO JoJbliie. [[Ba masiblia mpaBou
pyKHU 3amaukanuch uyepHuiaamu. Kak pa3 takas netanb U MOXeT
BbIIaTh. Kakoi-HUOYIb BOCTPOHOCHI PEBHUTEb B MUHUCTEP-
CTBe (CKOpee BCero, *eHIIUHA: XOTs Obl Ta MaJeHbKasi, pblKeBa-
Tasi WM TEMHOBOJIOCAs U3 XYJOKECTBEHHOTO OT/Iesa) MOT 3a/1y-
MarThCsl, IOYeMy YHUHCTOH MUCal B 00€ICHHBIN MIepePhIB, TIOUEMY
nMcajl CTApOMOTHOM PYYKOH, YTO OH MUCAT — U OOMOJIBUTBLCS 00
9TOM B HY’)KHOM MeCTe. YUHCTOH IOIIe]T B BAHHYIO U TIIATEIbHO
OTMBUT YepHUJIA 3€PHUCTBIM OYPBIM MBLIOM, KOTOPOE TEPJIO KO-
Ky, KaK HaxJiauHasi Oymara, ¥ TIOTOMY XOPOIIIO TIOIXOAUIIO TSI
TAKOH 3a7JauH.

JIHeBHUK OH yOpaul B siuK. [IbITaThCsi KaK-TO CHIPATATh €ro
OBLIO OECCMBICIIEHHO, HO OH MOT XOTsI ObI IPUHATH MEPBI, YTO-
ObI 3aMeTUTh, €CJIU TeTpaIb OOHapykatT. Bonoc Ha Kpato cTpaHu-
1161 OBLT OBl CIMIITKOM OveBUIeH. OH MoaoOpa KOHYUKOM Majb-
112 e/1Ba 3aMETHYI0 OeJiecyio MbUTMHKY M TIOMECTHII Ha yron 00-
JIOXKH, T]Ie OHA OyJIeT MOKOUThCS, TIOKA THEBHUK KTO-HUOYIb HE
BO3BMET B PYKH.



III

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 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
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 1?
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.

“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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