George Orwell / Ixopazxk Opya3aa - NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR / 1984 [1949,
PDF, ENG/RUS]

T'ox Beimycka: 1949 (aura.) / 1989 (pycck.)

Aptop: George Orwell / [xxopax Opyaaa

2Kanp: Kaaccuka, aHTHyTONIN, caTHpa, 3cce

UsnareasctBo: Secker & Warburg, London, 1949 / «IIporpeccy, 1989
SI3BIK: aHTAMMCKUM / pyCCKUit

dopmart: PDF

KauecTBo: eBook (M3Ha9aAbHO KOMITBIOTEPHOE)

Onucanmne:
Opyaaa, dxopmx |/ Orwell, George — «1984». Poman / Ilep. c aura., I'oasmmes B.IL;
npumed., 'oaprmres B.IT.

B pomane-autHyTOomnu «1984» «MUpPOBOE COOBIIIECTBO» (rAOGAAM3HPOBAHHBIN MUD,
pa3eAeHHBIN Ha HECKOABKO Mera-rocy1apcTB) H300pakeH TOTaAUTAPHBIN
HepapXU4eCKUil CTPOM, OCHOBaHHBIM Ha (HUHYECKOM H IyXOBHOM IIOpaboIleHNH,
TIPOHM3aHHBIM CTPaxoM, HEHABHCTBIO, AOXKEIO, JIBOMHBIMM CTaHAAPTAMU M IpoIara’ioii.
B pomane «1984» BriepBbIe IIPO3BYyYaA0 U3BECTHOE BhIpazkeHHe «BoABIIO OpaT caeauT 3a
TOOOM», a TaK:Ke BBEAEHBI CTABIIHE IIHPOKO H3BECTHBIMH TEPMHHBI «IBOEMBICAHE),
«MBICAETIPECTYIIACHHUE» 1 «(HOBOS3».

B Bacrogmie# KHure TeKcT poMaHa «1984» anramiickoro mucatead [IxKopmka Opysassa
npencraBaeH B popMe OMAMHIBBI (HA aHTAHUPCKOM U PYCCKOM SI3bIKax). OpUTHHAABHBIN
TEKCT W IIEPEBOJ PACIIOAATAIOTCS B OBYX BEPTUKAABHBIX CToAGIlax. KHura Mozxker
HMCIIOAB30BaThCH IIPH HU3YYEHUH aHTAUFCKOIO HAHU PYCCKOTO S3bIKOB.


https://zadereyko.info/downloads/library/1984.pdf

KomMMeHTapHii:

F'A06aAM3UPOBAHHBIA MUDP B aHTHyTonuH OpydAAa COCTOHUT K3 HECKOABKHX KPYITHBIX
rOCyAapCTB-MATEPUKOB, MOCTOSHHO HAXOASALIMUXCS APYT C APYrOM TO B COCTOSHUU
BOMHBI, TO APYKObI. [Ipu 5TOM HHKOIZA HE SICHO, TI0 KAKOM MMEHHO IIPUYHHE KAKOe-AUGO
U3 MEra-rocylapCTB CTaA0 APYKECTBEHHBIM WAM BPaXKIEOHBIM II0 OTHOLUIEHHIO K
apyromy. BoifHa BO BCeM MHpe BeNETCS IIOCTOSIHHO, OGeCIpepblBHO, ofpa3 Bpara
HEOTCTYIIEH.

XPpOHOAOTHYECKHUIH XO4 COOBITHI M HKCTUHY, HAXOAACh BHYTPH TAaKOM CHCTEMBI,
BOCCTAHOBUTH HEBO3MOXKHO BBHAY IIOCTOSHHOM, €XKEIHEBHOM U €XKe4YacHOH AXKH,
TIEePENUChIBAHUSA UCTOPHU B YroAy IpaBdilell «3auTe». Be3 «Bpara» He CyLIECTBOBAAO ObI
HHUKAKHX (IAUT» B TaKHX TOCyJapCTBaxX, KOTOPblE CaMH K€, B CTOBOPE M COBMECTHO C
GAUTAMH» OPYTHX TAKHX K€ Mera-rocyAapcTB, HHHUIIUHPYIOT BCE BOHHBI, (PHMHAHCHPYIOT
HUX U IOXKHHAIOT MaTepHaAbHbIe BBITOABI A ceOs AMYHO M OOCAYXKHBAIOIIETO UX KAAHBI
«IIepCcoHaAa».

Hcropuro MoXKHO 3a0bITh HAH Iepenucarh. [locaenHee B pomane «1984» ocyiiecTBasgeTCs
AAAETOPUYECKH MOMEHTAABHO, IIOMCTHHE, B MTHOBEHHE OKa, 10 MAaHOBEHUIO DPYKH
Boarmroro Bpara, kak O (naun OHHM) TOTO MHOXKeAaeT B JAHHBIH MOMEHT, Kak Emy (M)
BBITOZTHO. A KTO HE COTAACEH HMAHM YCOMHHACS B HCTHHHOCTH COOBITHH, CYyIIECTBOBaHUU
Oo(bHUIIMaABHO MPEAIIHCAHHBIX «BPAroB», O(UIIMAABHOM TOAKOBAHHU IIPOMCXOSIIETO K
HCTOPHUH — TOT «MBICAEIIPECTYITHUK» U IMTOJAEIKUT «PACIIBLIACHUION.



NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR
GEORGE ORWELL

PART I
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.
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BbI1A XOAOMHBIN SICHBIM allpeAbCKUM NEHb, U
4yacel ~OpoOHAM  TPHUHAALATH. YTKHYB

noabOpPOoOK B IPYyAb, YTOOBI CIIACTHUCEH OT
36070 Berpa, YHUHCTOH CMHUT TOPOIIAMBO
IIMBITHYA 3a CTEKASHHYIO [BEPb YKHUAOTO
noma «[loGema», HO BCe-TAKH BILyCTHA 3a
cob0ii BUXPH 3€PHUCTOM IIBIAH.

B BecTuGroAe maxao BapeHO KalycTodl u
cTapbIMH II0AOBHKaMH. [IpoTHB Bxoma Ha
CTE€He BHCEA IIBETHOH IIAAKaT, CAHIIKOM
OOABIIION AAd roMelieHud. Ha maakare 6bIA0
u306paxkeHo rpoManHoe, Goabllle MeTpa B
LWIMPHHY, AWIO, -- AHIO YEAOBEKA AET
COpOKa MATH, C T'YCTBIMH YE€PHBIMH yCaMH,
rpyboe, HO IIO-My:KCKH IIPHUBAEKATEABHOE.
YuHCTOH HampaBHACd K AecTHUIle. K audry
HE CTOHAO M noaxoauTs. OH gaxke B AydIIIHE
BpeMeHa penko paboTras, a Tenepb, B
MAHEBHOE BpEMs, SAEKTPHYECTBO BOOOIIE
OTKAIOYaAH. [leHiCTBOBaA PEXKUM SKOHOMHUU
roTOBHAMCHL K Henmeae HEHaBHCTH.
YUHCTOHY  TIPEACTOSAO  OIOAETH  CEMb
Mapliei; eMy IIeA COPOKOBOM Troz, Ham
IITKOAOTKOH y Hero O6blaa BapHKO3HAad fA3Ba:
OH IIOAHUMAaACH MEIACHHO M HECKOABKO pas
OCTaHaBAMBaACH IEpPeNoxXHyTh. Ha Kakmoit
TIAOIIAKE CO CTEHBI TASIIEAO BCE TO K€
auno. Iloptper ObIA BBIIOAHEH TakK, dYTO,
Kyga Obl Tl HH CcTaa, raasza Tebd He
ornyckasu. CTAPIINM BPAT CMOTPUT HA
TEBS, -- raacuAa MOAIHUCE.

B kBapTHUpe COYHBIH I'OAOC YTO-TO TOBOPHUA O
IPOM3BOACTBE UyTyHAa, 3a4HTBIBaA ILIHUMPEBI.
TFoaoc 11ea U3 3aferaHHOR B IIPaBYyIO CTEHY
IIPOAOATOBATOM METAaAAMYECKOM IIAACTHUHEI,
IIOXOXKE€H Ha MyTHOE 3€pPKas0. YHHCTOH
HOBEPHYA PY4YKY, [OAOC ocaab, HO pedsb II0-
IpexHEMy 3Bydasa BHATHO. Anmnapar 3TOT
(oH Ha3pIBaACH TeA€KpaH) IPUTYIIHTH OBIAO
MOIKHO, IIOAHOCTBIO K€ BBIKAIOYUTH --
HEAB3S. YHHCTOH  oOTolleA K  OKHY;
HEBBICOKHI  TIIEAYLIHBI  4YEAOBEK, OH
KazaAcd elle 0oAee IIYIABIM B CHHEM
dopmeHHOM KOMOHUHE30He napruiina.
Boaocbl y Hero ObIAM COBCEM CBETABIE, a
PYMSHOE AHIO MIEAYIIHAOCE OT CKBEPHOTI'O
MblAQ, TYIBIX A€3BHM M XOAOOA TOABKO YTO
KOHYUBIIIEHCS 3UMBI.



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
blackmoustachio’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.
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Mup cHapyzxHu, 3a 3aKpbITBIMH OKHaMH,
OBIIIAA  XOAOIIOM. Berep 3akpy4mBas
CIIUpaAsdIMU IbIAb U OOpPBIBKH OyMaru; H,
XOTSI CBETHAO COAHIlE, a HeGO OBIAO PE3KO
roAyOBIM, BCE B TIOpPOJAE  BBITASIZIEAO
OeCIIBETHBIM KPOME  pPaCKACEHHBIX
noBciony maakaToB. C KasKZoro 3aMeTHOTO
yraa CMOTpPeAo AHIO dYepHOycoro. C moma
HampoTuB  Toxe.  CTAPIIMM  BPAT
CMOTPUT HA TEBEY, -- roBopHAa OAIHUCE,
U TEMHBIE I'Aa3a TAGEAN B raa3a YHUHCTOHY.
BHu3y, Hag TpPoTyapoM Tpemnascd Ha BETPY
AaKaT C OTOPBAHHBIM yTAOM, TO Ipgd4a, TO
OTKpbIBagd eauHCTBeHHOe caoBo: AHI'COILIL.
Bnaseke Mexxay  KpbIIIAMH — CKOAB3HYA
BEPTOAET, 3aBHC Ha MTHOBEHHE, Kak
TpyIHad MyXa, U 110 KPUBOH yHecCd IIPOYb.
OTO MOAHULEHCKHH MaTPyAb 3arAsfbIBas
AIOASM B OKHa. Ho maTpyau B cueT He LIAH.
B cuyer miaa TOABKO ITOAMIIUS MBICAEH.

3a crnuHON YHMHCTOHA TOAOC M3 TeAEKpaHa
Bce elle 0OOATAA O BBIIAABKE YyryHA |
[IEPEBBIMIOAHEHUHN  [EBATOTO TPEXAETHETO
naana. Teaekpan paboras Ha NPHUEM M HA
nepenady. OH AOBHA KaXKIO€ CAOBO, €CAHU
€ro IIPOU3HOCHAHU HE CAMIIKOM THUXHUM
LIENIOTOM; MaAO TOrO, I[IOKyZAa YHHCTOH
ocTaBasCsl B  IIOA€  3pPEHUS  MYTHOM
[IAACTHUHBI, OH OBbIA HE TOABKO CABIIIEH, HO U
BuzeH. KoHeyHO, HHKTO He  3HAaA,
HaOAIOZAIOT 32 HUM B JAHHYIO MUHYTY HAH
HeT. YacTo AM W II0 KAKOMY PAaCIIHCAHHIO
[IOAKAIOYAETCS K TBOEMY KAOEAIO ITOAWLIHS
MBICAEA -- 00 BTOM MOXKHO OBIAO TOABKO
rafgatb. He HCKAIOUEHO, YTO CAEOUAM 34
KaKIbIM -- U KPYTABIE CYTKH. Bo BCSKOM
CAy4ae, IOOKAIOUUTELCS MOTAU KOTAA YTOLHO.

[IpUXOAMAOCH KUTBb -- U Thbl IKHA, IIO
[IPUBBIYKE, KOTOpas IIPEeBpPaTHAACh B
WHCTHHKT, -- C CO3HAQHHEM TOLO, YTO
KaxK[0€ TBOE CAOBO IIO[ACAYILIHBAIOT U

KaxK/I0€ TBOE [BUXKEHHWE, [I0Ka HE Iorac
CBeT, HAOAIOIAIOT.

YUHCTOH pOepzkKaacd K TEACKPaHy CIIMHOM.
Tax Ge3omacHee; XOTd -- OH 3HAA 3TO --
CIIMHA TOXK€ BbIaeT. B KmaomeTrpe oT ero
OKHa I'POMO3JIHAOCH HaJl 4yMasbIM TOpPOIAOM
Oeaoe 3maHHE MHHHCTEPCTBA IIPaBAbI
MECTO €ro CAyO0bI. BoT OH, cO CMyTHBIM
OTBpAallleHHEM IIOAyMaA YHHCTOH, BOT OH,
AOHIOH, TAaBHBIM Topod B3aeTHOM MOAOCHI
I, Tperpeli IO HACEAEHUIO IIPOBHHIIUU



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|[1] 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
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rocymnapcrBa Okxkeanusa. OH obpaTHacd K
JETCTBY -- IIOIBITAACS BCIIOMHHTB, BCETAA
AM ObIA TakuM AOHOOH. Beernma am TssHyAHCH
BIAAb 3TH BEpPEHUIbI OOBETIIAABIX OOMOB
XIX Beka, MOAIEPTBIX OpeBHaMH, C
3aAaTaHHBIMU KapTOHOM OKHaMH,
AOCKYTHBIMH KPBIIIIaMH, NBSIHBIMU
CTEeHKaMHU IIaAMCAIHUKOB? u 3TH
oporaauHbl OT 6OoMOexkeK, T[e BHAACH
aanebacTpoBag MBIAbL U KUIIpeYd Kapabraacs
o rpyzaM oOAOMKOB; M OOABIINE IIyCTBIPH,
rae G60MOBI PACUMCTHAM MECTO OAS IIEAOH
rpubHO# ceMbH yOOTHX AOLIATBIX XHOAPOK,
HOXOXHUX Ha KypaTHUKH? Ho -- 6Ge3 ToAKy,
BCIOMHUTE OH HE MOT; HUYETO HE OCTaAOCh
OT [eTCTBa, KpPOME€ OTPBIBOYHBIX SPKO
OCBEIIEHHBIX CIIeH, AMIIEHHbIX ¢oHA H
garie BCEro HeBPa3yMHUTEABHBIX.

MuHHCTEPCTBO IIpaBAbl -- Ha HOBog3e[l]
MuHUIIpAaB -- Pa3UTEABHO OTAHMYAAOCH OT
BCErO, 4To AEIKAAO BOKDPYT. 9ro
HUCIIOAMHCKOE  IIUPAaMHIAABHOE  3[aHUe,

cugmllee 0eAbIM OeTOHOM, B3IbIMAAOCH,
YCTIYyII 3a YCTYIIOM, Ha TPEXCOTMETPOBYIO
BBICOTY. I3 cBoero okHa YHHCTOH MOT
npodecTh Ha OeaoMm dpacaze HaAIUCAHHBIE
9AETAHTHBIM IIPUPTOM TPHU MNAPTHUHBIX
AO3yHTA:

BOUWHA -- 9TO MUP

CBOBO/IA -- 9TO PABCTBO

HE3HAHUE -- CHAA

[lo cayxam, MHHHCTEPCTBO  IIPABIBI
3aKAI049aA0 B cebe TpU ThICAYH KaOWHETOB
Hap [IOBEPXHOCTEIO 3EMAR u

COOTBETCTBYIOIIYI0O KOPHEBYIO CHCTEMY B
Hezpax. B pa3HBIX KOHIIaX AOHAOHA CTOSIAU
AVIIIb TPH €IIe 34aHusS NIOAOOHOrO BHAA H
pasMmepoB. OHH HaCTOABKO BO3BBIIIAAUCH
HaJ TOPOAOM, YTO C KPBIIIH KHAOTO AOMAa
«ITobema» MOKHO OBIAO BHUAETH BCE YETHIpE
pasoM. B HHX @OMENIAAHNCH YeTbIpe
MHHHCTEPCTBA, BEChb TIOCyAapCTBEHHBIHN
anmnapar: MHHHCTEPCTBO IpaBfbl,
BefaBlllee HH@oOpMaluel, obpa3oBaHHEM,
JOCYTOM H HCKyCCTBaMH; MHWHHCTEPCTBO
MHpa, BeAaBllee BOHHOM; MHHHCTEPCTBO
AIOOBH, BenaBlllee OXpaHOM IIOpsgaKa, U
MHHHCTEPCTBO H300HAHMS, OTBedaBllee 3a
SKOHOMHUKY. Ha HoBog3e: MHHHIpPAaB,
MHHHUMHUD, MHUHHAIO0 U MHHH3O0.

MuHHCTEPCTBO AIOOBH BHYyIIIAaAO CTpax. B



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
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3IaHUH OTCYTCTBOBAaAM OKHA. YHHCTOH HH
pa3y He IepecTyIlaa ero Iopora, HHu pasy He
noaxoguA K HeMmy Oamke dYeM Ha
rnoakuaoMerpa. IlonacTe Tyzma MOXKHO OBIAO
TOABKO II0 OMHUIIMAABHOMY HOEAY, [a H TO
IIPEOJOAEB  IIEABIH AAOUPHUHT  KOAOueit
IIPOBOAOKH, CTaAbHBIX nBepe "
3aMaCKHUPOBAaHHBIX  IIyA€METHBIX  THE3[.
[aske Ha yAWIlaX, BEAYINMX K BHEIIHEMY
KOABILY orpaxkaeHu#, aTpPyAHpPOBaAU
OXpaHHUKH B dYepHOH QopMe, C AUIIAMH
TOPHUAA, BOOPY2KEHHBIE CcycTaBYaTbIMH
nyOuHKaMu

YuHCTOH pe3ko moBepHyacd. OH mnpuaas
AUIy BBIPaXK€HHE CIIOKOMHOI'O OITHMH3MA,
Hauboaee YMECTHOe IIepell TEeACKPaHOM, H
opollea B ApPyrod KOHel KOMHATBI, K
KPOXOTHOM KyxXOHBKe. [IOKHHYB B 3TOT 4dac
MHHHCTEPCTBO, OH IIOXKEPTBOBaa obenoM B
CTOAOBOM, a JOMa HUKAKOM eanbl He OBIAO --
KpOMe AOMTS 4epHOro xaeba, KOTOPBIM HAI0
6p1A0 mObOepeus mo0 3aBTparnHero yrpa. OH
B3sA C TIIOAKHM OyTBIAKYy OecIIBeTHOM
JKUOKOCTH C IIPOCTO 0eAoll STUKETKOM:
«/Izxkun Ilobemar. Bamax y mKkuHA ObBIA
IIPOTHUBHBIN, MAaCASHUCTBIH, Kak y
KUTANCKOH PHUCOBOM BOAKH. YUHCTOH HaAHA
IIOYTH IIOAHYIO YalIlIKy, COOpaACs C AyXOM U
IIPOTAOTHA, TOYHO AEKapPCTBO.

Auio y Hero cpasy IOKpacCHEAO, a K3 raas
IOTEKAH cAe3bl. HamuTok Obla IOXO0XK Ha
a30THYIO KHCAOTY; MAAO TOTO: IIOCA€ TAOTKa
oIyieHue ObIAO Takoe, Oyaro Tebs orpeaun
10 CIIMHE PEe3WHOBOM aybmHKo#. Ho Bckope
JKIKEHHE B JKEAYIKE YTHXAO, a MHpP CTaA
BBIrAeTh Beceaee. OH BBITSHYA CHIApETY
U3 MATOM MHadyKH C HAAmuCbio «CHUraperbl

TMobGema», 1O PACCEIHHOCTH [ep¥ka ee
BEPTHKAABHO, B PE3yAbTATe BeECh Tabak U3
curapetbl  BbIcbimaaca Ha  1moa. Co
caenyromeit Yuncrou obor1eacs

akkyparHee. OH BEpHyYACH B KOMHATY U CEA
3a CTOAMK CAE€Ba OT TeAekpaHa. U3 aumka
CcToAa OH BBIHYA pPY4YKy, IIy3bIpEK C
YepHHUAAMH U TOACTYIO KHUTY AL 3aIIHCe C
KPACHBIM KOPEIIKOM M IIEPENAETOM IIOL
MpaMmop.

I[To HEU3BECTHON MPUYUHE TEAEKPAH B
KOMHaTe OBIA yCTAHOBAEH He TakK, Kak
npuHsaTo. OH MOMEIIaACs HE B TOPLIOBOM
CTeHe, OTKyZa Mor Obl 0003peBaTb BCIO
KOMHATy, a B OAMHHOM, HAIIPOTUB OKHA.
CbOoky or Hero Oblaa Heraybokas HUINA,
IpeaHa3Ha4YeHHasd, BEPOSITHO, IAST
KHHXKHBIX IIOAOK, -- TaM H CHIIEA ceiddac



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 speak-write
which was of course impossible for his
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Yuucrou. CeB B Heil mnoraybxke, OH
OKAa3bIBAACS HENOCSTAEMBIM [IASl TEAEKDPAHA,
BEpHEe, HEBHUAMMBIM. IIOACAYIIMBATEL €rO,
KOHEYHO, MOTAM, HO HabAIOAaTh, [IOKa OH
cuzmeAa TawM, HET. 3Ta HECKOABKO
HeoObIYHAs [IAQHHUPOBKA KOMHATEHI,
BO3MOXKHO, M HATOAKHyAA €ro Ha MBICAb
3aHATHCS TEM, YeM OH HaMepeH OblA cefuac
3aHATBCH.

Ho kpome TOro, HaTOAKHyAa KHHra B
MpaMOpHOM  Iepemaere. KHura  Gblaa
YAUBHUTEABHO KpacuBa. [aamkas KpeMoBas
Oymara 4YyTb IIOKEATEAd OT CTAapOCTH --
TakKoid OyMmMarum He BBIIYCKAAH YK€ AeT
COpOK, a To u 0Ooablre. YHHCTOH
I0I03peBaA, YTO KHUra elle apeBHee. OH
IPUMETHA €€ Ha BUTPHHE CTapbeBIIMKa B
TPyLoOHOM paiioHe (rae HMMEHHO, OH y¥Ke
3a0blA) B 3aropescd KEAaHHUEM KYIIHTb.
YaeHAM IIapTHH HE II0AAraA0Ch XOOUTH B
OOBIKHOBEHHBIE MarasHHbI (3TO Ha3bIBaAOCH
«IproOpeTaTh TOBapbl Ha  CBOOOMHOM
PBIHKE»), HO 3aIIpETOM YacTo IIpeHeGperaau:
MHOXKECTBO Belllelf, TAKUX, KaK IIHYPKHA U
OpUTBEHHBIE A€3BHSI, pPa3mo0bITh HWHBIM
criocoboM ObIAO  HEBO3MOXKHO. YHHCTOH
OBICTPO OTASIHYACSI IIO CTOPOHAM, HBIPHYA B
AABKy M KYIHA KHHUTY 3a [OBa [oArapa
OATBAECAT. 3aUeM -- OH caM ellle He 3HaA.
OH BOpoOBaTO IIPHUHEC €€ AOMOY B IOpTdeae.
Maxke 1ycras, OHA KOMIIPOMETHPOBaAa
BAQEABLIA.

HamepeBaaca ke OH Telepb Ha4YaTb
OHEBHHUK. OTO He OBIAO IIPOTHBO3aKOHHBLIM
IOCTYIIKOM  (IIPOTHBO3aKOHHOTO  BOOOIIE
HUYEro He CYIIECTBOBAAO, IIOCKOABKY He
CYIIECTBOBaAO (OABIIIE CAMHX 3aKOHOB), HO
ecAn [OHEBHHK OOHapyxKar, YHHCTOHA
OXHIAET CMEPTH HAH, B AYYIIEM CAydYae,
OBAAUATH II9Th A€T KAaTOPXKHOTO Aareps.
YHUHCTOH BCTaBHA B PYYKY IEPO U OOAU3HYA,
4yT0OBI ~ CHATH CMasKy. Pydka  Oblaa
apxXau4eCKHM HHCTPYMEHTOM, HMH [OaKe
PacHuChIBAAUCH penko, u YuHCTOH
pas3nobeIiA CBOIO Ta¥iKOM U He 6e3 Tpyza: 3Ta
KpacHuBas KpeMoBas Oymara, Ka3aaoCh eMy,
3aCAyKHBAeT TOro, 4ToObl 10 Hel Mmucasu
HACTOSIIUMH dYepHHAAMH, a He Kopsabasu
YepHUABHBIM KapaHzalioM. Boobie-1o oH
He IIPUBBIK MHCATh PyKoif. Kpome cambIx
KOPOTKHX 3aMeTOK, OH BCe MQUKTOBaA B



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,
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pedenuc, HO TyT AWUKTOBKA, IIOHATHO, He

TOIUAAC. OH  oO0mMakHyA TIIepo U
3aMeIKaAcsg. Y HEro CXBaTHAO IKHBOT.
KocuyTbCca epom b6ymaru -

6ecrioBOpOTHEIH mIar. MeAKHMH KOPSBBIMH
OyKBaMH OH BBIBEA:

4 anpenst 1984 200a

U oTkuHyAcs. IM 0BAQZIEAO YYBCTBO ITOAHOM
6ecriomorHocTH. [Ipexkae BCEro OH He 3Haa,
npaBaa AW, 4TO rof -- 1984-i1. Okoao 3TOro
-- HECOMHEHHO: OH OBbIA IIOYTH YBEPEH, UTO
emy 39 aer, a ponuacd oH B 1944-m uam 45-
M; HO Telepb HEBO3MOXHO YCTAHOBUTH
HHUKaKyI0 ATy TOYHee, YeM C OIIMOKOH B
IO/l MAM [BA.

A nag KOro, BAPYT 03aJa4UACd OH, IMUIIETCH
3TOT AHEBHUK? [las Oymyliero, oas TeX, KTO
emle He poauAcd. MBICAB €ro IIOKpYyXKHAa
HaJZ COMHHUTEABHON OaTol, 3allMCaHHOU Ha
AUCTE, u BApPYT HaTKHYyAaChb Ha
HOBOSI30BCKOE  CAOBO  Odgoemswicniue. U
BIIEPBbIE €My CTaA BUAEH BeCh MaciuTab ero
sarer. C OyaymmuMm Kak obmarscsa? I9To 1o
caMoil CyTH HeBO3MOXHO. Aubo 3aBTpa
OynmeT IIOXOxKe€ Ha CEerogHd M TOraa He
CTaHET €ero caymarb, AHO0 OHO Oyzer
APYTHM, U HEB3rOAbl YHHCTOHA HUYETO €MY

HE CKaxXKyT.

YuHCTOH cuaes, 6€CCMBICAEHHO yCTaBACh Ha
bymary. M3 TeaekpaHa ymapmuaa peskas
BO€HHasi My3bIKa. AIOOOIBITHO: OH He
TOABKO IIOTEPSIA CIOCOOHOCTH BBIpaXKaTh
CBOM MBICAHM, HO [gaxke 3abbla, 4YTO eMy
XOTEAOCH cKas3aTh. CKOABKO HeIOeAb
TOTOBHACS OH K 9TOH MHHYyTE, U €My [aKe B
TOAOBY HeE IIPHUIIIAO, YTO MOTpebyeTcsa TyT He
omHa xpabpocth. ToABKO 3amucaThb -- 4ero
npolie? [Tepenectu Ha Oymary
HECKOHYAaeMbIH TPEBOXKHBIH MOHOAOT,
KOTOPBIH 3BYYHUT y HETO B TOAOBE TOMBI,
roapl. 1 BOT gaske 3TOT MOHOAOI HCCSIK. A
3Ba HaJ [IUKOAOTKOH 3yziesa HEBBIHOCHMO.
OH 6osiacg TTodecaTh HOTY -- OT 9TOr0 BCeraa
HaYUHaAAOCh BocmaseHue. CeKyHObl KallaAH.
Toabko Oean3Ha Oymaru, ma 3y4 Ham
IMUKOAOTKOM, Oa TrpeMydas My3blKa, Oa
AETKHM XMEAbL B T'OAOBE -- BOT M BCE, 4UTO
BOCIIPHHHUMAAM celdac ero 4yBCTBa.

U BOpyr oH HadYaA MOHCATh -- IIPOCTO OT



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
Jjewess 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
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IIaHUKH, OYC€Hb CMYTHO CO3HaBad, 4YTO HIOECT
u3-rioa Iepa. BI/ICCPHBIC, HO IIO-OAETCKH
KOpP4ABBIE CTPOKH IIOA3AH TO BBEPX, TO BHHU3
II0 AHUCTY, TEpdAd CIIEpBa 3arAaBHBIE 6yKBI:>I,
a II0TOM M TO4YKH.

4 anpensi 1984 200a. Buepa 8 kuHo. Cniownb
goeHHble Gunbmbl. OOUH OueHb XOPOULUT
20e-mo u CpeduzemHom mope bombsam cyoHo
¢ bexxernyamu. ITybrury 3abaensrom rkadpol,
20e npobyem ynasimo 2POMAOHDBLUL
MOACMEHHBLL MYXKUUHA a e20 npecaedyem
gepmosiem. cnepea mblL 8UOUM KAK OH NO-
denvgpuHbu bynmeixaemest 8 800e, NOMOM
sudum ez0 C eepmosiema uepe3 npuuesn
NOmMoMm OH 8eCb NPOObLIPSIBNIEH U MOPEe 8OKPY2
Hez0 po3080€ U CPasy MoHem CJ08HO uepe3
OJblpbl Habpan eo0bl. K020a OH nowies Ha OHO
3pumenu 3azoeomanu. ITomom winonka
nonHast Oemell U Had Heli e8vemcs
gepmosiem. mam Ha HOCY CUOeNd HEeHULUHA
CpedHUX Jslem noxoxast Ha espeliky a Ha
pyrax y Hee manbuur iem mpex. Manouurx
Kpuuum om cmpaxa U npsiuem 20208y Yy Hee
Ha e2pyou kaxk 6yomo xouem & Hee
88UHMUMbLCSL A OHA €20 Yycnokausaem U
npuKkpsleaem pykamu Xoms. cama NoCUHend
om cmpaxa. ece 8pemsi —cmapaemcst
3aKpbIMb €20 pykamu noaydue, Kak 6yomo
MOJKem  3acA0OHUMb Oom  NyYysab. NOMOM
sepmosiem cbpocun Ha HUX 20
KU02PAMMOBYIO 6OMOY Y KACHBLIL 63pble U
n00Ka  pasnemenace 8 Wwenku. nomom
3ameuamenvHulii.  Kadp Oemckasi pyka
Jlemum eeepx, 88epx NPsiMo 8 Hebo HasepHO
ee CHUMAAU U3 CMeKAsSHHO20  Hoca
gepmosiema U 8 NapmuilHblx psidax 2pomKo
annoouposanu HO mam 20e cudenu NnpoJibl
KAKAs-MmO JKeHUJUHA NOOHSLIA CcKaHoanl u
KpUK, Umo 9moz20 Heab3si nokas3bleams npu
demsix wKyoa osmo eodumcsi Kyoa 9mo
2o0umest npu demsix U CKAHOGNUNLA NOKA
noauyetickue He ebleeslu He 8bleeslll ee 8pPsi0
Au el umo-HuUbyosL coenarom Mano AU Umo
2080psAM  NPOSLL  MUNUUHASL NPOSOECKASL
pearkuust Ha 9Mo HUKmMo He obpawaem...

YUHCTOH HEpecTas MHCaTh, OTYACTH H3-3a
TOTO, YTO y HEro cBeao PykKy. OH cam He
IIOHMMAaA, II0YEMY BBIIAECHYA Ha Oymary
5ToT B3710p. HO AIOGOIBITHO, YTO, IIOKA OH
BOAHA TIEPOM, B IIaMATH Y HETO OTCTOSAOCH
COBCEM ApPYTo€ MPOMCIIECTBHE, AA TaK, YTO
XOTh ceHuyac 3amuceiBail. EMy craso
THOHSATHO, YTO M3-3a 3TOTO IIPOHCIIECTBHS
OH M pELINA BAPYT HOHTH AOMOM M HadaThb



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
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AHEBHHK CErOOHHA.

CAy"II/IAOCb OHO yTPOM B MHHHUCTEPCTBE --
€CAU O TakoH TYMaHHOCTH MOXKHO CKa3aTb
«CAYyIHAACH.

BpeMss npubAMKasoCchb K OLUHHALIIATH-
HOAB-HOAb, U B OTHAEAE NOKYMEHTAIIUU, TIE
paboraa YHMHCTOH, COTPYAHHKH BBIHOCHUAH
CTYABSI N3 KaOWMH H PACCTABASIAU B CEPeaUHEe
XoAAa Ilepell OOABIIHMM TEAEKPaHOM
COOHpaAuCh Ha [BYXMHUHYTKY HEHABHCTH.
YHHCTOH IIPHUTOTOBHACH 3aHATH CBOE MECTO
B CpeOHUX paax, U TYT HEOKHUIAAHHO
MOSIBUAKCEH €Ill€ [BOE: AWIA 3HAKOMBIE, HO
pasroBapuBaThb c HUMH eMy  He
[IPUXOAUAOCE. [IEBHUILy OH YACTO BCTPEYAA B
Kopumopax. Kak ee 30ByT, OH He 3HAA, 3Has
TOABKO, 4YTO OHa paboraeT B OTHEAe
auTeparypsl. Cyas o ToMy, 9TO MHOTZA OH
BHIEA €€ C Fa€YHBIM KAIOYOM M MaCACHBIMH
pyKaMmu, oHa OGCAYKMBaAd OLHY W3 MALINH
OAsl  coumMHeHHs pomaHoB. OHa Gblra
BeCHylI4arasl, C TCyCTBIMH TEMHBIMH
BOAOCAMH, AET ABAALIATH CEMH; AEPKAAACH
CaMOYBEPEHHO, ABUTAAACEH I10-CIIOPTHBHOMY
CTPEMHUTEABHO. AABIH Kyliak -- 3Mbaema
MoAOLEKHOTO aHTHUIIOAOBOTO COI03a, -- TYIO
OGEPHYTHIM HECKOABKO DPAa3 BOKPYT TAAUH
KOMOHMHE30HA, MOAYEPKUBAA KpyThle Gempa.
YHHCTOH C HEPBOTO B3TASAA HEB3AIOOHA €e€.

N 3maa, 3a yto. OT Hee BesIAO OyXOM
XOKKENHBIX IIOAE€H, XOAOOHBIX KyIaHUH,
TYPUCTCKHUX BBIAA30K u BOOO11IE

npaBoBepHOCTH. OH He AIOOHMA IIOYTH BCEX
JKEHIIMH, B OCOOEHHOCTH MOAOOBIX H
XOPOLIEHbKHUX. VIMEHHO  KEHIIMHBI, |
MOAOIbIE B IIEPBYIO O4Yepenb, ObIAU CAMBIMU
baHATHYHBIMU IIPUBEPXKEHIAMH [APTUH,
TAOTATEAIMH  AO3YHIOB, IOGPOBOABHBIMU
IIITHOHAMH H BBIHIOXHBATEAIMH €pecu. A
9Ta Kasasach €My [OaKe OIlacHee OPYTHX.
OmHaskapl OHA IIOBCTpedYasach eMy B
KOPHIOpe, B3TAdHyAa HCKOCa Oynro
[IPOH3KAA B3TASZOM, -- U B AYIILY €My BIIOA3
JepHBIA CcTpax. Y HEro [aaske MEABKHYAO
[I0ZI03PEHHE, YTO OHA CAYXKHUT B IIOAHUIIUH
MbICAeH. BripoueM, 3T0 6b1A0 MAAOBEPOSITHO.
Tem He MeHee BCAIKHM pa3, Korza OHa
OKa3bIBaAaCh PAOM, YHHCTOH HCIBITHIBAA
HEAOBKOE 4yBCTBO, K KOTOPOMY
[IPHUMEIIHBAAUCEH U BPakaIeOHOCTh U CTPax.

OmHOBpPEMEHHO €  JKEHIIMHOH  Bolea



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
snuffbox. Winston had seen O’Brien
perhaps a dozen times in almost as many
years. He felt deeply drawn to him, and not
solely because he was intrigued by the
contrast between O’Brien’s 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
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O'Bpaiien, u4aeH BHyTpPeHHeH IapTHH,
3aHUMAaBIITUHU HaCTOABKO BBICOKUMN u
YAAA€HHBIH ITOCT, YTO YHHCTOH HMEA O HEM
AVIIb CaMO€ CMYTHOE IIPECTaBAEHHE.
YBUOeB  YepHBI#  KOMOWHE30H  YA€HA
BHYTPEHHEH IIapTUH, AIOAY, CHIEBIIIHE
mepesn  TEAGKPaHOM, Ha MHUTI 3aTHXAH.
O'BpatieH ObIA POCABIH ITAOTHBIH MyzKYHHA C
TOACTOI Illeeffi u TPyObIM HACMEIIANBBIM
aunoM. HecMoTpst Ha TPO3HYIO BHEIIHOCTb,
OH ObIA He AulreH obaguus. OH uMea
IPUBBIYKY IIONIPABAITh OYKHM Ha HOCY, U B
3TOM XapaKTEepPHOM 3JKeCTe OBIAO YTO-TO MO

CTPaHHOCTH 00€30pyzKHBAIOIIee, YTO-TO
HEYAOBHMO HHTEAAHUT€HTHOe. J[IBOPSHUH
BOCEMHAILIATOIO  BEKa, IIPeIAararollyi

CBOIO TabaKepKy, -- BOT 4YTO IIPUIIIAO ObI Ha
yM TOMy, KTO eIle crocobeH Obia Obl
MBICAUTh TAaKHMH CpaBHEHHSMH. AeT 3a

JEeCATDH YuHCcTOH BHUIEA O'Bpatiiena,
HaBEPHO, C JMOECATOK, pa3. Ero TaHyro K
O'BpaiieHy, HO HE€ TOABKO IIOTOMY, YTO
o3agadruBas 3TOT KOHTpAacT MEXKIY
BOCIIUTAaHHOCTBIO u TEAOCAOKEHHEM
Gokcepa-TaxkeaoBeca. B raybune myuiu

YHUHCTOH HOmo3peBas -- a MOXKET ObITb, He
oMO3peBaA, a AMINb HAOEesACHd, 9T0
O'Bpaiien TIOAUTHYECKU He BIIOAHE
npaBoBepeH. Ero AuIo HaBOAMAO Ha TaKHe
MbIcAH. Ho omaTe-Taku BO3MOXKHO, YTO Ha
Aulle OBIAO HAIMCAHO HE COMHEHHEe B
JorMax, a IpocTo yM. Tak HMAM HHade, OH
IPOM3BOAHA BII€YaTAEHHE YeAOBE€Ka, C
KOTOPBIM MOXKHO IIOTOBOPHUTBH ecan
OCTaThCsl C HHUM HaeAWHE U YKPBITBCH OT
TeAeKpaHa. YUHCTOH HU pa3y He IOIBITAACS
IIPOBEPUTH 3Ty AOTAJKY; A U HE B €ro 3TO
6b1a0 cuaax. O'BpaiieH B3ragHyA Ha CBOH
4achl, YBHIEA, UTO BpeMd -- rtoutu 11.00, u
pelIua ocTaTbcsa Ha JOBYXMHUHYTKY
HEHaBHUCTH B oTzeAe foKyMeHTanuu. OH cea
BOZHOM DPsIly C YUHCTOHOM, 3a ABa MeCTa OT
Hero. Mexay HHMH  PaCIIOAOXKHMAACH
MaAseHbKasg pBIKeBartasi JKEHIIMHA,
paboTaBIllag II0 COCEACTBY C YHHCTOHOM.
TeMHOBOAOCAsI CeAa MPSIMO 38 HUM.

N BoT m3 06OABIIOrO TeAeKpaHa B CTEHE
BBIPBAACS OTBPATHTEABHBIH BOH M CKPEXKET
CAOBHO 3aIlyCTHAU KaKyIO-TO
YyZOBHUIIHYIO HECMasaHHyI0 MamuHy. OT
9TOr0 3ByKa BCTABaAM MObIOOM BOAOCBHI H
AoMHAO 3yObl. HeHaBHCTh Hayaracs.

Kak Bcerma, Ha 5KpaHe IOIBHACS Bpar
Hapoma OMMaHyaAb loaacrediH. 3pureau
3allIUKaAH. MaaeHbKas JKEHIITHA [¢]



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,
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pBIXKEBATBIMH BOAOCAMH B3BHU3THyAa OT
cTpaxa u OMEP3EHHUS. Toancreiin,
OTCTYIIHUK M pEHeraT, KOTAa-TO, AaBHBIM-
JAaBHO (TaK AAaBHO. 4YTO HHUKTO yXK€ M He
TIOMHUA, KoTZa), OBIA OIHUM u3
pyKoBOOAUTEACH IIapPTHH, IIOYTH PaBHBIM
camomy Crapiiemy Bpaty, a morom BcTaa
Ha IIyTh KOHTPPEBOAIOLIMH, ObIA IPHUTOBOPEH
K CMEPTHOH Ka3HM UM TaWHCTBEHHBIM
obpaszom cbexkaa, wucue3. IIporpamma
ABYXMHHYTKH KaxXAbI AE€Hb MEHSAACh, HO
TAQBHBIM JEUCTBYIOILIMM AMIIOM B HeH
Bcerna 6w1a loapcreiin. IlepBbIM N3MEHHUK,
TAaBHBIM OCKBEPHUTEAD MapTHUHHONU
4UCTOTBI. M3 ero Teopuil mpouspacrasu Bce
JasbHEHIIHe IIPECTYIIACHULA TIIPOTUB
napTuH, BCE BPEIUTEABCTBA,
IpefaTeAbCTBa, €pPecH, YKAOHBIL. HeBemomo
IZle OH BCE €Ile KHUA U KOBaA KPaMOAY:
BO3MOXKHO, 32 MOPEM, IIOJ 3alllUTOH CBOHX
HHOCTPAHHBIX XO34€B, a BO3MOXKHO

XOOVWAM Y TaKHe CAyXH, -- 3/1eCh, B
OxkeaHNH, B IIOAIIOABE.
YuUHCTOHY cCTaa0 TPYAHO [AblMIaTh. AHIO

Toapocreiina Bcerma BbI3BIBAAO Y  HETO
CAOXKHOE M My4YHTeAbHOe 4yBCcTBO. Cyxoe
eBpeHCKOe AWII0 B OPEOAE AETKHX CEeIbIX
BOAOC, KO3AWHAad 6OpoaKa -- YMHOE AWUII0 U
BMeCTe [¢] TeM HEOO'BSICHUMO
OTTaAKHBAIOIllee; U ObIAO UTO-TO CEHHALHOE
B O9TOM [OAWHHOM XpSIIEBATOM HOCE C
OYKaMH, CBEXABIIMMHU I[IOYTH HA CAaMbBIH
KOHYMK. OH HaIlOMHHaA OBIly, U B IOAOCE

€ro CABIIIAAOCH Oaeguune. Kak Bcerna,
Toancreitn 3A00HO ob6pyuraca Ha
napTuiiHble [OKTPHUHBI, HAIAAKHA ObIAK

HACTOABKO B3IOPHBIMH U HECYPA3HBIMH, YTO
He obMmaHyAu Obl M pebeHKa, HO IPH 3TOM
He  AMIIEHHBIMH  yOEAUTEABHOCTH, U
CAyIIIATEAb HEBOABHO OITACAACSI, YTO APYTHe
AIOIM, MeHee Tpe3Bble, 4YeM OH, MOLyT
Toancrefiny  IIOBEPUTH. OH  ©OHOCHA
Crapuero Bpara, oH 00AMYaAs OUKTATYPy
naptuu. TpeboBaa HEMEOAEHHOIO MHpa C

EBpasueti, mpusbplBaa K CBOOOIZE CAOBa,
cBobozme meuyatH, cBobozme —coOpaHU,
CBOOO/IE MBICAM, OH HCTEPUYECKU KPHUYAA,
9TO PEBOAIOIMIO IIPEJAAU, -- U BCE
CKOpPOTOBOPKO#, C COCTaBHBIMU CAOBaMH,
Oyaro mapomupysd — CTHAB  ITAPTHUHHBIX
opaToposB, maxke [¢ HOBOSI30BCKHUMH

CAOBaMH, IIPHUYEM y HEr0 OHHU BCTPEYAAHCH
4yaiie, 4eM B pedH Aroboro mapruiina. U Bce
BpeMsl, 1abbl He OBIAO COMHEHU B TOM, YTO



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

13

CTOUT 3a AHIIEMEPHBIMHU
pa3rAaroALCTBOBAHUSIMU ToaxcTeiina,
I03a[¥ €r0 AWIA HA SKPaHEe MapIIHpPOBaAK
GECKOHEYHBIE €Bpas3uiiCcKue KOAOHHEL:
LIEPEHTa 3a LIEPEHT0M KPSIIKUCTHIE COALATEI
c HEBO3MYTHUMBIMH a3UaTCKUMH
(PHU3UOHOMUAMH BBITIABIBAAW K3 TAYOWUHBI Ha
[IOBEPXHOCTb M PACTBOPSIAUCH, YCTyIas
MECTO TOYHO TaKuM Ke. ['Ayxoil MepHBIH
TOIOT COANATCKHUX CAIlOl AKKOMIIAHHPOBaA
oaeagruIo [oancreiina.

HeunaBucthb HavYanrachb KaKux-HUOy b
TPUALIATHE CEKyHZ Haz3ald, a [IOAOBHHA
3puTesedt  yKe He MOTAa  CAepXKaThb
SPOCTHBIX  BOCKAMIl@aHWM. HeBBIHOCHMO

ObIAO BHUIETH 3TO CaMOJOBOABHOE OBEYBLE
AHMII0O U 3a HUM yCTpalIamIyoo MOIb
€Bpa3uMCKHUX BOUCK; KPOME TOTrO, IIPU BUIE
loagcretina W gaske NPH MBICAU O HEM
CTpax ¥ THEB BO3HHUKAAU pPe(QAEKTOPHO.
HenaBucTps K HeMy Oblaa ITIOCTOSTHHEE, YEM K
EBpasuu u Ocrasuu, ubo korma OKeaHwus
BO€Basa C OJHOM M3 HUX, C APYrol OHa
OOBIKHOBEHHO 3akKAO4Yasa Mup. Ho BoT yto
YAUBUTEABHO: X0Td ['oancTeliHa HEHABUEAU
U IIpe3upaAsr BCe, XOTsS KaKIbIH [eHb, HO
ThICAYE pa3 Ha [JOHIO, €ero ydeHHe
OIIpOBEpPrasy, TPOMHAH, VHHUYTOXKAAH,
BBICMEUBAaAU KaK JKaAKWH B3/I0p, BAUSHHE
€ro HHCKOABKO He yObpIBano. Bce Bpewms
HaXOQUAUCH, HOBBIE IIPOCTO(PUAU, TOABKO U
MOXKUOABIINECs, YTOObI OH UX coBpaTHA. He
IPOXOAUAO U OHA 6e3 Toro, 4ToObl OAUIIUS
MBbICAEH He pasobaagasa LINMHOHOB H
BpeauTeAeH, JIeHCTBOBABIIINX 110 ero
yKa3Ke. On KOMAaH/I0BaA OTrPOMHOM
TOAIIOABHOM apMueti, CEeThI0 3arOBOPIIIUKOB,
CTPEMSIIXCS K CBEPKEHUIO cTpod.
[IpeamosaranoCch, YTO OHA HAa3bIBAETCS
BpatcrBo. IloroBapuBaam mIiemoroM u 06
y>KaCHOM KHHT€, CBOJE BCeX epecel
aBTOpOM ee OBIA Toaxacreiiy, u
pacrpocTpaHgAachk oHa HEAETaAbHO.
3araaBud y KHUTH He Obla0. B pasroBopax o
Hel YIIOMHHAaAH -- €CAH YIIOMHHAaAH BOOOIIE
-- IIpOCTO Kak o kHuze. Ho o Takux Bemax
OBIAO M3BECTHO TOABKO ITIO HESICHBIM CAyXaM.
YaeH HapTHUH 110 BO3MOKHOCTH CTApaAcCs He
TOBOPUTE HU 0 BparcTBe, HU 0 KHuze.

Ko BTOpOﬁ MHUHYTE HEHaBHCTH IIEPEIIAA B
HCCTYIIACHHE. Aoy BCKaKHWBaAW C MECT U



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 sledge-
hammer, 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.

KpHU4aAu BO BCE TOPAO, YTOOBI 3ATAYIIUTH
HEIIEePEHOCUMBbIH DA€o TOAOC
Toancretina. MaaeHBKasT KEHIIMHaA C
PBIKEBATHIMH BOAOCAMHM CTaAa IIyHIIOBOH H
paseBasa poT, Kak pblba Ha cyile. Taxeaoe
auro O'Bpatiena Toxke mnobarpoBeso. OH
CHAeA BBIIPIMHUBIINCh, H €ro MOIIHAas
IPyab B3AbIMAAACh U COAPOrasach, CAOBHO B
Hee 6Oua mpuboii. TemHOBOAOCas [AeBHIA
nmo3aayu YUHCTOHa 3akpudaasa: «Ilomaerr!
ITomaent! Ilomaerr!» a IIOTOM CXBaTHAA
TSI)KEABIM CAOBaph HOBOSI3a M 3aIlyCTHAA UM
B TeaekpaH. CaoBaps yroaua oancreiiny B
Hoc U otAaeTeA. Ho roaoc 6r1a HencTpebum. B

KakKOH-TO MMI' IIPOCBETACHHUS YHUHCTOH
OCO3HAA, 4YTO caM KpUYUT BMECTe C
OCTaABHBIMH u SPOCTHO ASITaeT
MIEPEKAQIVHY cTyAa. Y3KacHBIM B

ABYXMHHYTKE HEHABHCTH OBIAO HE TO, YTO
ThI JOAZKEH Pa3bIPbIBATh POAB, & TO, YTO ThI
IIPOCTO HE MOT OCTaThCs B cTopoHe. Kakue-
HUOy b TPUALATE CEeKYH[ u
IPUTBOPATECA Tebe yxke He Hamo. CAOBHO
OT IAEKTPHUYECKOTO paspsja, HamnaJasu Ha
Bce cobOpaHHe THYCHBIE KOPYH CTpaxa H
MCTHUTEABHOCTH, MCCTYIIACHHOE JKEAaHHe
ybuBaTh, TEP3aTh, KPYIUIUTb AUIIA MOAOTOM:
A0 rPUMAaCHHYAAU u BOITHAH,
IIpeBpalllaAnch B cyMacmemmux. [Ipu saTom
SAPOCTH [937%:} abcTpakTHOM u
HEHAIlEACHHOM, ee MOKHO ObIAO IIOBEPHYTH
B AIOOyIO CTOPOHY, KaK IIAaMs NasAbHOM
samnbel. M BOPYyr OKa3blBaAOCh,  YTO
HEHaBHCTh YHMHCTOHa oOpallleHa BOBCE He
Ha loancreiina, a Haobopot, Ha Crapiiero
Bpara, Ha mapTHio, Ha MOAHMIIHIO MBICACH; B
TaKHe MTHOBEHHS CEPALIEM OH ObIA C 3TUM
OMWHOKHM OCMESHHBIM €PETHKOM,
€IMHCTBEHHBIM XPaHUTEAEM 3IPaBOMBICAUS
U IpaBAbl B MUPE AXKU. A 4epe3 CeKyHIy OH
OBIA y2K€ 3a0[IHO C OCTAABHBIMH, M IPABIOH

€My Kas3aaoCh BCe, UYTO TOBOPAT O
Toancretine. Torma TaiiHoe OTBpallleHHE K
Crapiiemy Bpaty IIpeBpaIlasoCh B
oboxkanue, u Crapmmii Bpar Bo3HOCHACH
HaJ BCEMHU -- HEYSI3BHUMBIM, GeccTpallHbIi
3alllMTHHK, CKAaAOI0 BCTaBIIMH  Hepesn
a3UHCKUMHU opaamu, a Toancretin,
HeCMOTps Ha €ro HU3TOMCTBO u
6€eCIIOMOIITHOCTh, HECMOTPSI Ha COMHEHHS B
TOM, YTO OH BOOOIIE eIle  JKUB,
IPEACTABASIACS 3AOBEIIUM KOALYHOM,

CIIOCOOHBIM OJHOM TOABKO CHAOM ToAOCa
Pa3pyLINTh 30aHHUE ITUBUAN3AIINH.



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 sub-machine 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
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A wuHOrma MOXKHO O0BIAO, HAIIPATIINUCH,
CO3HATEABHO OOpaTUTH CBOIO HEHABHUCTH Ha
TOT HWAHM HWHOH 1mpeamer. Kakum-To
OelLIeHbIM yYCHAMEM BOAW, KaK OTPHIBAaEIlb
TOAOBY OT MOAYLIKKM BO BpeMsl KolIMapa,
YuHcToH TIEPEKAIOYHA HEHaBUCTb [¢]
9KPaHHOTO AHIA Ha TEMHOBOAOCYIO IOEBHILY
no3anu. B BooOpazkeHUM — 3aMEABKaAU
IpeKpacHble OTYETAMBBIE KapTUHBL. OH
3a0beT €ee pPEe3HHOBOH ayOmMHKOH. [oayro
IPUBSKET K CTOAOY, HCTBIYET CTPEeAaMH,
Kak cBaroro CebacreaHa. M3Hacuayer u B
TIOCAETHUX CyJOpOrax IepepexkeT TAoTKy. U
sdCHee, YeM IIpeX[e, OH IIOHSA, 3a 4TO €e
HEHaBHUIAUT. 3a TO, YTO MOAOAAsl, KpacuBasd
u Oecrioaasi; 3a TO, YTO OH XOYET C HeM
criaTh ¥ HUKOTIA 3TOTO He M00BETCS; 3a TO,
YTO Ha HEXKHOH TOHKOH Taauu, OyaTo
CO3MaHHOM [AS TOTO, YTOOBI ee OOHUMAAH, --
HE €ero pykKa, a 9TOT aAbli Kyllak,
BOMHCTBYIOIIHUH CUMBOA HEIIOPOYHOCTH.

HenaBucTp KOH4Yasach B cymoporax. Peus
FoafcrefiHa HpeBpaTHAACh B HaTypaAbHOE
OAesiHME, a €ero AMII0 Ha MHT BBITECHHAA
oBe4ybda MopAaa. Ilorom Mopza pacTBopHAach
B €BPa3HUCKOM coAJaTe: OrPOMHBIH U
y2KacHBIH, OH IIeA Ha HHUX, Iaad U3
aBTOMaTa, Trpo3d IIPOpBaTh IIOBEPXHOCTH
9KpaHa, -- TaK YTO MHOTHE OTIPSHYAH Ha
CBOMX CTyAbsiX. Ho TyT ke c obaerdeHuem
B3IOXHyAH: (UIYpPYy Bpara 3aCcAOHHAA
HamnablIBoM roaoBa Crapmiero  Bpara,
YepHOBOAOCAsd, YepHOycasl, ITOAHas CHABI U
TaWHCTBEHHbBIE CIIOKOMCTBHS, TaKas
OrpOMHAasd, YTO 3aHsAAA IIOYTH BECh JKpaH.
Yro rosopur Crapmmuii Bpar, HHUKTO He
paccABbIIIaA. Bcero HECKOABKO CAOB
obonpeHus, Bpoze TeX, KOTOpPbIE
IIPOM3HOCHUT BOXKIb B I'poMe OHTBHI, -- CaMU
no cebe IycKall HEBHATHbIE, OHH BCEASIIOT
YBEPEHHOCTh  OZHUM  T€M, dYTO  HX
npousHecan. [Torom auro Crapiiero Bparta
TIOTYCKHEAO, U BBICTYIIMAA 4YeTKas KpylHas
HAJIINCh -- TPH MTapPTUHHBIX AO3YHTA!

BOWHA -- 9TO MUP
CBOBO/JA -- 9TO PABCTBO
HESHAHMUE -- CUAA

Ho eme HeCKOABKO MTHOBEHUH AHIIO
Crapurero Bpara kak Obl [Oep:kaaoCh Ha
9KpaHe: TakK SpoK OblA  OTIEYaTOK,

OCTABAEHHBII MM B TrAa3y, YTO HE MOT
creperbcs cpasy. MaseHbKas KEHINHMHA C



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
” 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!” 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
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pBIKEBATBIMM BOAOCAMH HaBaAMAACh Ha
CIIMHKY IIepeHEro CTyAd. BexaumnbeiBaromum
LIEIIOTOM OHa IIPOM3HECAa YTO-TO BPOJE:
«Crniacuteab Moith -- U IIpocTepaa PyKH K
TeACKpaHY. [ToTom 3aKpbIlAa AUIIO
AanoHsMH. Ilo-BHAMMOMY, OHA MOAMAACE.

TyT Bce cobpaHHe NPHHIAOCH MEIAEHHO,
MEpPHO, HU3KUMU T'OAOCAMHU CKaHANPOBATH:
«9C-BOL.. 9C-B3!.. 95C-B3h CHOBa H#
CHOBA, BPACTSIXKKY, C [IOATOH May30i MexXay
«9C» U «BD», U OBIAO B 3TOM TIXKEAOM
BOAHOOOpA3HOM 3ByKE YTO-TO CTPAHHO
IIEPBOOBITHOE -- MEPEIIHACH 3a HUM TOIIOT
6OCBIX HOT U POKOT OoaAblINX OapabGaHOB.
IIpomoakanoCch 3TO C IIOAMHHYTHI. Boobime
TakKoe HEepPeaAKOo MPOUCXOAUAO B  Te
MTHOBEHMSI, KOIZa 4YyBCTBa [JOCTHUIAAH
ocobeHHOro Hakara. OT4acTH 3TO ObIA TUMH
BeanyHio U Myapoctu Crapiuero Bpara, HO
B OOABIIIE#l CTENEHN CAMOTHUIIHO3 -- AIOIHU
TOIIMAM CBOH Pa3yM B PHUTMHYECKOM IIIyMe.
YHUHCTOH OLIyTHA XOAOA B KHUBoTe. Ha
ABYXMHHYTKax HEHaBHCTH OH HE MOT He
oTaaBaThCd BceobuiemMy 6e3yMHIo, HO 3TOT
nukapckuit kaud «9C-B3l.. 5C-B3h Bcerma
BHyIIaA eMy yzac. Koneuno, OH
CKAaHAUPOBaA C OCTaAbHBIMM, HHA4de ObIAO
Heab3sg. CKpBIBATh YyBCTBA, BAQZIETh AHUIIOM,
neAaTh TO JKe, UTO APYyrHe, -- BCE 3TO CTaAO
MHCTUHKTOM. Ho OBIA Takoil IIPOMEKYTOK
CEeKyHObl B [BE€, KOIZa €ro BIIOAHE MOTAO
BBIOATH BBIpaxkeHHe raa3. Kak pas B 3TO
BpeMs u IIPOU30IIIAO YAUBUTEABHOE
COOBITHE -- €CAH BIIPaBAY IIPOHU30IIIAO.

On BcTperuacsa Barasgaom c O'BpatieHoM.
O'Bpatien yxe Bcraa. OH CHSIA OYKH H
ceiffyac, HameB HX, IIONPaBAdA Ha HOCY
XapaKTepHBIM xKecToM. Ho Ha Kakyro-To
JOAIO CEKYHIbI UX B3TAABI IIEPECEKAUCH, U
3a 5T0 KOPOTKOE MTHOBEHHE YHHCTOH IIOHSA
-- fa, moHsa! -- aro O'Bpaiien nymaer o ToM
Ke caMoM. CurHaa  Heab3ss  ObIAO
HCTOAKOBaTh HHade. Kak Oyaro ux yMbI
PaCKpPBIANCH M MBICAU ITIOTEKAH OT OJHOTO K
ApyroMy depes raasa. «fI ¢ Bamu. -- Oyaro
roBopua O'Bpaiier. -- 91 oTandyHO 3HAIO, YTO
BbI YyBCTByeTe. 3HaAI0 O BallleM IIPe3peHHH,
Balllell HEHaBUCTH, BallleM oTBpallleHuu. He
TpPEeBOXbTECh, s1 Ha Baluei croponel» Ho
3TOT mpobaeck yMa TIIorac, U AHLO Y
O'Bpatiena cTaao TaKUM Xe
HEIIPOHHUIIAEMBIM, KaK Y OCTAABHBIX.



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 re-focused 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

BoT u Bce -- ¥ YHHCTOH yK€ COMHEBAACH,
OBIAO AM 3TO Ha camoM aease. Takue caydau
HE UMeAU IIpomoAReHus. OIHO TOABKO: OHH
IOAIEeP3KUBAAN B HEM BePY -- UAU HaOEXKIY,
YTO €CTh eIle, KpoMe HEero, Bparu y
HapTHH. MozkeT OBITB, CAYXH o
Pa3BETBAEHHBIX 3aroBOpax BCE-TAKH BEPHBI
MoxkeT OpITh, bBparctBo BIpsaMb
cyuecTByeT! Benps, HECMOTPS Ha
GeCKOHEYHBIE apecTbl, IIPU3HAHUA, Ka3HH,
He OBIAO yBEpeHHOCTH, YTo BparcrBo -- He
mud. UHOM meHB OH BEpUA B 3TO, HUHOH
neHb -- HeT. [loKa3aTeAbCTB HE ObIAO --
TOABKO B3TASBI MEABKOM, KOTOPBIE MOTAU
O3Ha4YaTh BCE, YTO YLOAHO M HHYEro He
O3Ha4yaTh, OOPBIBKHM YyXKHX pPas3rOBOPOB,
HOAyCTEPTBIE HaANUCUH B yOOpHBIX, a
OHasKIBI, KOrAa IIPpH HEM BCTPETHAHCH
OBOE HE3HAKOMBIX, OH 3aMETHA AErKoe
[BMXKEHHE PYK, B KOTOPOM MOXKHO OBIAO
YCMOTpPETb HIpPHUBETCTBHE. TOABKO mOraiKwy;
BeCcbMa BO3MOXKHO, YTO BCE 3TO -- IIAOI
BooOpazkeHusi. OH yIlleA B CBOIO KaOWHYy, He
B3ragHyB Ha O'Bpaiiena. O ToM, YTOOBI
pPa3BHUTb MHMOAETHYIO CBf3b, OH U HeE
aymaa. [laxke ecau Obl OH 3HaA, KaK K 9TOMY
HOACTYIIUTBCS, TakKas I[IOIbITKA Oblaa OBl
HEBOOOpa3MMO OracHoO. 3a CeKyHAy OHH
ycrnean 00MeHAThCS JBYCMBICA€HHBIM
B3TASIIOM -- BOT U Bce. Ho maxke 3T0 ObIAO
MaMATHBIM COOBITHEM [IASI YUEAOBEKA, Ybs
KU3HDb ITPOXOAUT ITOJT 3aMKOM OMHOYECTBA.

OH

YUHCTOH BCTPAXHYACS, CEA IIPAMO.
PBITHYA. [I?KHMH GYHTOBAA B XKEAYIKE.

Fraza ero cHoBa COOKYCHPOBAAKWCH Ha
crpauunne. OKazaaoCh, 4YTO, IIOKA OH OBIA
3aHAT OECIIOMOIIHBIMK DPa3MBIIIACHUSIMH,
pyKa IpomoAXkasa IIHCATh aBTOMATHYECKH.

Ho ®He cymopoxkHple KapakyAW, Kak
BHa4ase. [lepo cAamOCTPaACTHO CKOAB3HAO
o TASTHIIEBOH 6ymare, KPYIIHBIMHU

IIe9aTHbIMHX 6yKBaMI/I BBIBOIA:

JOAOM CTAPIIIETO BPATA

JIOAOM CTAPIIIETO BPATA

JOAOM CTAPIIIETO BPATA

JIOAOM CTAPIIIETO BPATA

JOAOM CTAPIILIETO BPATA

pa3 3a paSOM, u y}Ke HCIIMCaHa 6I:>IAa
IIOAOBHHA CTpaHI/ILLLI.

Ha Hero Hamaa maHW4YECKHUH CTpax.
BeccMmbicAeHHBIN, KOHEYHO: HaITUCaTh 3TU
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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 i dont care down
with big brother they always shoot you in
the back of the neck i 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.
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cAOBa HHYYTH HeE OIlacHee, 4YeM IIPOCTO
3aBECTH MOHEBHHUK; TeM HE MeEHee y HEro
BO3HHUKAO HCKYIIIEHHE pazopBaThb
HCIOpPYEHHbIE CTPAaHUIBI U OTKA3aThbCd OT
CBOEM 3aTeN COBCEM.

Ho om He cmeaaa 3TOro, OH 3Haa, 4TO ITO
GecroAe3Ho. Hamumer oum  JOAOM
CTAPIIIETO BPATA wuAM He HaIIHIIET
pasHUIBI HHUKakod. Byner mpomoaXarhb
OHEBHUK HAM He Oyner Pa3HUIBI
HUKaKoOH. [ToAnINa MbICAEH U TaK U TakK OO0
Hero pobepercsa. OH COBEPIINA -- U €CAU OBI
HEe KOCHyACd OyMmaru IIepoM, BCe pPaBHO
COBepIIHA OBI -- aOCOAIOTHOE IIPECTYIIACHUE,
comepxkamree B cebe BCe OCTaAbHBIE.
MbICAETIPECTYIIAEHHE BOT Kak OHO
Ha3bIBAAOCH. MBICAETIPECTYIIACHHE HEAB3S
CKpBIBATh BEYHO. M3BopaumBaTbCs KaKoe-
TO BpeMs Thl MOKEIIb, U ayKe He OAUH IO,
HO paHO HMAH IO3HO A0 Tebss nobepyTcs.

BeiBaa0 3TO Bcerga 0 HOYaM
apecToBBIBaAK IT0 HO4YaM. BHesanHo Oyadr,
rpybas pyka TpsiceT Tebsi 3a IIA€YH, CBETAT
B raas3a, KpoBaTh OKPYXKHAH CypOBBIE AHIIA.
Kak mpaBumao, cyna He GpIBaso, 06 apecte
HUTZIE He Coo0LIaA0oCk. AIOOH  IIPOCTO
HCYe3aAH, W BCerga -- HOYblo. TBoe HMSA
BBIHYTO H3 CIIHCKOB, BCE YIIOMHHAHHS O
TOM, YTO TBI [€AaA, CTepPThI, (PaKT TBOETO
CYIIIECTBOBaHHUS OTPHULIAETCS U OyaeT 3a0bIT.
Thl OTMEHEH, VHUYTOXKEH: KaK I[IPHUHATO
TOBOPHUTD, PACNbLIEH.

Ha wMuHYyTY OH Dommascs
ToponAMBBIMH KPHUBBIMH OyKBamu
IIHCaTh:

HUCTEPHKE.
craa

MEHSL paccmpensiiom mHe 8ce pagHo nyckail
guicmpensm 8 3amblUloK MHEe 8Ce PA8HO
dosoli cmapuwieeo bpama ecez0a cmpensiiom
8 3aMmblLIOK MHE 8ce PasHO 000U cmapuiezo
6pama.

C A€rKHM CTBIIOM OH OTOPBAACS OT CTOAA U
IIOAOXKHA Py4Ky. U TyT 2Ke B3OPOTHYA BCEM
TeaoM. IlocTtydaau B ABEpPE.

Yxke! OH 3aTauAcd, KaK MBbIIIb, B HAEXK]IE,
4T0, HE JOCTYYaBIIHCH C IIEPBOTO pasa, OHHU
yiinyr. Ho Her, cryk moBTopuacs. Camoe
CKBEPHOE TYT Menikath. Ero cepmaune
Oyxaso, Kak GapabaH, HO AWIIO OT JOATOH
IIPUBBIYKH, HaBepHOe, 0CTaAOCh
HeBO3MyTHMBIM. OH BcTaa U C TPyAOM
TIOIIIEA K JBEPH.



II

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
impedimenta hockey-sticks, boxing-
gloves, a burst football, a pair of sweaty
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II

Yxxe B3gBIIUCH 3a ABEPHYIO PYyYKYy, YUHCTOH
YBHIEA, YTO MOHEBHHUK OCTaACs Ha CTOAE
packpeIThIM. Bech B Hammucax [JOAOU
CTAPIIIEI'O BPATA, pa TakKuxX KpPYIHBIX,
YTO MOIXKHO pasTAdeTh C APYyroro KOHIIA
KOMHaTel. HenoctuzkuMmad raynocts. Her,

COOGpaSI/IA OH, 2XaAKO CTaA0 IIa4dyKaThb
KPEMOBYIO 6yMaI‘y, AazKe B IIaHHKE HE
3ax0TeA 3aXAOIIHYTH AHEBHHK Ha

HEITPOCOXIIIEH CTPaHUILIE.

OH B3HOXHyA W OTIEep ABepb. M cpasy 1o
TeAy IIpOIlIAa TellAasl BoAHa obaerdeHus. Ha
nopore crosiaa OecliBeTHasl IIOfaBA€HHAasI
JKEHINUMHA C JKUAKHUMH pacTpellaHHbIMU
BOAOCAMH U MOPIIUHHUCTBIM AUIIOM.

Oi1, TOBapHIL, CKYASIIIIUM TOAOCOM
3aBeAa  OHA, 3HAYUT, IIPABHUABHO MHE
HOCABIIIAAOCH, YTO BBl IIPUIIAKU. Bbl He
MO3KeTe 3aMTH II0OCMOTPETH HAIIy PAKOBHHY
B KyxHe? OHa 3acopHaacs, a...

9Oro 6r1ra MuccHc ITapcoHc, KeHa cocena 1o
oraxy. ([lapTus He BIIOAHE OAOOpsiAA CAOBO

«MHCCHC», BCEX II0AQTaAOCHh Ha3pIBATh
TOBAapHUILIAMH, HO C HEKOTOPBIMH
JKEHIIMMHAaMHA 39TO II04YeMyYy-TO HE

noay4daasochk.) Ei# 6pia0 AeT TpuALATH, HO
BBITAGEAA oHa ropasuo crapuie.
BrieuaTaeHue GBIAO TAKOE, YTO B MOPIIHMHAX
€€ AMIla AEXKUT IIbIAb. YHUHCTOH IIOILIEA 3a
Hell 1o KOpHAOpYy. OToil caecapHOU
CaMOJEATEABHOCTBIO OH 3aHHMAaACS 4yTh AU
He exenHeBHO. [lom «IlobGema» GbIA cTapoit
nocTpoiky, roga 1930-ro uau OKOAO TOTO, U
opullea B IOAHBIH ymamok. OT CcTeH u
IIOTOAKA IIOCTOSHHO OTBapuBaAach
HITYKaTypKa, TPyObl AOIIAAWCH IIPU KaXKIOM

KPEIIKOM MOpO03€, KpBIIIa TEKAa, CTOHAO
TOABKO BBIIACTH CHETY, OTOIUTEABHAS
cucrema  paforasa Ha  I[IOAOBHHHOM

JaBACHUH -- €CAH €€ He BBIKAIOYAAH COBCEM
U3 COOOpazKeHWH SKOHOMHH. [Ag pPEMOHTA,
KOTOpOro Thl HE MOT cAeAaTh cawm,
TpeboBaroCh pacriopszKeHue BBICOKHUX
KOMUCCHM, & OHU U C IIOYUHKOH pa3buToro
OKHAa TSIHyAW JBa Trofa.

-- Koneuno, ecau 6b1 Tom ObIA moma... --
HEyBEPEHHO cKa3asa Muccuc IlapcoHc.

KBaprupa y ITapcoHcOB 6blaa GOABIIIE, YeM
y Hero, 1 yboxkecTBO ee ObIAO APYTOro pona.
Bce Belmy BBITASIAEAH IIOTPENIAHHBIMH K
IIOTONTAHHBIMH, KakK GyaTo coza
HaBeIaAoCh OOABIIIOE M 3A0€ KHBOTHOE. Ilo
moay Oblam pa3bpocaHbl  CIIOPTHBHBIE
MIPUHAIAEKHOCTH -- XOKKEHHBIE KAIOIIKH,



shorts turned inside out -- lay all over the
floor, and on the table there was a litter of
dirty dishes and dog-eared 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 wusing 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
20

Hokcepckue ep4yaTKH, IBIPSBBIN
yTOOABHBIH MY, TIPOMOTEBIIIHE u
BBIBEPHYTBbIE HAU3HAHKY TPYyChI, -- a Ha

CTOA€ BIIEPEMEIIKY C TPA3HOH IOCyHoH
BaASIACH MsATBIe TeTpaau. Ha creHax aable
3HaMeHa MoaoaekHOTo cor3a u
Pa3BEIYMKOB U IAAKaT YAHUYHBIX Pa3MepOB
-- co Crapmmum Bpatom. Kak um Bo Bcem
ooMe, 3[eCh BHUTaA [AyLIOK  BapeHoOU
KallyCTbl, HO ero mnepemmnbas Kpenkui
3amax II0Ta, OCTaBAEHHBIH -- 3TO MOXKHO
OBIAO yragaTh C NEPBOM IOHIOIIKH, XOTHd U
HEIIOHATHO, II0 KaKOMy IIPHU3HAaKY,
4EAOBEKOM, B JaHHOe BpeMs
OTCYTCTBYIOILIMM. B Apyroil KomHaTe KTO-TO
Ha  rpebeHKe IIBITaACd  IIOABITPHIBATH
TEeA€KpaHy, BCe elle IlepefaBaBIIeMy
BOEHHYIO MYy3BIKY.

-- OTo nmetH, -- mogcHUAA MHccHC [lapcoHc,
GpPOCHB HECKOABKO OITACAUBBINM B3TAdd Ha
nBepb. -- OHU ceronHsa noma. Y KOHEYHO...

Ona yacTo o0pbIBasa (ppas3bl HA IIOAOBHHE.
KyxoHHas pakoBHHa Oblra IIOYTH [0 KpaeB
IIOAHA TpA3HOU 3eAeHOBaTOH BOJIOH,
naxmied eme XyzKe KallyCTbl. YHWHCTOH
OITyCTHUACS Ha KOAEHH U OCMOTPEA YTOABHHUK
Ha Tpybe. OH TepmeTs HE MOT PYYHOIO
TpyAa U He AI0OMA HarubarTecd -- OT 3TOrO
HauyuHaAacs Kameab. Muccuc ITapcoHc
DecIioMoIIHO HabAogaAa.

-- Koneuno, ecan 6b1 ToM ObIA JOMAa, OH OBI
B [IBa cueTa IIPOYHCTHA, -- CKA3aAa OHA. --
Tom oboxkaer Takyio pabory. Y Hero
30A0THIE PYKH -- y ToMa.

[MapcoHc paGoraa BMecTe C YHHCTOHOM B
MHHHCTEPCTBE MIpaBabl. IT0 ObIA TOACTBIH,
HO [JEdATEABbHBIH YEAOBEK, OIIEAOMASIIOIIE
TAYTIBIH CTYCTOK cAab0yMHOTO
3HTy3HMa3Ma, OAWH M3 TeX I[IPEAaHHbIX,
HEBOIIPOIIAOIINX paborsr, KOTOpbIE
HnoAnupasu coboil mapTHIO HaleKHee, YeM
moAuIMa MbIcAel. B Bosdpacre Tpuauatu
AT A€T OH HEOXOTHO IIOKHHYA PSOBI
MoaomeKHOTO coO03a; Mepeld TeM Ke Kak
IIOCTYIUTD TyAa, OH YMYAPHACH IIPOOBITH B
pa3BeqYMKax Ha TOM JOABIIE ITOAOKEHHOTO.

B MuHHCTEDPCTBE OH 3aHHUMAaA MEAKYIO
[OAYKHOCTB, KOTOpas He  TpeGoBara
YMCTBEHHBIX CIIOCOOHOCTel, 3aTo  ObIA

ONHUM U3 TAABHBIX OedTeAel CIIOPTHBHOIO
KOMHUTETA M pas3HBIX APYTUX KOMHTETOB,
OTBEYABIIIMX 3a OPraHU3alMI0 TYPHCTCKUX
BBIAA30K, CTUXHUMHBIX JEeMOHCTpaILUi,
KaMIIaHUP 1[I0 OKOHOMHH H  IIPOYHUX



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
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noOpoBOABHBIX HauyuHaHuii. Co CKpOMHO#
TOPAOCTBIO OH coo0liaa 0 cebe, IOIbIXUBAst
TPyOKOH, 4TO 3a YeThbIpe rofia He IIPOILYCTHA
B OOIIECTBEHHOM ILIEHTPE HH €IHHOIO
Bedyepa. COKpPYLINTEABHBIH 3amax IoTa --
Kak Obl HeYasgHHBIH CIIyTHUK MHOTOTPYIHOMH

KHU3HU -- COIIPOBOXKJAA €ro IIOBCIOAY U
Jaske ocTaBaAscd IIOCA€ HEro, Korja OH
YXOIHA.

-- Y Bac ecTh rae4yHbI¥ KAIOY? -- CIIPOCHA
YuncToH, npobys raiiky Ha COeqUHEHUH.

-- TaeuyHpI#i? -- ckaszaaa muccuc IlapcoHc,
crabess Ha raasax. -- [IpaBma, He 3Haro.

MozkeT ObITh, JETH...

Pasmaaca Tomor, eme pa3 B3peBeaad
rpe6eHKa, U B KOMHATy BOPBAAWCH HETH.
Mruccuc IlapcoHCc npuHecaa KAO4. YUHCTOH
CIIyCTHA BOAY U C OTBpPAILEHHEM HU3BAEK H3
TpPyObI KAOK Boaoc. IToToM KakK MOT OTMBIA
HaABIBI ITOZT XOAOMHOH CTpPyeH M IIepelles B
KOMHAaTYy.

-- Pyku BBepx! -- rapKHyAU eMy.

KpacuBbiii  geBATUAETHHH  MaAb4dUK C
CYPOBBIM AHIIOM BBIHBIPDHYA H3-3a CTOAQ,
HalleAUB Ha HEro UTPYLISYHBIH
aBTOMATHUYECKHI ITHCTOAET, a €ro CecTpa,
roma Ha OBa  MAafllle, HAIlEAHAACh
nepedamikoii. O6a 6plam B ¢opMme
pasBequHKOB -- CHHHE TpYyChl, cepas

pybamka ¥ KpacHBIH TaACTYK. YHHCTOH
TOAHSAA PYKH, HO C HEIIPUATHBIM YyBCTBOM:
gepecyyp YK 3A00HO [OepxKascid MaAbYHK,
urpa 6b1ra HE COBCEM IIOHAPOIIKY .

-- Tbl U3MEHHUK! -- 3aBOIHA MaABYUK. -- ThI
MBICAETIPECTYITHHUK! Tor eBpasuiCcKui
mimuon! Y TebGa paccrpeasto, g Tebs
pacmbeialo, s Tebs OTIPABAIO Ha COASHBIE
IaxThl!

OHu IIPUHAANUCHE CKakKaTb BOKPYI' HETO,

BBIKPHUKHBas: «3meHHHK!D,
«MpbICcAETIDECTYTTHUK!» - u JeBOYKa
nogpazkasa KaxK/I0My JBUXKEHUIO
MaAb4YHUKa. OTO HEMHOI'O IIyTaso, KaK BO3HS
THUTPSAT, KOTOPbIE CKOpPO BBIPACTyT B
AIOfIoeoB. B raazax y MaabpdymkKa Oblaa

pacueTAuBasi JKECTOKOCTh, SBHOE KEAaHUe
YAApUTh MAHM IIHYTh YHHCTOHA, M OH 3HaA,
94TO CKOpO O3TO OyZeT eMy IO CHAaM,
OCTAaAOCh TOABKO YyTh-4yTh IIOJPACTH.
Crracu60 XOTH IIHCTOAET HE HACTOSAIIMH,
mogyMaA YHUHCTOH.

Baraan MHCCHC HapCOHC HCIIyTaHHO



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. I'm too
busy to take the, 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 lslands.

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
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MeTaACd OT YHHCTOHA K JeTIM U obpaTtHo. B
aTO#f KOMHAare OBIAO CBETA€E, U YHUHCTOH C
AIOOOTIIBITCTBOM ~ OTMETHA, YTO y  Hee
NEeHCTBUTEABHO ITBIAb B MOPIIIMHAX.

Pacmiymeancse. CKaszasa OHa.
Orop4ymamnch, 4TO HEAb3d IIOCMOTPETH Ha
BHUCEABHUKOB, -- BOT IIo¥eMy. MHe C HUMH
IoMTH Hekoraa, a ToMm ellle He BepHETCH C
paboTsI.

-- Iloyemy Ham HeAB3d IIOCMOTPETH, KakK

BelaioT? OTAYIIMTEABHO  B3PEBEA
MaABbYHK.

-- Xo4dy moCMOTpeThb, Kak Bemaior! Xody
IIOCMOTPETh, KaK BeIlaioT! -- IoAxXBaTHAA
JeBOYKa, IpbIras BOKPYT.

YuHCcTOH BCIIOMHHA, YTO CETOAHA BEYEPOM B

INapke  OymyT  Bemarb  €BPA3HUHCKUX
IIA€HHBIX -- BOEHHBIX IIPECTYITHHUKOB. 3TO
IIOIIyASIPHOE 3peAHnIIe ycTpanBasu

NpUMEPHO pa3 B Mecdl. J[letu Bcerma
CKaHIaAUAU -- TpeGoBaAH, 4TOObI UX II0BEAU
cmorpers. OH ormnpaBuacsa K cebe. Ho He
yCIleA TIPOMTH 10 KOPHUAOPY M IIECTH
IaroB, KakK 3aThIAOK €ero  oboxkKraa
HeBBIHOCHMAsI GOAb. ByaTo TKHyAHM B IU€IO
IOKpacHa PAaCKaA€HHOM mIpoBOAOKO#. OH
[IOBEPHYACS Ha MECT€ M VBHOEA, Kak
muccuc [lapCoHC yTacKHBaeT MaAbYhKa B
[BEPD, & OH 3aCOBBIBAET B KAPMAH POTaTKY.

Toaacreiin!

3a0paA MaABYUK, IIEpen
TEM KaK 3aKpblAach [aBepb. Ho 6Goablie
BCEro YHHCTOHA IIOPA3HWAO BBIPaKEHHE
GEeCIIOMOIITHOIO CTpaxa Ha CEPOM AHIIEe
MaTepH.

YuHcTOH BepHyacs K cebe, mockopee
IIpoIlleA MHUMO TEAGKpaHa M CHOBa CeA 3a
CTOA, BCE €llle ITOTHpas 3aThIAOK. My3bIKa B
TeAeKpaHe cMoAKAa. OTPBIBHCTBIH BOEHHBIH
roAOC C TpPyOBIM yIOBOABCTBHEM CTaA
OIIUCBIBATh BOOPYKEHHE HOBOH IlAaBarolleh
KPEIIOCTH, ITIOCTABACHHOM Ha SIKOPb MEKIY
Hcaannueit u PapepCKUMH OCTPOBaAMHU.

HecyacTHada XeHIMHA, NOAyMaA OH, KU3Hb
C TakKUMH [OEeTbMH 3TO KU3HBb B
IIOCTOSIHHOM cTpaxe. Yepe3 roa-Apyroii oHu
CTaHyT CA€OUTh 3a HeH [HeM H HOYEBIO,
YTOOBI rmoMMaThb Ha uaerHoMn
HEBBIAEPKAHHOCTH. Terepr MOYTH BCe AETH
yXKacHbl. U Xy>e BCEro, 4To IIpU IIOMOILH
TaKHX OpraHu3alMi, KakK pasBeO4YUKH, HUX

METOIUYECKH IpeBpalamT B
HeoOy3IaHHbIX MaAEHBKUX auKapei,
IpUYeM y HHUX BOBCE He BO3HHUKAaeT



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
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JKeAaHUs OyHTOBATH IIPOTHUB ITapTHUMHOMN
aucrunAvHel. HaoGopoT, oHH 00603KaioT
HapTUIO U BCE, 4TO C HeM cBs3aHo. [lecHw,
LIeCTBHUs, 3HAMEHa, I[IOXOAbI, MyLITpa C
y4eOHBIMH BHHTOBKaMHM, BBIKPUKHBAHUE
AO3yHTOB, mokaoHeHHe Crapiuemy Bparty --
BCE 3TO AT HUX yBA€KaTeAbHasa urpa. Ux
HATPaBAMBAIOT Ha 4Yy»KaKOB, Ha BparoB
CHCTEMBI, Ha HHOCTPAHIIEB, H3MEHHHKOB,
BpenuTeAei, MBICAEIIPECTYIIHHKOB. CTaao
OOBIYHBIM [EAOM, YTO TPUALIATHAETHHE
Atonu Gositcsl cBoux gnereil. U He 3ps: He
OPOXOOUAO HemeAw, 4tobbl B «Taiimc» He
MEABKHyAA 3aMeTKa O TOM, KaK IOHBIH
coragmaTan «MaA€HBKHH TIepoii», II0
OPUHSITOMY BBIPaXKEHHUIO, HOJCAYIIAA
Hexopouryoo Gpasy U JOHEC Ha POAUTEAEH B
TIOAHITHIO MBICAEH.

Boab OT MyABKH yTHXAQ. YHHCTOH 06e3
BOOMYILIEBAEHHUS B3dA PYYKY, He 3Had, YTO
ellle HaucaTh B [HEBHUKE. BApyr oH cHoBa
Hadaa ngymats npo O'Bpaiiena.

HeckoAbKO A€T Haszaj... -- CKOABKO xKe? Aer
CeMb, HaBEPHO, -- €My IIPHUCHUAOCE, YTO OH
uaeT B KPOMEIIHOM TbME II0 KaKOHU-TO
KoMHare. U KTO-TO CHAAIMMN CO0KY TOBOPUT
eMmy: «Mbpl BCTpeTHMCS Tam, TIOe HeT
TeMHOTbI». CKa3aHO 3TO OBIAO THXO, KakK ObI
MEXAy IIPOYHuM, HE T[IpUKa3, IIPOCTO
¢dpaza. AGOMIBITHO, 4YTO TOTAA, BO CHE,

GOABIIIOrO  BIIEYATACHHS OTH CAOBa HeE
IIPOU3BEAH. Awnip BIIOCAEICTBHH,
IOCTETIEHHO npuobpean OHH

3HAYUTEABHOCTb. OH HE MOT' IIPHUIIOMHHTB,
OBIAO 3TO IO MAM IIOCAE €T0 IIEPBOI BCTPEYH
c O'BpatieHoM; M KOorga HMEHHO y3HaA B
ToM roaoce roaoc O'BpaiieHna -- Toxke He MOT
IPUIIOMHUTb. TakK HAM HHade, TOAOC ObIA
omo3HaH. [loBopra ¢ HHM BO TBME
O'BpaiieH.

YHHCTOH [0 CHX HOp He ysdaCHUA cebe --
[aKe IIOCAe TOrO, KaK OHH II€PETASHYAHUCH,
HE CMOT ysCHHUTBH, -- napyr O'Bpatien wnau
Bpar. [la W He TakK YK 93T0, Ka3aAoCh,
BasKHO. MeXay HUMH [IPOTSIHYAACh HUTOYKA
IOHUMAHHS, a 9TO BaKHee [IPYKECKUX
YyBCTB HAH coyd4acTus. «MbI BCTPETHMCS
TaMm, TA€ HET TEMHOTBD, cKasaa
O'Bpaiien. YTo 3TO 3HAYUT, YHUHCTOH HE
IOHHMAaA, HO YyBCTBOBaA, YTO KAaKHM-TO
obpasoM 310 cOymeTcs.

Fonoc B TeaekpaHe mpepBascs. JIyIIHyIO



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
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KOMHAaTy HAaIlOAHHMA 3BOHKHM, KpacHUBBIH
3BYK dandap. Crpunyuunit TOAOC
IIPOZIOAZKAA!

«Baumanne!  Braumanwe! Toabko  4TO
IIOCTYIIHAQ CBOJKA-MOAHHSA ¢ MaaabapcKoro
dpourTa. Hamm Boiicka B FOxkuoit Unauu
omep:KaAu  pemiarmouryro  mobexy.  Mue
[IOPYYEHO 3asiBUTb, YTO B Pe3yAbTaTe 3TOM
OUTBBI KOHEI| BOMHBI MOXKET CTaTh HIEAOM
obospumoro Gyzayiero. Cayiaiite CBOIKY».

XKaou HEenpuaTHOCTH, HoAyMaa YHHCTOH. U
TOYHO: BCA€A 3a KpPOBaBBIM OIIMCAHHUEM
pasrpomMa €Bpa3uHCKOMt apMHuu c
YMOIIOMPaYUTEABHBIMH HU(MPaMH YOUTBIX U
B3STBIX B IIA€H ITOCAEIOBAAO OOBIBAEHHE O
TOM, YTO C Oymyluei HeIeAH HOpMa OTIIyCKa
IIOKOAaJla  COKpallaeTrcd C  TpUALATH
rpaMMOB A0 ABAALIATH.

YUHCTOH ONATH
BBIBETPHACH, OCTaBUB ocae cebst
omlylleHue yrnangka. TeaekpaH, TO AU
pas3gHys 1obeay, TO AH 4TOOBI OTBA€YH OT
MBICA€H 00 OTHSTOM IIIOKOAAJE, 'POMBIXHYA:
«Tebe, Oxeanus». Iloaaraaoch BCTaTb II0O
croiike cMupHO. Ho 371eck oH GbIA HEBUIUM.

peITHYA.  [I3KuMH — yxXe

«Tebe, Oxeanus» CMEHSAACh  AETKOM
My3BIKOH. [lepxKachk K TEAECKpPaHy CIIMHOH,
YuHcTOH momolilea K OKHy. [leHB ObIA Bce
Tak K€ XOAOOEH U siICeH. [Ie-To BOaAseKke C
TAYXHUM pacKaTHUCTBIM TPOXOTOM
paszopBaaachk pakera. Temephb UX Imazaso Ha
AOHIOH TI0 ABAAUATH-TPUALATE INTYK B
HEOEAO.

BHH3y Ha yaAWIle BeTep Tpenaa pPBaHbIR
maakKaTt, Ha HeM MeAabKaao caoBo AHI'COIL.
AHTrCOII. CasllleHHBIE yCTOM  aHIcola.
HoBos13, gBOEMBICAME, 3BIOKOCTDH IIPOIIIAOTO.
Y Hero BO3HHKAO TaKOe 4yBCTBO, KaK OYyATO
OoH OpemerT IO AeCy Ha OKEaHCKOM [HeE,
3abAyaMACS B MHpe YyAHWIL U caM OH --
aynuite. OH Obla omuH. [Ipoiiaoe ymepao,
Oynyiiee HeAb3d BOOOpa3uTb. EcTe am
Kakad-HUOyAb YBEPEHHOCTh, YTO XOTb OIWH
YeAOBE€K M3 XKUBBIX -- Ha €ro cropoHe? U
KakK y3HaTb, YTO BAQABIYECTBO NAPTHH HE
Oynmer seunbLmM? U OTBETOM BCTaAM IIeper
€ero raazaMu TPU AO3yHTra Ha Geaom dacane
MUHHCTEPCTBA IIPABAbL:

BOWHA -- 9TO MUP
CBOBO/A -- 9TO PABECTBO
HE3HAHHUE -- CHAA



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 Dbefore 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!
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On BBIHYA u3 KapMaHa
ABaALIATUNATHIIEHTOBYI0 MoHery. U 3mech
MEAKHMMH YeTKHUMH OyKBaMHU Te K€ AO3YHTH,
a Ha OOOpPOTHOH CTOpPOHE -- TIOAOBa
Crapmiero Bpara. [Jaxe ¢  MOHETBHI
npecaeoBaa Tebs ero B3ragan. Ha MoHerax,
Ha MapKaX, Ha KHHXHBIX OOAOXKKaX, Ha
3HaMeHaxX, IlAaKaTax, Ha CHTapeTHBIX
naykax -- IoBcooay. Bciogy — Tebsa
IpPECAeQyIOT 3TH Traa3a U 0OBOAaKHBaeT
roroc. Bo cuHe m HaaBy, Ha pabore u 3a
€[lol, Ha yAWlle U J[0Ma, B BaHHOH, B
IIOCTEAHM -- HeT cHaceHud. Her Hudero
TBOEro, KPOME€ HECKOABKHX KyOH4YECKHX
CaHTHMETPOB B depere.

CoaHIie yhoiAo, IIOTaCUB ThICAYHU OKOH Ha

dacage MHUHHCTEPCTBA, M TeNepb OHH
TASIZIEAT yTpIoMo, KakK KPEIOCTHbIE
6oitHunel. Cepalle y HEro CKaaoCh IIPH

BHJIE HCIIOAMHCKOM mnupaMuasl. CAHIIKOM
MIpOYHAa OHA, €€ HeAb3d B3dAThb IITYpMOM. Ee
He pa3pyluT M Thica4ya pakeT. OH CHOBa
cpocuAa celbsi, OAS KOrO ITHIIEeT JAHEBHHUK.
[ast GymyIlero, OAS IIPOLIAOTO... JAS BeKa,
OBITH MOKET, HOPOCTO BooOpazkaemoro. U
XKOEeT €ro He CMEPTh, a YHUYTOXKEHHE.
JIHEeBHUK IpPEeBPaTAT B IIElleA, a €ro -- B
ObpIAb. HamucaHHOe ¥M IIPOYTET TOABKO
TIOAHIIHS MBICA€H -- YTOOBI CTEPETh C AHIIA
3eMAHM M H3 namaTH. Kak obpaTHiibcsa K
OyaylleMy, €CAH CAefa TBOEro M [aaxe
GEe3pIMSIHHOTO  CAOBa  Ha  3€MAe  He
COXpaHUTCA?

TeaekpaH mpoOHA dYeThIpHAAIATL. Yepes
[ecaTh MHUHYT eMy yxoautb. B 14.30 om
[OAXKEH OBITH Ha CAyKOe.

Kak HU cTpaHHO, 60if YaCOB CAOBHO BEPHYA
emy wMyxxecTBo. OOWHOKMU IIpU3pak, OH
BO3BEIIAeT IpaBAy, KOTOPOM  HHKTO
HUKOrZla He paccablmutT. Ho mnoka oH
TOBOPHUT €€, YTO-TO B MHpE He IIpepBeTcHd.
He tem, uTo 3acraBuIb cebsl ycaABIIATH, a
TE€M, YTO OCTaACsl HOPMAaAbHBIM, XPaHHWIIb
TBl Hacaeaue deaoBeka. OH BepHyAcd 3a
cToA, OOMaKHyA IIEPO ¥ HAIIHCAA.
Byoywemy unu npouLnomy 8pemeHuU,
K020a MblClb C80O00HA, JIHOOU OMAUUAIOMCS
Opyz om Opyza u Kueym He 8 OOUHOUKY,
spemeHu, 20e npagda ecmov npaesda u bvLioe
He npespauiaemcst 8 HebbLb.

Om 3noxu 00UHAK08bLX, INOXU 00UHOKUX, OMm
snoxu Cmapweeo Bpama, om snoxu
dsoemblcnust -- npusem!



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.

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,

49 yxe mepTB, noagymaa oH. EMy Ka3aaocs,
9TO  TOABKO  TEIEpb, BEepHYB  cebe
CIIOCOOHOCTB BBIpazKaTh MBICAHM, CA€AaA OH
6ecrioBopoTHeIH mar. IlocaeacTBus ar60ro
IIOCTYIIKa COAEpKaTcsd B CAMOM IIOCTYIIKE.
OH Hamucaa:

Moicnenpecmynnenue He eneuem 3a coboil
cmepmu: MblonienpecmynaeHue ECTh
cmepme.

Temnepb, Korma OH IIOHSA, YTO OH MeEpPTBeLl,
BasKHO IIPOXKUTH KaK MOXKHO HOAbIIe. [IBa
raAblla Ha IIpaBoOf pyKe ObIAM B YEepPHHAAX.
Bor Takaa meaodb Tebsa U BblgacT. Kakoii-

HUOyIb BOCTPOHOCHIH peTuBert B
MHHHCTEPCTBE (CKOpee, JKEHIIMHA -- XOTS
ObI Ta MaseHbKasdg C  PbIKEBATHIMHU

BOAOCaAMHM, HAM TEMHOBOAOCAS M3 OTAeAad
AWUTEPATYpPBl) 3ayMaeTcs, IIOYEMY I3TO OH
nucas B OOeNEeHHBIH IepephIB, U IIOYEMY
IUCAaA CTApUHHOM PYYKOM, M umo MHHUcaa, a
moroMm coobmmr Kyzma caeayer. O=H
OTIIPABUACH B BAaHHYIO U THIATEABHO OTMBIA
HaABIlbl 3€PHHUCTBIM KOPHYHEBBIM MBIAOM,
KOTOpoe CKpebao, KaK HaxK[AaK, U OTAUYHO
TOOUAOCH OASl 9TOY LEAH.

JIHEBHHUK OH IIOAOXKHA B SIIHUK CTOAQ.
[Ips4yb, He TIPSYb -- €0 BCE PABHO HAMAYT;
HO MOXKHO XOTs OBl IIPOBEPHUTH, Y3HAAH O
HeM HAHM HeT. Boaoc momepek o6pesa
CAHIIKOM 3aMeTeH. KOHYHMKOM ITaabla
YuHCTOH of06pas KPyIIUHKY GeAeCcOoM IIbIAK
U TIOAOXKHA Ha YTOA TIEPETIAETA: €CAU KHUTY
TPOHYT, KPYIIMHKA CBAAUTCH.

III
YUHCTOHY CHHAACH MAaThb.

HacKOABKO OH IIOMHHA, MaTh HCYE3AA,
KOrZla €My OBIAO AET HeCSATh-OMHHHAIAIATH.

3To ObIAa BBICOKAast JKEHIIMHA [
POCKOLITHBIMHA CBETABIMU BOAOCaMH,
BeAU4daBas, Hepa3roBOpYuBasi,
MeIOAUTeAbHAas B OBUXKEHUIX. Orerg
3alIOMHHACS €My XyzKe: TEeMHOBOAOCHIH,
Xymo¥, Bcerga B OIPATHOM TEMHOM

KOCTIOME ([I0YeMy-TO 3aIlOMHHAHCH O4Y€Hb
TOHKHeE IIOZOLIBBI €ro Ty(eAb) U B OYKaX.
Cyna 1o BceMmy, O0OMX CMeaa OfHa U3
IIEPBBIX OOABIINX YUCTOK B 50-€ rofpI.

WU BoOT MaTh CHIAEAa THe-TO II0[ HHM, B
rayOnHe, C €ro CeCTPEeHKOH Ha pyKax.
CecTpy OH COBCEM HE IIOMHHA -- TOABKO
MaA€HBKHM XHABIM TPYOHBIM pebeHKOM,
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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
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BCeraa THUXUM, c GOABIITIMHU
BHHUMATEABHBIMH  raazamu. OO6e  oHH
CMOTpEAH Ha Hero cHu3y. OHM HaXOIHAHCH
TZIe-TO IO, 3€MAEH -- TO AW Ha JHE KOAOALA,
TO AW B O4YE€Hb TAYOOKOH MOTHAE u
OIlyCKaAMCh BcCe TAyOxke. OHH cHIOeAH B
CaAOHE TOHYILEro KopabAsd M CMOTPEeAH Ha
YuUHCTOHa CKBO3b TEMHYIO Boay. B caaone
emre ObIA BO3AYX, M OHH €llle BUAEAH €To, a
OH UX, HO OHH BCE€ IIOI'PYXKAaAUCH,
IOTPY?KAAUCh B 3E€ACHYIO BOLY ere
CeKyH[a, 1 OHa CKpoeT ux HaBcerna. OH Ha
BO3QyXe M Ha CBETy, a HX 3araaTbIBaeT
y4WHAa, U OHU TaM, BHHU3Y, NOMOMY UMO OH
Hagepxy. OH IIOHMMaa 3TO, U OHH 3TO
NOHUMAaAH, U OH BHUIEA II0 UX AWIAM, YTO
OHHM IIOHHMMAIOT. YIpeKa He ObIAO HH Ha
AWIAX, HU B AyIIe UX, & TOABKO IIOHUMaHHe,
YTO OHM JOAXKHBI 3aIIAQTUTHb CBOEH CMEPTHIO
3a €ro Xu3Hb, 00 TaKOBa IIPUPOA BEIIeH.

YHUHCTOH He MO BCIOMHHTB, KaK 3TO ObIAO,
HO BO CHE OH 3HAA, YTO KHU3HHU MaTepH U
CeCTpBl IIPUHECEHBI B KEPTBY €ro >KHU3HH.
Oto OBIA OOWH H3 TEX CHOB, KOIZa B
AaHamadre, XapaKTepHOM OAs
CHOBHIEHUS, MpONOAXKAeTCs  JHEBHAas
pabora MbIcanu: Tebe OTKPBIBAIOTCS HAEU U
dakTbl, KOTOpBlE M IO HIPOOyRAEHUH
OCTAIOTCSl HOBBIMH U 3HAYUTEABHBIMU.
YuHCTOHA BAPYT OCEHHAO, 4YTO CMEPTh
MaTepH IOYTH TPHUALATL AET Haszand Oblra
TParu4ecKoil M TOPECTHOH B TOM CMBICAE,
KaKO# y»Ke W HEeNOoHATeH HblHe. Tparenms,
OTKPBIAOCE  EMY, [OCTOSIHHE CTapbIX
BpeMeH, BpPeMeH, KOIZa €lle CYyLIECTBOBAAO
AWYHOE, CYIIECTBOBaAA AIOGOBB U ApyXK6a, U
AIOOY B CEMBE CTOSIAM APYT 3a Opyra, He
HyKOasChb  OAS  3TOr0 B [IOBOJAAX.
BocrioMuHaHHE 0 MaTepH PBAAO €My CepAlle
IIOTOMy, YTO OHa yMepaa, AIOsS ero, a oH
OBIA CAHIIKOM MOAOM M 3TOHMCTHYEH, YTOOBI
AIOOHTB OTBETHO, U IIOTOMY, YTO OHA KaKHM-
TO 00pa3oM -- OH He IIOMHHA, KAaKUM --
npuHecaa cebsl B KepPTBY HAEe BEPHOCTH,
KoTOpasi Oblaa AWYHOM U HECOKPYIIHMOM.
CeronHsi, IIOHSA OH, TaKOe HE MOXKET
cayuuTbes. CeromHsi eCTb CTpax, HEHAaBHUCTh
u 60Ab, HO HET JOCTOMHCTBA YyBCTB, HET HU
rAy0OKOro, HH CAOXKHOro rops. Bce ato o
CAOBHO IIpOYeA B OOABIIHX rAa3ax MaTepH,
KOTOPBbIE CMOTPEAH Ha HEro U3 3eAeHOH
BOZbBI, C TAYOMHBI B COTHH CasKeHeM, U Bce



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
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€IIE IIOrPy2KaBIINXC.

Bapyr oH o4dyTHACH Ha KOPOTKOH, YIIPyroit
TpaBKe, U ObIA AETHHI Bedep, U KOCbIE AYYIH
COAHIIAa 30AOTHAM 3€MAI0. MeCTHOCTh 3Ta
TaK 4acTo IOABASAACh B CHax, 4TO OH He
MOT OIIPENEACHHO PEIIUTb, BUIAEA €€ KOoTraa-
HUOYAb HasgBY HMAM HeT. IIpo cebs YuHCTOH
Ha3plBaA ee 30A0TOH cTpaHo#H. OTo ObIA
CTaphli, BBIIIHUIIAHHBIA KPOAMKAMHU AYT, IIO
HeMy Oexaaa TpONHMHKA, TaM H CaM
BHIHEANUCH KPOTOBble KOYKH. Ha maarHeMm
Kpalo BeTep 4YyTh III€BEAMA BETKH BH30B,
BCTaBIINX HEPOBHOM U3TOPOALIO, U MAOTHAS
Macca AWCTBBI BOAHOBaAacCh, KaK BOAOCHI
JKEHIIUHBI. A TOe-TO PAAOM, HEBHIAUMBIH,
A€HHUBO Te€K pyded, M IIO4 BeTAAMH B
3aBOJAX XO/MAA IIAOTBA.

Yepes Ayr K HeMy IIAa Ta KEHIIUHA C
TEMHBIMH BoaocaMu. OOIHHUM [OBHKEHHEM
OHa copBasna C ceba oxmexay H
IPEe3PUTEABHO OTOpPOCHAA TIPOYb. Teao OBIAO
feaoe M TAQOKOE, HO HE BBI3BAAO B HEM
XKeAaHUd; Ha TeA0O OH eIBa AHM Jaxe
B3rASHyA. ETro BOCXHTHA XKECT, KOTOPBIM
OHa OTIIBBIpHyAa ofexay. MHasamecTBoMm
CBOMM H  HeOpexXHOCTBIO OH Oyaro
VHHUYTOXKAA  LEAYI0  KYABTYPY,  LEAYIO
cucremy: u Crapmmuii Bpar, u maprus, u
IIOAHMIINS MBICA€H OBIAM CMETEHBI B HEOBITHE
OMHUM IIPEKPACHBIM B3MaxOM pPYKH. OTOT
KECT  TOxXKe IpUHAaIAEKaA cTapomMy
BPEMEHH. YHHCTOH IIPOCHYACSI CO CAOBOM
«Ilexkcrup» Ha ycTax.

TeaeKpaH HCIIyCKaA OTAYIIUTEABHBIM CBUCT,
OAWUBIIUMCA Ha OJHOM HOTE TpUALATH
cekyHn. 07.15, curHaa mnombeMa OAd
CAyZKaIllUX. YHUHCTOH BBIAPAACH U3 IIOCTEAH
-- HAaTHIIOM, MOTOMY 4YTO YA€HY BHEIIHEeH
IIapTHH BbIIABAAH B TOJ BCETO TPHU THICHYH
OMEXKHBIX TAAOHOB, a IIMXKaMa CTOHAA
LIECTBCOT, U CcXBaTHA CO CTyAad
BbIHOIIEHHYI0 Qydaiiky u Tpycel. Yepes
TPpU MHHYTHl (puszapsgaka. A YHUHCTOH
COTHYACSI IIOIIOAAM OT KalllAs KallleAb
IIOYTH Bcerga Hamazaa mocae cHa. O=H
BBITPSIXHUBAA  AE€TKHE  HACTOABKO,  HYTO
BOCCTAaHOBHUTH ObIXaHHUe YuncToHy
yAaBaAOCh AMIIBL A€XKa Ha CIIMHE, IIOCAE
HECKOABKHMX I'AyOOKHX BHOXOB. 2KHABI y HETO
B3yAUCH OT HATyTH, M BapHUKO3Had f3Ba
Hadasa 3yHeTh.



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

I'pynnma ot Tpuauatu g0 copokal --
3asadA IIPOH3UTEABHBIM KEHCKHM IoAOC. --
Ipynma ot Tpuamatu no copoka! 3aiimure
ucxonHoe mnoaoxkeHue. OT TpuALATH [0
copokal

YHHCTOH BCTaa IIO CTOHKE CMHPHO Iepen
TEACKPAHOM: TaM yKe ITOSBHAACH JKHUANCTAs
CPaBHUTEABHO  MOAOJAd  JKEHIIMHA B
KOPOTKOH I00K€ M TMMHACTHYECKHUX TY(PAIX.

-- Crubanme pyk U notdaruBaHue! --
BBIKPHUKHyAa OHa. -- [leaaem mo cuetry. U
pas, nBa, TpH, derblpe! M pas, nBa, TpH,
gerbipe! Beceaeit, ToBapuiu, Goablle

xkusnu! U pas, nBa, Tpu, dereipe! U pa3s,
nBa, TpH, deThIpe!

Boab OT Kamasg He Yycleaa BBITECHHTH
BIIEYATACHHS CHA, & PUTM 3apsSOKH HUX KakK
OyATO OXXUBHUA. MalinHaAbHO BbIOpachIBas
U crubasg PyKH C BBIPaXKEHHEM YTPIOMOTO

YAOBOABCTBUA, KakK HOI[OGaAO Ha
TMMHAaCTHKE, YuHCcTOH HpOGI/IBaACH K
CMYTHBIM BOCIIOMHHAaHHUAM (o] pPanHEM

merctBe. OTo OBIAO KpaiiHe TpyaHO. Bce,
YTO IIPOHUCXOAVAO B IIATHAECATBIE TONBI,
BBIBETPHAOCH B3 roAoBEI. Korma He MozKelb

obpaTuThCs K IOCTOPOHHUM
CBHIETEABCTBAM, TEPSIOT YETKOCTb [dazKe
odepTaHusg COOCTBEHHOH  JKW3HHU. ThI

MIOMHHUIIIL BEAUKHE COOBITHSI, HO BO3MOXKHO,
YTO UX U He ObIAO; IOMHHUIIE HOAPOOGHOCTH
IIPOUCIIECTBHUSI, HO HE MOXKEIIb OIIyTHUTH
ero armocdepy; a ecTb M IIyCThIe
IIPOMEXKYTKH, [OOATHE U HE OTMeYeHHBIe
BooOmie HudeMm. Torma Bce OBIAO APYTHUM.
Hpyrumu ObIAM [axke Ha3BaHUA CTPaH U
KOHTYPBI UX Ha KapTe. B3aeTHada moaoca I,
HaIIpUMep, Ha3bIBAAaCh TOTZa HHAYe: OHA
Has3bIBarach AHraued vuau Bpuranumeii, a BoT
AOHIOH -- YHUHCTOH IIOMHHA 3TO DOAEE HAM
MeHee TBEpOO -- BCerza Ha3bIBaACHd
AOHIOHOM.

YHUHCTOH HEe MOrI' OTYETAHMBO IIPUIIOMHUTH
TaKoe BpeMsd, Korza Obl cTpaHa He BOEBaAa;
HO, II0 BCEH BHUAMMOCTH, Ha €ro AeTCTBO
NPHUILIEACS  JIOBOABHO  IIPOJOAYKMTEABHBIHN
MHPHBIM IEepHoJ, IIOTOMY YTO OJHHM U3
caMbIX  PaHHUX  BOCIIOMHHaHHH  OblA
BO3AYILIHBIM  HaAET, BCEX  3acCTaBLIMN
Bpacraox. MoxkeT ObITh, KakK pa3 Torga Hu
cbpocuan atoMmHyio 6omOy Ha Koadecrep.
Camoro Hasera OH HE€ IIOMHHA, & IIOMHHA
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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 I? That’s what comes of
trusting ’em. I said so all along. We didn’t
ought to ’ave trusted the buggers.”

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

Since about that time, war had been
literally = continuous, though  strictly
speaking it had not always been the same
war. For several months during his
childhood there had been confused street
fighting in London itself, some of which he
remembered vividly. But to trace out the
history of the whole period, to say who was
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TOABKO, KaK OT€I[ KpPEIIKO AepzXKaa €ro 3a

PYKYy B  OHHM  OBICTPO  CIIyCKAAHCH,
CIIyCKaAUCh, CIIyCKaAUCh KyZa-TO IIOJ
3€MAIO, KPYyr' 3a KpYyroM, IO BHHTOBOH
AECTHHIIE, TyJAEBIIEeH IIof HOraMu, H OH

ycTaa OT 93TOro, 3axHbIKas, M OHH
OCTAHOBHMAMCH OTIOXHYTb. MaTb IAa, Kak
BCErZa, MEYTATEABHO U MEIAEHHO, IaA€KO
orctaB oT HuX. OHa Hecaa TIPYIHYIO
CECTPEHKY -- & MOXKET ObITh, IIPOCTO OLESIAO:
YuHCTOH He OBIA YBEpeH, YTO K TOMY
BPEMEHH CeCcTpa yiKe II0sIBHAACh Ha CBeT.
HaxkoHell OHU MIPHUILIAHM Ha AIOAHOE, IIIyMHOE
MECTO -- OH IIOHSIA, YTO 3TO CTAHIIUS METPO.

Ha KaMeHHOM II0AY CHOEAW AIOAH, APYTHUe
TECHUAVCH HA JKEAE3HBIX Hapax. YUHCTOH C
OTLIOM W MAaTepbI0 HalllAu cebe MeCcTo Ha
II0Ay, a BO3A€ HHUX Ha Hapax CHIOEAU
PSAOBIIIKOM CTapUK U crapyxa. Crapuk B
IIPUAUYHOM TEMHOM KOCTIOME U CABHUHYTOH
Ha 3aThIAOK YEPHOM KeIKe, COBEpPIIEeHHO
cemoii; AMII0O y Hero ObIAO OarpoBoe, B
roAyOBbIX TrAa3ax CTosIAM cae3bl. OT Hero
pasuao mKUHOM. ITaxao Kak GYATO OT BCETO
TeAa, KAk OyoTo OH IIOTEA [MKUHOM, H
MOXKHO OBIAO BOOOPa3UTH, YTO CAE3BI €r0 --
TOXKE YHCTBIM [KWUH. [IbIHEHBKHH OBbIA
CTapyWK, HO BeCh €ro BHA BbIpaxkaa
HEIIOJAeABHOEe U  HECTEpIIMMOe  TOpe.
YHUHCTOH OETCKUM CBOUM yMOM [OTAIaACs,
YTO C HUM IIPOHU301IAA yKacHas Oena -- U ee
HEAB3sl IPOCTUTH M HEAB3sl ucHpaButh. OH
[axke IIOHsSA, Kakas. Y CcTapuka yOuAu
AIOOMMOIO  YeAOBEKAa MOXKET OBITH,
MaA€HBKYIO BHY4YKy. Kaxknble aBe MUHYTHI
CTapUK ITIOBTOPSIA:

-- He Hamo 6b1a0 uM Beputh. Bens roBopua
g, MaTb, TOBOpHA? BorT uTo 3HAYHUT UM
BeputTh. 91 Bcerma roBopuA. Heapsss GbIa0
BEPUTH 3THUM CTepPBeIaM.

Ho uyto 3T0 32 CTEPBELBI, KOTOPBIM HEAB3A
OBIAO BEPUTH, YuHcToH YK€ HE IIOMHHUA.

C Tex mop BOMHA  IIPOAOAXKAAACH
GecripepbIBHO, XOTsI, CTPOrO TOBOpPs, He
ooHa U Ta e BoiiHa. HecKoAbKO MecsIieB,
OIATh K€ B €ro JMJeTCKHe TOAbl, IIAH
GecriopsouHble yAWYHBIE OOM B caMoMm
AOHIOHE, MW KOe-4TO IIOMHHAOCH OYE€Hb
*KuBo. HO mIpoCAeIUTH HCTOPHIO TEX AE€T,
OIIPEIEAUTD, KTO C KEM H KOIZIa CPazKaAcsd,



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’
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OBIAO COBEPIIEHHO HEBO3MOZXKHO! HHU
€aHnHOTr o IIMCBEMEHHOTI'O AOKYMEHTA, HHU
€aHnHOT 0 YCTHOTO CAOBa o0 HWHOMN

paccTaHOBKE CHA, YeM HbIHEIIHss. HeiHde,
K npuMepy, B 1984 rony (ecam rox -- 1984-
#1), Oxkeanus BoeBana c EBpasueli u
cocrosina B coro3de ¢ Ocrasueit. Hu
MyOAMYHO, HH C rAa3y Ha raa3 HHUKTO He
YyOOMHHaA O TOM, 4YTO B  IIPOIIAOM
OTHOIIEHHSI TpPeX MAep:xKaB MOTAH OBITH
APYTUMH. YHHCTOH IIPEKPacHO 3HaA, 4TO Ha
camoM neae OkeaHusa BoroeT ¢ EBpasueit u
apy=xut ¢ Ocrasueii Bcero detbipe roga. Ho
3HaA YKPaZKOH -- U TOABKO IIOTOMY, YTO €T0
aMsAThIO He BIIOAHE YIIPaBASIAH.
OduiasbHO COIO3HHK M Bpar HHUKOIZa He
MeHsaAuCh. OKeaHmus BoioeT c EBpasuei,
caemoBaTeabHO, OKeaHMsI BCETZa BoeBaaa C
EBpa3zueii. HeigemHuii  Bpar  Bcerga
Bomaomiaa B cebe abCOAIOTHOE 3A0, a
3HAQYUT, HU B IIPOIIAOM, HH B Oymyliem
coraalleHue ¢ HUM HEMBICAUMO.

Camoe yzKacHOe, B COTBbIM, TBICAYHBIHN
pasaymMas OH, Ie€peAaMblBasgCh B IIOCe
(cefiyac OHHM BpalllaAl KOPIIyCOM, AepzKa
Pyku Ha Geipax -- CIUTAAOCH TIOAE3HBIM JAK
CHUHBI), -- CaMO€ y»KaCHOe, 4YTO BCE 3TO
MOXKET oKasaTbCa NpaBnaoil. Ecam naprua
MOXKET 3alyCTHTh pPyKy B IpPOIIAOE U
CKa3aTb O TOM HAM HHOM COOBITHH, UMO €20
Hukoz0a He 0blLn0, -- 3TO IIOCTpPAIHEe, YeM
MNBITKA UAH CMEDPThD.

[Naptusa rosoput, yro OKeaHHUs HUKOTZA He
3akarodasa corw3sa ¢ EBpasueit. OH, YUHCTOH
CMmur, 3HaeT, 4To OKeaHus: Oblaa B COIO3€ C
EBpasueii Bcero yeTbIpe roga Hasazn. Ho rae
XpaHUTCI 9T0 3HaHue? ToABKO B ero yme, a
OH, TaK UWAW UHa4Ye, CKOpo Oyzer
yHHU4YTOXKEH. 1 ecan Bce IIPHHHMAIOT AOXKb,
HaBA3aHHYIO MNapTUel, ecan BO BCeX
MOKYMEHTaX OHA W Ta XKe IECHs, TorAa dTa
AOXKB IIOCEASIeTCSI B UCTOPHUHM M CTAaHOBUTCS
npaBmoii. «KTo ympaBasieT HpPOIIABIM,
TAQCUT  HapTUMHBIM  AO3YHT, TOT
yhupaBageT OyayluM; KTO  YIIpaBASeT
HACTOSIINM, TOT YIpPaBASET IIPOIIABIM». U,
OMHAKO, IIPOIIAOE, TII0 IIPpUPOJAE CBoeH
U3MEHsSeMoe, M3MEHEHHIO HHKOIJa He
noaseprasock. To, YTO HMCTHHHO ceyac,
HCTHHHO OT BeKa M Ha BEKH BedHble. Bce
oueHb IpocTo. HyxKHa  Bcero-HaBcero
HeIIpepbIBHAA LIeTb IT00e Hag cOOCTBEHHOH
namMareo. OTO HasbIBaeTCs «IIOKOPEHHE



“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
attention again.

them to

“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
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NEeNCTBUTEABHOCTHY; Ha HOBO4A3€

«IBOEMBICAHE».

-- BoabHO! -- pgBKHyAa IIpernoaaBaTeALHUIA
4yTh JOOpoayIIHEee.

YHUHCTOH  OIyCTHA PYKH U CHEAAA
MeIAEHHBIN, TAyOOKHiT BIOX. YM ero 3abpea
B AQGUPUHTHI ABOEMBICAHS. 3Has, HE 3HATH;
BEPpUTb B CBOIO IIPABAMBOCTb, H3Aaras
o6 yMaHHYIO AOKB; IPHAEPKUBATHECI
OQHOBPEMEHHO ABYXITPOTHBOIIOAOXKHBIX
MHEHUH, IIOHHMMas, YTO OJHO HCKAIOYaeT
apyroe, W ObITb yOEeXOEHHBIM B 000UX;
AOTHKOM  yOHMBaThb  AOTHKY; OTBeprarb
MOpaAb, IIPOBO3TAAIIAsl €€; II0AaraTh, YTO
JIEMOKpPATHs HEBO3MOXKHA U 4YTO IApPTHUL --
OAIOCTUTEAD AEMOKpPATHU; 3a0BITh TO, YTO
TpebGyeTcss 3abbITh, M CHOBa BBI3BATH B
IIaMATH, KOTZa 9TO IIOHANOOHTCH, W CHOBa

HEMEZIAEHHO 3a0BITh, H, rAaBHOE,
IIPUMEHATh O9TOT IIPOIIECC K CaMOMy
[IPOLIECCY -- BOT B YeM camasi TOHKOCTB:

CO3HATEABHO IIPEOIOAEBATH CO3HAHHE U IIPHU
3TOM HE CO3HaBaTb, YTO 3aHHMAEIIbCS
CaMOTHUITHO30M. u JaKe caoBa
«IBOEMBICAHE» He ITOHMelllb, He IIPHUOETHYB K
JBOEMBICAHIO.

[IpennomaBaTeAbHUIIA BeA€Aa KM CHOBA

BCTATb CMHPHO.

-- A Tenepp NOCMOTPHUM, KTO y HAcC CyMeeT
mocTtaTh MO0 HOCKOB! C S5HTY3Ha3MOM
ckazaaa oHa. -- [Ipsamo ¢ Gexep, TOBAPUILH.
P-pas-nBa! P-paz-aBal

YHUHCTOH HEHaBHIEA 3TO yIIPaskKHEHHE: HOTH
OT ATOAUIL [0 ISTOK IIPOH3aA0 0OABIO, U OT
HEro HepeaKO HadYMHAaACH IPUIIA0K KalllAd.
IlpudaTHass TIpPycTb H3 €ro pPas3MbBIIIACHUHN
ncyesaa. [Ipominroe, moaymaa oH, He IIPOCTO
OBIAO M3MEHEHO, OHO YHUYTOXKeHO. 1160 Kak
TBI MOJKEIIb YCTAHOBUTBL JlajKe CaMbIH
O4YEeBHAHBIM (PaKT, €CAH OH HE 3alledyaTACH
HUTZE, KpoMe€ KaK B TBoed namatu? OH
rnonpoboBaa BCIIOMHHUTb, KOTZA YCABIIIAA
BrepBble 0o Crapmem Bparte. Kaxkercs, B
60-x... Ho pasBe Temneppr BCIOMHUIIL? B
ucropuu napruu Crapmmii Bpar, KoHe4dHO,
dburypupoBaa KakK BOXKIOb PEBOAIOIHH C
caMbIX IIepBBIX ee paHeH. IloaBuru ero
IIOCTEIIEHHO OTOABHUTAAMChH BCE [aAbIle B
rayOb BpeMEH M IIPOCTEPAHCH YKE B
aeregnapubeii mup 40-x um 30-x, Korma

KallUTAAHUCTBl B OUKOBUHHBIX IIIASIIAX-
HUAMHApAaxX eIle pa3be3’kasl II0 YyAHUIaM
AoHmoHa B OOABIIMX  AQKHPOBAHHBIX



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--

“Smith!” screamed the shrewish voice from
the telescreen. “6079 Smith W.! Yes, you!
Bend lower, please! You can do better than
that. Youre not trying. Lower, please!
That’s better, comrade. Now stand at ease,
the whole squad, and watch me.”

A sudden hot sweat had broken out all over
Winston’s body. His face remained
completely inscrutable. Never show dismay!
Never show resentment! A single flicker of
the eyes could give you away. He stood
watching while the instructress raised her
arms above her head and -- one could not
say gracefully, but with remarkable
neatness and efficiency -- bent over and
tucked the first joint of her fingers under
her toes.

“There, comrades! That’s how I want to see
you doing it. Watch me again. I'm thirty-
nine and I've had four children. Now look.”
She bent over again. “You see my knees
aren’t bent. You can all do it if you want
to,” she added as she straightened herself
up. “Anyone under forty-five is perfectly
capable of touching his toes. We don’t all
have the privilege of fighting in the front
line, but at least we can all keep fit.
Remember our boys on the Malabar front!
And the sailors in the Floating Fortresses!
Just think what they have to put up with.
Now try again. That’s better, comrade,
that’s much better,” she added

aBTOMOOMASIX Y KOHHBIX OKHIIaXKax CoO

CTEKAAHHBIMH OoKaMu. HeI/IBBeCTHO,
CKOABKO IIpaBAbl B JOTHX CKa3aHUAX H
CKOABKO BBEIMBICAAQ. YuHcToH HE Mor

BCIIOMHHUTB J[axKe, KOrfa IIOSBHAACh cama
naprud. Kaxercs, caoBa «aHICOIl» OH TOXKeE
He cabIltaa 1o 1960 roga, XoTs BO3MOXKHO,
YTO B CTAPOA3bIYHON PopMe -- «AHTAUNCKUH
COLIMaAM3M» -- OHO MMEAO XOXKIEHHE U
panblie. Bce pacTBopsgeTrcs B TyMaHe.
BrpouemM, HHOra MOXKHO ITOHMAaTh U IBHYIO
Aoxb. HempasBpma, HampuMmep, 4YTO HapTHS
nzobpesa caMOAET, KaK yTBEPKAAIOT KHUTH
o mnapTuiiHo# wucropuu. CaMoAeThl OH
IOMHHA C caMoro paHHero pgercrBa. Ho
[oKa3aTh  HUYEro HEAB3d. Hukakux
CBHUETEABCTB He ObIBaeT. AHIIb ONUH pa3 B
KU3HU aepxkan OH B pykax
HEOIIPOBEPKUMOE JOKYMEHTaABHOE
JI0OKA3aTEABCTBO IIOAMNEAKH HCTOPHYECKOTO
dakra. [Ja u To...

-- Cmut! -- paszgascss CBapAUBBIH OKPHUK. --
IIlecTpmecar -- cembaecaTr aeBdTb, Cmut Y.!
Ha, BeI! 'ayOxxe HaraoH! Bel Beab MOKeTe.
Brl He crapaerechk. Huke! Tak yzke aydire,
TOBapHII. A Teneph, BCS I'PYIIIIa BOABHO -- U
CAEINUTE 3a MHOM.

YuHcTOHa TpomMb ropsayuil moT. AWUIIO ero
0OCTaBaAOCh COBEPIIEHHO HEBO3MYTHUMBIM.

He nmoxkazarp TpeBoru! He mnoka3zars
Bo3MmymieHHsa! TOABKO MOPIHH TAa3oM -- U
Thl ceba Bbimasa. OH Habaogas, Kak

IpenoaaBaTeAbHHIIA BCKHUHyAa DPYKH Hal
TOAOBOH U -- HE CKa3aTh, YTO I'PaAIllMO3HO, HO
C 3aBHAHOM YETKOCTBbIO M CHOPOBKOH,
HaTHYBIINCh, 3allellHAacCh IIaABLIAMH 34
HOCKH Ty(eAb.

-- Bor Taxk, ToBapuiu! [lokaxkute MHE, 4TO
BBl MOXKeTe Tak ke. [locMoTpuTe ee pas.
MHe TpHALATE MOEBATH A€T, U Y MEHHI
gyerBepo nereit. [Ipomry cmorpers. -- OHa
CHOBa HarHyaachk. -- Buaure, y MeHs KOA€HH
npaMele. Bpl Bce cMoxkeTe TaK CHAEAaThb,
€CAH  3axXOTHUTE, --  pmobaBHAa  OHa,
BBIIIPSIMUBIINCE. -- Bce, KOMy HeT copoka
IATH, CIOCOOHBI MOTSHYTHCS OO HOCKOB.
Ham He BBITaan0 dYeCcTH cpaKkaTbCs Ha
IepenoBOM, HO IO KpalHeH Mepe Mbl
MoOXKeM AepxkaTh cebs B popme. BeriomuuTe
Hamux pebar Ha Masabapckom ¢pponte! U
MOpPSKOB Ha IIAAQBAaMOIMX  KpernocTax!
I[TogymatiTe, KakKOBO MNPUXOAUTCA HM. A
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encouragingly as Winston, with a violent
lunge, succeeded in touching his toes with
knees unbent, for the first time in several
years.

v

With the deep, unconscious sigh which not
even the nearness of the telescreen could
prevent him from uttering when his day’s
work  started, Winston pulled the
speakwrite towards him, blew the dust from
its mouthpiece, and put on his spectacles.
Then he unrolled and clipped together four
small cylinders of paper which had already
flopped out of the pneumatic tube on the
right-hand side of his desk.

In the walls of the cubicle there were three
orifices. To the right of the speakwrite, a
small pneumatic tube for written messages,
to the left, a larger one for newspapers; and
in the side wall, within easy reach of
Winston’s arm, a large oblong slit protected
by a wire grating. This last was for the
disposal of waste paper. Similar slits
existed in thousands or tens of thousands
throughout the building, not only in every
room but at short intervals in every
corridor. For some reason they were
nicknamed memory holes. When one knew
that any document was due for destruction,
or even when one saw a scrap of waste
paper lying about, it was an automatic
action to lift the flap of the nearest memory
hole and drop it in, whereupon it would be
whirled away on a current of warm air to
the enormous furnaces which were hidden
somewhere in the recesses of the building.

Winston examined the four slips of paper
which he had unrolled. Each contained a
message of only one or two lines, in the
abbreviated jargon not actually
Newspeak, but consisting largely of
Newspeak words -- which was used in the
Ministry for internal purposes. They ran:

times 17.3.84 bb speech malreported africa
rectify

times 19.12.83 forecasts 3 yp 4th quarter

83 misprints verify current issue

times 14.2.84 miniplenty malquoted
chocolate rectify

times 3.12.83 reporting bb dayorder

doubleplusungood refs unpersons rewrite
34

Terneps momnpobyeM ele pas.
Aydllle, TOBapHIL, TOPA3H0 AydIIE,
[IOXBaAMAa OHA YHHCTOHA, KOTAA OH C
pasMaxy, COTHYBIINCH Ha MPSIMBIX HOTaX,
CyMeA JOCTaTh [0 HOCKOB -- MIEPBBIA pas 3a
HECKOABKO A€T.

Bor, yxe

v

C TAYOOKHM 0€30TYETHBIM B3I0XO0OM,
KOTOPOTO OH II0 OOBIKHOBEHHIO HE CYMEA
caepkaTh, HECMOoTps Ha 0AM30CTH

TeAeKpaHa, YHUHCTOH HadaAa CBOHM pabouwmii
IeHb: IIPUTAHYA K cebe pedyernc, CAyA IBbIAb
c MukpodoHaA M HaZeA OdYKH. 3arTeM
pa3BEpPHyYA M COEIMHHUA CKPEIKOH dYeThIpe
OyMasKHBIX PYAOHYMKA, BBICKOYHBIIHX H3
ITHEBMAaTH4YECKOH TPYObI CIIpaBa OT CTOAA.

B creHax ero KabUHBI OBIAO TPU OTBEPCTHUS.
CopaBa oT peuenuca MaaeHbKas
[IHEBMaTH4decKas Tpydba mOad IIeYaTHBIX
3a1aHu; cAeBa -- I00OABLIIE, JAS TA3€T; U B
OOKOBOM CTEHE, TOABKO PYKY IIPOTSHYTb, --
IIMPOKAas IIEAb C IIPOBOAOYHBIM 3a0pasoM.
Orta -- 1A HEHYXKHBIX Oymar. Takux Iieaeit
B MHHHCTEPCTBE OBIAM TBICAYH, MOECATKH
TBICSY -- HE TOABKO B KaXKZOM KOMHATe, HO
U B KOpPHIOpax Ha KaxkaoM Iiary. [louemy-
TO HMX IIPO3BaAU THe3[aMM [aMdaTH. Ecau
YeAOBEK XOTE€A H30ABHUTHCS OT HEHYKHOIO
JOKYMEHTa HAH IIPOCTO 3aMedaAs Ha IIOAY
obprIBOK  Gymarwy, OH  MEeXaHHYEeCKH
noagHuMaA 3abpaso Gamkaiiliero rHesna U
6pocaa Tyma Gymary; ee moaxBaTbIBaA IIOTOK
TEIIAOTO BO3AyXa H YHOCHA K OIPOMHBIM
TOIIKaM, CIPSITAHHBIM B yTpoOe 3MaHHUs.

YHHCTOH IPOCMOTPEA YEThIpE Pa3BEPHYTHIX
aucTka. Ha KakmoMm -- 3amaHue B OOHY-IBE
CTPOKH, Ha  TeAerpadHOM  JKaproHe,
KOTOPBIH He ObIA, IIO CYIIECTBY, HOBOSI30M,
HO COCTOSIA U3 HOBOSI30BCKUX CAOB U CAYZKHA
B MUHHCTEPCTBE TOABKO [Ad BHYTPEHHETO
yrnorpebaeHus. 3agaHus BbITASIIEAN TaK!

Tatimc 17.03.84 peur c. 6.

adpHKa YTOYHUTH

[IpeBPaTHO

TaiiMmc 19.12.83 maan 4 kBapTasa 83
oreyaTKH coraacoBaTthb CETOHSAITHUM
HOMEPOM

TaiiMc 14.02.84 3ag9B MHHH30 HIPEBPATHO
IIIOKOAAJ yTOYHUTD

Tatimc 03.12.83 MHHYCMHHYC H3A0KEH
Haka3 C. 0. YIIOMAHYTBI HEAHIIA IIepeIncaTh



fullwise upsub antefiling

With a faint feeling of satisfaction Winston
laid the fourth message aside. It was an
intricate and responsible job and had better
be dealt with last. The other three were
routine matters, though the second one
would probably mean some tedious wading
through lists of figures.

Winston dialled “back numbers” on the
telescreen and called for the appropriate
issues of the Times, which slid out of the
pneumatic tube after only a few minutes’
delay. The messages he had received
referred to articles or news items which for
one reason or another it was thought
necessary to alter, or, as the official phrase
had it, to rectify. For example, it appeared
from the Times of the seventeenth of March
that Big Brother, in his speech of the
previous day, had predicted that the South
Indian front would remain quiet but that a
Eurasian offensive would shortly be
launched in North Africa. As it happened,
the Eurasian Higher Command had
launched its offensive in South India and
left North Africa alone. It was therefore
necessary to rewrite a paragraph of Big
Brother’s speech, in such a way as to make
him predict the thing that had actually
happened. Or again, the Times of the
nineteenth of December had published the
official forecasts of the output of various
classes of consumption goods in the fourth
quarter of 1983, which was also the sixth
quarter of the Ninth Three-Year Plan.
Today’s issue contained a statement of the
actual output, from which it appeared that
the forecasts were in every instance grossly
wrong. Winston’s job was to rectify the
original figures by making them agree with
the later ones. As for the third message, it
referred to a very simple error which could
be set right in a couple of minutes. As short
a time ago as February, the Ministry of
Plenty had issued a promise (a “categorical
pledge” were the official words) that there
would be no reduction of the chocolate
ration during 1984. Actually, as Winston
was aware, the chocolate ration was to be
reduced from thirty grammes to twenty at
the end of the present week. All that was
needed was to substitute for the original
promise a warning that it would probably
be necessary to reduce the ration at some
time in April.
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CKBO3b HABEPX A0 IIOAIINBKHU

C THXMM  yOOBAETBOPEHHMEM  YHUHCTOH
OTOABUHYA YETBEPTBIN AHCTOK B CTODOHY.
Pabora TOHKass M OTBETCTBEHHAs, AydYIlle
OCTaBHUTH €€ HarocaeoK. OcTasbHbIE TPHU --
mabAOHHBIE 3aJadd, XOTd MOAS BTOPOH,
HaBEpPHOe, Haao OyJeT OCHOBAaTEABHO
OKONAaThCHd B IUpax.

YuHcToH Habpaa Ha TeAeKpaHe «3aaHHe
qucaa» 3aTpeboBas cTapble BBIIYCKH
«TatiMc»; dyepe3 HECKOABKO MHHYT HX YiKe
BBITOAKHyAa ITHEBMaTH4ecKas Tpyba. Ha
AMCTKax ObIAM yKa3aHbl ra3eTHbIEe CTAaTbU U
COOOIIIeHHusI, KOTOpble II0 TOH HWAM WHOHI
OpuUyYHHe TpeboBasOCh H3MEHHTHh HAH,
BbIpaxkasich opUIaAABHBIM A3BIKOM,
yTouHUTL. Hampumep, wu3 coobuieHus
«Tatimc» oT 17 wMapra SBCTBOBaAO, YTO
HakKaHyHe B cBoed peun Crapmmuit Bpar
IpeAcKa3aA 3aTHINbE Ha HOKHOMHIUNCKOM
dpoHTE U CKOpoe HAaCTyIIA€HHEe BOMCK
EBpasuu B CeBepHoli Adprke. Ha camom
XKe JIeAe eBpasHHIpl HadaAl HaCTYIIACHHE B
FOxno#t Wumuu, a B CeBepHoii Adprke
HUKaKHX MOEUCTBHHM He MNpealpUHHMaAH.
Hanmo 6n1a0 mepemucath 3TOT ab3ana pedu
Crapuiero Bpara  Tax, YTOOBI OH
mpencKasas AeHCTBUTEABHBIH X0 COOBITHMH.
Uau, omare xke, 19 npekabpsa «Tatime»
orybAMKOBaAa  O(HUIMAABHBIM  IIPOTHO3
BBIIIyCKA  Pa3AHYHBIX  IOTPEOHUTEABCKHX
TOBapOB Ha 4eTBepPThIH KBaptaa 1983 roaa,
TO eCcThb IIIECTOM KBapTaa aeBsaTOH
TPEXAETKH. DB  CerogHsdIIHEM  BBIIIyCKE
HalleyaTaHbl JaHHbIE O (PaKTUIECKOM
IPOM3BOACTBE, M OKA3aA0Ch, YTO IIPOTHO3
ObIA COBEPLIEHHO HEBEPEH. YHHCTOHY
IPEACTOSAO  YTOYHHTH II€pBOHAYaABHBIE
udpsl, nabbl OHH COBIIAAH c
cerofHAIHUMHU. Ha TpeTrkeM AHCTKE pedb
maa 00 OYeHb IIPOCTOH OLIMOKE, KOTOPYIO
MOXKHO MCIpPaBHUTh B OAHY MuHyTy. He

masee Kak B (peBpase  MHUHUCTEPCTBO
HU300UAUS obe1raao (kaTeropuyecku
YTBEPKIAAO, $5(0) opUIITAABHOMY
BBIpaKeHUI0), 4To B 1984 romy HOpPMY

BBIJIaYM 1IOKOARJA He yMeHbIIaT. Ha camom
neAe, Kak ObIAO HM3BECTHO U CaMOMy
YHUHCTOHY, B KOHIIE HBIHENIHEH HeIeAu
HOpMy cobupasuchk ymeHbUTb ¢ 30 mo 20
rpamMMoB. EMy Hano 6b1A0 IIPOCTO 3aMEHUTH
crapoe obelaHue IpeayBeIOMAEHUEM, YTO
B aIpeAe HOPMYy, BO3MOXKHO, IPHAETCS
COKPAaTHUTh.



As soon as Winston had dealt with each of
the messages, he clipped his speakwritten
corrections to the appropriate copy of the
Times and pushed them into the pneumatic
tube. Then, with a movement which was as
nearly as possible unconscious, he
crumpled up the original message and any
notes that he himself had made, and
dropped them into the memory hole to be
devoured by the flames.

What happened in the unseen labyrinth to
which the pneumatic tubes led, he did not
know in detail, but he did know in general
terms. As soon as all the corrections which
happened to be necessary in any particular
number of the Times had been assembled
and collated, that number would be
reprinted, the original copy destroyed, and
the corrected copy placed on the files in its
stead. This process of continuous alteration
was applied not only to newspapers, but to
books, periodicals, pamphlets, posters,
leaflets, films, sound-tracks, cartoons,
photographs -- to every kind of literature or
documentation which might conceivably
hold any political or ideological significance.
Day by day and almost minute by minute
the past was brought up to date. In this
way every prediction made by the Party
could be shown by documentary evidence
to have been correct, nor was any item of
news, or any expression of opinion, which
conflicted with the needs of the moment,
ever allowed to remain on record. All
history was a palimpsest, scraped clean
and reinscribed exactly as often as was
necessary. In no case would it have been
possible, once the deed was done, to prove
that any falsification had taken place.

The largest section of the Records
Department, far larger than the one on
which Winston worked, consisted simply of
persons whose duty it was to track down
and collect all copies of books, newspapers,
and other documents which had been
superseded and were due for destruction. A
number of the Times which might, because
of changes in political alignment, or
mistaken prophecies uttered by Big
Brother, have been rewritten a dozen times
still stood on the files bearing its original
date, and no other copy existed to
contradict it. Books, also, were recalled and
rewritten again and again, and were
invariably reissued without any admission
that any alteration had been made. Even
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BeinloAHUB niepBBIE TPH 334a4H, YHHCTOH
CKpEIIrA HUCIIPaBACHHBIE BapHUaHTHI,
BBIHYTBIE u3 pedenuca, c
COOTBETCTBYIOIIMMHU BBIIIYCKAMH T'a3eThl U
OTIIPaBHA B ITHEBMATHYECKYIO TPyOy. 3aTem

II049YTH 0ecco3HaTeABHBIM JABUXECHUEM
CKOMKaA IIOAYYE€HHBIE AHCTKH u
COOCTBEHHbBIE 3aMETKH, CIaEAaHHBIE BO

BpeMsd paboThl, U CYHyA B THE30 IaMATH
JAS IPEIaHUS UX OTHU.

YTO IPOUCXOAUAO B HEBUIUMOM AAOHPHHTE,
K KOTOPOMY B€AHM ITHEBMATH4YECKHe TPYOBI,
OH B TOYHOCTH HE 3HaA, HMEA AHIIL OfIlee
npezncraBaeHue. Korma Bce NONpaBKH K
JAaHHOMY HOMeEpPY raseTbl OyayT coOpaHbl U
CBEpeHbI, HOMEp HaleyaTamT 3aHOBO,
CTapblf 9K3eMIIASID YHHUYTOXKAT U BMECTO
HEro IIOAOLIBIOT HCIIPaBAEHHBIH. B a3TOT
IIpolLecc HEIIPePHIBHOTO H3MEHEHHT
BOBA€YEHBI HE TOABKO I'a3eThbl, HO M KHHUTH,
JKYPHaAbI, OPOLIIOPEI, IIAGKAThI, AMCTOBKH,
pUABMBL, ¢oHOTPAMMEI, KapUKaTyphl,
dororpacdun -- Bce BHABI AHUTEPATYPbl U
JIOKYMEHTOB, KOTOpPbIE MOTAHM OBl HMeETHb
[IOAUTHYECKOE HUAU HUIEOAOTHIECKOE
3HadyeHHe. EjKeNHEBHO W YyTh AU He
€XKEMHHYTHO IIPOILIAOE IIOATOHSAOCH IIO
Hacrosee. I109TOMy HOKyMEHTaMH MOXKHO
OBIAO  TOATBEPAUTH BEPHOCTH  AIODOOTO
IpefcKa3aHusd  IIapTHH; HH  €IUHOTO
U3BECTHSI, HHU €IUHOTO MHEHHUSI,
[IPOTUBOpEYAIIlETO  HyXKXOaM  [Hs,  He
CYILIIECTBOBaAO B 3amucax. VCTopHio, Kak
CcTapbl¥ IIEpraMeHT, BHICKaGAUBAAN HAYHCTO
YU IHCAaAH 3aHOBO -- CTOABKO pa3, CKOABKO
HykHO. UM He O6BIAO HHKaKOro crocoba
0Ka3aTh II0TOM ITO[IIEAKY .

B camoit BOOABIIIOH
JOKYMEHTAABHOIO  OTHEAA
ropa3go  0OAbIIIE  TOM, TAE TPYAHUACT
YuHCTOH, paboraan  aromu, — 4beH
€IUHCTBEHHON 3aJadeii OLIAO BBLIMCKHBATHL
U cobUpaTh BCE BK3EMIIASIPBI Ta3eT, KHUT U
APYTHUX U3IAHUI, HOAAEKAIIUX
VHUYTOXEHUI0O U 3ameHe. Homep «TaiimMor,
KOTOPBIN M3-32a ITIOAUTHUYECKHUX [TEPEHANAIOK
u  omubOoYHBIX IpopodectB Crapiiero
Bpara mnepemneyaThiBascs, OBITH MOXKET,
IECATOK pas, BCE pPaBHO MOATHPOBaH B
MOAIIUBKE IIPEXHUM YHCAOM, W HET B

CEKIIUU
oHa Oblra

IIpupoae HH €OHUHOI'0 OIIPOBEPTraroIiero
JK3EMIIAdpa. KHauru tozxke TIIEPEINChIBAANCH
CHOBa u CHOBa u BBIXOOHUAHN be3

YIIOMHMHaHHLI O TOM, UYTO OHH II€CPEHHAYECHBI.



the written instructions which Winston
received, and which he invariably got rid of
as soon as he had dealt with them, never
stated or implied that an act of forgery was
to be committed: always the reference was
to slips, errors, misprints, or misquotations
which it was necessary to put right in the
interests of accuracy.

But actually, he thought as he re-adjusted
the Ministry of Plenty’s figures, it was not
even forgery. It was merely the substitution
of one piece of nonsense for another. Most
of the material that you were dealing with
had no connexion with anything in the real
world, not even the kind of connexion that
is contained in a direct lie. Statistics were
just as much a fantasy in their original
version as in their rectified version. A great
deal of the time you were expected to make
them up out of your head. For example, the
Ministry of Plenty’s forecast had estimated
the output of boots for the quarter at 145
million pairs. The actual output was given
as sixty-two millions. Winston, however, in
rewriting the forecast, marked the figure
down to fifty-seven millions, so as to allow
for the usual claim that the quota had been
overfulfilled. In any case, sixty-two millions
was no nearer the truth than fifty-seven
millions, or than 145 millions. Very likely
no boots had been produced at all. Likelier
still, nobody knew how many had been
produced, much less cared. All one knew
was that every quarter astronomical
numbers of boots were produced on paper,
while perhaps half the population of
Oceania went barefoot. And so it was with
every class of recorded fact, great or small.
Everything faded away into a shadow-world
in which, finally, even the date of the year
had become uncertain.

Winston glanced across the hall. In the
corresponding cubicle on the other side a
small, precise-looking, dark-chinned man
named Tillotson was working steadily away,
with a folded newspaper on his knee and
his mouth very close to the mouthpiece of
the speakwrite. He had the air of trying to
keep what he was saying a secret between
himself and the telescreen. He looked up,
and his spectacles darted a hostile flash in
Winston’s direction.

Winston hardly knew Tillotson, and had no
idea what work he was employed on. People
in the Records Department did not readily
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J[axke B 3aKa3ax, IIOAy4aeMbIX YUHCTOHOM U
YHHYTOXKAEMBIX Cpa3y IIOCA€ BBIITOAHEHUS,
He OBIAO M HaMeKa Ha To, 4To Tpebyercs
HOJ/IEAKA: pPedYb IIIAA TOABKO 00 OIIHOKax,
HCKAaXXEHHBIX uUTaTax, OroBOpPKaXx,
oreyaTkax, KOTOpbIe HAA0 YCTPAHUTH B
UHTEPECAX TOYHOCTH.

A B ofumem, agymaa OH, IlepeKpauBas
apuMeTHKy MHHHCTEPCTBA H300HAHS, 3TO
[aske He momaor. IIpocTo 3ameHa OIHOTO
B3Opa ApyruM. Marepraa TBOH TIIO
OOABIIIE  YacTH  BOOOIIE HE  HMEET
OTHOIIEGHHUS K HOEHCTBUTEABHOMY MHUDY --
[axke TaKoro, KaKoe COOEepXKHUT B cebe
OTKPOBEHHAsI  AOXKb. Craructvka B
IEpBOHAYAABHOM  BHIE TakKas Ke
daHTa’zusg, KaK U B HCIpaBAeHHOM. Yarire
Bcero Tpebyercs, 4TOOBI Thl BBICACHIBAA €€
U3 nasbplia. Hampumep, MHHHCTEPCTBO
H300HAMS IIPEAIIOAAras0 BBIIYCTHTH B 4-M
KBapTase 145 MHAAMOHOB map OOyBH.
Coo0I11a10T, 4TO peaAbHO IIPOU3BedeHO 62
MHAAMOHA. YHUHCTOH K€, IIepeInChIBas
IIPOTHO3, YMEHBIIHA IIAAHOBYIO LU(PPY 10
57 MHAAWOHOB, YTOOBI I[AAH, KakK BCEraa,
OKa3aACs IIEPEBBINTOAHEHHBIM. Bo BCAKOM
caydae, 62 MHAAMOHA HUYYTh He OAMXKe K
HUCTUHE, 4YeM OS7 MHAAUOHOB wuAu 145.
Becpma BeposgTHO, 4TO 0OyBM BOOOIlEe He
npou3sBean. Elle BeposiTHee, 4TO HHKTO He
3HaEeT, CKOABKO ee IIPOU3BEAH, U, TAABHOE,
He JKeAaaeT 3HaThb. V3BECTHO TOABKO OHO:
KasK[plii KBapTaa Ha Oymare IIpOU3BOAAT
aCTPOHOMHYECKOE KOAWYECTBO obyBH,
MeXAy TeM KakK IIOAOBHHA HaCEeAeHHUS
Okeanuun xonut 6ocukom. To ke camoe -- ¢
AIOOBIM ~ [JOKYMEHTHPOBAHHBIM  (DAKTOM,
KPYIIHBIM U MeAKHM. Bce pacmabiBaeTcss B
npuspadHoM Mmupe. U naske cerogHsurHee
YHCAO €IBa AU OIIPEIECAHIIb.

YHHCTOH B3TASHYA Ha CTEKASHHYIO KaOWHY
IO Ty CTOPOHY Kopuaopa. MaseHpKHH,
aKKypaTHBbIE, C CHHHUM I10AOOPOAKOM
4eAOBeK M0 (pamMuauu THAAOTCOH YCepAHO
TPYAHACH  TaMm, [epxKa Ha  KOAEHIX
CAOKEHHYIO TraseTy ¢ I[IPHHUKHYB K
MHUKpO(OHY pedernuca. Bup y Hero 6Obia
Tako#, OyaTo OH XO04eT, dYTOOBI Bce
CKa3aHHOE OCTaAOCh MEXKIYy HHUMH ABOUMH -
- Mexnay HHUM Hu pedenucoM. OH IIOOHSA
TOAOBY, U €ro OYKH BPaKAeGHO CBEPKHYAU
YHUHCTOHY.

YHUHCTOH HOYTH He 3HaA THAAOTCOHA M He
HMeA IIPeACTaBAE€HHS O TOM, 4YeM OH
3aHHUMAaeTCd. CoTpyaHHKHU oTaesa



talk about their jobs. In the long,
windowless hall, with its double row of
cubicles and its endless rustle of papers
and hum of voices murmuring into
speakwrites, there were quite a dozen
people whom Winston did not even know by
name, though he daily saw them hurrying
to and fro in the corridors or gesticulating
in the Two Minutes Hate. He knew that in
the cubicle next to him the little woman
with sandy hair toiled day in day out,
simply at tracking down and deleting from
the Press the names of people who had
been vaporized and were therefore
considered never to have existed. There was
a certain fitness in this, since her own
husband had been vaporized a couple of
years earlier. And a few cubicles away a
mild, ineffectual, dreamy creature named
Ampleforth, with very hairy ears and a
surprising talent for juggling with rhymes
and metres, was engaged in producing
garbled versions -- definitive texts, they
were called -- of poems which had become
ideologically offensive, but which for one
reason or another were to be retained in the
anthologies. And this hall, with its fifty
workers or thereabouts, was only one sub-
section, a single cell, as it were, in the huge
complexity of the Records Department.
Beyond, above, below, were other swarms
of workers engaged in an unimaginable
multitude of jobs. There were the huge
printing-shops with their sub-editors, their
typography experts, and their elaborately
equipped studios for the faking of
photographs. There was the tele-
programmes section with its engineers, its
producers, and its teams of actors specially
chosen for their skill in imitating voices.
There were the armies of reference clerks
whose job was simply to draw up lists of
books and periodicals which were due for
recall. There were the vast repositories
where the corrected documents were
stored, and the hidden furnaces where the
original copies were destroyed. And
somewhere or other, quite anonymous,
there were the directing brains who co-
ordinated the whole effort and laid down
the lines of policy which made it necessary
that this fragment of the past should be
preserved, that one falsified, and the other
rubbed out of existence.

38

JOKYMEHTAIIUH HEOXOTHO TOBOPHAHM O CBOEH
pabote. B mamHHOM, 6€3 OKOH KOPHIOPE C
OBYMSI DpPSOaMH CTEKASHHBIX KaOWH, C
HECKOHYAEeMBIM  IIIEAECTOM  OyMaru U
IYAEHHUEM T'OAOCOB, OYOHSIIMX B PEYEIHCHI,
OBIAO HE MEHBbIIIe necsaTKa Alofei, KOTOPBIX
YHHCTOH He 3HaA JasKe II0 UMEHH, XOTd OHH
KPYTABIM TOZ MeABKaAW Ilepell HHUM Ha
9Ta)kKe U MaxaAW PyKaMH Ha ABYXMHHYTKax
HeHaBuctd. OH 3HaA, 4YTO HHU3EHbKAs
JKEHIIMHA C pPBIKEBATHIMH  BOAOCAMH,
cumguas B cocenHell kKabuHe, BeCh OEHb
3aHHUMAaeTCs TOABKO TE€M, YTO BBIMCKHUBAET B
pecce u youpaeT paMUAWUU PACIIBIAEHHBIX,
a CA€IOBATEABHO, HHUKOTZA He
CyILLIECTBOBaBIIMX AOAeH. B omnpeneaeHHOM
CMBICAE 3aHATHE KaK pa3 [Ad Hee: rofa aBa
Ha3aJ ee MyxKa TOXKE€ pacCIbIAMAM. A 3a
HECKOABKO KaOHH OT YHHCTOHA IIOMEIaA0Ch

KPOTKOE, HECKAAHOE, paccesiHHOe
CO3@HHUE C OYEHD BOAOCATHIMH YILIAMU; OTOT
4EeAOBEK 110 damuanu Awmriacopr,

YOUBAGBHINHM BCEX CBOEM CHOPOBKOH IIO
qacTH pHUMM H pPasMepoB, H3TOTOBASIA
IperapupoBaHHbIE BapHUaHTEI
KaHOHHUYECKHE TEKCTBI, KaK UX Ha3bIBaAH, -
CTUXOTBOPEHHUH, KOTODBIE cTaau
HIEOAOTHYECKH HEBBIAEPXKAHHBIMH, HO IIO
TOM HAM HMHOM IIpUYMHE HE MOTAH OBITH
HCKAIOYEHBI M3 aHToaoruii. M Becep 3TOT
KOPHIOP C IIOAYCOTHEH COTPYAHHKOB ObIA
AUNIb TIOZICEKIIHEN -- TaK cKas3aTb, KAETKOH

- B CAOXKHOM OpraHu3Me oTaeAa
JAOKYMEHTAITUH. ﬂaAI:»LHe 5 BEBILIE, HHUZKE
COHMBI CAy2KalIllux TPYAUANUCH Han

HEBOOOPAa3UMBIM MHOXKECTBOM 3amad. Tyr
OBIAM OTPOMHBIE THUIIOTPAUU CO CBOHUMHU
PegaKToOpaMH, IIOAUIPAUCTAMH H OTAHYHO

060pPyIOBaHHBIMH CTyAUAMU iast
dasscuukanmmy  (QPOTOCHUMKOB.  Brira
CeKIIUs TeAeTIPOrpaMM co CBOHMMH
WHXKEHEPAMH, PEXUCCEPAMH M  LIEABIMH
TpyIIIaMu apTHUCTOB, KCKYCHO
[IOAPAaKAIOIINX YyKUM T[OAOCAM. DBblan

TIOAKH pepepeHTOB, Ubs paboTa CBOAMAACH
HCKAIOYUTEABHO K TOMY, 4TOOBI COCTABAATH
CIIMCKY KHUT' W [E€PHUOANYECKHX HU3NaHUH,
HYZKIAIOIIHIXCS B PEBHU3UH. Bbiau
HeOOBSITHBIE XPaHUAUIIA TIAST
IIOAIIPABACHHBIX JOKYMEHTOB M CKPBITBIE
TOIIKH [ASl YHUYTOXKEHHSI UCXOOHBIX. U rme-
TO, HEIIOHATHO rae, aHOHUMHO,
CyILlIECTBOBaA PYKOBOAALIHNH MO3T,
YEPTUBIIHY IIOAUTHYECKYIO AWHHIO, B
COOTBETCTBHHM C KOTOPOH OOHY dYacTb
IIPOIIIAOTO HAanIo OBIAO COXPaHUTH, APYTYIO
dhasbcuPUIMPOBATD, & TPETHIO YHUYTOXKHUTD



And the Records Department, after all, was
itself only a single branch of the Ministry of
Truth, whose primary job was not to
reconstruct the past but to supply the
citizens of Oceania with newspapers, films,
textbooks, telescreen programmes, plays,
novels -- with every conceivable kind of
information, instruction, or entertainment,
from a statue to a slogan, from a lyric poem
to a biological treatise, and from a child’s
spelling-book to a Newspeak dictionary.
And the Ministry had not only to supply the
multifarious needs of the party, but also to
repeat the whole operation at a lower level
for the benefit of the proletariat. There was
a whole chain of separate departments
dealing with proletarian literature, music,
drama, and entertainment generally. Here
were produced rubbishy newspapers
containing almost nothing except sport,
crime and astrology, sensational five-cent

novelettes, films oozing with sex, and
sentimental songs which were composed
entirely by mechanical means on a special
kind of kaleidoscope known as a
versificator. There was even a whole sub-
section -- Pornosec, it was called in
Newspeak -- engaged in producing the

lowest kind of pornography, which was sent
out in sealed packets and which no Party
member, other than those who worked on
it, was permitted to look at.

Three messages had slid out of the
pneumatic tube while Winston was
working, but they were simple matters, and
he had disposed of them before the Two
Minutes Hate interrupted him. When the
Hate was over he returned to his cubicle,
took the Newspeak dictionary from the
shelf, pushed the speakwrite to one side,
cleaned his spectacles, and settled down to
his main job of the morning.

Winston’s greatest pleasure in life was in
his work. Most of it was a tedious routine,
but included in it there were also jobs so
difficult and intricate that you could lose
yourself in them as in the depths of a
mathematical problem -- delicate pieces of
forgery in which you had nothing to guide
you except your knowledge of the principles
of Ingsoc and your estimate of what the
Party wanted you to say. Winston was good
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06e3 ocraTka.

Becp oTmea [OOKyMEHTAllMM OBIA AHWIIB
a4eMKOHW MHHUCTEpPCTBA IIpaBAbl, T'AaBHOU
3amadel KOTOporo Oblaa He IepenesKa
MIPOLIAOTO, a CHabxkeHHue xureseil OKeaHUH
raszerami, drarMamu, y4eOHHUKaMH,
TeAerepenadaMy, IIb€CaMH, pPOMaHaMH
BCEMH  MBICAUMBIMH  Pa3HOBHAHOCTSIMHU
uHOpMaIIH, pa3BAedeHHH u
HaCTaBA€HHH, OT NaMATHHKA [0 AO3yHTa, OT
AUPHUYIECKOTO CTUXOTBOPEHHUSA pio]
GHMOAOTHYECKOr0 TpaKTaTa, OT IIKOABHBIX
nponucei o caoBaps HOBOS3a.
MuHHCTEPCTBO 0OOECIIeYrBas0 HE TOABKO
pasHoOOpa3Hble HyKAbl INAapTHH, HO H
IIPOU3BOAHUAO AHAAOTHYHYIO IPOAYKLHIO --
COPTOM HHUZXKE -- Ha IOTPely IIpOoAeTapHsIM.
CymiectBoBasa Iieaass CHCTEMa OTHAEAOB,
3aHUMAaBILIHXCH IIPOAETAPCKOMH
AUTEPATYpPOM, My3BIKOH, ApaMaTyprueii u
pa3BAedYeHHAMH BooOmie. 31Iech IeAaAHuCh
HHU3KOIIPOOHBIE Ta3eThl, HE COAepIKaBIIHE
HHU4YEro, KpoMe CIIOpTa, yTOAOBHOM XPOHUKHU
U acTPOAOTHH, 3a00pPHUCTbIE MATHUIIEHTOBBIE
TIOBECTYIIKH. ckabpe3HbIe (PUABMEL,
YyBCTBUTEABHBIE IIECEHKH, COYHHSIEMbIE
YHCTO MEXaHHYEeCKHM CIIoco60M Ha
oco6oro pona KaAeHI0CKoTIE, TaK
HasplBaeMOM Bepcudukartope. Bpia mazke
0COOBIM TIOOTIEA Ha HOBOS3€E
HMEHYEMBIIf IOPHOCEKOM, -- BBIIIyCKaBIIHH
nopHorpadHio caMoro IocaegHero pasbopa
-- €e pacchblraAd B 3alledaTaHHBIX NaKeTax,
U dUA€HaM IIapTUH, 3a HCKAIOYEHUEM
HEIIOCPECTBEHHBIX H3rOTOBUTEACH,
CMOTPETH €€ 3aIIPEIAaAOCh.

[Toka YuHCTOH paboras, mHEeBMAaTHYECKas
Tpyba BBITOAKHyAAa €llle TPU 3aKas3a, HO OHH
OKa3aAWUCh IIPOCTBIMHM, U OH pas3feAascd C
HHUMH [0 TOro, KakK IIPHIIAOCE YHTH Ha
ABYXMHHYTKY HeHaBHCTHU. [locae HeHaBHCTH
OH BepHyACH K cebe B KabuHY, CHSA C IIOAKH
cAOBaph HOBOf3a, OTOABHUHYA pEYEeIlNC,
IIPOTEP OYKHU M B3SACH 3a IAaBHOE 3aflaHHe
JTHS.

CaMbIM GOABIIIMM YIOBOABCTBHEM B KHU3HH
Yuncrona 6pina pabora. B ocHoBHOM OHa
COCTOsIAA U3 CKYYHBIX U PYTHHHBIX €A, HO
UHOTAA IIONIAJAANCh TakKHe, YTO B HHX
MOXKHO OBIAO YHTH C TOAOBOH, Kak B
MaTeMaTH4YecKyio  3axady, TaKue
dasbcudukalmy, rAe PYKOBOACTBOBATHLCS
TBI MOT TOABKO CBOHMM 3HAHHEM IIPHHIIUIIOB
aHICOIla M CBOMM IIPECTABAEHHEM O TOM,
YTO KeAaeT YCABIIIaTh oT Teba maprua. C



at this kind of thing. On occasion he had
even been entrusted with the rectification of
the Times leading articles, which were
written entirely in Newspeak. He unrolled
the message that he had set aside earlier. It
ran:

times 3.12.83 reporting bb dayorder
doubleplusungood refs unpersons rewrite
fullwise upsub antefiling

In Oldspeak (or standard English) this
might be rendered:

The reporting of Big Brother’s Order for the
Day in the Times of December 3rd 1983 is
extremely unsatisfactory and makes
references to non-existent persons. Rewrite
it in full and submit your draft to higher
authority before filing.

Winston read through the offending article.
Big Brother’s Order for the Day, it seemed,
had been chiefly devoted to praising the
work of an organization known as FFCC,
which supplied cigarettes and other
comforts to the sailors in the Floating
Fortresses. A certain Comrade Withers, a
prominent member of the Inner Party, had
been singled out for special mention and
awarded a decoration, the Order of
Conspicuous Merit, Second Class.

Three months later FFCC had suddenly
been dissolved with no reasons given. One
could assume that Withers and his
associates were now in disgrace, but there
had been no report of the matter in the
Press or on the telescreen. That was to be
expected, since it was unusual for political
offenders to be put on trial or even publicly
denounced. The great purges involving
thousands of people, with public trials of
traitors and thought-criminals who made
abject confession of their crimes and were
afterwards executed, were special show-
pieces not occurring oftener than once in a
couple of years. More commonly, people
who had incurred the displeasure of the
Party simply disappeared and were never
heard of again. One never had the smallest
clue as to what had happened to them. In
some cases they might not even be dead.
Perhaps thirty people personally known to
Winston, not counting his parents, had
disappeared at one time or another.

Winston stroked his nose gently with a
paper-clip. In the cubicle across the way
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TaKHUMH 3a7adaMH YHHCTOH CIIPaBASACH

xopomro. EMy pgaske [OOBepsiAM yTOYHSITH
IepeIOBUIIBI «Tatimcnr, MHUCAaBIIUECS
HCKAIOYUTEABHO Ha HoBosize. OH B3gA

OTAOXKEHHBIN yTPOM 4E€TBEPTBIN AHUCTOK:

Tatimc 03.12.83 MHHYCMHHYC H3A0XKEH
Haka3 C. 0. YIIOMSHYTBbI HEAHIIA IIEPEIcaTh
CKBO3b HaBEPX JI0 IIOAIIMBKHU

Ha craposize (0OBIYHOM aHTAHMKMCKOM) 3TO
03HaYaA0 IIPUMEPHO CAEMyIOIIee:

B HoMmepe «Taitimc» ot 3 mexkabpsa 1983 roma

KpaliHe HEyIOBACTBOPHUTEABHO  H3A0KEH
npuka3 Crapurero DBpara 1o crpasne:
YIIOMSHYTBI HECYIECTBYIOIIIE AWTIA.

HepeHI/H.HI/ITe IIOAHOCTBIO M IIPEACTaBLTE
Balll BapHaHT PYKOBOACTBY A0 TOro, Kak
OTIIPABUTH B apXUB.

YHHCTOH IpodyeA OIIMOGOYHYIO CTaTBIO.
HacKoABKO OH MOT' CyAHTb, OOABIIAsl 4acTb
IIpUKa3a II0 CTpaHe IIOCBSIEHA Oblaa
noxBaaaMm IIKIIIT -- opraHu3anuu, KoTopas
cHabxaaa curapeTaMu u OPYTUMU
npeaMeTaMH IHOTpebAeHHS MaTpoCoOB Ha
IAaBaloMx KperocTax. Ocobo BblaeAeH

ObIA HEKHUH TOBapHILl YHUAEPC, KPYIHbIH
AesaTeAb BHYTpPeHHeH DapTHH, -- €ro
HarpaauAu opAeHoM «3a BbLIAIOLINECS

3aCAyTH» 2-Y CTENEeHH.

Tpema wmecamiamu nosxke ITKIIII BHe3armHO
OblAa pacryineHa 6e3 oObIBACHUS IPUYHH.
Cynsa 1o BceMy, YHUAEPC U €ro COTPYAHUKH
Tenepb HE B YECTU, XOTS HHU B ras3erax, HU
II0 TeA€KpPaHy COOOILEHHH 00 3TOM He OBIAO.
ToxKe HHUYEr0 YAUBUTEABHOIO: CyAUTH H
[axke IIyOAMYHO pa3obAadaTh TOAUTHYECKHU
IIPOBHHUBIIETOCS HE [IPUHATO. bBoabliue
YHUCTKH, 3aXBaTbIBABIIHUE TBICSIYU AIOIEH, C
OTKPBITBIMHU IIPOLIECCAMH IIpeaaTesest |

MBICACTIPECTYIIHUKOB, KOTOpPBIE JKaAKO
KasdAHUCh B CBOHMX IIPECTYIIACHHSX. a 3aTeM
IOABEPraAuCh Ka3HH, OBIAM  OCOOBIMH
CIIEKTAKASIMH W [OPOUCXOOUAU pa3 B
HECKOABKO A€T, He dYalle. A OOBIYHO AIOIH,
BBI3BaBIIIHE HEYZIOBOABCTBHE IapTHH,

[IPOCTO UCYE3aAH, U O HUX OOABIIE HUKTO HE
cabnmaa. Y 6ecrioae3Ho OBIAO ragaTh, 4TO C
HUMH CTar0. BO3MOXKHO, YTO HEKOTOPBIE
[ake OCTABaAUCh B XXUBBIX. Tak B pasHOe

BpeEMAa HCYE3AHU YEAOBEK TpUuAUAThb
3HAaKOMBIX YI/IHCTOHa, HE€ TIoBOpd O €ro
poaouTeAdax.

YHHCTOH A€rOHBKO IIOTA@XKHBaa cebst 1o
HOCy CKpemnkoii. B kabwHe HamnpoTus



Comrade Tillotson was still crouching
secretively over his speakwrite. He raised
his head for a moment: again the hostile
spectacle-flash. Winston wondered whether
Comrade Tillotson was engaged on the
same job as himself. It was perfectly
possible. So tricky a piece of work would
never be entrusted to a single person: on
the other hand, to turn it over to a
committee would be to admit openly that
an act of fabrication was taking place. Very
likely as many as a dozen people were now
working away on rival versions of what Big
Brother had actually said. And presently
some master brain in the Inner Party would
select this version or that, would re-edit it
and set in motion the complex processes of
cross-referencing that would be required,
and then the chosen lie would pass into the
permanent records and become truth.

Winston did not know why Withers had
been disgraced. Perhaps it was for
corruption or incompetence. Perhaps Big
Brother was merely getting rid of a too-
popular subordinate. Perhaps Withers or
someone close to him had been suspected
of heretical tendencies. Or perhaps -- what
was likeliest of all -- the thing had simply
happened because purges and
vaporizations were a necessary part of the
mechanics of government. The only real
clue lay in the words “refs unpersons”,
which indicated that Withers was already
dead. You could not invariably assume this
to be the case when people were arrested.
Sometimes they were released and allowed
to remain at liberty for as much as a year
or two years before being executed. Very
occasionally some person whom you had
believed dead long since would make a
ghostly reappearance at some public trial
where he would implicate hundreds of
others by his testimony before vanishing,
this time for ever. Withers, however, was
already an unperson. He did not exist: he
had never existed. Winston decided that it
would not be enough simply to reverse the
tendency of Big Brother’s speech. It was
better to make it deal with something
totally unconnected with its original
subject.

He might turn the speech into the usual
denunciation of traitors and thought-
criminals, but that was a little too obvious,
while to invent a victory at the front, or
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TOBaPHIIL Tuasorcon HO-TIPEXXHEMY
TAUHCTBEHHO OopMoTaa, IPHABHYB K
MuKpodoHy. OH TIOAHSAA TOAOBY, OIIEIThH

BpaxaeOHO CBepKHyAH o4dku. He Tolt ke au
3amadeil 3aHAT THAAOTCOH? rogyMaa
Yuucroun. Ouensr MoxeT ObITh. Takyro
TOHKYIO paboTy HH 3a 4TO He JOBEPHAHU OBI
OIHOMY HCIIOAHHUTEAIO: C APYrOH CTOPOHBI,
IOPYYHUTHb €€ KOMHCCHHM 3HA4HUT OTKPBITO
IPU3HATS, 4To IIPOUCXOIUT
asbcudpuraimsa. Bo3aMokHO, He MeHbIIe
necsaTka pabOTHHUKOB TPYAMAUCH celdac
Haa COOCTBEHHBIMH BEPCHSAMH TOIO, YTO
ckazaa Ha camoM pneae Crapmmuii Bpar.
I[ToroM KakOH-TO HaA4YaAbCTBEHHBIH yM BO
BHYTPEHHeH IapTHUH BbIGEPET OHY BEPCHIO,
OTPENaKTUpPyeT ee, NPHUBEeIeT B AeHCTBHE
CAOKHBIH MEXaHU3M IIEPEKPECTHBIX CCHIAOK,
rocae 4dero u3bpaHHas AOXKL OymeT cmaHa
Ha IIOCTOSIHHOE XpaHEHHE U CHAEAAeTCS
IpaBaoH.

YuHCTOH He 3Haa, 3a 4YTO TIIorlaa B
HEMHAOCTL Yuzepc. Moxer ObITh, 3a
PasA0KEHHE HAHM 3a NAOXYyIo pabory. Moxet
Ob1Th, CTapuruii Bpart perna n36aBUTBECS OT
TOAYMHEHHOTO, KOTOPBIM CTaA CAHIIKOM
nonyaapeH. MoxeT ObITb, YHUAEPC HUAKU KTO-
HUOyOb M3 €ro OKPYKEHHS 3aIlofl03PeH B
yKAOHE. A MoOxkeT OBITH -- U BeposTHee
BCETO, -- CAYYHAOCH 3TO IIPOCTO IIOTOMY, YTO
YHUCTKH M PAaCIBIACHUS OBIAM HEOOXOIMMOI
YaCTbIO roCyZapCTBEHHOM MEXaHUKH.
EnuHCTBEHHBIH  ONpEeNEeAeHHBIH  HaMeK
cozepKaAcs B CAOBAaX «yIIOMSHYTBI HEAHIIA»
-- 3TO O3HaAYaA0, 4YTO YHAepca y>Ke HeT B
KUBBIX. [laxke apecT 4YeaoBEeKa He BCEraa
O3Ha4Yaa CMepTh. MHOTa ero BBIIyCKaAH, U
10 Ka3HH OH TOJ HAH [Ba I'yASIA Ha CBoOome.
A caydanoch M Tak, 4YTO YEAOBEK, KOTOPOIO
JaBHO CYHTAaAM MEPTBBIM, IIOSIBASIACH,
CAOBHO IIpH3pPaK, Ha OTKPBITOM IIPOLIECCE H
JaBas IIOKa3aHHsI IIPOTHB COTEH AlOJeH,
Opexzie 4YeM HCYEe3HyTh Ha O3TOT pas
okoHuaTeabHO. Ho VYumepc yxke ObIa
Henuyom. OH He CYLIECTBOBAA; OH HHUKOIZIA
HE CyLIeCTBOBaA. YHWHCTOH pPEIIHA, HYTO
IPOCTO HM3MEHHUTHh HAalpaBA€HHE pedH
Crapurero Bpara mano. IIycTh OH CKaxeT O
YEeM-TO, COBEPIIEHHO HECBI3aHHOM C
IIepBOHAYaAABHOH TEMOH.

YHHCTOH MOT NPEBPATHTL PEYL B TUIIOBOE
pazobaauenue npenareseit u
MBICAETIPECTYITHUKOB HO 93TO CAHIIKOM
opo3padHo, a ecAu usobpecrtu mnobemy Ha



some triumph of over-production in the
Ninth Three-Year Plan, might complicate
the records too much. What was needed
was a piece of pure fantasy. Suddenly there
sprang into his mind, ready made as it
were, the image of a certain Comrade
Ogilvy, who had recently died in battle, in
heroic circumstances. There were occasions
when Big Brother devoted his Order for the
Day to commemorating some humble,
rank-and-file Party member whose life and
death he held up as an example worthy to
be followed. Today he should commemorate
Comrade Ogilvy. It was true that there was
no such person as Comrade Ogilvy, but a
few lines of print and a couple of faked
photographs would soon bring him into
existence.

Winston thought for a moment, then pulled
the speakwrite towards him and began
dictating in Big Brother’s familiar style: a
style at once military and pedantic, and,
because of a trick of asking questions and
then promptly answering them (“What
lessons do we learn from this fact,
comrades? The lesson -- which is also one
of the fundamental principles of Ingsoc --
that,” etc., etc.), easy to imitate.

At the age of three Comrade Ogilvy had
refused all toys except a drum, a sub-
machine gun, and a model helicopter. At
six -- a year early, by a special relaxation of
the rules -- he had joined the Spies, at nine
he had been a troop leader. At eleven he
had denounced his uncle to the Thought
Police after overhearing a conversation
which appeared to him to have criminal
tendencies. At seventeen he had been a
district organizer of the Junior Anti-Sex
League. At nine teen he had designed a
hand-grenade which had been adopted by
the Ministry of Peace and which, at its first
trial, had killed thirty-one Eurasian
prisoners in one burst. At twenty-three he
had perished in action. Pursued by enemy
jet planes while flying over the Indian
Ocean with important despatches, he had
weighted his body with his machine gun
and leapt out of the helicopter into deep
water, despatches and all -- an end, said
Big Brother, which it was impossible to
contemplate without feelings of envy. Big
Brother added a few remarks on the purity
and single-mindedness of Comrade Ogilvy’s
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dpouTe UAU TpuyMpasbHOe
[IEPEBBIMIOAHEHNE TPEXACTHETO IIAQHA, TO
depecuyp  YCAOXKHHUTCS  JOKyMEHTAIIHS.
Yucras ¢aHTazusg -- BOT YTO IIOAOHMOET
Aydile Bcero. M BAPYyr B TOAOBE y HETO
BO3HHK -- MOXKHO CKa3aTb, TOTOBEHBKHUM --
obpas TOBapHUILA OruaBH, HeIaBHO
rnasirero B 6010 cMepThi0 Xpabpbix. BeiBasu
caygyau, korma Crapmmii Bpar mocsdmaa
«HaKa3» IaMsSITH KaKOro-HHUOYOb CKPOMHOTO
PSI0BOrO IapTHMIIA, YBIO0 KU3Hb U CMEPTh
OH IPHUBOAMA Kak IpuMep aast
noxgpaxkauuda. CerogHs OH IIOCBATHT pPedb
nmaMartu ToBapuia OruaBu. IIpaBaa, Takoro
TOBapHIla Ha CBeTe He ObIAO, HO HECKOABKO
IIeYaTHBIX CTPOK M OAHA-ABE IOIAACABHBIE
dororpadun BEI30BYT €I0 K KHU3HH.

YUHCTOH Ha MHUHYTY 3aiyMascsd, IIOTOM
HoATAHYA K cebe pedenmuc H  Hadaa
OUKTOBATh B IIPUBBIYHOM cTuae Crapiiero
Bpara: CTHAB 3TOT, BOEHHBIM u
OMHOBPEMEHHO IIE€IaHTHYECKUil, Oaaromaps
IIOCTOSTHHOMY IIPHEMY -- 3a1aBaTh BOIIPOCHI
U TyT Ke Ha HuX oTBedaTh («Kakwe ypokm
MBI U3BAEKAEM OTCIO/Ia, TOBAPHILU? YPOKH -

- a OHH SBASIIOTCH TaKXKe
OCHOBOITOAATAIOIIAMHU HPUHIAIAMHA
aHICoLA -- COCTOAT B TOM...» -- ¥ T.[. U T.IL.)

-- ACTKO IIoaAOaBaACd MMHTAILIUH.

B TpexaeTHeM Bo3pacte ToBapuil OruABU
OTKa3aACs OT BCEX HIPyIIeK, KpoMme
bapabana, aBromara u Beproaera. lllectu
AET -- B BHJIE 0CODOI0O MCKAIOYEHHA -- OBIA
IPUHAT B pPas3BeAYMKH; B JMEBATH CTaa
KOMaHaupoM orpgaaa. OOUMHHAAIIATH AET OT
poay, yCABIIAB ASAWH PasTrOBOP, YAOBHA B
HEM IIPECTYIIHbIE UAEU U coolImA 06 3ToM
B IMOAMILMIO MbIcAeli. B cemHanmate craa
palioHHBIM pyKoBoAuTeAeM MoAOIEKHOIO
aHTHUIIOAOBOTO coo3a. B meBarHanuars
u3zobpea rpaHaTy, KoTopad Oblaa IIPHUHATA
Ha BOOPYXKEHHE MHUHHCTEPCTBOM MHpa U Ha
IIEPBOM HCHBITAHHHU YHHYTOXKHAA B3PBIBOM
TPUALATH OIHOTO €Bpa3uHiCKOT0
BOEHHOIIAEHHOTO. JIBaallaTUTPEXACTHUM
roru0 Ha BoMHe. Aera Hapna WHAUNCKUM
OKEaHOM C BaKHBIMH [IOHECEHUSMH, ObIA
aTaKOBaH BPAaXKECKHUMH HCTPEOHTEAIMH,
IpHUBdA3aA K TeAy IIyAEMEeT, KakK TpPy3HAO,
BBIIPBITHYA U3 BEpTOA€TA H BMECTe C
JOHECEHHAMH M IIPOYHM VIIeA Ha [HO;
Tako¥ KoOHYMHe, ckaszaa Crapmuii Bpar,
MOKHO TOABKO 3aBuzoBaTb. Crapmuii Bpar
IOAYEPKHYyA, YTO BCS JKHW3HB TOBapHINA
OruaBu 0OblA@ OTMeYeHa YHUCTOTOH H



life. He was a total abstainer and a
nonsmoker, had no recreations except a
daily hour in the gymnasium, and had
taken a vow of celibacy, believing marriage
and the care of a family to be incompatible
with a twenty-four-hour-a-day devotion to
duty. He had no subjects of conversation
except the principles of Ingsoc, and no aim
in life except the defeat of the Eurasian
enemy and the hunting-down of spies,
saboteurs, thoughtcriminals, and traitors
generally.

Winston debated with himself whether to
award Comrade Ogilvy the Order of
Conspicuous Merit: in the end he decided
against it because of the unnecessary
cross-referencing that it would entail.

Once again he glanced at his rival in the
opposite cubicle. Something seemed to tell
him with certainty that Tillotson was busy
on the same job as himself. There was no
way of knowing whose job would finally be
adopted, but he felt a profound conviction
that it would be his own. Comrade Ogilvy,
unimagined an hour ago, was now a fact. It
struck him as curious that you could create
dead men but not living ones. Comrade
Ogilvy, who had never existed in the
present, now existed in the past, and when
once the act of forgery was forgotten, he
would exist just as authentically, and upon
the same evidence, as Charlemagne or
Julius Caesar.

\'A
In the low-ceilinged canteen, deep
underground, the lunch queue jerked

slowly forward. The room was already very
full and deafeningly noisy. From the grille
at the counter the steam of stew came
pouring forth, with a sour metallic smell
which did not quite overcome the fumes of
Victory Gin. On the far side of the room
there was a small bar, a mere hole in the
wall, where gin could be bought at ten
cents the large nip.

“Just the man I was looking for,” said a
voice at Winston’s back.

He turned round. It was his friend Syme,
who worked in the Research Department.
Perhaps “friend” was not exactly the right
word. You did not have friends nowadays,
you had comrades: but there were some
comrades whose society was pleasanter
than that of others. Syme was a philologist,
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neaeycTpeMaeHHOCTRIO. ToBapuiy OruaBu
He INHA U He KypHA, HE 3HAaA HHBIX
pa3BACYEHHM, KPOME €XKEeIHEBHOM 4YacOBOM

TPEHHPOBKH B THMHACTHYECKOM  3aA€;
cyHuTasl, 4TO KEHUThOA M ceMeiHble 3a00ThI
HECOBMECTHMBI c KPYTAOCYTOYHBIM

CAyKEHHEM [OATY, OH HaAa ober Ge3bpaums.
OH He 3HaA HHOM TeMBI OAS Pas3roBoOpa,
KpOMe IIPHUHIIUIIOB aHICOIla, WHOH IleAn B
JKUZHU, KpPOME pasrpoMa eBpa3uiCKHUX
TIOAYHII] u BBISIBACHUS LIMTHOHOB,
BPEOUTEAEHN, MBICAETIPECTYIIHUKOB U IIPOYUX
M3MEHHHUKOB.

YHHCTOH 1moAyMas, HE HarpaguTh AU
TOBapHIIA OruaBu OpAeHOM «3a
BBIZIAIOIINECS 3aCAYTH»; PEIIUA BCe-TaKH He
HarpaXkaaTb -- 9TO0 HoTpeboBaao  Obl

AUITHUX IIEPEKPECTHBIX CCHIAOK.

OH eme pa3 B3rASHYA Ha COIIEpHHKA
HaIIpOTHUB. Henonarsxo, noyeMy OH
J0Tafancs, 4To THAAOTCOH 3aHAT TOH XKe
paboToii. Ybl0 BEpCHIO MIPHUMYT, Y3HAaTh
OBIAO HEBO3MOXKHO, HO OH OIIyTHA TBEPAYIO
YBEPEHHOCTh, 4YTO BepcHd OyZeT ero.
ToBapuiy OTHABH, KOTOPOTO U B IIOMHUHE He
ObIA0 uYac Hazazn, obpea pPeasbHOCTB.
YHUHCTOHY IIOKa3aAOCh 3aHATHBIM, YTO
co3zaBaTh MOXKHO MEPTBBIX, HO HE JKUBBIX.
ToBapwui OruABH HHKOIZA HE CYIECTBOBAaA
B HAacCTOSIIEM, a TeIephb CYIIECTBYeT B
TIPOIIIAOM U, €aBa COTPYTCS CAEMIbI
HoAAeAKH, OymeT CyIecTBOBaTh TaK Ke
JOTOJAMHHO M HEOIIPOBEPIKHMMO, Kak Kapa
Beaukuii u FOauit llesaps.

v

B cTOAOBO#I C HH3KHM IIOTOAKOM, TAYOOKO
monx  3eMAeH, oyepens 3a  obemom
IPOABHUTAAACh TOAYKAaMH. B 3ase Obla0
IIOAHO HApOAYy M CTOSA OTLAYLIMTEABHBIH
mryM. OT 2KapKOoro 3a IIPHUAABKOM BaAHA Hap
C KHCABIM METAaAAWYECKHM 3aIlaxoM, HO H
OH HE MOT' 3arAyLIMTh BE3AECYLIMH IyIIOK
JOKAHA «lobenan. B KOHIIE 3aaa
pacrioaarascd MaA€HBKHUM 06ap, IOIpPOCTy
OpIpa B CTeHe, TIfe IMpoJaBaAM [IXKUH IIO
JECATD LIEHTOB 3a IIIKAAUK.

-- BoT KOro s MckKaa, -- pa3gascs TOAOC 3a
CIIHHOM YHHCTOHA.

OH obepHyacss. D10 ObIa ero npusteab Caiim
U3 HUCCAEOBATEABCKOIO OTAEeAd, «IIpHUaTeab»,
moXKaAyi, He coBceM TO cAoBo. I[Ipuareaeit
Temepb He OBIAO, OBIAM TOBApPHIIM;, HO
o0ILIIeCTBO OOHHUX TOBapHILEeH IpHUATHee,
yeM o61ecTBo Apyrux. CafiMm 6bIA (PHAOAOT,
cIlenaAucT 1o Hooady. OH cocTosa B



a specialist in Newspeak. Indeed, he was
one of the enormous team of experts now
engaged in compiling the Eleventh Edition
of the Newspeak Dictionary. He was a tiny
creature, smaller than Winston, with dark
hair and large, protuberant eyes, at once
mournful and derisive, which seemed to
search your face closely while he was
speaking to you.

“l wanted to ask you whether you’d got any
razor blades,” he said.

“Not one!” said Winston with a sort of guilty
haste. “I've tried all over the place. They
don’t exist any longer.”

Everyone kept asking you for razor blades.
Actually he had two unused ones which he
was hoarding up. There had been a famine
of them for months past. At any given
moment there was some necessary article
which the Party shops were unable to
supply. Sometimes it was buttons,
sometimes it was darning wool, sometimes
it was shoelaces; at present it was razor
blades. You could only get hold of them, if
at all, by scrounging more or less furtively
on the “free” market.

“I've been using the same blade for six
weeks,” he added untruthfully.

The queue gave another jerk forward. As
they halted he turned and faced Syme
again. Each of them took a greasy metal
tray from a pile at the end of the counter.

“Did you go and see the prisoners hanged
yesterday?” said Syme.

“l was working,” said Winston indifferently.
“I shall see it on the flicks, I suppose.”

“A very inadequate substitute,” said Syme.

His mocking eyes roved over Winston’s face.
“I know you,” the eyes seemed to say, “I see
through you. I know very well why you
didn’t go to see those prisoners hanged.”

In an intellectual way, Syme was
venomously orthodox. He would talk with a
disagreeable gloating satisfaction of
helicopter raids on enemy villages, and
trials and confessions of thought-criminals,
the executions in the cellars of the Ministry
of Love. Talking to him was largely a matter
of getting him away from such subjects and
entangling him, if possible, in the
technicalities of Newspeak, on which he
was authoritative and interesting. Winston
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rpoMagHOM Hay4YHOM KOAAEKTHBE,
TPYAUBIIEMCS HaT OIUHHAIIIATHIM
U3OaHUEM CAOBaps HOBosiza. MaaeHBKUH,
MeAbYe YHUHCTOHA, C TEMHBIMH BOAOCAMH H
OOABLITMU BBIIIYKABIMH raazamu,
CKOpPOHBIMH u HaCMEIIAUBBIMU
OMHOBPEMEHHO KOTOPBIE OYATO OLIyIIHIBAAH
AHUIIO cobecemHuKa.

-- XoTeA CIPOCHUTB, HET AU Y BacC A€3BHH, --
CKasaa OH.

Hu OJTHOTIO. ¢ BHHOBaATOH
IIOCIIEIITHOCThI0 OTBETHA YHWHCTOH. ITo
BCEMY ropoay uckaa. Hurme Her.

Bce cmpamnBasu OpuTBeHHbIE Ae3BHd. Ha
CcaMOM-TO [eA€ Y Hero elle ObIAM B 3ariace
OBE IITYKH. /Ae3BUH HE CTan0 HECKOABKO
MecsdIlleB Hazad. B mapTHHHBIX Mara3pwHax
BEYHO HCYe3aA TO OAWH OOHXOMHBIM TOBAap,
TO napyro#i. To IyroBHIBI CTHHYT, TO
LITOIIKA, TO IIHYPKH; a TeHepb BOT
Ae3BHs. JlocTaTh UX MOXKHO OBIAO TAMKOM --
U TO €CAU IIOBE3EeT Ha «CBODOOIHOM»
PBIHKE.

-- Cam moaTopa Mecsdlla OAHHUM OpEerCh, --
COATaA OH.

Ouepensb MIPOJBHUHYAACH BIIEpE[.
OCTaHOBHUBIINCE, OH CHOBa OOEpPHYyACS K
Catimy. Ob6a B34AU o CaArbHOMY

MEeTaAAHYECKOMY IIOHOCY U3 CTOIKH.
-- Xoauau BuYepa CMOTPETh, KaK BeIIAloT
IIA€HHBIX? -- cripocua Caiim.

PaGoraa, 6e3pa3ANYHO  OTBETHA
YuHCTOH. -- B KMHO, HaBEpHO, YBHUXKY.

Becbma HepaBHOLIEHHAsI
ckaszaa Caiim.

3aMeHa,

Ero HacMeImauBBIN B3rAg[ PBICKAA 110 AUILY
YuncroHa. «3HaeM Bac, TOBOPHUA 3TOT
B3rAdn. -- HackBo3p TeOs BIKY, OTAHYHO
3HAalo, [I0YeMy He IIOIIeA CMOTPETh Ha Ka3Hb
TIA€HHBIX).

Unreanektyan Caitim OblA  OCTEPBEHEAO
IIpaBOBEPEH. C HEIIPUATHBIM
CAQOCTPACTHEM OH TOBOpPHA 00 arakax
BEPTOAETOB Ha BpaiKECKHE [AEPEBHH, O
Iporeccax u IPU3HAHUAX
MBICACTIPECTYITHUKOB, O Ka3HAX B IIOABaAax
MHHHCTEpPCTBA AOOBH. B  pasroBopax
IIPUXOAHUAOCH OTBAEKATh €TI0 OT 3THUX TEM H
HaBOJAUTH Korfla yAaBaaOCh Ha
mpobAeMBl  HOBOsI332, O  KOTOPBIX OH
paccyXxaaa MHTEPECHO U CO 3HaHHEM JeAa.



turned his head a little aside to avoid the
scrutiny of the large dark eyes.

“It was a good hanging,” said Syme
reminiscently. “I think it spoils it when they
tie their feet together. I like to see them
kicking. And above all, at the end, the
tongue sticking right out, and blue -- a
quite bright blue. That’s the detail that
appeals to me.”

“Nex’, please!” yelled the white-aproned
prole with the ladle.

Winston and Syme pushed their trays
beneath the grille. On to each was dumped
swiftly the regulation lunch -- a metal
pannikin of pinkish-grey stew, a hunk of
bread, a cube of cheese, a mug of milkless
Victory Coffee, and one saccharine tablet.

“There’s a table over there, under that
telescreen,” said Syme. “Let’s pick up a gin
on the way.”

The gin was served out to them in
handleless china mugs. They threaded their
way across the crowded room and
unpacked their trays on to the metal-
topped table, on one corner of which
someone had left a pool of stew, a filthy
liquid mess that had the appearance of
vomit. Winston took up his mug of gin,
paused for an instant to collect his nerve,
and gulped the oily-tasting stuff down.
When he had winked the tears out of his
eyes he suddenly discovered that he was
hungry. He began swallowing spoonfuls of
the stew, which, in among its general
sloppiness, had cubes of spongy pinkish
stuff which was probably a preparation of
meat. Neither of them spoke again till they
had emptied their pannikins. From the
table at Winston’s left, a little behind his
back, someone was talking rapidly and
continuously, a harsh gabble almost like
the quacking of a duck, which pierced the
general uproar of the room.

“How is the Dictionary getting on?” said
Winston, raising his voice to overcome the
noise.

“Slowly,” said Syme. “I'm on the adjectives.
It’s fascinating.”

He had brightened up immediately at the
mention of Newspeak. He pushed his
pannikin aside, took up his hunk of bread
in one delicate hand and his cheese in the
other, and leaned across the table so as to
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YUHCTOH  YyTh  OTBEPHyA  AWIO  OT
HUCIBITYIOIIETO0 B3TASAA OOABIIMX YEPHBIX
raas.

KpacuBaa moay4ynaach  KasHb,
MedTaTeAbHO IpoMoABHA Caiim. -- Korma um
CBA3BIBAIOT HOTH, II0-MOEMY, 3TO TOABKO
OOPTUT KapTuHy. AOAIO, KOrga OHH
OpbikaroTcsa. Ho aydie Bcero KoHer, Korma
BBIBAAMBAaEeTCsI CHHHUH fA3BIK... s1 ObI CKasaa,
SIpPKO-CHHHIH. OTa ngeTasb MHE OCOOEHHO
MHAQ.

-- Caem'ummit! -- KpuUKHyAa mposa B Geaom
dapTyKe, C IIOAOBHUKOM B PYKE.

Yuncron u CaliM CyHYAHW CBOH IIOIHOCHI.

OGouM BBIKHHYAM CTaHOApPTHBIHA oben:
JKECTHAHYI0O MHCKYy C  PO30BaTO-CEPBIM
JKapKUM, KycoK xaeba, KyOHMK cCbIpa,

KPYyKKy d4epHoro kode «Ilobema» u omHy
TabAeTKy caxapuHa.

-- ECTB CTOAUK, BOH IIOJ TEM TEACKPAHOM, --
ckazan Caiim. I[lo mopore BO3bMEM
JKVHY .

JKUH UM OaAd B (pasgHCOBBIX KPYyXKKax 6e3
pydek. OHH IIPOGpPaAUCh Yepe3 AIOAHBIHN 3aa
U PasTPy3HAH IIOJHOCHI Ha METaAAMYECKHH

CTOAMK; Ha YrAy KTO-TO pPa3AHA COYC:
rpsa3Has KUXKa  HallOMHHaaa  pPBOTY.
YHUHCTOH B39A CBOM [OXHWH, CEKyHOY

IIOMeEIIIKaA, COOHpasiCh C AYXOM, U 3aAIIOM
BBIITUA MACAIHHUCTYIO JKHUAKOCTB. IloTOoM
CMOPTHYA CA€3bl -- U BAPYT IIOYYBCTBOBAA,
4T0 rosofeH. OH CTaA 3arAaThIBATH ¥KaPKOE
TOAHBIMHU AOKKaMU; B moxAebKe
[ONAaJaANCh PO30BbIE PBIXABIE KYOWUKH --
BO3MOXKHO, MACHOM rnpoaykrt. O6a mMoadaswu,
[OKA HE OIMOPOXHUAU MUCKH. 38 CTOAUKOM
c3agd H CA€Ba OT YHMHCTOHA KTO-TO 0e3
YMOAKY TapaTOpHUA -- pe3Kas TOPOIIAHBAs
pedyb, TIOXOXKad Ha YTHHOE KpSKaHbE,
npobUBaAack CKBO3b OOIIMT TOMOH.

-- -- Hsz-3a

Kak mnomBuraercss caoBapb?
mryMa YUHCTOH TOKe IIOBBICHA TOAOC.

-- MenaenHo, -- orBetua Caiim. -- Cuxy Hafn
npuaaraTeAbHbIMHU. O4yapoBaHUe.

3aroBopuB 0 HoBosize, Calim cpasy
B36oapuacsa. OTOABHHYA MHCKY, XPYIIKOM
PyKOH B3sA XA€D, B APYyryio -- KyOHK ChIpa
U, 9TOOBI He KpUYaTh, IOAAACH K YUHCTOHY.



be able to speak without shouting.

“The Eleventh Edition is the definitive
edition,” he said. “We’re getting the
language into its final shape -- the shape
it’s going to have when nobody speaks
anything else. When we’ve finished with it,
people like you will have to learn it all over
again. You think, I dare say, that our chief
job is inventing new words. But not a bit of
it! We’re destroying words -- scores of them,
hundreds of them, every day. We’re cutting
the language down to the bone. The
Eleventh Edition won’t contain a single
word that will become obsolete before the
year 2050.”

He bit hungrily into his bread and
swallowed a couple of mouthfuls, then
continued speaking, with a sort of pedant’s
passion. His thin dark face had become
animated, his eyes had lost their mocking
expression and grown almost dreamy.

“It’s a beautiful thing, the destruction of
words. Of course the great wastage is in the
verbs and adjectives, but there are
hundreds of nouns that can be got rid of as
well. It isn’t only the synonyms; there are
also the antonyms. After all, what
justification is there for a word which is
simply the opposite of some other word? A
word contains its opposite in itself. Take
‘good’, for instance. If you have a word like
‘good’, what need is there for a word like
‘bad’? ‘Ungood’ will do just as well -- better,
because it’s an exact opposite, which the
other is not. Or again, if you want a
stronger version of ‘good’, what sense is
there in having a whole string of vague
useless words like ‘excellent’ and ‘splendid’
and all the rest of them? ‘Plusgood’ covers
the meaning, or ‘doubleplusgood’ if you
want something stronger still. Of course we
use those forms already. but in the final
version of Newspeak therell be nothing
else. In the end the whole notion of
goodness and badness will be covered by
only six words -- in reality, only one word.
Don’t you see the beauty of that, Winston?
It was B.B.’s idea originally, of course,” he
added as an afterthought.

A sort of vapid eagerness flitted across
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OnuHHaaIaTOE u3gaHue
OKOHYaTeAbHOE wH3AaHue. Mbl IIpHuaaem
A3BIKY 3aBEPIIEHHBIN BUJ -- B 3TOM BHUIE OH
COXpaHUTCH, KOrJa HH Ha 4YeM APyroM He
OymyT roBopuTh. Korma MbI 3aKOHYHM,
AIOIIM BpoOAE€ Bac IPHAETCS H3ydaThk €ro

CBI3HOBa. BBI, BEpOSATHO, IIOAATAETE, HYTO
raaBHas Hama pabora -- IPHUAYMBIBATh
HOBble caoBa. HwuuyTe He ObIBaano. Mel

VHUYTOXKAEM CAOBA -- HECATKAMH, COTHSIMHU
exXeqHeBHO. ECAM YromHO, OCTaBASIEM OT
g3bIKA CKEAET. B [IBe THICAYM MATUIECSITOM
rogy HH OHHO CAOBO, BKAIOYEHHOE B
OMHHAAaTOE U3IaHue, He Oynmer
yCTapeBILIUM.

OH KamHO OTKYCHA XAeD, IpoxkeBaa U C
[IEJaHTCKHUM XKapoM IIPOHOAXKaA pedb. Ero
Xy[I0e TEMHOE AHII0 OXKHBHAOCH, HACMEIKA
B raasax HC4Ye3Aa, U OHH CTAAH 4UyTh AH He
MeYTaTeABHBIMH.

-- OTo HpeKpacHO -- YHHUYTOXKATh CAOBa.
T'rnaBHBIM MycOp CKOIIMACH, KOHEYHO B
raaroaax M IIpHAATaTeABHBIX, HO U Cpeau
CYIIECTBUTEABHBIX COTHHM U COTHH
AWIITHUX. He TOABPKO CHHOHHMOB; €CTb BE€Ib
U aHTOHHMBI. Hy cKazkuTe, mas 4ero Hy>KHO
CAOBO, KOTOpOE €CTb TIoAHAasI
IIPOTHBOIIOAOXKHOCTE Apyromy? CAoBO caMo
CONEPKUT CBOIO IIPOTHUBOIIOAOKHOCTb.
BospmeMm, Hampumep, «roaom». Ecam ecTs
CAOBO  «TOAOM», 3a4€M BaM (CBITOCTE»?
«Heroaom» HmYeM He XyKe, OaKe AydIle,
IIOTOMY 4TO OHO pssMast
IIPOTHUBOIIOAOKHOCTb, & «CBITOCTB» HET.
VA OTTEHKM M CTENEHHU IIpHAAraTeAbHBIX.
«Xopomruii» oA KOIO XOpOIIHH? A
«IIAIOCOBOM» HCKAIOYAeT CyOBEeKTHBHOCTD.
OnAaTh Ke, eCAM BaM HY>KHO YTO-TO CHABHEE
«IIAFOCOBOTO», KAaKOW CMBICA HMETb IIeABIH
Habop pacHABIBYATBIX OECIIOAE3HBIX CAOB --
«BEAMKOAEIIHBIH», «OTAWYHBIH» U TakK gasee?
«IIafoc  TIAIOCOBOM» OXBaThIBa€T Te€ IKe
3HAYEHHUT, a €CAHU HYXKHO €Ille CHABHEE --
«TIAFOCIIAIOC TIAIOCOBO#». KoHEYHO, MBI U
cefiyac yxKe IIOAB3yEMCS ITHMH (POopMaMy,
HO B OKOHYaTEABHOM BapHaHTe HOBOA3a
APYTHX IIPOCTO He ocTaHeTcd. B mrore Bce
IOHATHUA IIAOXOTO M  XOpOIIero OyayT
OIIMCBHIBATBCH TOABKO IIIECTBIO CAOBaMH, a
IIo CcyTH, AByMs. Bbl 4yBcTByeTe, Kakas
cTpoiiHOCTh, YuHcTOH? Unes, pasymeercd,

npuHagaexur  Crapmemy  Bparty, -
CIIOXBaTHBIINCH, JOOABHA OH.
IIpu wumenu Crapmero DBpara awurpo



Winston’s face at the mention of Big
Brother. Nevertheless Syme immediately
detected a certain lack of enthusiasm.

“You havent a real appreciation of
Newspeak, Winston,” he said almost sadly.
“Even when you write it you’re still thinking
in Oldspeak. I've read some of those pieces
that you write in the Times occasionally.
Theyre good enough, but they’re
translations. In your heart you’d prefer to
stick to Oldspeak, with all its vagueness
and its useless shades of meaning. You
don’t grasp the beauty of the destruction of
words. Do you know that Newspeak is the
only language in the world whose
vocabulary gets smaller every year?”

Winston did know that, of course. He
smiled, sympathetically he hoped, not
trusting himself to speak. Syme bit off
another fragment of the dark-coloured
bread, chewed it briefly, and went on:

“Don’t you see that the whole aim of
Newspeak is to narrow the range of
thought? In the end we shall make
thoughtcrime literally impossible, because
there will be no words in which to express
it. Every concept that can ever be needed,
will be expressed by exactly one word, with
its meaning rigidly defined and all its
subsidiary meanings rubbed out and
forgotten. Already, in the Eleventh Edition,
we’re not far from that point. But the
process will still be continuing long after
you and I are dead. Every year fewer and
fewer words, and the range of
consciousness always a little smaller. Even
now, of course, there’s no reason or excuse
for committing thoughtcrime. It’s merely a
question of self-discipline, reality-control.
But in the end there won’t be any need
even for that. The Revolution will be
complete when the language is perfect.
Newspeak is Ingsoc and Ingsoc is
Newspeak,” he added with a sort of
mystical satisfaction. “Has it ever occurred
to you, Winston, that by the year 2050, at
the very latest, not a single human being
will be alive who could understand such a
conversation as we are having now?”

“Except--” began Winston doubtfully, and
he stopped.

It had been on the tip of his tongue to say
“Except the proles,” but he checked

himself, not feeling fully certain that this
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YuncToHa BsAo u3o6pasmao nwia. CafiMy ero
SHTY3Ha3M II0Ka3aAcs HeyOeIUTeAbHbBIM.

-- Bel He IIeHHUTE HOBOS3 II0 JOCTOUHCTBY, --
3aMEeTHA OH KaK Obl C medaabro. -- Iluiere
Ha HEeM, a AyMaeTe BCe PaBHO Ha CTaposi3e.
MHe mnomaJaAuCh Ballld MaTepuasbl B
«Tatimc». B nymre BbI BEpHBI CTaposizy CO
BCEeH €ro pacIABIBYATOCTBIO M HEHYKHBIMH
OTTeHKaMu 3HadeHWii. BaM He OTKphIAACh
KpacoTa YHHUYTOXKEHUA CAOB. 3HaeTe AU BHI,
YTO HOBOHA3 eOIUHCTBEHHBIM Ha CBeTe
A3BIK, 4YeH cAOBaph C KaXObIM TOIOM
coKpalaeTcs?

Otoro YWHCTOH, KOHEeYHO, He 3Haa. OH
VABIOHYACSI, HACKOABKO MOT COYYyBCTBEHHO,
He pelIasicb PacKpbITh poT. CaiiM OTKyCHA
eIlle OT YEPHOTO0 AOMTs, HACKOPO IIPOKEBAA
U 3aTOBOPHA CHOBA,

-- Heykean BaM HEIIOHATHO, YTO 3amada

HOBOsI3a -- CY3UTh TOPH30HTHI MBICAU? B
KOHIIEe KOHIIOB MBI caesaeM
MBICACTIPECTYIIACHHE HOIIPOCTY
HEBO3MOXKHBIM -- [AS HEr0 HE OCTAHETCS

caoB. Kaxknmoe HeobxomuMoe NOHSATHE OynaeT

BbIpazKaTbCd OMHUM-COIHUHCTBEHHBIM
CAOBOM, 3HaA4YEHHE CAOBa 6y/:Le'r CTpPOTOo
OIIPENEAEHO, a o60YHbIE 3HA4YECHUA

yIpasgHeHbl M 3a0bITHI. B OOMHHAALIATOM
U3[aHUU, MBI YK€ Ha IIOAXO/e K 3TOU IeAH.
Ho mpomecc 6ymeT mpomoAXaThbCs M TOTAA,
KOorja Hac ¢ BaMH He Oyzer Ha cBere. C
KaXKIbIM TIOJOM BCE MEHBIIE W MEHbIIe
CAOB, BCE YK€ U Yy3KE€ TPaHUIBI MBICAH.
Pasymeercs, u Tenepb oAd
MBICAETIDECTYTIAGHHUA HET HH OIIpaBAaHUM,
HU IPUYIHH. OTo0 TOABKO BOIIPOC
CaMOJVCIIUIIANHEI, yIIpaBAE€HUS
peasbHOCTBIO. HO B KOHIlE KOHIIOB U B HHUX
HyK7a OTHaneT. PeBoAlolug 3aBepIINTCS
TOTZA, KOrAa SI3bIK CTAHET COBEPIIEHHBIM.

HoBosi3 -- 9TO aHrcol, a#Hrcol -- 9TO
HOBOfI3, -- IIPOTOBOPHA OH C KaKOH-TO
PEAUTHO3HOH YMHPOTBOPEHHOCTHIO. --

[Ipuxonuao AN BaM B IOAOBY, YHHCTOH, 4TO
K [B€ TBICAYU IATHAECATOMY TOAy, a TO U
paHbllle, Ha 3€MA€ HE OCTaHETCs YeAOBeKa,
KOTOPBIH cMoOr Obl NOHATH HAIl C BaMU
pasroBop?

-- Kpome... -- ¢ coMHeHHEM Hadaa YHUHCTOH
U OCEKCH.

Y Hero 9yTh HE COPBAAOCH C d3bIKa: «KpOME
IIPOAOB», HO OH COEpPXKaACd, HE 6yLLY‘4II/I
yBEPEH B JMO3BOAUTEABHOCTHU 9TOro



remark was not in some way unorthodox.
Syme, however, had divined what he was
about to say.

“The proles are not human beings,” he said
carelessly. “By 2050 -- earlier, probably --
all real knowledge of Oldspeak will have
disappeared. The whole literature of the
past will have been destroyed. Chaucer,
Shakespeare, Milton, Byron -- they’ll exist
only in Newspeak versions, not merely
changed into something different, but
actually changed into something
contradictory of what they used to be. Even
the literature of the Party will change. Even
the slogans will change. How could you
have a slogan like freedom is slavery’ when
the concept of freedom has been abolished?
The whole climate of thought will be
different. In fact there will be no thought,
as we understand it now. Orthodoxy means
not thinking -- not needing to think.
Orthodoxy is unconsciousness.”

One of these days, thought Winston with
sudden deep conviction, Syme will be
vaporized. He is too intelligent. He sees too
clearly and speaks too plainly. The Party
does not like such people. One day he will
disappear. It is written in his face.

Winston had finished his bread and cheese.
He turned a little sideways in his chair to
drink his mug of coffee. At the table on his
left the man with the strident voice was still
talking remorselessly away. A young
woman who was perhaps his secretary, and
who was sitting with her back to Winston,
was listening to him and seemed to be
eagerly agreeing with everything that he
said. From time to time Winston caught
some such remark as “I think you’re so
right, I do so agree with you”, uttered in a
youthful and rather silly feminine voice.
But the other voice never stopped for an
instant, even when the girl was speaking.
Winston knew the man by sight, though he
knew no more about him than that he held
some important post in the Fiction
Department. He was a man of about thirty,
with a muscular throat and a large, mobile
mouth. His head was thrown back a little,
and because of the angle at which he was
sitting, his spectacles caught the light and
presented to Winston two blank discs
instead of eyes. What was slightly horrible,
was that from the stream of sound that
poured out of his mouth it was almost
impossible to distinguish a single word.
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sameyanud. CaiiM, omHaKo, yragaa e€ero
MBICAB.

-- Ilpoabr -- He arogu, -- HeOPEKHO
napuposaa oOH. -- K aBe Teicauu

NAITHAECATOMY TOLy, €CAM He paHbllle, II0-
HACTOSAIIIEMY BAAIETh CTApOsS30M He OynaeT
HUKTO. Bca amreparypa mpomiaoro Oynmer
yauuroxkeHa. Yocep, Illekcrimp, MHABTOH,
BaiipoH ocTaHyTCsl TOABKO B HOBOSI30BCKOM

BapHaHTe, IIpeBpallleHHble HEe IIPOCTO B
HEYTO HUHOE, a B COGCTBEHHYIO
IIPOTUBOIIOAOXKHOCTE. [laxke mnapTuiiHaa

AuTeparypa CTaHeT HHOH. [laxke AO3yHTH
u3MeHarcd. OTKyna  B39TBCH — AO3YHIY
«CBoboza -- 3T0 pabCcTBO», €CAH yIIPA3IHEHO
camMo moHATHE CcBobombl? Amwmocgepa
MBIIIIACHHS CTAaHeT WHOM. MBIIAeHUS B
HallleM COBPEMEHHOM 3HA4eHHH BOOOIle He
O6yner. I[IpaBoBEepHBI HE MBICAUT HE
HY2KaeTCsl B MBIIIACHUH. [IpaBOBEPHOCTD -
- cocrosiHuE Gecco3HaATEABHOE.

B oauWH IIpeKpacHBI [OeHb, BHE3AIIHO
pemua  YHHCTOH, CatiMa  pacHbIAAT.
CaAHuIIKOM  yMeEH. CaumikoM  rAyGOKO

CMOTPHUT H CAHUIIKOM $CHO BBIPaXKaeTcs.
[aptusa Takux He AOUT. OOHAXKABI OH
HCYE3HET. Y HEro 3TO Ha AUILIE HAITMCAHO.

YuHcTOH moea cBoif xae6 u cbIp. YyTh
IIOBEPHYACS Ha CTyAe, YTOObI B3SITh KPYXKKY
c Kode. 3a CTOAMKOM CA€Ba HEMHAOCEPIHO
IIPOOAYKAA CBOH  Pas3rAaroAbCTBOBAHUS
MyzK4YHHA CO CKPHILyYHUM rorocoM. Moaonas
JKEHIIMHA BO3MOXKHO, CeKpeTrapiia
BHHUMasa €My H PaZloCTHO COTAAIIasach C
KaKObIM CAOBOM. BpeMms OT BpeMeHH 0
YuHCTOHA OOAETAA €€ MOAOIOH U JOBOABHO

TAyOBI# roAOc, pas3el Bpozme «Kak arTo
BepHO!» My>X4mHa He yMOAKaa HH Ha
MTHOBEHHME -- [ayKe KOTrZla ToBopHAa OHa.

YUHCTOH BCTpedYaA €ro B MHHHCTEPCTBE U
3HaA, YTO OH 3aHHMaeT KaKyIo-TO BaKHYIO
JOAXKHOCTBb B OTHAEA€ AHUTEPATypPbl. OTO OBbIA
9EeAOBEK A€T TPHALATH, C MYCKYAHCTOH
mreed ¥ OOABLIIMM MOABMXKHBIM pToM. OH
CA€rKa OTKHHYA T'OAOBY, B B TaKOM PaKypce
YHUHCTOH BHAEA BMECTO €ro raas IIyCTbIe

OAMKH  CBeTa, OTPaKEHHOTO  OYKAaMH.
2KyTkoBaTo [OeAanoCh  OTTOTO, HYTO B
XAECTaBIIEM H30 pTa IIOTOKE 3BYKOB

HEBO3MOXKHO OBIAO TONMAaTb HH OLHOTO
caoBa. ToABKO pa3 YHHCTOH pPAaCCABILIAA
0OPBIBOK (ppasbl: «IIOAHAS U OKOHYATEeAbHAs
AMKBHIALHSA TOALCTEHHOBIIIUHED
OOPBIBOK BBICKOYHA LIEAHKOM, KAK OTAHUTAS
CTPOKa B AMHOTHIIE. B ocraakHOM 3TO GbIA



Just once Winston caught a phrase --
“complete and final elimination of
Goldsteinism” -- jerked out very rapidly
and, as it seemed, all in one piece, like a
line of type cast solid. For the rest it was
just a noise, a quack-quack-quacking. And
yet, though you could not actually hear
what the man was saying, you could not be
in any doubt about its general nature. He
might be denouncing Goldstein and
demanding sterner measures against
thought-criminals and saboteurs, he might
be fulminating against the atrocities of the
Eurasian army, he might be praising Big
Brother or the heroes on the Malabar front
-- it made no difference. Whatever it was,
you could be certain that every word of it
was pure orthodoxy, pure Ingsoc. As he
watched the eyeless face with the jaw
moving rapidly up and down, Winston had
a curious feeling that this was not a real
human being but some kind of dummy. It
was not the man’s brain that was speaking,
it was his larynx. The stuff that was coming
out of him consisted of words, but it was
not speech in the true sense: it was a noise
uttered in unconsciousness, like the
quacking of a duck.

Syme had fallen silent for a moment, and
with the handle of his spoon was tracing
patterns in the puddle of stew. The voice
from the other table quacked rapidly on,
easily audible in spite of the surrounding
din.

“There is a word in Newspeak,” said Syme,
‘I don’t know whether you know it:
duckspeak, to quack like a duck. It is one
of those interesting words that have two
contradictory meanings. Applied to an
opponent, it is abuse, applied to someone
you agree with, it is praise.”

Unquestionably Syme will be vaporized,
Winston thought again. He thought it with
a kind of sadness, although well knowing
that Syme despised him and slightly
disliked him, and was fully capable of
denouncing him as a thought-criminal if he
saw any reason for doing so. There was
something subtly wrong with Syme. There
was something that he lacked: discretion,
aloofness, a sort of saving stupidity. You
could not say that he was unorthodox. He
believed in the principles of Ingsoc, he
venerated Big Brother, he rejoiced over
victories, he hated heretics, not merely with

49

CIIAOIIIHOM IIIyM -- Kpd-Kpd-Kpd. Peus
HeAb3sT ObIAO paszobpaTb, HO  OOIIMI
XapakTep ee He BbI3bIBAA HH KaKHX

COMHeHU#. MeTaa AM OH TPOMBI IIPOTHUB
Foapcreiina u TpeboBaa 6oaee CypOBBIX Mep
TIIPOTHUB MBICAEIIPECTYITHUKOB 1 BPEIUTEAEH,
BO3MYyILIAACH AHM 3BEPCTBAMH €BPa3UMCKON
BOEHIIMHEBI, BocxBaasga au Crapmero Bpara

u repoeB Manabapckoro ¢poHTa  --
3HAYeHWs1 He HMeAo. B aAmofoMm caydae
KaX[[0€ €ro CAOBO OBIAO -- dYncTas

IPaBOBEPHOCTH, YUCTBIH aHrcoll. lasansg Ha
XAOTIaBIIIee PTOM 0e3raasoe AWI0, YHUHCTOH
HCHIBITHIBAA CTPAHHOE YYBCTBO, UTO IIE€pes
HUM HEXUBOM 4YeAOBeK, a MaHekeH. He B
YEeAOBEYECKOM MO3TY POXKIaAaCh 3Ta PeYb --
B ropraHu. V3Bep:KeHHE COCTOSIAO U3 CAOB,
HO He OBIAO PEeYBI0 B IIOJAMHHOM CMEICAE,

3T0  OBIA  IIyM, IIPOMU3BOAUMEBIH B
6ecco3HaTeABHOM COCTOSIHHUH, YTHHOE
KPSAKaHbBE.

CaiiM YMOAK M YE€PEHKOM AOXKKH PHCOBaA B
AyKHIle coyca. KpskaHee 3a COCeTHHM
CTOAOM IIPOIOAZKAAOCH c pexkHeH
OBICTPOTO#, AETKO pa3AWUdYHMOE B OO0IIeM

TyAe.

-- B HOBOsI3e ecTh CAOBO, -- ckazaa Caiim, --
He 3Haio, N3BECTHO AH OHO BaM: «PEYEKPSIK»
-- KpgKamoonmi no-yruHoMy. OmHO M3 Tex

HHTEPECHBIX CAOB, Yy KOTOpPBIX [Ba
TIPOTHUBOIIOAOKHBIX 3HAYEeHUd. B
IPUMEHEHUH K IIPOTHUBHUKY 3TO

pPyraTeAbCTBO; B IPUMEHEHHH K TOMY, C KEM
BBl COTAQCHBI, -- [IOXBaAa.

CatiMma HECOMHEHHO DACIIBIAAT, CHOBa
nogyMaa YuHCTOH. Ilomymaa ¢ TpycThio,
XOT OTAMYHO 3Haa, 4ro CaiiMm mpesupaer
€ro M He CAHIIKOM AIOOHUT M BIIOAHE MOXKET
OOBIBUTE €r0 MBICACIIPECTYIIHUKOM, €CAK
HaligeT noad S5TOro OCHOBaHUA. YyTb-4yThb
4yTo-To He Tak c CatimoM. Yero-to eMy He

XBaTaer: OCMOTPHTEABHOCTH,
OTCTPAHEHHOCTH, HEKOEH  CITaCUTEABHOHU
TAYIIOCTH. Hear3a CcKas3ark, 4TO0
HerpaBoBepeH. OH BEPUT B IIPUHLIMIILI
aurcona, qrutr Crapmero Bpara, oH
panyercsa mobenam, HEHaBUIUT

MBICACIIPECTYIIHUKOB HE€ TOABKO HCKPEHHE,



sincerity but with a sort of restless zeal, an
up-to-dateness of information, which the
ordinary Party member did not approach.
Yet a faint air of disreputability always
clung to him. He said things that would
have been better unsaid, he had read too
many books, he frequented the Chestnut
Tree Café, haunt of painters and
musicians. There was no law, not even an
unwritten law, against frequenting the
Chestnut Tree Café, yet the place was
somehow ill-omened. The old, discredited
leaders of the Party had been used to
gather there before they were finally
purged. Goldstein himself, it was said, had
sometimes been seen there, years and
decades ago. Syme’s fate was not difficult to
foresee. And yet it was a fact that if Syme
grasped, even for three seconds, the nature
of his, Winston’s, secret opinions, he would
betray him instantly to the Thought police.
So would anybody else, for that matter: but
Syme more than most. Zeal was not
enough. Orthodoxy was unconsciousness.

Syme looked up. “Here comes Parsons,” he
said.

Something in the tone of his voice seemed
to add, “that bloody fool”. Parsons,
Winston’s fellow-tenant at Victory
Mansions, was in fact threading his way
across the room -- a tubby, middle-sized
man with fair hair and a froglike face. At
thirty-five he was already putting on rolls of
fat at neck and waistline, but his
movements were brisk and boyish. His
whole appearance was that of a little boy
grown large, so much so that although he
was wearing the regulation overalls, it was
almost impossible not to think of him as
being dressed in the blue shorts, grey shirt,
and red neckerchief of the Spies. In
visualizing him one saw always a picture of
dimpled knees and sleeves rolled back from
pudgy forearms. Parsons did, indeed,
invariably revert to shorts when a
community hike or any other physical
activity gave him an excuse for doing so. He
greeted them both with a cheery “Hullo,
hullo!” and sat down at the table, giving off
an intense smell of sweat. Beads of
moisture stood out all over his pink face.
His powers of sweating were extraordinary.
At the Community Centre you could always
tell when he had been playing table-tennis
by the dampness of the bat handle. Syme
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HO pPBAHO MW  HEYTOMHMO, IIpHUYEM
pacrioaarast CaMBbIMH IIOCA€THHUMH
CBEIEHHUSIMH, HE HYXHBIMH PSIOBOMY

naptuiinyy. Ho Bcerma ot Hero mrea Kakoi-To
MaAOMOYTEHHBIH Aymiok. OH rOBOPHA TO, O
4YeM TOBOPUTH HE CTOHAO, OH IIpOdYeA
CAHIIIKOM MHOI'O KHHXKEK, OH HaBeIbIBaACS
B kadge «Ilog KamrraHom», KOTOpOeE
06A1060BaAH XYOOXKHUKKA K MY3BIKAHTBHI.
3ampera, [Oake HEIMIHMCAHOIO 3alpeTra, Ha
mocelieHre 3Toro kadge He OBIAO, HO HAX
HHUM TSTOTEAO YTO-TO 3AoBelllee. Korma-To
TaM CcOOHpPaAUCH OTCTABHBIE, ITOTEPSIBIIIHE
[OBepHe IIapTHHHBIE BOXKIAHW (IOTOM HX
ybpaau okoHuarTeAbHO). [lo cayxam, ObiBaa
TaM CKOABKO-TO AET HAU AECATHACTUI Hazal
cam Toaxcretin. Cyapby Caiima HeETpPyOHO
6100 yragats. Ho HecomMHeHHO OBIAO U TO,
410 ecau 661 CaliMy OTKPBIAOCH, XOTh Ha TPHU
CEeKyHObl, KaKHX B3TASJOB  JAEPIKUTCS
Yuucron, Caiim HeMeOAEHHO OOHeC Obl Ha
YuHCTOHa B HOAMIMIO MbICA€H. Bmpouew,
Kak U AI0OOM Ha ero Mecre, HO Bce ke Caiim

ckopee. [IpaBOBEpHOCTH -- COCTOSHUE
Oecco3HaTEeABHOE.

CaliM ITOZHSIA TOAOBY.

-- Bon wugmer Ilapconc, -- ckasaa oH. B
TOAOCE €r0 IIPO3BYYAAO: «HECHOCHBIM Aypak».
U B camMoM mgeae MeXAY CTOAUKaMU
npobupascs cocell YHHCTOHA II0 [IOMY
«[Tobema» -- HEBBICOKHUI, GOYKOOOpPA3HBIX

Oo4YepTaHUM YeAOBEK C PYChHIMHM BOAOCAMHU H
AATYIIAaYbUM AWIOM. B TpuanaTte IaTh A€T
OH YK€ OTPACTHA OPIOIIKO M CKAQIKHU KHUpa
Ha 3arpuBKe, HO JBUTAACS Io-
MaABYHIIECKH A€TKO. [la M BBITASAEA OH
MaABYHMKOM, TOABKO OOABIIHMM: XOTSI OH ObIA
oneT B (h)OPMEHHBIH KOMOMHE30H, BCE BpeMsI
XOTEAOCH IIPECTaBHUTH €ro cebe B CHHHX

moprax, Ccepo¥ pydallke U KpPacHOM
TaACTyKe  pas3BeIdHKa. Boo6pazkeHunio
PHUCOBaAMCh  SMKHM  Ha  KOAEHAX U

3aKaTaHHble pyKaBa Ha IIyXABIX pyKax. B
wopTel [IapcoHC AEMCTBUTEABHO 00AQYAACS
IIPpH BCIKOM YVIOOHOM cAydae U B
TYPUCTCKHUX BBIAA3KAX W HA  JAPYTHX
MEPOIIPUATULAX, TPeboBaBIINX (PUINIECKOM
akTuBHOCTH. OH [PUBETCTBOBaA 00OOHX
BeceAbIM «31packTe, 3xapackrel B cea 3a

cToA, 06/1aB UX KPEIIKUM 3aIaxoM rora. Bece
AULIO ero GBIAO TIOKPBITO pocoii.
IToTooTHEAUTEABHBIE CrIoco6HOCTH y

ITapcoHca ObIAM Bblmaronmecs. B KaybOe
BCerZla MOXKHO OBIAO yragaTb, dYTO OH
IIOUTPaA B HACTOABHBIM TEHHHC, II0 MOKPOH



had produced a strip of paper on which
there was a long column of words, and was
studying it with an ink-pencil between his
fingers.

“Look at him working away in the lunch
hour,” said Parsons, nudging Winston.
“Keenness, eh? What’s that youve got
there, old boy? Something a bit too brainy
for me, I expect. Smith, old boy, I'll tell you
why I'm chasing you. It’s that sub you
forgot to give me.”

“Which sub is that?” said Winston,
automatically feeling for money. About a
quarter of one’s salary had to be earmarked
for voluntary subscriptions, which were so
numerous that it was difficult to keep track
of them.

“For Hate Week. You know -- the house-by-
house fund. I'm treasurer for our block.
We’re making an all-out effort -- going to
put on a tremendous show. I tell you, it
won’t be my fault if old Victory Mansions
doesn’t have the biggest outfit of flags in
the whole street. Two dollars you promised
me.”

Winston found and handed over two
creased and filthy notes, which Parsons
entered in a small notebook, in the neat
handwriting of the illiterate.

“By the way, old boy,” he said. “I hear that
little beggar of mine let fly at you with his
catapult yesterday. I gave him a good
dressing-down for it. In fact I told him I'd
take the catapult away if he does it again.”

“I think he was a little upset at not going to
the execution,” said Winston.

“Ah, well -- what I mean to say, shows the
right spirit, doesn’t it? Mischievous little
beggars they are, both of them, but talk
about keenness! All they think about is the
Spies, and the war, of course. D’you know
what that little girl of mine did last
Saturday, when her troop was on a hike
out Berkhamsted way? She got two other
girls to go with her, slipped off from the
hike, and spent the whole afternoon
following a strange man. They kept on his
tail for two hours, right through the woods,
and then, when they got into Amersham,
handed him over to the patrols.”
“What did they do that for?” said Winston,
somewhat taken aback. Parsons went on
triumphantly:
“My kid made sure he was some kind of
enemy agent -- might have been dropped by
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pyuke pakeTku. CaifiM BBITAIUA IIOAOCKY
Oymaru C [OAMHHBIM CTOAOMKOM CAOB H
OPUHSACS ~ YHUTATh, Oep¥xa  HaroroBe
YEePHUABHBIN KapaHaall.

-- CmoTtpH, naxke B oben paboraer, -- cKazaa
[MapcoHC, TOAKHYB YHHCTOHaA B O0OK.
¥YBaekaercg, a? Yro y Bac Tam? He mno
MOMM, HaBepHO, Mosram. CMHT, 3HaerTe,
moyeMy s 3a BaMH TOHSIIOCE? BBl y MeHs
IIOAIIHCATHCA 3a0BIAH.

-- Ha 49ro moamucka? -- CIIpocHA YHHCTOH,
MalllMHAABHO IIOTAHYBIIMCH K KapMaHy.
[IpuMepHO 4eTBEPTh 3apHAaThl yxXoauAa Ha
Z0OPOBOABHBIE TIOAIIUCKY, HaCTOABKO
MHOT'OYHMCAEHHBIE, YTO UX M YIIOMHHTH OBIAO
TPYAHO.

-- Ha Hemearo HeHaBHCTHU -- IOMAIIHNCKA IIO
MECTy KUTEABCTBA. 5 MOMOBBIM KaszHadel.
He maauMm ycuamii -- B Ipd3b AHIIOM He
yaapuM. CkaxKy HOpsIMO, €CAHM HaIll [O0M
«ITobema» He BBICTABUT Ooablile Beex (hAATOB
Ha yAHIle, TaK He N0 Moed BuHe. Bbl aBa
Zoarapa oberanu.

VYHUHCTOH HallleA ¥ OTHAA [OBE MSITBIX,
3aMyCOAEHHBIX OyMaxkKu, U llapcoHc
aKKypaTHBIM II0Y€PKOM MaAOrPaMOTHOIO
3ammucaa ero B GAOKHOTHK.

Mexay mpoduM, CKasaa OH, g
CABIIIIAA, MOM IIapLIMBEI] 3allyAHMA B Bac
BUYepa U3 POraTKU. 9 eMy 3azmaa IIo IepBoOe
yucao. [lake  IPUTPO3HWA:  e€Ile  pas
HOBTOPHUTCH -- 0TOEPy poraTky.

HaBepHoe, paccTpomacsi, 4YTO €ro He
IIyCTHAHM Ha Ka3Hb, -- CKa3aA YUHCTOH.

-- [la, 3HaeTe... 4 4TO XO4y CKas3aTb: Cpa3sy
BHHO, YTO BOCIIMTAH B IIPAaBHABHOM JyXe€.
O30pHblE ITaPLINBIILI 9TO OOMWH, YTO
apyras, -- Ho yBaedeHHble! OmHO Ha yMme --
pasBeIYHKH, Hy U BOMHA, KOHEYHO. 3HaeTe,
4YTO [0YypKa BBIKMHyAa B  IIPOIIAOE
BOCKpeceHbe? Y HHX IIoxon Obla B
BepkawmricTen -- Tak OHa CMaHHAA €Ille ABYX
[EBYOHOK, OTKOAOAHUCH OT OTpdfa H [0
Beyepa CAEUAU 3a OJHHM dYeAoBeKOM. [IBa
yaca IIAM 3a HHUM, U BCE A€COM, a B
AMepliemMe coasHu ero NaTpyaro.

-- BagyeMm 9TO? -- CA€TKAa OIIEIINB, CIIPOCHA
YuHCTOH.

HapCOHC HO6CI[OHOCHO IIPOAOAZKAA:



parachute, for instance. But here’s the
point, old boy. What do you think put her
on to him in the first place? She spotted he
was wearing a funny kind of shoes -- said
she’d never seen anyone wearing shoes like
that before. So the chances were he was a

foreigner. Pretty smart for a nipper of
seven, eh?”

“What happened to the man?” said
Winston.

“Ah, that I couldn’t say, of course. But I
wouldn’t be altogether surprised if--”

Parsons made the motion of aiming a rifle,
and clicked his tongue for the explosion.

“Good,” said Syme abstractedly, without
looking up from his strip of paper.

“Of course we can’t afford to take chances,”
agreed Winston dutifully.

“What I mean to say, there is a war on,”
said Parsons.

As though in confirmation of this, a
trumpet call floated from the telescreen just
above their heads. However, it was not the
proclamation of a military victory this time,
but merely an announcement from the
Ministry of Plenty.

“Comrades!” cried an eager youthful voice.
“Attention, comrades! We have glorious
news for you. We have won the battle for
production! Returns now completed of the
output of all classes of consumption goods
show that the standard of living has risen
by no less than 20 per cent over the past
year. All over Oceania this morning there
were irrepressible spontaneous
demonstrations when workers marched out
of factories and offices and paraded
through the streets with banners voicing
their gratitude to Big Brother for the new,
happy life which his wise leadership has
bestowed upon us. Here are some of the
completed figures. Foodstuffs--”

The phrase “our new, happy life” recurred
several times. It had been a favourite of late
with the Ministry of Plenty. Parsons, his
attention caught by the trumpet call, sat
listening with a sort of gaping solemnity, a
sort of edified boredom. He could not follow
the figures, but he was aware that they
were in some way a cause for satisfaction.
He had lugged out a huge and filthy pipe
which was already half full of charred
tobacco. With the tobacco ration at 100
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-- Jloyypka mgorazasach, YTO OH BpParkKe€CKHMH
areHT, Ha IapaloTe COPOIIEHHBIN HAU eI
Kak. Ho BoT B 4eM camasga mrryka-To. C 4ero,
BbI AyMaeTe, OHa ero 3amomo3puaa? Tydanu
Ha HEM dYyAHble -- HHUKOTIZA, F'OBOPHUT, HeE
BHIIana Ha YeAOBeKe Takux Tydeasb. 4ro,
ecan mHOcTpaHell? CeMb AeT IIHTAAWIE, a
CMBIIIAEHAS KaKasl, a?

-- W 49ro ¢ HUM caeaaau? -- CIPOCHA
YHUHCTOH.

-- Hy yx aroro g He 3Har. Ho He ocobeHHO
YAUBAIOCH, €CAH... -- [lapcoHC u300pasua,
OyaTo IleAUTCH U3 PYyXKbs, W IIEAKHYA
S3BbIKOM.

-- OTAWYHO, -- B PACCEIHHOCTH IIPOH3HEC

CaﬁM, HE OTPBIBAsIiCh OT CBOETO AUCTKA.

-- Koneuno, HaMm 6e3 OOUTEABHOCTU HEADB3S,
-- NOAJAKHYA YUHCTOH.

BotiiHna,
ITapconc.

caMu IIOHHMAaETe, CKa3aA

Kak Oyaro B IIOATBEPIKAEHHWE €ro CAOB
TeAeKpaH y HHX HaJ TOAOBaMH ChITpas
daudapy. Ho Ha ator pa3 Obira He mobena
Ha poHTE, a CoollIeHNe MUHUCTEPCTBA
u306uAHS.

ToBapuru! KPUKHYA OHEPTHYHBIN
MoAOmOH roaoc. -- BHumanme, ToBapwuim!
BameuyareapHble usBectud! Ilobema Ha
IIPOU3BOACTBEHHOM  bpoHTe. lTOroBble
CBOZKHM O IIPOM3BOJACTBE BCEX BHIOB
HOTPEeOUTEABCKHX TOBAapoB IIOKa3bIBAIOT,
9TO II0 CPaBHEHHIO C IIPOILIABIM TOZOM
YPOBEHB JKU3HU ITOAHAACH HE MEHee YeM Ha
aBaauark IponeHToB. CeromgHs yTpoM IIO
Bceit OKeaHUHM IIPOKATHAACh HeEyAepxKUMas
BOAHA CTUXHHHBIX JAEMOHCTpPAaLHH.
Tpynammecsa TIOKWHYAHU 3aBOJIBI u
YIpEeXRAEHUS U CO 3HAMEHAMH IIPOIIAH IIO
YAHUILIAM, BbIpazkast 6aaromapHOCTB
Crapuiemy BpaTy 3a HOBYIO CYaCTAHBYIO
3KH3HB II0Jl €T0 MYAPBbIM PYKOBOACTBOM. BoT
HEKOTOpEIE HUTOTOBBIE IIOKa3aTeAH.
I1pomoBOABCTBEHHBIE TOBAPEI. ..

CpaoBa «Halla HOBasd CYACTAMBAS XKHU3Hb»
IIOBTOPHAHNCH HECKOABKO pa3. B mocaemuee
BpeMsl ~HUX  IIOAIOOMAO  MHMHHCTEPCTBO
n3obuamus. IlapcoHC, BCTPENEHYBIIHCH OT
dandaprl, cAymiaa OPHOTKPBIB  POT,
TOPKECTBEHHO, c BbIpaskeHHUEM
BOUTHIBaIomled CKyku. 3a nudpaMu OH
yCAEOWUTH HE MOT, HO IIOHHMAaa, 4YTO OHU
OOAXKHBI pagoBaTb. OH BBIIPOCTaA U3
KapMaHa T'POMaJHYI0 BOHIOUYIO TPYOKyY, HO
IIOAOBHHBI HabuTyIo 00yrAMBIINMCH



grammes a week it was seldom possible to
fill a pipe to the top. Winston was smoking
a Victory Cigarette which he held carefully
horizontal. The new ration did not start till
tomorrow and he had only four cigarettes
left. For the moment he had shut his ears
to the remoter noises and was listening to
the stuff that streamed out of the
telescreen. It appeared that there had even
been demonstrations to thank Big Brother
for raising the chocolate ration to twenty
grammes a week. And only yesterday, he
reflected, it had been announced that the
ration was to be reduced to twenty
grammes a week. Was it possible that they
could swallow that, after only twenty-four
hours? Yes, they swallowed it. Parsons
swallowed it easily, with the stupidity of an
animal. The eyeless creature at the other
table swallowed it fanatically, passionately,
with a furious desire to track down,
denounce, and vaporize anyone who should
suggest that last week the ration had been
thirty grammes. Syme, too -- in some more
complex way, involving doublethink, Syme
swallowed it. Was he, then, alone in the
possession of a memory?

The fabulous statistics continued to pour
out of the telescreen. As compared with last
year there was more food, more clothes,
more houses, more furniture, more
cooking-pots, more fuel, more ships, more
helicopters, more books, more babies --
more of everything except disease, crime,
and insanity. Year by year and minute by
minute, everybody and everything was
whizzing rapidly upwards. As Syme had
done earlier Winston had taken up his
spoon and was dabbling in the pale-
coloured gravy that dribbled across the
table, drawing a long streak of it out into a
pattern. He meditated resentfully on the
physical texture of life. Had it always been
like this? Had food always tasted like this?
He looked round the canteen. A low-
ceilinged, crowded room, its walls grimy
from the contact of innumerable bodies;
battered metal tables and chairs, placed so
close together that you sat with elbows
touching; bent spoons, dented trays, coarse
white mugs; all surfaces greasy, grime in
every crack; and a sourish, composite smell
of bad gin and bad coffee and metallic stew
and dirty clothes. Always in your stomach
and in your skin there was a sort of protest,
a feeling that you had been cheated of
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Tabakom. I[Ipu HOopMe Tabaka CTO IPaMMOB
B HEIEAI0 4YEeAOBEK PEeOKO I103BoAsA cebe
HabuTh TPyOKy MO0BEpXy. YHHCTOH KypHA
curapetry «[lobema», crapasice aepzxKaTb ee
ropu3oHTaabHO. HOBBIM TasoH meficTBoBaa
TOABKO C 3aBTpalllHEr0 MOHHA, a y Hero
ocTanoCh BCero derbIpe curapetwl. Ceituac
OH IIPO6GOBAA OTKAIOYHTHCS OT IIOCTOPOHHETO
LIyMa M PacCABIIIATH TO, YTO U3AMBAAOCEH U3
TeAeKpaHa. Kazkercs, ObIAM Jazke
AeMoHcTpaumu OaaromapHoctu Crapiiemy
Bpary 3a TO, 4TO OH YBEAHMYHA HOPMY
LIOKOA3a [0 ABAALIATH I'PaMMOB B HEIEAIO.
A Benp TOABKO Buepa OOBSIBHAH, YTO HOpMa
yMmeHbwleHa 100 ABaAllaTH  TI'PaMMOB,
noaymMaa YUHCTOH. Heyxkean B 3TO moBepdaT
Jepe3 Kakue-HHOynb CyTKH? Bepar.
[TapcoHC TTOBEPHA AETKO, TAYTIOE KHBOTHOE.
Besraasplii 3a  COCEOIHHM  CTOAOM
daHaTHYIHO, CO CTPACTBIO, C UCCTYIIACHHBIM
KeAaHHEM BBISIBUTb, pa3obaaquTh,
PacIbIAUTE BCAKOIO, KTO CKaKeT, 4YTO Ha
MIpOLIAOH HeoeAe HopMa Oblra TPHUALATH
rpammoB. CaiiMm TOXKe IIOBEPHA, TOABKO
3areiiauBee, IIPU MOMOIIM ABOeMbICAUA. Tak
YTO K€, y HEr0 OJHOrO He OTIIHOAO TaMATh?

TeaexkpaH BCe U3BEpPraa  CKa304HYIO
CTATUCTUKY. [l0 CpaBHEHHIO C IIPOIIABIM
TO/IOM CTaAO OOABIIE €Ibl, ODOABIIIE OMEKIBI,
boabllle OOMOB, 0oAbllle MebOeAu, OOAbIIIE

KACTPIOAb, 0OOABIIIE  TOIIAWBA, OOABIIIE
Kopabael, O0oAbllle BEPTOAETOB, OOABIIE
KHUT, OOABIIlE HOBODPOXKIEHHBIX -- BCETO

Goarbliie, KpoMe Goae3HEM, IIPECTYIIACHUH U
cymacuiectBuda. C  KaxKApIM TOJAOM, C
KasK0H MHHYTOH BCE€ U BCH CTPEMHUTEABHO
TOAHUMAAOCh K HOBBIM M HOBBIM BBICOTaM.
Tak xe kak CaliMm mepen 3THUM, YHHCTOH
B35IA AOXKKY U CTaA BO3UTH €10 B IIPOAHTOM
coyce, npuaaBasl ~ OAMHHOM  AyKHIlE
IpaBUABHBIE ouepTaHUs. On c
BO3MYVIIIEHHEM [ayMaa O CBoeM ObrTe, 00
YCAOBHSIX JKH3HHU. Bcerma am oHa O0blra
Tako#i? Bcerma Au ObIA TAKOH BKYC y €ObI?
OH OKHMHyA B3TASIOM CTOAOByI0. Huskwuit
TIOTOAOK, HaOUTBIH 3aA, TPSA3HBIE OT TPEHHS
OECYMCAEHHBIX TE€A CTE€HBI; OOIlapIaHHbIE
METaAAUYECKHE CTOABI W CTYAbsI, CTOSIIIIHE
TaK TECHO, YTO CTAAKHUBAEIIbCA AOKTIMH C
coceoM;  THYTBIE  AOXKKH, ILiepbaTeie
HOMHOCKHI, TIpyOble OGeAble KpYKKH; BCe
TIOBEPXHOCTU CaAbHblE, B KaxK/IOU TpEInHe
Ipsi3b; M KHCAOBaTBHIM CMELIAHHBIA 3arax
CKBEPHOTO J[KHHA, CKBEPHOro Kode,
TIOJAVBKH C MEIbIO U 3aHOIIIEHHON OJEKIBI.



something that you had a right to. It was
true that he had no memories of anything
greatly different. In any time that he could
accurately remember, there had never been
quite enough to eat, one had never had
socks or underclothes that were not full of
holes, furniture had always been battered
and rickety, rooms underheated, tube
trains crowded, houses falling to pieces,
bread dark-coloured, tea a rarity, coffee
filthy-tasting, cigarettes insufficient
nothing cheap and plentiful except
synthetic gin. And though, of course, it
grew worse as one’s body aged, was it not a
sign that this was not the natural order of
things, if one’s heart sickened at the
discomfort and dirt and scarcity, the
interminable winters, the stickiness of one’s
socks, the lifts that never worked, the cold
water, the gritty soap, the cigarettes that
came to pieces, the food with its strange
evil tastes? Why should one feel it to be
intolerable unless one had some kind of
ancestral memory that things had once
been different?

He looked round the canteen again. Nearly
everyone was ugly, and would still have
been ugly even if dressed otherwise than in
the uniform blue overalls. On the far side of
the room, sitting at a table alone, a small,
curiously beetle-like man was drinking a
cup of coffee, his little eyes darting
suspicious glances from side to side. How
easy it was, thought Winston, if you did not
look about you, to believe that the physical
type set up by the Party as an ideal-tall
muscular youths and deep-bosomed
maidens, blond-haired, vital, sunburnt,
carefree -- existed and even predominated.
Actually, so far as he could judge, the
majority of people in Airstrip One were
small, dark, and ill-favoured. It was curious
how that beetle-like type proliferated in the
Ministries: little dumpy men, growing stout
very early in life, with short legs, swift
scuttling movements, and fat inscrutable
faces with very small eyes. It was the type
that seemed to flourish best under the
dominion of the Party.

The announcement from the Ministry of
Plenty ended on another trumpet call and
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Bcerma Aum Tak HEOPUATHO OBIAO TBOEMY
JKEAYOKYy U KOXKe, BCerza AW ObIAO 3TO
OLIyILIEHHe, YTO ThI OOKpameH, obmeseH?
IIpaBma, 3a BCIO CBOIO JXKHU3Hb OH HE MOT
[IPUIIOMHUTHL HHYEr0o CYILUECTBEHHO KHOTO.
CKOABKO OH cebs TIOMHHA, €Ibl HUKOTAA HE
OBIAO BIOBOAb, HHKOrJA HE OBIAO IIEABIX
HOCKOB H 0eabg, MebeAb Bcerma Oblaa

obmiapriaHHo#f M IIIaTKOM, KOMHATBI --
HETOIIA€HHBIMH, IIoe3da B MeTPo  --
IIEPENIOAHEHHBIMH, [0Ma -- OOBETIIAABIMH,
xaeb -- TeMHBIM, KOode -- THYCHBIM, 4ai --
PEOKOCTBIO, CHUTapeTbl -- CUYHTAHHBIMH:
HHMYEro MeIIeBOr0 M B JOCTaTKe, KpPOMe
CHHTETHYECKOro [KuHa. KoHedHO, Teao

CTapuTCs, U BCE [AS HETO CTAHOBUTCH HE
TaK, HO €CAM TOLIHO Tebe OT HeymoGHOro,
CPSA3HOTO, CKYZIHOTO JKUThBS, oT
HECKOHYAEMBIX 3HUM, 3aCKOPY3ABIX HOCKOB,
BE€YHO HEHUCIIPABHBIX AU(TOB, OT AEOAHOU
BOMBI, IIEPIIABOTO MbIAQ, OT CHIAPETHI,
pacnagarmoleicss B IaAbliax, OT CTPAHHOIO
¥ MEP3KOro BKycCa IIHIINHM, HE O3HAYAET AU
3TO, YTO TAKOU YKAA YKU3HU HEHOPMANEH?
EcaM OH KaXercsd HENePEHOCHMbBIM

HeyKeAu 3TO ponoBast maMsTh
HAIIIENITEIBAET TebEe, YTO KOTAA-TO IKUAU
uHave?

OH CcHOBa OKHHYA B3rAgfoM 3aa. [Toutu Bce
AfOM  OBIAM  YPOIAHBBIMH u Oymyrt
YPOOAUBBIMH, OaXK€ €CAH IIEPEOAEHYTCH H3
(OPMEHHBIX CHHUX KOMOHHE30HOB BO YTO-
HuOyne apyroe. Bpaseke mma  kode
KOPOTEHBKUH YEAOBEK, YAUBUTEABHO
IIOXOXKHUH Ha XKyKa, U CTPEASA II0 CTOPOHAM
IOMO3PUTEABHBIMH TIAa3kaMmu. Ecam He
OTASIIBIBAENILCS BOKPYT, IIOAyMaA YHHCTOH,
OO Yero e AerkKo IIOBEPUTH, OyATO
CYILIECTBYET u naxe npeobaagaeTr
NpeaNNCaHHbIM IIapTHEN HOEaAbHBIM THIL:
BBICOKHE MYCKYAHCTBIE IOHOIITH u
MIBIITHOTPYAbIE IEBBI, CBETAOBOAOCHIE,
6e33a00THBIE, 3aropeAble, JKU3HEPAJOCTHEIE.
Ha camoM ke neae, CKOABKO OH MOT CYAHTB,
JKUTEAU B3AeTHOM 110A0CHI | B GOABIITHUHCTBE
OBIAM MEAKHEe, TeMHblEe U HEKpacUBbIe.
AI000TIBITHO, Kak PA3MHOKUACST B
MUHHCTEPCTBAX KYKOTIIOAOOHBIH THII:
IPU3EMUCTBIE, KOPOTKOHOTHE, OYEHHL PAHO
IIOAHEIOIIIE MYKYHMHBI C CY€TAHUBBIMH
IOBUKEHUSIMH, TOACTBIMH HEIIPOHHUIIAeMbIMH
AMIIAMH U MAaA€HBKHUMH raa3aMu. OTOT THII

KaK-TO 0COBGEHHO IIpoIIBETAA oz,
NapTUHHOH BAACTBIO.
3aBepIluB candapoit CBOJKY u3

MUHHCTEPCTBA N300HAHS, TEACKPAH 3aUTPas



gave way to tinny music. Parsons, stirred to
vague enthusiasm by the bombardment of
figures, took his pipe out of his mouth.

“The Ministry of Plenty’s certainly done a
good job this year,” he said with a knowing
shake of his head. “By the way, Smith old
boy, I suppose you haven’t got any razor
blades you can let me have?”

“Not one,” said Winston. “I've been using
the same blade for six weeks myself.”

“Ah, well -- just thought I'd ask you, old
boy.”
“Sorry,” said Winston.

The quacking voice from the next table,
temporarily silenced during the Ministry’s
announcement, had started up again, as
loud as ever. For some reason Winston
suddenly found himself thinking of Mrs.
Parsons, with her wispy hair and the dust
in the creases of her face. Within two years
those children would be denouncing her to
the Thought Police. Mrs. Parsons would be
vaporized. Syme would be vaporized.
Winston would be vaporized. O’Brien would
be vaporized. Parsons, on the other hand,
would never be vaporized. The eyeless
creature with the quacking voice would
never be vaporized. The little beetle-like
men who scuttle so nimbly through the
labyrinthine corridors of Ministries they,
too, would never be vaporized. And the girl
with dark hair, the girl from the Fiction
Department she would never be
vaporized either. It seemed to him that he
knew instinctively who would survive and
who would perish: though just what it was
that made for survival, it was not easy to
say.

At this moment he was dragged out of his
reverie with a violent jerk. The girl at the
next table had turned partly round and was
looking at him. It was the girl with dark
hair. She was looking at him in a sidelong
way, but with curious intensity. The instant
she caught his eye she looked away again.

The sweat started out on Winston’s
backbone. A horrible pang of terror went
through him. It was gone almost at once,
but it left a sort of nagging uneasiness
behind. Why was she watching him? Why
did she keep following him about?
Unfortunately he could not remember
whether she had already been at the table
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GpaBypHYIO MY3BIKY. ITapcouc oT
OoMbapaUpOBKH  IU(pPaAMU  HUCIIOAHHACS
paccesiHHOTO SHTy3HA3Ma U BBIHYA H30 pTa
TPYOKy.

-- [a, XOpOIIO MOTPYAHUAOCH B HBIHEIIHEM
romy MHUHHCTEPCTBO u3obuaud,
IIPOMOABHA OH M C BUIOM 3HATOKA KHUBHYA. -
Kcraru, Cmur, y Bac, caydaiiHo, He
Halercd CBOOOIHOIO A€3BUA?

Hu omguoro, OTBETHUA YHHCTOH.
[ToaTOpa MecsIa moCAeHUM OpPeroch.

-- Hy pma... mpocTo pemna CHpocHUTE Ha
BCAKUH caydal.
-- He B3bI1miTE, -- CKa3as YUHCTOH.

KpsikaHbe 3a COCEIHHUM CTOAOM, CMOAKIIIEe
OBIAO BO BpeMs MHHHCTEPCKOIO OT4EeTa,
BO300OHOBHAOCH C IIPEKHEH CHAOH. YHHCTOH
o4yeMy-TO BCIIOMHHA MHccuc [lapcoHc, ee
KHUAKHE paCTpPEeNaHHbIE BOAOCHI, IIBIAB B
MmopiirHax. [loma depe3 mBa, ecAaH He
paHbllle, IeTKH AOHECYT Ha HEe B IIOAHIIHIO
mbIicaeti. Ee pacneiagr. CadimMa pacIblagT.

Ero, VYuncrona, pacnobeiaar. O'Bpatiena
pacnbiaar. IlapcoHca  Xe, HaIPOTHB,
HHKOTZa He PaCIIBIAAT. Besraaszoro
KpPAKAIOUIer0o  HUKOTZa HE  PaCIbIAAT.
MeAKHX KYKOIOZOOHBIX, IIIYCTPO CHYIOIIHX
o AabUpPHUHTAM MHHHCTEPCTB, -- HX TOXKE

HUKOTZa He pacmblagar. W Ty neBuily us
OTHoEAa AUTEPATYPbl He pachblagar. Ewmy
Ka3aA0Ch, YTO OH MHCTHHKTHBHO YyBCTBYET,
KTO MOTHOHET, & KTO COXPAHUTCSI, XOTS YEM
UMEHHO ofecreynBaeTcs  COXPAHHOCTB,
JlasKe He OOBACHUIIID.

TyT ero BBIBEAO M3 3aAyMYHBOCTH Ipyboe
BTOpKeHue. 2KeHIMHa 3a  COCeTHHUM
CTOAHMKOM, cAerka TIOBOPOTUBIIIHCS,
cMmoTpeAsa Ha Hero. Ta camasi, C TEMHBIMH
BoaocaMu. OHa CMOTpeAa Ha HETO HCKOCa, C

HETIOHATHOM IIPUCTAABHOCTEBIO. " Kak
TOABKO OHH BCTPETHUAUCH rAa3aMmu,
OTBEPHYAACh.

YHUHCTOH TOYyBCTBOBAA, 4YTO II0 XpebTy
OTeK IIOT. Ero OXBaTHA OTBPATUTEABLHBIH
yKac. Ykac IIOYTH Cpasy IIpolles, HO
Ha30HANBOE OILyILIEHHE HEYIOTHOCTH
ocrasock. [ToueMy oHa 3a HUM HabarmaeT?
OH, K COXKAA€HHIO, He MOI' BCIIOMHHTb,
cHeAa OHA 3a CTOAOM, KOIZla OH IIPHIIIEA,
HAW TogBHAAach Iocae. Ho Buepa Ha



when he arrived, or had come there
afterwards. But yesterday, at any rate,
during the Two Minutes Hate, she had sat
immediately behind him when there was no
apparent need to do so. Quite likely her real
object had been to listen to him and make
sure whether he was shouting loudly
enough.

His earlier thought returned to him:
probably she was not actually a member of
the Thought Police, but then it was
precisely the amateur spy who was the
greatest danger of all. He did not know how
long she had been looking at him, but
perhaps for as much as five minutes, and it
was possible that his features had not been
perfectly under control. It was terribly
dangerous to let your thoughts wander
when you were in any public place or
within range of a telescreen. The smallest
thing could give you away. A nervous tic,
an unconscious look of anxiety, a habit of
muttering to yourself -- anything that

carried with it the suggestion of
abnormality, of having something to hide.
In any case, to wear an improper
expression on your face (to look

incredulous when a victory was announced,
for example) was itself a punishable
offence. There was even a word for it in
Newspeak: facecrime, it was called.

The girl had turned her back on him again.
Perhaps after all she was not really
following him about, perhaps it was
coincidence that she had sat so close to
him two days running. His cigarette had
gone out, and he laid it carefully on the
edge of the table. He would finish smoking
it after work, if he could keep the tobacco in
it. Quite likely the person at the next table
was a spy of the Thought Police, and quite
likely he would be in the cellars of the
Ministry of Love within three days, but a
cigarette end must not be wasted. Syme
had folded up his strip of paper and stowed
it away in his pocket. Parsons had begun
talking again.

“Did I ever tell you, old boy,” he said,
chuckling round the stem of his pipe,
“about the time when those two nippers of
mine set fire to the old market-woman’s
skirt because they saw her wrapping up
sausages in a poster of B.B.? Sneaked up
behind her and set fire to it with a box of
matches. Burned her quite badly, I believe.
Little beggars, eh? But keen as mustard!

”

ABYXMHHYTKE HEHaBHUCTH OHa ceAa IIPSAMO
3a HHUM, XOTsI HUKAaKO¥ HamoOHOCTH B 3TOM
He Ob1n0. OYeHB BEPOSATHO, YTO OHA XOTeAd
IIOCAYLIATE €r0 -- IIPOBEPUTH, AOCTATOYHO
AW TPOMKO OH KPHYHT.

Kak u B mpolablfi pas, OH HOAyMaA: BPSM
AW OHa INTATHBIM COTPYAHHK IIOAHIIMHU
MBICAEH, HO BeOb OJOOPOBOABLHBIM-TO IITHOH
W eCcTh caMbIi oracHbIii. OH He 3HaA, JaBHO
AV OHA Ha HEr0 CMOTPHUT -- MOXKET OBITh,
y2Ke IATh MHUHYT, -- & CAGIHA AH OH caM 3a
CBOMM AWIIOM BCE€ 3TO BpeMs, HEHU3BECTHO.
Ecau TBI B OOIIIECTBEHHOM MECTE UAH B IIOAE
3peHus TeAeKpaHa U II03BOAHA  cebe
3aayMaTbCd -- 3TO OIIACHO, 3TO CTPAIITHO.
Tebst MOXKET BBIIATHL HUYTOXKHAS MEAOYb.
HepBHBIM THK, TpeBOra Ha AWIIE, IPUBBIYKA
GopmoTraTk cebe 1om HOC -- BCe, B 4YeM
MOZKHO YyCMOTPeTh IIPpH3HAK aHOMAaAWH,
IIONBITKY YTO-TO CKPBITb. B Aro6oM cayuae

HETIOAOXKEHHOe BBIpasKEeHHE AuIA
(Hampumep, HEIOBEPYIUBOE, KOTZa
00BABAIIOT O ToOene) -- y:Ke HakKasyeMoe
npecrynaeEne. Ha HoBossze pake ecThb

CAOBO A4 HETO: -- iUyenpecmynieHue.

JeBuna ondaThk CUAeAa K YUHCTOHY CIIMHOM.
B KOHIIe KOHIIOB, MOXKET, OHA U HE CAEIUT
3a HHM; MOKET, 3TO IIPOCTO COBIIaneHHE,
4YTO OHA [ABa AHA IOAPS[ OKa3bIBAeTCH C
HUM paaoM. Curapera y Hero IoTyXAa, U OH
OCTOPOIKHO IIOAOXKHA €€ Ha Kpai CcToaa.
Jokyputr mocae paboThI, €CAU yaacTcd He
IpOoCEIIaTh Tabak. BrioanHe BO3MOXKHO, YTO
JKEHIIMHA 32  COCEAHHM  CTOAOM -
OCBEJOMHUTEABHHIIA, BIIOAHE BO3MOIKHO, YTO
B Oamkaiiinue TpU OHA OH OYYTHTCH B
IoABaAax MHHUCTEPCTBA AIOOBH, HO OKYPOK
Iponactb He moAKeH. CaiiM CAOXKHA CBOIO
OyMaxkKy U cIpsiTaa B KapMmaH. IlapcoHc
OIATH 3aTOBOPHA.

5l BaM He pacckasplBas, KakK MOHU
COpBaHIBI IOOKY IIOOKTAM Ha 0Oa3apHOi
TOPrOBKe? -- Hadaa OH, ITOXOXaTbIBasd U HeE

BBIIIyCKasd M30 pTa 4YyOyK. -- 3a TO, UTO
3aBopaynBasa Koabacy B ImaakarT Cco
CrapmimMm Bparom. Ilomkpaaucs c3agu u

LIEABIM  KOPOOKOM  CIHMYEK  ITOJOKTAH.
Mywmaro, cuABHO obropeaa. BoT mapiimBIIBI,
a? Ho yBaeuennswle, HO Gop3eie! 3TO MX B
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That’s a first-rate training they give them in
the Spies nowadays -- better than in my
day, even. What d’you think’s the latest
thing they've served them out with? Ear
trumpets for listening through keyholes! My
little girl brought one home the other night
-- tried it out on our sitting-room door, and
reckoned she could hear twice as much as
with her ear to the hole. Of course it’s only
a toy, mind you. Still, gives ’em the right
idea, eh?”

At this moment the telescreen let out a
piercing whistle. It was the signal to return
to work. All three men sprang to their feet
to join in the struggle round the lifts, and
the remaining tobacco fell out of Winston’s
cigarette.

VI

Winston was writing in his diary:

It was three years ago. It was on a dark
evening, in a narrow side-street near one of
the big railway stations. She was standing
near a doorway in the wall, under a street
lamp that hardly gave any light. She had a
young face, painted very thick. It was really
the paint that appealed to me, the whiteness
of it, like a mask, and the bright red lips.
Party women never paint their faces. There
was nobody else in the street, and no
telescreens. She said two dollars. I--

For the moment it was too difficult to go on.
He shut his eyes and pressed his fingers
against them, trying to squeeze out the
vision that kept recurring. He had an
almost overwhelming temptation to shout a
string of filthy words at the top of his voice.
Or to bang his head against the wall, to
kick over the table, and hurl the inkpot
through the window -- to do any violent or
noisy or painful thing that might black out
the memory that was tormenting him.

Your worst enemy, he reflected, was your
own nervous system. At any moment the
tension inside you was liable to translate
itself into some visible symptom. He
thought of a man whom he had passed in
the street a few weeks back; a quite
ordinary-looking man, a Party member,
aged thirty-five to forty, tallish and thin,
carrying a brief-case. They were a few
metres apart when the left side of the man’s
face was suddenly contorted by a sort of
spasm. It happened again just as they were
passing one another: it was only a twitch, a
quiver, rapid as the clicking of a camera
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pasBeauIHuKax TakK HaTaCKHBaIlOT -
IIEPBOKAACCHO, Ay4dII€ OaxKe€, 9€EM B MOE
BpeEMd. Kak BEI AyMaere, 9EM ux

BOODPYKHAU B ITOocAeZHUE pa3? CAyXOBBIMHU
TpyOKaMu, HYTOOBI IIOACAYIIMBATH dYepe3
3aMO4YHyI0 CKBaxKuHy! J[loyka IIpuHecAa
BYepa J[JOMOM M IIpoBepHAa Ha [OBEPH B
00lLIyI0 KOMHATY -- TOBOPHUT, CABILIHO B Ba
pasa ayuie, yeMm npocro yxom! Koneuno, a
BaM CKaxy, OTO TOABKO wurpymka. Ho
MBICASIM JIaeT IIPaBUABHOE HallpaBACHHUE, a?

TyT TeaeKpaH U3aA IPOH3UTEABHBIN CBHCT.
OTto OblA CHTHAA IPUCTYIIUTH K pabore. Bce
TPO€ BCKOYMAM, YTOOBI IIPUHATH yIacTHe B
IaBKe Iepern AUQTaMH, U OCTATKH Tabaka
BBICBIIIAANCH U3 CHTAapEeThl YUHCTOHA.

VI

YUHCTOH IHCaA B JHEBHUKE:

Bmo 6buio mpu 200a Hazad. TemHbiM
seuepom, 6 nepeysnke O0kKoa0 60ALULOZO
eork3ana. OHa cmosia Yy nodwve3oda nod
YAUUHBIM (POHApeM, noumu He 0asasulum
ceema. Monodoe uyo 6bLIO  CUNBHO
HaKpaweHo. Omo U NPUNeKNI0 MeHs --
6enusHa AUYa, NoxoxKezo0 HA MACKY, SPKO-
KpacHole 2ybul. IlapmuiiHble IKeHWUHbL
Hukozoa He Kpacsamcsi. Ha ynuue He 6bLno
6osbwe HUK020, He 6bL10 menekpaHos. OHa
ckazana: «/Iea donnapa. A...

Emy craso TpynHo mpomoaxaTh. OH 3aKpbIA
raa3a ¥ HaXKaA Ha BEKHU ITAABIIAMHU, YTOOBI
IporHaTh HEOTBA3HOE  BHIAeHHE. Ewmy
HECTEePIIMMO  XOTE€AOCh  BBIPYraThCd -
IOAMHHO B BO BecCh roaoc. Mam ymaputbcsa
TOAOBOH O CTE€HY, IMHKOM OIIPOKHHYTBH CTOA,
3allyCTUTP B OKHO YEpPHUABHHIIEH
Oy#icTBOM, LIyMOM, O0OABIO, YeM YTOMHO,
3arAyIINTE PBYIIEe AyIly BOCIIOMHHAHUE.

TBo# 3aeHmIMM Bpar, IIOAyMas OH, -- 3TO
TBOSI HEpPBHad cucTeMa. B A0y MHUHYTY
BHYTPEHHEE HaIpsiKeHHe MOKET

OTpasuTbCH Ha TBoe#l HapyxkHocTH. OH
BCIIOMHHA IIPOXOXKEro, KOTOPOT'O BCTPETHUA
Ha yAWIE HECKOABKO HEIeAb Haszal: HHUYEM
He IpUMeYaTeAbHBIH YeAOBEK, YACH MapTHH,
AET TPUALATH IISITH HAM COPOKa, XyAOH H
JOBOABHO BBICOKHH, ¢ moprdeseM. OHH
OBIAM B HECKOABKHUX IIIarax APYT OT ApyTa, u
BAPYT A€Bas CTOPOHA AWIA Y IIPOXOKETO
nepHyaack. Korma OHHM ITOpaBHAAMCH, 3TO
NOBTOPHAOCH  €Ille  pa3:  MHMOAETHas
cymopora, THK, KpaTKHH, KakK IIEAYOK



shutter, but obviously habitual. He
remembered thinking at the time: That poor
devil is done for. And what was frightening
was that the action was quite possibly
unconscious. The most deadly danger of all
was talking in your sleep. There was no
way of guarding against that, so far as he
could see.

He drew his breath and went on writing:

I went with her through the doorway and
across a backyard into a basement kitchen.
There was a bed against the wall, and a
lamp on the table, turned down very low.
She--

His teeth were set on edge. He would have
liked to spit. Simultaneously with the
woman in the basement kitchen he thought
of Katharine, his wife. Winston was married
-- had been married, at any rate: probably
he still was married, so far as he knew his
wife was not dead. He seemed to breathe
again the warm stuffy odour of the
basement kitchen, an odour compounded
of bugs and dirty clothes and villainous
cheap scent, but nevertheless alluring,
because no woman of the Party ever used
scent, or could be imagined as doing so.
Only the proles used scent. In his mind the
smell of it was inextricably mixed up with
fornication.

When he had gone with that woman it had
been his first lapse in two years or
thereabouts. Consorting with prostitutes
was forbidden, of course, but it was one of
those rules that you could occasionally
nerve yourself to break. It was dangerous,
but it was not a life-and-death matter. To
be caught with a prostitute might mean five
years in a forced-labour camp: not more, if
you had committed no other offence. And it
was easy enough, provided that you could
avoid being caught in the act. The poorer
quarters swarmed with women who were
ready to sell themselves. Some could even
be purchased for a bottle of gin, which the
proles were not supposed to drink. Tacitly
the Party was even inclined to encourage
prostitution, as an outlet for instincts
which could not be altogether suppressed.
Mere debauchery did not matter very much,
so long as it was furtive and joyless and
only involved the women of a submerged
and despised class. The unforgivable crime
was promiscuity between Party members.
But -- though this was one of the crimes
that the accused in the great purges

dororpacduyeckoro 3aTBopa, HO, BHIANMO,
[IPUBBIYHBINA. YHHCTOH TOTAA TOAYMAA:
Genusare xpoimka. CTPAIIHO, YTO YEAOBEK
3TOro, HABEpPHOe, He 3amedar. Ho camas

yKacHas OMaCHOCTH us BCeEX -
pasroBapuBaTh Bo cHe. OT 3TOro, Kasaaoch
YuHcTOHY, TBI ~BOOOIllE HE  MOXKEUIb
IPeqOXPaAHUTHCS.

OH mepeBeA AyX U CTaA ITHUCATh JaABIIIE:

4 eowien 3a Hell 8 nodvesd, a ommyoa uepes
060p 8 NOAYNoOBANbHYI KYXHIO. Y cmeHbl
cmosiia kKposames, HA CMOAE JAMNA C
npusepHymoim gpumunem. XKeHuiuHa...

Pasnpaxkenue He npoxonuao. EMy xoreaocs
MIAIOHYTh. BcnomuUB KEHIUHY B
IIOAYTIO[IBAABHOM  KyXHE, OH BCIIOMHHA
KoTpuH, XeHy. YHWHCTOH OBIA JKeHaAT --
KOra-To OblA, @ MOXKET, M [0 CHX IIOD;
HaCKOABKO OH 3Haa, XeHa He yMmepaa. OH
OyaTo CHOBa BJIOXHYA TSIZKEABIH, CIIE€PTBIM
BO3/lyX KyXHH, CMEIIaHHBIH 3anax Ipsa3HOTo
6eAbsI, KAOTIOB U JEUIEeBBIX [yXOB -- THYCHBIX
U BMECT€ C T€M COOAA3HHUTEABHBIX, IIOTOMY
YTO MaxXA0 HE IMapTHUHHOM KEHIIWHOMH,
napTufiHas  He  MOTAa  HAAYIIUTHCH.
JyIIHANCE TOABKO HpOABbl. [ag YHHCTOHa
3amax AQyxoB ObIA HEpas3pbIBHO CBf3aH C
GAYIOM.

OT0 GBIAO €ero IlepBoe IperpelleHre 3a IBa
roga. UMMeTb [OeA0 C IIPOCTUTYTKaMHU,
KOHEYHO, 3allpellaAoCh, HO 3amIper ObIA U3
T€X, KOTOpble TbI BpeMsS OT BpPEMEHH
OCMEAHMBAaEIIbCcs HapymuTb. ONacHo -- HO
He cMepTreabHO. [Tomaaca ¢ IPOCTUTYTKOM --
ATk A€T Aareps, He OOABIIE, €CAH HeT
OTATYAIOINX obcTosaTeAbCTB. UM meao He
TAKOE YK CAOXKHOE; AWIIL Obl HE 3aCTHUTAU
3a IIPECTYIIHBIM aKTOM. BemHble KBapTaAbl
KHUIIIEAN JKEHIIMHAMH, TOTOBBIMH IIPOAATH
cebsi. A KynouTb HHYIO MOXKHO OBIAO 3a
OyTBIAKYy [KHMHA: IIpoAaM  [KHUH  He
rnosarascsg.  HeraacHo  maptua — make
IIOOIIPsIAQ IIPOCTUTYIIUIO -- KaK BBIILyCKHOM
KAAQIlaH JAS HMHCTHHKTOB, KOTOpBIE BCe
paBHO Heab3sd ImomaBurh. Cam 110 cebe
pas3BpaT MaAo 3HAYHA, AHUIIL OBl OBIA OH
BOPOBATBHIM U 06e3palOCTHBIM, a XKEHIIHHA -
- u3 OenHeliero ¥ IIpe3HpPaeMoro Kaacca.
HempocTuTeabHOE IIPECTYIIA€HHE -- CBS3b
MeXIy 4dYAeHaMu Iaptuu. Ho, XoTd BO
BpeMs OOABIIIMX YHCTOK OOBHHSIEMBIE
HEU3MEHHO IIPU3HABAaAMCh H B  3TOM
[IPECTYIIA€HHUH, BOOOpPa3UTh, dYTO TaKoe
CAy4aeTcs B JKHU3HH, ObIAO TPYIHO.
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invariably confessed to -- it was difficult to
imagine any such thing actually happening.
The aim of the Party was not merely to
prevent men and women from forming
loyalties which it might not be able to
control. Its real, undeclared purpose was to
remove all pleasure from the sexual act.
Not love so much as eroticism was the
enemy, inside marriage as well as outside
it. All marriages between Party members
had to be approved by a committee
appointed for the purpose, and -- though
the principle was never clearly stated --
permission was always refused if the couple
concerned gave the impression of being
physically attracted to one another. The
only recognized purpose of marriage was to
beget children for the service of the Party.
Sexual intercourse was to be looked on as a
slightly disgusting minor operation, like
having an enema. This again was never put
into plain words, but in an indirect way it
was rubbed into every Party member from
childhood onwards. There were even
organizations such as the Junior Anti-Sex
League, which advocated complete celibacy
for both sexes. All children were to be
begotten by artificial insemination (artsem,
it was called in Newspeak) and brought up
in public institutions. This, Winston was
aware, was not meant altogether seriously,
but somehow it fitted in with the general
ideology of the Party. The Party was trying
to kill the sex instinct, or, if it could not be
killed, then to distort it and dirty it. He did
not know why this was so, but it seemed
natural that it should be so. And as far as
the women were concerned, the Party’s
efforts were largely successful.

He thought again of Katharine. It must be
nine, ten -- nearly eleven years since they
had parted. It was curious how seldom he
thought of her. For days at a time he was
capable of forgetting that he had ever been
married. They had only been together for
about fifteen months. The Party did not
permit divorce, but it rather encouraged
separation in cases where there were no
children.

Katharine was a tall, fair-haired girl, very
straight, with splendid movements. She
had a bold, aquiline face, a face that one
might have called noble wuntil one
discovered that there was as nearly as
possible nothing behind it. Very early in her
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[MapTus CTpPEMHAACHL HE IIPOCTO IMIOMELIATH
TOMy, YTOOBI MEXKAYy MYyKYHHAMH U
JKEHIIMHAMH BO3HHUKAAU y3bI, KOTOpble He
BCerga IoggalTcd ee Bo3naeilicTBuio. Ee
IIOJAMHHOM HEOOBABAEHHOM IIEABIO OBIAO
AWIIIIUTL ~ TIOAOBOM  aKT  YOOBOABCTBHSI.
FAaBHBIM Bparom ObIAa HE CTOABKO AIOOOBB,
CKOABKO BPOTHKA -- U B Opake WU BHE €TO.
Bce O0Opaku MexXay YA€HAMH —IIapTHHU
YTBEPKIOAA OCOOBIH KOMUTET, U -- XOTH 3TOT
OPUHIUIN HE IIPOBO3TAAIIIAAU OTKPBITO,
€CAM  CO3[1aBaAOCh  BIIEYaTAE€HHE,  UTO
Oynyrve CyIIpyTH dr3ugecKu
IPUBAEKATEABHBl [PYT [Ad Apyra, HM
OTKas3blBaAM B paspelleHuu. Y Opaka
OpU3HABAAU TOABKO OHY LIEAD:
IPOU3BOOUTH neren At CAY?KObI
rocyzapcTBy. [ToroBoe CHOILIEHHE CAEZOBAAO
paccMartpuBaTh Kak MaAEHBKYIO
IPOTUBHYIO IPOLIEAYPY, BPOJAe KAU3MBL. ITO
TOXKE HUKOTAA HE OOBIBASIAM MPSIMO, HO
HCIOABOAbL  BKOAAQUHBAaAH B  KaxKIOrO
napruiina ¢ gercrBa. CylecTBOBaAH aaxke
opranuzanuu  Hamomobue  MoAOOEKHOTO
AHTUIIOAOBOTO COI03a, IIPOIIOBEIOBABIIIHE
[OAHOE IIeAOMyZpHe [Ad O0OOHMX IIOAOB.
3ayaTve OOAKHO IIPOHMCXOAUTEH  IIyTEM
HCKYCCTBEHHOTO OCEMEHEHHs (uckoc Ha
HOBOsI3€), B  OOILIECTBEHHBLIX IIYHKTAaX.
Yuncron 3HaA, dYro 910 TpeboBaHUE
BBIIBUTAAU HE COBCEM BCEpPbE3, HO, B
O0IlIEM, OHO BIIMCBIBAAOCH B HIEOAOTHIO
HapTUH. [Maptuga  crpeMuaach  youTh
IOAOBOM HWHCTUHKT, a pa3 YOUTH HEAB3s, TO
XOTsI ObI U3BPATUTD U 3aradykaTh. 3a4eM 3TO
HA/0, OH He IIOHUMAaA: HO U YOUBAATHCS TYT
6bIA0 HedeMy. YTO KacaeTcs 3IKEHIIMH,
napTUsd B 3TOM HU3PAAHO IIpeyCIieAa.

On BHOBB nomymaa o KoatpuH. [IeBATb...
OECATh... IOYTH OOWMHHAAIATE AET, KAaK OHU
pasomanucsk. Ho mo 4dero penko oH o HeH
aymaer. VHorma 3a HemeaAlo HH pasy He
BCIIOMHUT, 4YTO ObIA XeHaT. OHU TPOKUAU
BCEro maTHAAIATh MecsaueB. Pa3Bog naptusa
3ampeTHAa, HO PaCXOAUTHCS Oe3NeTHBIM He
IPENATCTBOBAAA, HA00OPOT.

KoTpun Oblaa BBICOKAsl, O4YEHb IIPsIMast
GAOHAVHKA, naxke rpanuosHas. YeTkoe, C
OPAMHBIM IIPO(PUAEM AWII0 €€ MOXKHO ObIAO
Ha3BaTb OAATOPOIHEIM -- [IOKA ThI HE IIOHSIA,
4TO 3a HHM HACTOABKO HHYEro HET,
HACKOABKO 3TO BOOOIIE BO3MOXKHO. YKe B



married life he had decided -- though
perhaps it was only that he knew her more
intimately than he knew most people -- that
she had without exception the most stupid,
vulgar, empty mind that he had ever
encountered. She had not a thought in her
head that was not a slogan, and there was
no imbecility, absolutely none that she was
not capable of swallowing if the Party
handed it out to her. “The human sound-
track” he nicknamed her in his own mind.
Yet he could have endured living with her if
it had not been for just one thing -- sex.

As soon as he touched her she seemed to
wince and stiffen. To embrace her was like
embracing a jointed wooden image. And
what was strange was that even when she
was clasping him against her he had the
feeling that she was simultaneously
pushing him away with all her strength.
The rigidlty of her muscles managed to
convey that impression. She would lie there
with shut eyes, neither resisting nor co-
operating  but  submitting. It was
extraordinarily embarrassing, and, after a
while, horrible. But even then he could
have borne living with her if it had been
agreed that they should remain celibate.
But curiously enough it was Katharine who
refused this. They must, she said, produce
a child if they could. So the performance
continued to happen, once a week quite
regulariy, whenever it was not impossible.
She even used to remind him of it in the
morning, as something which had to be
done that evening and which must not be
forgotten. She had two names for it. One
was “making a baby”, and the other was
“our duty to the Party” (yes, she had
actually used that phrase). Quite soon he
grew to have a feeling of positive dread
when the appointed day came round. But
luckily no child appeared, and in the end
she agreed to give up trying, and soon
afterwards they parted.

Winston sighed inaudibly. He picked up his
pen again and wrote:

She threw herself down on the bed, and at
once, without any kind of preliminary in the
most coarse, horrible way you can imagine,
pulled up her skirt. I--

He saw himself standing there in the dim
lamplight, with the smell of bugs and cheap
scent in his nostrils, and in his heart a
feeling of defeat and resentment which even
at that moment was mixed up with the
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caMOM HadaA€ COBMECTHOM KM3HU YHUHCTOH

pElINA -- BIIPOYEM, TOABKO IIOTOMY, OBITH
MOZKET, 4YTO y3Haa ee OAMXKe, YeM APYrux
AlOfIeH, -- 4TO HHKOTr[a He BcTpedaa Goaee
TAYIIOTO, TIOILIAOTO, IIyCTOTO  CO3/IaHH.

MpbicAn B ee TOAOBE BCe /10 €IMHOM COCTOSIAH
U3 AO3YHIOB, M He OBIAO Ha CBETe TaKOH
axyHeH, KOTOpoM OBl OHa He CKAeBaaa C
pyku y maptuu. «Xoagduii rpaMModoH» --
npo3Baa OH ee mpo cebsa. Ho oH 06wl
BBIIEPKaA COBMECTHYIO XKHM3Hb, €CAH OBl He
OflHa BEIIb -- [IOCTEAB.

CTOonAO TOABKO IIPUKOCHYTBCHA K HeH, Kak
OHa B3AparuBasa M lerneHeaa. OOGHATH ee
OBIAO -- BCE PABHO YTO OOHSATH AEPEBSIHHBIH

MaHEKEH. u CTPaHHO: KOorza  OHa
IpuxKHuMasa ero K cebe, y Hero ObIAO
9yBCTBO, 4YTO OHA B TO K€ BpeMd
OTTAAKHBaeT €ro H30 BCeX CHA. Takoe
BIIEYATAEHHE CO3/IaBAAM €€ OKOYEHEABIE
meinnesl. OHa  AeXaaa C  3aKPBITBIMHU

raa3aMy, He COIIPOTHBASISICH U He IIoMoras,
a noduursisice. CriepBa 3TO IIPUBOJHAO €TO B
KpaifHee 3aMelIaTeAbCTBO; [IOTOM €MY CTaA0
KyTKO. Ho OH Bce paBHO GBI BBEITEPIIEA, ECAU
GBI OHU YCAOBHAUCH GOABIIIE He craTh. Kak
HH YOUBHUTEABHO, Ha 95TO HE COLAACHAACh
Korpun. MBI DOAXKHBI, CKa3asa OHa, €CAM
yaacTcs, poauThk pebeHka. Tak 4To 3aHATHSA
[IPOZIOAKAAUCH, U BIIOAHE PELYASIPHO, pa3 B
HEIIEAIO, ECAU K TOMY He ObIAO IIPENATCTBUHN.
OHa fnake HAIIOMHHAaAA €My II0 yTpaM, 4TO
UM IIPEACTOUT CETOAHS BeYepoM, -- 1abbl OH
He 3abbia. [lag 3TOrOo y Hee OblaO nOBa
Ha3BaHud. OgHO -- «IoAyMaThk O pebeHKe»,
Oopyroe -- «HAIll MapTUHHBIA [0AD» (Za, OHA
HMEHHO TaK BbIpakasach). [JOBOABHO CKOPO
nNpubAMKEeHHE HA3HAYEHHOrO MHS CTaA0
BBI3BIBATh ¥ Hero (hopMeHHBIH yxkac. Ho, K
cyacThio, pebeHKa He IIOAYYHAOCH, KATpHH
pelraa IIPeKPaTHUTh I[IONBITKH, H BCKODPE
OHHU PA30IIAUCE.

YuncToH 06e33By4yHO B3m0xXHyA. OH CHOBa
B35IA PY4YKY M HaIlHCaA:

JKeHwuHa 6pocunace HA Kpogams U Cpasy,
b6e3 ecsikux npeducnosuil, ¢ Heonucyemou
2pybocmuio U 8Y/b2APHOCMBIO  3a0pana
tobky. ...

On yBumea cebd TaMm, IPH TYCKAOM CBeTe
AaMIIBI, M CHOBa yJapuA B HOC 3amax
JEIIeBbIX JAYyXOB C  KAOIIAMH, CHOBa
CTECHHUAOCh CepAIle OT BO3MYIIEHHUS U
feccuaMs, W TakK e, KaK B Ty MHUHYTY,



thought of Katharine’s white body, frozen
for ever by the hypnotic power of the Party.
Why did it always have to be like this? Why
could he not have a woman of his own
instead of these filthy scuffles at intervals
of years? But a real love affair was an
almost unthinkable event. The women of
the Party were all alike. Chastity was as
deep ingrained in them as Party loyalty. By
careful early conditioning, by games and
cold water, by the rubbish that was dinned
into them at school and in the Spies and
the Youth League, by lectures, parades,
songs, slogans, and martial music, the
natural feeling had been driven out of
them. His reason told him that there must
be exceptions, but his heart did not believe
it. They were all impregnable, as the Party
intended that they should be. And what he
wanted, more even than to be loved, was to
break down that wall of virtue, even if it
were only once in his whole life. The sexual
act, successfully performed, was rebellion.
Desire was thoughtcrime. Even to have
awakened Katharine, if he could have
achieved it, would have been like a
seduction, although she was his wife.

But the rest of the story had got to be
written down. He wrote:

I turned up the lamp. When I saw her in the
light--

After the darkness the feeble light of the
paraffin lamp had seemed very bright. For
the first time he could see the woman
properly. He had taken a step towards her
and then halted, full of lust and terror. He
was painfully conscious of the risk he had
taken in coming here. It was perfectly
possible that the patrols would catch him
on the way out: for that matter they might
be waiting outside the door at this moment.
If he went away without even doing what he
had come here to do--!

It had got to be written down, it had got to
be confessed. What he had suddenly seen
in the lamplight was that the woman was
old. The paint was plastered so thick on her
face that it looked as though it might crack
like a cardboard mask. There were streaks
of white in her hair; but the truly dreadful
detail was that her mouth had fallen a little
open, revealing nothing except a cavernous
blackness. She had no teeth at all.

He  wrote
handwriting:

hurriedly, in  scrabbling
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BCIIOMHHA OH Oeaoe Teao KoTpuH, HaBeKH
OKOYEHEBIllee [0 THIIHO30M HapTHH.
[Touemy Bcerma AoAXKHO ObITH Tak? [loyemy
Y HEro He MOKeT ObITH CBOEH KEHIIWHBI U
YAEA €ro -- I'pA3HblE, TOPOIIAMBBIEC CAYYKH,
pasneaeHHble rogaMu? HopMaabHBIH poMaH

-- 9TO YTO-TO IIOYTH HEMbICAMMoOe. Bce
napTHUHHBIE 2KEHILTHBI OQUHAKOBBI.
LlenoMyapre BKOAOYEHO B HHX TaK 3Ke
KpPemKo, KakK [PeJaHHOCTb  IIapTHH.
[TpomymaHHOMK 06paboTKoH ChIZMaAa,
UTpaMH M XOAOAHBIMH  KyHAHUIMH,
B30POM, KOTOPBIM HX IIHYKaAU B IIIKOAE, B
pasBeqyHKax, B MOAOHZEKHOM  COIO3e,
[OKAQaMH, rapagamu, TIECHSMH,

AO3yHTaMU, BOEHHOM MY3BIKON B HUX YOHAU
€CTeCTBEHHOE 4yBCTBO. PasyMm roBopua emy,
YTO MOAXKHBI OBITH MCKAIOYEHHs, HO CEpJLe
OTKa3bIBaAOCH BEPUTE. OHu BCE
HEIIPUCTYIIHbI -- IIapTHs A00HAACh CBOETO.
U eme Ooable, 4eM OBITH AIOOMMBIM, €My
XOTEAOCH -- IIyCTh TOABKO pa3 B XKHU3HU --
OpobuTh 3Ty CTEHy mobpomereAu. YaadHbBIH
TIOAOBOH aKT -- yKe BoccraHue. CrpacTh --
MbICAEIIpecTyIIAeHMe. Pacronuts K3TpuH --
ecan ObI yHasochk -- U TO OBIAO OBI 4eM-TO
BPO/Ie COBpAIIIEHHs, XOTd OHa EMY JK€Ha.

Ho mamo 6pmao mommcaTe no KoHmoa. OH
HaIIUCaA:

S npubasun oeHs 8 namne. Koeda s1 ysuden
ee npu ceeme...

ITocae TEMHOTBI YaxAbIH OTOHEK
KEPOCHHOBOH AaMIIbl IIOKa3aACsd O4YE€Hb
sapkuM. TOABKO Temepb OH pPasTAIEA

JKEHIMUHY Kak caexyeT. OH LIArHyA K HeH u
OCTAHOBHACSI, Pa3pbIBasICh MEXKIY ITOXOTHIO
u yxacoMm. OH co3HaBaas, 4YEM pPHCKYET,
npunada crooga. BrioaHe BO3MOXKHO, 4TO IIPH
BBIXOJI€ €T0 CXBATUT I1aTPYyAb; MOXKET OBITH,
yXe celdyac ero XAyT 3a aBepbio. [laxke
€CAW OH YHUIeT, He CAeAaB TOTO, Pagy dero
nputeal..

Oro Hamo OBIAO 3amucarbh, HAOO ObIAO
HUCIIOBEAThCSI. A yYBUOEA OH IIPU CBeETe
AAMIIBI -- YTO JKEHINMHA cmapas.. PymsiHa
A€XKaAH HaA AWIE TAKUM TOACTBIM CAOEM,
4TO, KaszaaoChb, TPECHYT ceddyac, Kak
KapTOHHAs MacKa. B BoAocax cefple TIpsiau;
U caMasl XKyTKasl IeTaAb: POT IIPHUOTKPBIACH,
a B HEM -- HHYEro, 4epHbIM, Kak IIelepa.
Hu oxnoro 3yba.

TopornanBo, BAAKUMH OYKBaMH OH HAIIHCAA:



When I saw her in the light she was quite an
old woman, fifty years old at least. But I
went ahead and did it just the same.

He pressed his fingers against his eyelids
again. He had written it down at last, but it
made no difference. The therapy had not
worked. The urge to shout filthy words at
the top of his voice was as strong as ever.
VII

If there is hope, wrote Winston, it lies in the
proles.

If there was hope, it must lie in the proles,
because only there in those swarming
disregarded masses, 85 per cent of the
population of Oceania, could the force to
destroy the Party ever be generated. The
Party could not be overthrown from within.
Its enemies, if it had any enemies, had no
way of coming together or even of
identifying one another. Even if the
legendary Brotherhood existed, as just
possibly it might, it was inconceivable that
its members could ever assemble in larger
numbers than twos and threes. Rebellion
meant a look in the eyes, an inflexion of the
voice, at the most, an occasional whispered
word. But the proles, if only they could
somehow become conscious of their own
strength. would have no need to conspire.
They needed only to rise up and shake
themselves like a horse shaking off flies. If
they chose they could blow the Party to
pieces tomorrow morning. Surely sooner or
later it must occur to them to do it? And
yet--!

He remembered how once he had been
walking down a crowded street when a
tremendous shout of hundreds of voices
women’s voices -- had burst from a side-
street a little way ahead. It was a great
formidable cry of anger and despair, a deep,
loud “Oh-0-0-0-oh!” that went humming on
like the reverberation of a bell. His heart
had leapt. It’s started! he had thought. A
riot! The proles are breaking loose at last!
When he had reached the spot it was to see
a mob of two or three hundred women
crowding round the stalls of a street
market, with faces as tragic as though they
had been the doomed passengers on a

sinking ship. But at this moment the
general despair broke down into a
multitude of individual quarrels. It

appeared that one of the stalls had been
selling tin saucepans. They were wretched,
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Koz0a s yeuden ee npu ceeme, OHaA
okaszanace coscem cmapoil, el 6vbLlo He
MeHbue namudecsmu. Ho s He
ocmaHosuscst U 008esl 0esio 00 KOHUA.

YUHCTOH ONSATH Ha¥XKaA ITAaAbIIAMH Ha BEKH.
Hy BoT, OH Bce 3amucas, a HUYErO HeE
U3MEHUAOCh. Aeuenue He TIOMOTAO.
BrIpyraTbcst BO BECH TOAOC XOTEAOCH HUUYTH
HE MEHBIIIE,

VII

Ecnu ecmov Haldexoa (mucaa YHHCTOH), mo
OHA 8 NPONAX.

Ecau ecth Hagexkma, TO OOAbILIE € Herzae
OBITH: TOABKO B IIPOAAX, B 9TO# KAyOsIeics
Ha TOCyZapCTBEHHBIX 3aJBOPKaxX Macce,
KOTOpasl COCTaBASIET BOCEMBAECAT IIATH
IIpoIeHTOB HaceaeHHs OKeaHWH, MOXKET
pOAUTBECH CHAAQ, CIOCOOHAs YHHYTOXKUTH
napruio. IlapTuio  HeAb3d  CBEPrHYyTH
u3HyTpu. Ee Bparu -- ecan y Hee ecTh Bparu
-- He MOTYT COEAUHUTBHCH, HE MOLYT [aKe
y3HaTh ApPYT Apyra. [lake ecAnu CYIIeCTBYET
sereHmgapHoe BpatcrBo a 9TO0 He
HCKAIOYEHO, -- HeAb3d cebe IIpencTaBUTh,
9TOOBI YAEHBI €r0 COOHMpPaANCh TI'PYIIIaMH
Ooabllle ABYX HAM TPeX 4YeAoBeK. Mx OyHT --
BbIpa’K€HHE TIAa3, HHTOHAIMA B TOAOCE;
caMoe GoAblIIee -- CAOBEYKO, IIPOM3HECEHHOE
LIEIOTOM. A IIpoAaM, €CAM Obl TOABKO OHH
MOTAHU OCO3HaTh CBOIO CHAY, 3arOBOPBI HH K
qemy. UM  mocraTodHO BCTaThb u
BCTPSIXHYTBCSI -- KaK AOIIAAb CTPSAXUBAET
Myx. CTOUT MM 3aXOTeTh, M 3aBTPa yTPOM
OHM pPa3HEeCyT IIapTHIO B ILIENKH. PaHO mamM
IIO3QHO OHHU A0 3Toro goaymatorcd. Hol..

KaK OOHAXKObI IIIEA IIO
M BAPYr U3 IepeyAKa

OH BCIIOMHUA,
AIOTHOM  yAHIIE,

BIIEpeX BBIPBAACH  OLAYIINTEABHBIH, B
TBICAYY TAOTOK, KpPHK, IKEHCKHM KpHK.
MormHeb1i, TPO3HBIM  BOIABR THEBaA WU
oT4yadgHHs, IycToe «A-a-a-aly, ryadiee, Kak
KonOoKoA. Cepane y HEro 3acTydaao.
Hagaaoce! -- moaymaa oH. Marex!

Haxkonerl-to oHM Boccraau! OH IIOIOIIIEA
OAMIKE M YBHUAEA TOAILY: ABECTH HAU TPHUCTA
JKEHIIUH CTrPYAUANCH IIEPe PBIHOYHBIMH
AapbKaMH, MW AWIA Yy  HHUX  OBIAK
Tparudeckre, KaK Yy IIacCaXHpoB Ha
TOHyILIIEM IIapoxoze. Y HEro Ha raasax
obbequHEHHAs OTYasgHUEM ToAla OyaTo
pacnasack: pasapobuaack Ha OCTPOBKHU
OTHAEABHBIX ccop. [lo-BHAMMOMY, OOMH U3
AapBKOB TOProBaA KacCTploAdMu. YOorwue,
YTABIE KECTSIHKH -- HO KYXOHHYIO IIOCYLYy
Bcerza OBIAO TPYAHO [ocTaTk. A ceifyac



flimsy things, but cooking-pots of any kind
were always difficult to get. Now the supply
had unexpectedly given out. The successful

women, bumped and jostled by the rest,
were trying to make off with their
saucepans while dozens of others

clamoured round the stall, accusing the
stall-keeper of favouritism and of having
more saucepans somewhere in reserve.
There was a fresh outburst of yells. Two
bloated women, one of them with her hair
coming down, had got hold of the same
saucepan and were trying to tear it out of
one another’s hands. For a moment they
were both tugging, and then the handle
came off. Winston watched them
disgustedly. And yet, just for a moment,
what almost frightening power had
sounded in that cry from only a few
hundred throats! Why was it that they
could never shout like that about anything
that mattered?

He wrote:

Until they become conscious they will never
rebel, and until after they have rebelled they
cannot become conscious.

That, he reflected, might almost have been
a transcription from one of the Party
textbooks. The Party claimed, of course, to
have liberated the proles from bondage.
Before the Revolution they had been
hideously oppressed by the capitalists, they
had been starved and flogged, women had
been forced to work in the coal mines
(women still did work in the coal mines, as
a matter of fact), children had been sold
into the factories at the age of six. But
simultaneously, true to the Principles of
doublethink, the Party taught that the
proles were natural inferiors who must be
kept in subjection, like animals, by the
application of a few simple rules. In reality
very little was known about the proles. It
was not necessary to know much. So long
as they continued to work and breed, their
other activities were without importance.
Left to themselves, like cattle turned loose
upon the plains of Argentina, they had
reverted to a style of life that appeared to be
natural to them, a sort of ancestral pattern.
They were born, they grew up in the
gutters, they went to work at twelve, they
passed through a brief blossoming-period of
beauty and sexual desire, they married at
twenty, they were middle-aged at thirty,
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TOBap HEOXXUIaHHO KOHYHUACS.
CYacTAUBUIIBI, ITPOBOXKAEMbBIE TOAYKAMH H
TBIYKAMH, IIPOTUCKHUBAAUCH IIPOYH  CO
CBOMMH KaCTPIOASIMH, a HeyJadAUBBIE
rasfleAl BOKDPYT AapbKa M OOBHHSAU
AapedHHKa B TOM, YTO [aeT o 6aary, 4To
npg4YeT IMOoJ NPHUAABKOM. Paspmasca HOBBIH
KPUK. Be TOACTYXH omHAa ¢
PacCIIyIIeHHBIMH BOAOCAMH -- BIEIIHAWCH B
KaCTPIOABKY U TSHYAH B pa3HbI€ CTOPOHBI.
O6e nmepHyAH, pydKa OTOpPBasacCh. YHHCTOH
HabAomaa ¢ orBpamieHueM. OAHaAKO Kakas
JKe YycTpallaiollas CHAa IIpo3Bydasa B
KpHUKe BCEro IBYXCOT HAM TPEXCOT T'OAOCOB!
Hy mouemMy oHHM HHKOrza He KPHUKHYT TakK
Hu3-3a 4eTo-HUOyAb cTodIero!

OH Hamnucaa:
OHu Hukoz0a He 830yHmMyrwmesl, noka He

cmanym cozHamenbHbIMU, a
CO3HAMENbHbIMU He CmaHym, noka He
836yHMyromcesi.

[IpsMo Kak W3 NapTHHHOTO Yy4ueOHHKA
dpaza, noaymas oH. IlapThg, KOHEYHO,
YTBEpKOaAa, YTO OCBODOOAMAA IIPOAOB OT
uenei. Jlo PpEeBOAIOIIMM HMX  CTPAlIHO
YTHETaAW KaIlUTaAHCTBI, MOPHUAM T'OAOJIOM H
IOPOAH, JKEHIIUH 3aCTaBAIAU paboTaTh B

maxrax (MeXay —IPOYHM, OHH  TaMm
paboTaloT [0 CHUX IIOp), AeTeH B IIECTb AET
IpoaaBasu Ha ¢abpuxwu. Ho
OHOBPEMEHHO, B COOTBETCTBHU c

IPUHITAIIOM [JBOEMBICAWS, IapTHS V4HAQ,
YTO IIPOABI II0O CBOEH IIPHUPOZE HU3IINE
CyLIecTBa, HX, KaK 3IKUBOTHBIX, HAamIo
nepxkaTh B IIOBHHOBEHHH, PYKOBOJACTBYSCH
HECKOABKHMH IIPOCTBIMH IIpaBHAaMHU. B
CYILHOCTH, O IIpOAaxX 3HaAM OYEHb Maao.
MHoro ¥ He3adeM 3HATh. AUIIL ObI
TPYAUAUCH U PA3MHOXKAAUCH -- & TaM IIyCTb
[eAaroT 4To XOoTdaT. IIpemocraBaeHHbIE caMu
cebe, KaK CKOT Ha paBHHUHAX APreHTHHEI,
OHHM BCerfa BO3BpAIllaAWCh K TOMy 06pasy
JKU3HU, KOTOPBI# OAd HHUX ECTECTBEH,
IIAM IO cTonaM mpenkoB. OHU pPoOXKIAIOTCS,
pacTtyr B TIpsi3H, B [ABEHAAUATb A€T
Ha4YUHAIOT paborarts, IepPEKUBAIOT
KOPOTKHUM ITepHO/ (PU3UYIECKOro paclBeTa U
CEKCYaAbHOCTH, B ABALIATh AT JKEHATCH, B
TPUAIIATL YK€ HEMOAOAbI, K IIEeCTUIOECATH
06bI9HO yMuparoT. Takeabni (pU3NUECKUt



they died, for the most part, at sixty. Heavy
physical work, the care of home and
children, petty quarrels with neighbours,
films, football, beer, and above all,
gambling, filled up the horizon of their
minds. To keep them in control was not
difficult. A few agents of the Thought Police
moved always among them, spreading false
rumours and marking down and
eliminating the few individuals who were
judged capable of becoming dangerous; but
no attempt was made to indoctrinate them
with the ideology of the Party. It was not
desirable that the proles should have
strong political feelings. All that was
required of them was a primitive patriotism
which could be appealed to whenever it was
necessary to make them accept longer
working-hours or shorter rations. And even
when they became discontented, as they
sometimes did, their discontent led
nowhere, because being without general
ideas, they could only focus it on petty
specific grievances. The larger evils
invariably escaped their notice. The great
majority of proles did not even have
telescreens in their homes. Even the civil
police interfered with them very little. There
was a vast amount of criminality in
London, a whole world-within-a-world of
thieves, bandits, prostitutes, drug-peddlers,
and racketeers of every description; but
since it all happened among the proles
themselves, it was of no importance. In all
questions of morals they were allowed to
follow their ancestral code. The sexual
puritanism of the Party was not imposed
upon them. Promiscuity went unpunished,
divorce was permitted. For that matter,
even religious worship would have been
permitted if the proles had shown any sign
of needing or wanting it. They were beneath
suspicion. As the Party slogan put it:
“Proles and animals are free.”

Winston reached down and cautiously
scratched his varicose ulcer. It had begun
itching again. The thing you invariably
came back to was the impossibility of
knowing what life before the Revolution had
really been like. He took out of the drawer a
copy of a children’s history textbook which
he had borrowed from Mrs. Parsons, and
began copying a passage into the diary:

In the old days (it ran), before the glorious
Revolution, London was not the beautiful
city that we know today. It was a dark,
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TPyHA, 3aboTbl O OOME U MOEeTdIX, MEAKHe
CBapbl C COCEAsMH, KMHO, (pyTb0A, THBO H,
TAaBHOE, a3apTHBIE UTPHI -- BOT U BCE, YTO
BMeIllaeTCd B UX KPYro3op. YIpaBAdTb UMH
HecAoKHO Cpenu HHX BCera BpallaloTcs
areHThl IIOAHIIUH MBICAEH -- BBIIBAGIOT U
YCTpPaHAIT TeX, KIO MOTr Obl cCTaTh
OITaCHBIM; HO IIPHOOHUTHL UX K HapTUHHOMN
uneororun He crpeMmarcd. Cunraercsa
HeXKeAATEeABHBIM, 9TOOBI TIPOABI
HUCHBITHIBAAU OOABIIION MHTEPEC K IIOAUTHKE.
OrT HHUX TpebyeTcs AWIIb IIPUMHTHBHBIN
IaTPUOTU3M 4yTOOBI B3bIBATH K HEMY.
KOorfa HAeT pedb o6 ymauHeHHU pabodero
OHA UAW O COKpAIleHHHU ITaMKOB. A €CAH U
0BAQIEBa€T HMH HEI0BOABCTBO TaKoe
TOXKe OBIBAAO, -- 3TO HEIOBOABCTBO HH K
4eMy He BeaeT, KO0 m3-3a OTCYTCTBHUS
001X uaei oOpaleHo OHO TOABKO IIPOTHB
MEAKUX KOHKPETHBIX HETIPUSITHOCTEH.
Boabmine 6eabl HEM3MEHHO YCKOAB3aAHW OT
UX BHUMaHHA. Y OTPOMHOIO OOABLIIMHCTBA
IIPOAOB HET JlaKe TEACKPaHOB B KBapTHpPaX.
OObIYHAA IIOAHMIIHS 3aHHMAETCS WUMU O4Y€Hb
Mano. B AonHzmoHe cyliecTByeT rpomMangHas
IIPECTYIIHOCThb, II€AO€ TOCyZapCTBO B
rocyZapcrBe: BODEI, OaHOUTHI,
IIPOCTUTYTKH, TOPIOBILI HAPKOTHKAMH,
BBIMOTATE€AM BCEX MAacTeH; HO, IIOCKOABKY
OHa 3aMblKaeTcd B  Cpelde  IIPOAOB,
BHUMAaHUd Ha Hee He obpaaior. Bo Bcex
MOpPAaABHBIX  BOIIPOCAaX MM  II03BOAEHO
caenoBaTh OObIYasM HOpenkoB. [lapruiiHoe
CEeKCyaAbHOE IIyPUTAHCTBO Ha IIPOAOB He
pacmpocTpaHsSIAOCE. 3a pas3BpaT HUX He
IIPECAEYIOT, pas3Boabl pa3pereHsl.
Co6CTBEHHO TOBOpsl, U pPeAUTHS Oblaa OBl
paspeliieHa, €CAHM Obl IIPOABI IIPOSBHAU K
HeH CKAOHHOCTB. [IpoAbl HHZKE IOMO3PEHUHN.
Kak raacut mapTuiiHblii A03yHT: «IIpoabl u
JKUBOTHbBIE CBOOOIHED).

YUHCTOH THXOHBKO IIO4Yecaa BapHKO3HYIO
g3By. Onars Hadaacg 3ya. Boaeli-HeBoaeit
BCET/Zia BO3BpAlllaellIbcd K OJHOMY BOIIPOCY:
KakKoBa  BCe-TaKH  Oblaa  KH3Hb [0
peBoatorinu? OH BBIHYA U3 CTOAA LIKOABHBIHA
y4eOHHK HCTOPHH, OMOAXKEHHBIH y MHCCHC
ITapcoHc, U cTaa IEPENUCHIBATh B JHEBHUK.

B mpexkHee BpeMsi, [0 caaBHOM PeBoaroinm,
AoHIIOH He OBIA TEM HPEKPACHBIM T'OPOIOM,
KaKHUM MBI €r0 3HaeM CErofHsl. OTO ObIA



dirty, miserable place where hardly
anybody had enough to eat and where
hundreds and thousands of poor people had
no boots on their feet and not even a roof to
sleep under. Children no older than you had
to work twelve hours a day for cruel masters
who flogged them with whips if they worked
too slowly and fed them on nothing but stale
breadcrusts and water. But in among all this
terrible poverty there were just a few great
big beautiful houses that were lived in by
rich men who had as many as thirty
servants to look after them. These rich men
were called capitalists. They were fat, ugly
men with wicked faces, like the one in the
picture on the opposite page. You can see
that he is dressed in a long black coat which
was called a frock coat, and a queer, shiny
hat shaped like a stovepipe, which was
called a top hat. This was the uniform of the
capitalists, and no one else was allowed to
wear it. The capitalists owned everything in
the world, and everyone else was their
slave. They owned all the land, all the
houses, all the factories, and all the money.
If anyone disobeyed them they could throw
them into prison, or they could take his job
away and starve him to death. When any
ordinary person spoke to a capitalist he had
to cringe and bow to him, and take off his
cap and address him as “Sir”. The chief of
all the capitalists was called the King, and--

But he knew the rest of the catalogue.
There would be mention of the bishops in
their lawn sleeves, the judges in their
ermine robes, the pillory, the stocks, the
treadmill, the cat-o’-nine tails, the Lord
Mayor’s Banquet, and the practice of
kissing the Pope’s toe. There was also
something called the jus primae noctis,
which would probably not be mentioned in
a textbook for children. It was the law by
which every capitalist had the right to sleep
with any woman working in one of his
factories.

How could you tell how much of it was lies?
It might be true that the average human
being was better off now than he had been
before the Revolution. The only evidence to
the contrary was the mute protest in your
own bones, the instinctive feeling that the
conditions you lived in were intolerable and
that at some other time they must have
been different. It struck him that the truly
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TEMHBIH, I'PA3HBIM, MpPa4yHBIM ropoa, U TaM
IOYTH BCE JKHWAU BIIPOTOAOAB, & COTHU U
TBICSTYM OEMHSKOB XOMHAM Pa3yThIMH H HeE
UMEAU KPBIIIH HaZ TOAOBOH. [leTsM, TBOUM
CBEpPCTHHUKAM, TPUXOOUAOCH paborath
OBEHAaIlaTh YacoB B [E€Hb Ha JIKECTOKUX
X035I€B; €CAHU OHH paboTaAn MEOAEHHO, HUX
IOPOAM  KHYTOM, a  IIUTAAHUCh  OHH
4YepCTBBIMH KOpKamMu U Bogoi. Ho cpenu
9TOH y2KaCHOM HHILIETBl CTOSAM OOABIIHE
KpacuBble goma  Ooraude, KOTOPBIM
TIPUCAYKHBAAM HHOTZA OO0 TPHUALATH CAYT.
Boraun Ha3pIBaAUChH KalUTaAUCTaMH. ITO
OBIAM TOACTBIE YPOIAWBBIE AIOOU CO 3ABIMHU
AVIIAMH -- HAIIOZOOHE TOro, YTO U300pazkeH
Ha caenyrolei crpanuile. Kak Buauinb, Ha
HEM [JAWHHBIM YEepHBIM NHAXKAK, KOTODPBIH
Ha3bIBaACs (PPaKOM, U CTpPaHHAd IIEAKOBas
magna B dopMme IedyHOH TpyObl -- Tak
Ha3bIBaEMBIH IUAWHIP. 9to ObIAA
¢dopMeHHas ofekaa KaOUTaAHUCTOB, U
OOABIIIE HHUKTO HE CMEA €€ HOCHTb.
KamuraaucramM I@pHHAIAE)Xan0 Bce Ha
CBeTe, a OCTaAbHBIE AU OBIAM UX pabaMu.
UM mpuHamaekasn Bcd 3eMAsd, BCe I0Ma,
Bce (pabpuKu U BCe AEHBIH. TOro, KTo X
ocAyIlIascsi, Opocasm B TIOPBMY HAH K€
BBITOHSIAM C paboTel, dYTOOBI yMOPHTH
TOAOOM. Korma IPOCTOH YeAOBEK
pasroBapuBaA C KaIlUTaAHUCTOM, OH JIOAKEH
ObIA TIPECMBIKATBCS, KAAHATHCH, CHUMATH
mankKy ¥ Ha3plBaTh ero «cop». CaMbpif
TAABHBIH KaIllUTAAHCT HMEHOBAACS KOPOAEM

OH 3HaA 3TOT CHOHCOK HA3yboK. Bymyr

€eIMCKOIIBI C 0aTHUCTOBBIMH pyKaBaMH,
CcyabH B MaHTHSIX, OTOPOYEHHBIX
TOPHOCTAEB, IIO30PHBIH CTOAD, KOAOIKH,

TOMYaK, MAEBSITHUXBOCTAsl I[AETb, OaHKET ¥y
AOpA-MIpa, OObIYail LEeAOBaTb TydAIO Y
nanbl. BblAO ellle Tak Has3bIBaeMoOe IIPaBO
IEPBOM HOYM, HO B AETCKOM y4eGHHKE OHO,
HaBEPHO, He yIOMAHyTO. Ilo aTOMy 3aKOHY
KaIlUTaAUCT HMeEA IIpaBO CIaTh C AOOOH
paborHune cBoeit pabpuku.

Kak y3HaTh, CKOABKO TyT AXH? MoxeT
OBITH, U BIIPaBAY CPEIHUI YEAOBEK KHUBET
cefiyac Ay4lle, YeM [0 PEBOAIOLIUH.
EnuHCTBEHHOE CBHUIETEABCTBO IIPOTHUB
0e3MOABHBIH IPOTECT y Tebd B IOTPOXax,
HHCTUHKTHBHOE OIIyIIEHNE, YTO YCAOBHS
TBOEH KM3HH HEBBIHOCHMBI, YTO HEKOIAa
OHU HaeepHoe OBIAM APYTHMH. EMy IIpHIIIAOC
B TOAOBy, 4YTO CaMO€ XapaKTepHOe B



characteristic thing about modern life was
not its cruelty and insecurity, but simply
its bareness, its dinginess, its listlessness.
Life, if you looked about you, bore no
resemblance not only to the lies that
streamed out of the telescreens, but even to
the ideals that the Party was trying to
achieve. Great areas of it, even for a Party
member, were neutral and non-political, a
matter of slogging through dreary jobs,
fighting for a place on the Tube, darning a
worn-out sock, cadging a saccharine tablet,
saving a cigarette end. The ideal set up by
the Party was something huge, terrible, and
glittering -- a world of steel and concrete, of
monstrous  machines and terrifying
weapons -- a nation of warriors and
fanatics, marching forward in perfect unity,
all thinking the same thoughts and
shouting the same slogans, perpetually
working, fighting, triumphing, persecuting -
- three hundred million people all with the
same face. The reality was decaying, dingy
cities where underfed people shuffled to
and fro in leaky shoes, in patched-up
nineteenth-century houses that smelt
always of cabbage and bad lavatories. He
seemed to see a vision of London, vast and
ruinous, city of a million dustbins, and
mixed up with it was a picture of Mrs.
Parsons, a woman with lined face and
wispy hair, fiddling helplessly with a
blocked waste-pipe.

He reached down and scratched his ankle
again. Day and night the telescreens
bruised your ears with statistics proving
that people today had more food, more
clothes, better houses, better recreations --
that they lived longer, worked shorter
hours, were bigger, healthier, stronger,
happier, more intelligent, better educated,
than the people of fifty years ago. Not a
word of it could ever be proved or
disproved. The Party claimed, for example,
that today 40 per cent of adult proles were
literate: before the Revolution, it was said,
the number had only been 15 per cent. The
Party claimed that the infant mortality rate
was now only 160 per thousand, whereas
before the Revolution it had been 300 --
and so it went on. It was like a single
equation with two unknowns. It might very
well be that literally every word in the
history books, even the things that one
accepted without question, was pure
fantasy. For all he knew there might never

HBIHEITHeH XKU3HU -- HE JKEeCTOKOCTh €€ 1 He
HIATKOCTh, & IIPOCTO yOOKECTBO, TYCKAOCTD,
amatusa. OrasgHembcs BOKPYr -- W He
YBUAWIIBL HHUYETO ITOXOXKEro HH Ha AOXKb,
ABIOIIYIOCS W3 TEAEKPaHOB, HH Ha Te
uaeasbl, K KOTOPBIM CTPEMSATCS IIapTHs.
Haxke y mapruiina Ooabliiasg YacTh KHU3HHU
IIPOXOAUT BHE IIOAUTHKH: KOPIIHUIIbL Ha
HYIHOH cAyk0e, OBEeIIbCs 38 MECTO B BaroHe
METpPO,  LITONIAENIb  ABIPSIBBIH  HOCOK,
KASHYHIID caxapHHOBYIO TabAeTKY,
3aKaH4YHMBaelllb OKYpPOK. IlapTHiiHBIH naeaa
3TO HEYTO HCIIOAMHCKOE, TPO3HOE,
CBEpKalolllee: MHP CTaau U 0OeToHa,
4yAOBHUIIHBIX MAallMH K JKYTKOT'O OPYKHS,
CTpaHa BOWHOB H (DAaHATHUKOB, KOTODPBIE
HmIararoT B €IWMHOM CTPOIO, AyMAalT OIHY
MBICAb, KpHYaT OAWH AO3YHI, HEYCTaHHO
TPYAATCS cpazKaroTcs, TOP3KECTBYIOT,
KaparoT -- TPUCTA MHUAAMOHOB YEAOBEK -- U
BCE Ha OJHO AHMIO. B KXH3HU Xe -- ropoma-
TPYILIOOBI, TZ€ CHYIOT HECBHITBIE AIOOH B
XyOBIX bamrmakax, BETXUE aoma
NEeBATHAAIIATOIO BeKa, e BCeraa MaxHeT
KalycToM M HyXHHKOM. Ilepen HuM
BO3HHUKAO BHIeHHE AOHIOHA -- I'POMaHbIN
roposx pa3BaAHH, Topos MHAAHMOHA
MYCOPHBIX SIIHMKOB, -- U Ha HETO HAAOXKHACS
obpaz wMwmccuc IlapcoHC, KEHIIMHBI C
MOPIIMHUCTBIM  AHUIIOM U KUOKUMH
BOAOCAMH, 6e3HaIe:KHO KOBBIPHIOIIEH
3aCOPEHHYI0 KaHAaAU3aIIHOHHYIO TPyDy.

OH omdaTh Io4decaa AOABIKKY. [leHb U HOYb
TEeAeKpaHbl xAeuryT Tebsg 1o  ymam
CTaTUCTUKOM, MOOKAa3bIBAIOT, YTO Y AIOAEH
ceromHa OOABIIIE €abl, OOABIIE OMEXKIBI,
Aydllle I0Ma, BeCeAee pa3BA€UEHHS, YTO OHHU
JKUBYT OOABLIIe, PAGOTAIOT MEHBIIIE U CAMH
cTaan  KpyIIHee, 3/I0pOBEE, CHALHEE,
cyacTAMBee, yMHee, IIPOCBEIEHHEe, YeM
OATBAECAT AeT Hasan. Hu caoBa TyT HeAb3s
[0KA3aTh U HEAB3s OIPOBEPTHYTH. IlapTug,
HAIpUMeEp, YTBEPKOAET, YTO TPaAMOTHBI
CerogHs COpPOK IIPOLIEHTOB  B3POCABIX
IIPOAOB, a OO PEBOAIOIIMU TPAMOTHBIX OBIAO
TOABKO TISITHAALATH [POLEHTOB. IlapTus
yTBepKOAeT, 4YTo [eTCKasd CMePTHOCTb
CEerofHs -- BCEr0 CTO IIECTHAECAT Ha
TBICSUY, & 0 PEBOAIOIIMM Oblaa -- TPHCTA...
U Tak gasee. OTO YTO-TO BPOAE OILHOIO
ypaBHEHHUS C AByMs Heu3BeCTHbIMU. OdYeHb
MOXKeT OBITh, YTO OYKBAABHO KaiKZI0OE€ CAOBO

B HCTOPHYECKHX KHHXKKaX -- [Jaxe Te,
KOTOpPBIE IIPUHHUMAaCIIb Kak
caMOO4Y€BUOHBIE, -- YUCTBIH BBIMBICEA. KTO
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have been any such law as the jus primae
noctis, or any such creature as a capitalist,
or any such garment as a top hat.

Everything faded into mist. The past was
erased, the erasure was forgotten, the lie
became truth. Just once in his life he had
possessed -- after the event: that was what
counted -- concrete, unmistakable evidence
of an act of falsification. He had held it
between his fingers for as long as thirty
seconds. In 1973, it must have been -- at
any rate, it was at about the time when he
and Katharine had parted. But the really
relevant date was seven or eight years
earlier.

The story really began in the middle sixties,
the period of the great purges in which the
original leaders of the Revolution were
wiped out once and for all. By 1970 none of
them was left, except Big Brother himself.
All the rest had by that time been exposed
as traitors and counter-revolutionaries.
Goldstein had fled and was hiding no one
knew where, and of the others, a few had
simply disappeared, while the majority had
been executed after spectacular public
trials at which they made confession of
their crimes. Among the last survivors were
three men named Jones, Aaronson, and
Rutherford. It must have been in 1965 that
these three had been arrested. As often
happened, they had vanished for a year or
more, so that one did not know whether
they were alive or dead, and then had
suddenly been brought forth to incriminate
themselves in the usual way. They had
confessed to intelligence with the enemy (at
that date, too, the enemy was Eurasia),
embezzlement of public funds, the murder
of various trusted Party members, intrigues
against the leadership of Big Brother which
had started long before the Revolution
happened, and acts of sabotage causing the
death of hundreds of thousands of people.
After confessing to these things they had
been pardoned, reinstated in the Party, and
given posts which were in fact sinecures
but which sounded important. All three had
written long, abject articles in the Times,
analysing the reasons for their defection
and promising to make amends.

Some time after their release Winston had
actually seen all three of them in the
Chestnut Tree Café. He remembered the
sort of terrified fascination with which he
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€ro 3HaeT, MOXKET, M He OBIA0 HHKOTIA
TAKOTO 3aKOHAa, KaK I[IpaBO IIepBOH HOYH,
HAM TaKOH TBapH, KakK KaIlUTAAHCT, HAH
TAKOI'0 F'OAOBHOIO ybopa, Kak LUAUHID.

Bce pacnasiBaerca B Tymane. IIporaoe
MOMYMIIIEHO, IIOMYUCTKa 3abbITa, AOXKbDb
cTasa OpaBioi. AUIIB OOHAXKABI B KHU3HU
OH pacroAaraa -- IOCA€ COOBITHI, BOT YTO
BaXXHO SICHBIM M HEIBYCMBICAEHHBIM
[I0KA3aTeABCTBOM TOTO, UYTO COBEpIIEeHAa
noaaeska. OH Aep:Kaa €ro B PyKax ILEABIX
IOAMHHYTBI. Bbir0 3TO, Kaxkercsa, B 1973

rofdy... CAOBOM, B TO BpeEMs, KOorfga OH
paccraaca ¢ KoatpuH. Ho peuyp mma o
COOBITHSIX ~ CEMH- HAM  BOCBMHAETHeEH
JIaBHOCTH.

Hawasace aTa uHcTOpHA B  CepeauHe

LIECTHUAECATHIX TOMOB, B II€PHOL OOABIIHX
YHCTOK, KOTZIa OBIAM ITOTOAOBHO HCTPEOACHBI
IIOOAMHHBIE BOXOHW peBoatormu. K 1970
roay B JKHUBBIX HE OCTaAOCh HH OJHOTO,
kpoMe Crapurero Bpata. Becex pazobrauvan
KakK IpefaTeAeii U KOHTPPEBOAIOIIMOHEPOB.
TFoancreiin cOexkaa U CKPBIBAACS HEBEIOMO
rae, KTO-TO IIPOCTO HC4Ye3, OOABIIMHCTBO Ke
ocA€ IIYMHBIX IIPOLIECCOB, TIe  Bce
IPHU3HAAHUCH B CBOHUX IIPECTYIIACHHSAX, ObIAO
kKa3HeHo. Cpeay IOCAE€IHUX, KOTO IIOCTHUTAA
3Ta y4acTb, Ob1AM Tpoe: [I:KoHC, APOHCOH H
Peszepdopa. Mx B3siaM romy B IIIECTBAECAT
naroM. [Io oOBIKHOBEHHIO, OHH HMCYE3AH Ha
oM HMAMW TOJ C AWUIIIHHM, M HHUKTO HE 3Haa,
KHUBBl OHHM HAM HET; HO IIOTOM HX BAPYT
U3BAGKAM mabbl OHHM, KakK IIPHHATO,
uzobanumau cebs camu. OHU IPU3HAAUCE B
CHOIIIEHHSX C BparoM (Torma BparoMm TOXKe
6r1aa EBpasus), B pactpare oOlIeCTBEHHBIX
¢doHIoB, B ybuiicree IpeaaHHbIX
napTUineB, B IIOAKOIAX IO PYKOBOACTBO
Crapmero BpaTa, KOTOPBIMH OHHU 3aHAAWCH
enle 3aJ0ATO pi(o) PEBOAIOILTHN, BO
BPEOUTEABCKHUX aKTaX, CTOMBIIUX IKHU3HHU
COTHSM ThIca4 Arofed. [IpusHaauch, OblAM
TIIOMHAOBaHbI, BOCCTAHOBAEHBI B IIapPTHUH H
TIOAYYHAH IIOCTBI, II0 Ha3BaHHIO BazKHbIE, a
10 CyTH -- CHHEKyphl. Bce Tpoe BBICTyIIHAH
C [OAVHHBIMH IIOKassHHBIMH CTaTbsIMH B
«Tatimc», Te paccMaTpUBaAKM KOPHHU CBOEH
U3MEHBI U 00€IIaAl UCKYIIUTDH BUHY.

TTocae ux 0CBODOXKIEHUA Yuncrou
[EACTBUTEABHO BHIEA BCIO TPOHIY B Kade
«Ilox kamrramom». OH HabAOmaA 3a HUMH
HCITOATHILIKA, C y?KACOM W HE MOT OTOPBAaTh



had watched them out of the corner of his
eye. They were men far older than himself,
relics of the ancient world, almost the last
great figures left over from the heroic days
of the Party. The glamour of the
underground struggle and the civil war still
faintly clung to them. He had the feeling,
though already at that time facts and dates
were growing blurry, that he had known
their names years earlier than he had
known that of Big Brother. But also they
were outlaws, enemies, untouchables,
doomed with absolute certainty to
extinction within a year or two. No one who
had once fallen into the hands of the
Thought Police ever escaped in the end.
They were corpses waiting to be sent back
to the grave.

There was no one at any of the tables
nearest to them. It was not wise even to be
seen in the neighbourhood of such people.
They were sitting in silence before glasses
of the gin flavoured with cloves which was
the speciality of the café. Of the three, it
was Rutherford whose appearance had
most impressed Winston. Rutherford had
once been a famous caricaturist, whose
brutal cartoons had helped to inflame
popular opinion before and during the
Revolution. Even now, at long intervals, his
cartoons were appearing in the Times. They

were simply an imitation of his earlier
manner, and curiously lifeless and
unconvincing. Always they were a

rehashing of the ancient themes -- slum
tenements, starving children, street battles,
capitalists in top hats -- even on the
barricades the capitalists still seemed to
cling to their top hats an endless, hopeless
effort to get back into the past. He was a
monstrous man, with a mane of greasy grey
hair, his face pouched and seamed, with
thick negroid lips. At one time he must
have been immensely strong; now his great
body was sagging, sloping, bulging, falling
away in every direction. He seemed to be
breaking up before one’s eyes, like a
mountain crumbling.

It was the lonely hour of fifteen. Winston
could not now remember how he had come
to be in the café at such a time. The place
was almost empty. A tinny music was
trickling from the telescreens. The three
men sat in their corner almost motionless,
never speaking. Uncommanded, the waiter
brought fresh glasses of gin. There was a

68

raa3. OHH OBIAM TOpas3fo CTaplle ero --
PEAMKTBI OpPEBHETO MHpa, HaBEPHOe,
IIOCA€IHHE KPYIIHBIE (PUTYPBI, OCTaBIIHECS
OT paHHUX TEePOHYECKUX MOHEW MNapTHH.
CpaaBHBIM [OyxX IIOAIIOABHOM OOpBOBI M
rpaskIaHCKOM BOMHBI BCE€ €Ille BUTAA Hal
HUMHU. Y Hero OBIAO OIIyIIEHHE -- XOTS
¢akThI U [AaThI y2Ke MOPSIKOM PACIIABIAWCE,
-- 4YTO UX UMEHa OH YCABIIIIaA Ha HECKOABKO
AeT pasblle, yeM uMsa Crapimero Bpara. Ho
OHU OBIAM BHE 3aKOHA Bpard, IIapuH,
o0pedeHHbIE HCYE3HYTh B TeyeHue
OamzKaiiero roga WAM AByX. TeM, KTO pas
Io0ObIBaA B PyKax y IIOAMIIMH MBICAEH, yKe
He 6bIn0 criaceHus. OHU TPYIIBI -- U TOABKO
KAYT, KOT/Ia UX OTIIPAaBAT Ha KAQIOHILIE.

3a CTOAMKaMM BOKPYI HHX He OBIAO HH
nymu. HepasymHO paske ITOKa3bIBaThCH
OoGAM30CTH OT TaKHX Alonedi. OHM Moada
CHIEAU 3a CTaKaHaMH [IXKHHA, CIOOPEHHOTO
TBO3UKOH, -- (DUPMEHHBIM HAIIUTKOM 3TOTO
kade. Hawuboarliee  BmeuaTaeHHE  Ha
YuncroHna mnpousBea Pesepdopn. Hekorma
3HAMEHUTBIH KapUKaTypPHUCT, OH CBOHMH
3ABIMH DPHCYHKaMH HEMaAO CIIOCOOCTBOBaA
pPa3KUTaHHUIO OOIIEeCTBEHHBIX CTpacTeid B
nepuon peBosronud. Ero kapukartypel u
Ternepb U3peaKa ogBAIAuCE B «Taiimer. 310

OBIAO BCEr0 AHWIIb  IMIOAPAXKAHUE  €TO
IpexxHeN MaHepe, Ha PeaKoCcTh
0e3KU3HEHHOE u HeybeauTeAbHOE.
IlepereBbl CTApUHHBIX TEM: TPYIIOOHL,

XUKHWHBI, TOAOJHBIE NETH, YAW4YHBIE OOH,
KaIlUTaAWUCTBl B IHAMHAPAX KazKeTcd,
oaxke Ha OappUKagax OHH HE JKEAAAd
paccratbeCd C LIUAMHAPAMH, -- OECKOHEYHBIe
u Oe3HaexXHble IIONBITKH BEPHYTHCI B
npomisoe. OH ObIA TPOMANEH U YPOLAHUB --
rPHUBa CaABHBIX CeObIX BOAOC, AHWIIO0 B
MOPIIMHAX U IIPUIIYXAOCTSX, BBIISYEHHBIE
IyOBI. Korgma-to  OH, [HOAKHO  OBITb,
OTAMYaACd HEMMOBEPHOM CHAOH, TEIephb Ke
ero GoAbllloe TeAO0 MecTaMHu pa3byxao,
o6BuCAO, Ocero, MecTaMu ycoxao. OH Gyaro
pacrnamaacs Ha TrAazax OCBINAIOIIASCS
ropa.

Briao 15 gacoB, BpeMs 3aTHIIbs. YHHCTOH
y»Ke He IIOMHHA, KaK €ro Tyda 3aHEeCAO B
Tako#t wyac. Kade mouru omycreso. U3
TEeAEKPaHOB TOYHAACh Ooxpast My3bika. Tpoe
CHIEAM B CBOEM YIAy MoA4Ya M IIOYTH
HernoABHzKHO. OHUILIMAHT, He NOXKUAASICHh UX
IIPOCHOBI, IIPHUHEC €Ile II0 CTaKaHy [IXKHWHA.
Ha ux croae aexkana maxMaTHas OOCKa C



chessboard on the table beside them, with
the pieces set out but no game started. And
then, for perhaps half a minute in all,
something happened to the telescreens. The
tune that they were playing changed, and
the tone of the music changed too. There
came into it -- but it was something hard to
describe. It was a peculiar, cracked,
braying, jeering note: in his mind Winston
called it a yellow note. And then a voice
from the telescreen was singing:

Under the spreading chestnut tree
I sold you and you sold me:

There lie they, and here lie we
Under the spreading chestnut tree.

The three men never stirred. But when
Winston glanced again at Rutherford’s
ruinous face, he saw that his eyes were full
of tears. And for the first time he noticed,
with a kind of inward shudder, and yet not
knowing at what he shuddered, that both
Aaronson and Rutherford had broken
noses.

A little later all three were re-arrested. It
appeared that they had engaged in fresh
conspiracies from the very moment of their
release. At their second trial they confessed
to all their old crimes over again, with a
whole string of new ones. They were
executed, and their fate was recorded in the
Party histories, a warning to posterity.
About five years after this, in 1973,
Winston was unrolling a wad of documents
which had just flopped out of the
pneumatic tube on to his desk when he
came on a fragment of paper which had
evidently been slipped in among the others
and then forgotten. The instant he had
flattened it out he saw its significance. It
was a half-page torn out of the Times of
about ten years earlier -- the top half of the
page, so that it included the date -- and it
contained a photograph of the delegates at
some Party function in New York.
Prominent in the middle of the group were
Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford. There
was no mistaking them, in any case their
names were in the caption at the bottom.
The point was that at both trials all three
men had confessed that on that date they
had been on Eurasian soil. They had flown
from a secret airfield in Canada to a
rendezvous somewhere in Siberia, and had
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pacCcTaBAEHHBIMH (PUTYpaMH, HO HUKTO He

urpas. Bapyr c¢ TeaekpaHaMM  YTO-TO
IPOU30IIAO -- M IIPOAOAXKAAOCH 3TO C
noaMuHyThI. CMeHHmAachb  MeAOOMs, H

CMEHHAOCh HAaCTPOEHHE My3bIKH. BTOpraoch
YTO-TO OPYTroe... TPYAHO OOBIACHHUTH dUTO.
CrpaHHBIH, HaOTPECHYTHIH, BH3TAWBBIH,
TAYMAHUBBIM TOH -- YUHCTOH Ha3BaA €ro IIpo
cebs1 2KeATBIM TOHOM. IToToM roaoc 3armea:

IToo pazsecucmubim KAULMAHOM
ITIpodanu cpedo bena OHs —

4 mebs, a molL MeHsL.

IToo pazsecucmubim KAULIMAHOM
Mpol nexxum cpedsb bena OHsL --
Cnpasa mot, a cnesa si. [2]

Tpoe He momeBeananchb. Ho xorma YUHCTOH
CHOBa B3TAGHYA Ha DPAa3pyLIEHHOE AHIIO0
Pesepdopza, 0OKazaaoCh, 4TO B Traasax y
HEro CTOAT cAe3bl. M TOABKO Terephb
YuHCTOH 3aMeTHA, c BHYTPEHHUM
COLPOTAHUEM -- HE IIOHHUMAs €Ile, MOUYeMY
COOPOTHYACSI, -- YTO W y ApOHCOHaA u y
Pesepdopaa nepebuThie HOCHI.

YyTe I1033K€ BCEX TPOHUX OISATH apPECTOBAAH.
BeIACHHAOCE, YTO cpady IKe  IIocAe
OCBOOOXKAEHHS OHH BCTYIIHAH B HOBBIE
3aroBopbl. Ha BTopoM mpoliecce OHU BHOBb
CO3HaAUCH BO BCEX TIPEXKHUX
MIPECTYIIACHUSX U BO MHOXKECTBE HOBBIX. Hx
Ka3HHAH, a JIeA0 UX B HasHIaHHE IIOTOMKaM
YBEKOBEYHAM B MCTOPHUHU ITapTHUU. AeT depes
IgaTh IIocAe 9Toro, B 1973-M, pasBopaduBas
MaTepHaAbl, TOABKO YTO BBINABIIHE Ha CTOA
U3 IHEBMaTHU4YeCKOH# TpyObl, YHHCTOH
O0HapyKHA CAyYaWHBIM OOpPBIBOK OyMarw.
3HadyeHHe OOpBIBKA OH IIOHSA Cpasy, Kak
TOABKO DacIIpaBHA €T0 Ha cToAe. JTo Gblra

IOAOBHHA  CTPAaHMIBI, BBIpBaHHad U3
«Taime» IIPUMEPHO necaTHuAeTHEH
[AaBHOCTH, -- BEPXHdsS IIOAOBHHA, TaK YTO

YHCAO TaM CTOSIAO, -- U Ha Hel dpoTorpadusa
Y4aCTHHKOB KaKOT'0-TO napTUHHOTO
TopxkecTBa B Heio-Mopke. B LIeHTpe IpymIIs!
BBIOEASIAUCE [[3kK0HC, ApoHCOH u Pesepdopz.
He y3HaTp mx OBIAO HeAb3d, Aa U (DaMUAUH
ux 3HA4YUAUCH B TIOATINCH oz,
c¢ororpadueii.

A Ha obomux mpolieccax BCe TpPOe ITOKa3aAH,
4YTO B TOT JMJ€Hb OHH HaxXOJQWAMCH Ha
TEPPUTOPUU EBpasuu. C TalHOro
aspoapoma B KaHaze Ux nocTaBUAU KyZa-TO
B Cubupr Ha BcTpedy C paboTHHKaMHU



conferred with members of the Eurasian
General Staff, to whom they had betrayed
important military secrets. The date had
stuck in Winston’s memory because it
chanced to be midsummer day; but the
whole story must be on record in countless
other places as well. There was only one
possible conclusion: the confessions were
lies.

Of course, this was not in itself a discovery.
Even at that time Winston had not
imagined that the people who were wiped
out in the purges had actually committed
the crimes that they were accused of. But
this was concrete evidence; it was a
fragment of the abolished past, like a fossil
bone which turns up in the wrong stratum
and destroys a geological theory. It was
enough to blow the Party to atoms, if in
some way it could have been published to
the world and its significance made known.

He had gone straight on working. As soon
as he saw what the photograph was, and
what it meant, he had covered it up with
another sheet of paper. Luckily, when he
unrolled it, it had been upside-down from
the point of view of the telescreen.

He took his scribbling pad on his knee and
pushed back his chair so as to get as far
away from the telescreen as possible. To
keep your face expressionless was not
difficult, and even your breathing could be
controlled, with an effort: but you could not
control the beating of your heart, and the
telescreen was quite delicate enough to pick
it up. He let what he judged to be ten
minutes go by, tormented all the while by
the fear that some accident -- a sudden
draught blowing across his desk, for
instance would betray him. Then,
without uncovering it again, he dropped the
photograph into the memory hole, along
with some other waste papers. Within
another minute, perhaps, it would have
crumbled into ashes.

That was ten -- eleven years ago. Today,
probably, he would have kept that
photograph. It was curious that the fact of
having held it in his fingers seemed to him
to make a difference even now, when the
photograph itself, as well as the event it
recorded, was only memory. Was the
Party’s hold upon the past less strong, he
wondered, because a piece of evidence
which existed no longer had once existed?
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EBpasuiickoro reHmraba, KOTOPOMY OHH
BblIaBaAW BaKHble BOEHHBbIE TaMWHBI. [laTa
3aceaa B TaMATH YHHCTOHA, IIOTOMY YTO 3TO
O6b1A lIBaHOB [eHb: BIPOYEM, O3TO MIEAO
HaBEepHAKa OIIMCAaHO IIOBCIOAY. BrIBoxg
BO3MOKEH TOABKO OIWH: HX IIPU3HAHUSA
OBIAM AOXKBIO.

KoHeuyHo, He 06Or BeCTh KaKOe OTKpPBITHE.
Vke Torma YMHCTOH He MOIyCKaA MBICAH,
4TO AIOOW, YHHYTOXKEHHbIE BO BpeMd
YHCTOK, B CAMOM JeAe NMPecTynHUKU. Ho TyT
OBIAO TOYHOE [OKA3aTEABCTBO, OOAOMOK
OTMEHEHHOTO IIPOLIIAOTO: TaK omHa
HCKOIlaeMasl KOCThb, HaleHHas He B TOM
CAOE  OTAOXKEHHH, paspyllaeT  IEAyIO
Te0AOTHYECKYIO TeopHio. Ecan ObI 3TOT hakT
MOXKHO OBIAO OOHApPOZOBATh, PA3bICHUTH
ero 3Ha4deHue, OH OAWH pa3bua Obl IAPTUIO
Bapebesrn.

YuHCTOH cpasy B3gAacg 3a paboTry. YBHAEB
¢oTorpadrio ¥ IOHSAB, YTO OHA O3HAYAET,
OH IIPHUKPBIA €€ APYyruM aucroM. K cuacTsio,
TeA€KpaHy OHa Oblra BUIHA BBEPX HOTaMH.

OH 10AOXKHA OAOKHOT Ha KOAGHO H
OTOABHHYAC CO CTYAOM IIOJAABIIE OT
TeaekpaHa. CreaaTh HEIIPOHHUIIAEMOE AHIIO
AETKO, JasKe ABIIIAaTh MOXKHO POBHO, €CAHU
rocrapaTrbCs, HO BOT C cepAlleOHeHHeM He
CAQIUIIb, a TEeAEKpaH HITyKa
4yBCTBUTEABHas, noameTuT. OH BBIXKIAA,
II0 CBOMM pacdeTaM, AEeCSITh MHHYT, BCe
BpeMsI Myd4asdcCh CTPaxoM, YTO €ro BbIIACT
Kakad-HUOyAb CAy4aWHOCTH -- HaIPHUMED,
BHE3aIlHBIH CKBO3HAK CMaxHeT Oymary.
3areM, yxKe He oTKpbIBas ¢ororpaduio, oH
CYHYA €€ BMECT€ C HEHY>KHBIMH AHUCTKaMH B
rHe3no namatu. W dgepe3 MHUHYTy OHa,
HaBEpHOE, IIPEBPATHUAACE B IIEIIEA.

OTo 6BIAO IECATh-OOWHHAAUATL AT Ha3aml.
CeromHa OH 9Ty ororpacduio ckopee OBl
BCEro COXpaHHA. AIOGOMIBITHO: XOTd U
¢oTorpadusa U OTpakKeHHBLIM Ha He¥ akT
OBIAM BCErO AHWIIL BOCIIOMHHAHHEM, CaMO
TO, YTO OH KOIZIa-TO OEeP¥Kaa €e B PYyKax,
BAHMSAO Ha HEro A0 Cux nop. Heyxeaw,
cpocua OH cebd, BAACTb IIAPTHH HAa
IIPOLIABIM ocAabaa OTTOro, 4YTO YK€ He
CYILIIECTBYIOILIIEE  MEAKOE  CBUIETEABCTBO
KK020a-mo CyIIeCTBOBaAO?



But today, supposing that it could be
somehow resurrected from its ashes, the
photograph might not even be evidence.
Already, at the time when he made his
discovery, Oceania was no longer at war
with Eurasia, and it must have been to the
agents of Eastasia that the three dead men
had betrayed their country. Since then
there had been other changes -- two, three,
he could not remember how many. Very
likely the confessions had been rewritten
and rewritten until the original facts and
dates mno longer had the smallest
significance. The past not only changed,
but changed continuously. What most
afflicted him with the sense of nightmare
was that he had never clearly understood
why the huge imposture was undertaken.
The immediate advantages of falsifying the
past were obvious, but the ultimate motive
was mysterious. He took up his pen again
and wrote:

I understand HOW: I do not understand
WHY.

He wondered, as he had many times
wondered before, whether he himself was a
lunatic. Perhaps a lunatic was simply a
minority of one. At one time it had been a
sign of madness to believe that the earth
goes round the sun; today, to believe that
the past is inalterable. He might be alone in
holding that belief, and if alone, then a
lunatic. But the thought of being a lunatic
did not greatly trouble him: the horror was
that he might also be wrong.

He picked up the children’s history book
and looked at the portrait of Big Brother
which formed its frontispiece. The hypnotic
eyes gazed into his own. It was as though
some huge force were pressing down upon
you -- something that penetrated inside

your skull, battering against your brain,
frightening you out of your beliefs,
persuading you, almost, to deny the

evidence of your senses. In the end the
Party would announce that two and two
made five, and you would have to believe it.
It was inevitable that they should make
that claim sooner or later: the logic of their
position demanded it. Not merely the
validity of experience, but the very
existence of external reality, was tacitly
denied by their philosophy. The heresy of
heresies was common sense. And what was
terrifying was not that they would kill you
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A ceronmnsa, ecan Obl yIasoCh BOCKPECHTH
doTorpaduio, oHa, BEPOSITHO, U YAUKOH He
Oblaa Obl. Benp Kkorma OH yBHAEA ee,
OkeaHua yxke He BoeBara ¢ EBpasueidl u
Tpoe  TIOKOWHBIX [OAXKHBI  ObIAM  OBI
npoaasaThk poAuHy areHTam Ocrasuu. A c
TOH IIOpHI IIPOM3OIIAH €IIe IIOBOPOTBI --
aBa, TPHU, OH HE TIOMHHMA CKOABKO.
HasepHoe, NIpHU3HAHULA TIOKOMHBIX
IEPENNUChIBAAUCE U II€PEITHUCHIBAAUCH, TaK
YTO IIepBOHAYaAbHble (PaKTbl W OAThI
COBCEM yzKe HHUYero He 3Hadar. IIpomiaoe He
IPOCTO MEHSEeTCs, OHO MEHSEeTCs
HenpepbIBHO. CaMbBIM K€ KOIIMAapHBIM A€
Hero ObIAO TO, YTO OH HHKOTIZA He IIOHHMAaA

OTYETAMBO, KAKYI Ue/lb TIPECAEAYET OTO
TPaHIHUO3HOE HayBaTEABCTBO.
CHUIOMHHYTHBIE  BBITOABI OT  MOAHAEAKH

IIPOIITAOTO OYE€BHUAHBI, HO KOHE€YHAd €€ II€ABb
zaragka. OH CcHOBa B3sA PYYKYy H
HaITUCaA:

A nonumaro KAK; He noHumaro SAYEM.

OH 3amymaacs, Kak 3aayMBIBaACd y:Ke He
pas, a He cymMaclIeqIud A OH caMm. Moxer
OBITH, CyMacIIeqIni TOT, KTO B
MEHBUIUHCTBE, B €IHHCTBEHHOM YHCAE.
Korma-to 6e3ymmem ObIAO aOyMaTh, dTO
3emast Bpaiaercss BoKpyr CoAHIIA; CeromHs
-- 4TO IIPOLIAOE HEW3MeHsaeMO. B03MOKHO,

OH OIVH IPUAEePKUBAETCI 3TOTO
ybexxmeHus, a pa3 OOWH, 3HAYUT --
CyMacCHIeqIINH. Ho MBICAB, YTO OH

CyMacCIIEIINE, HE OYEHb €r0 TPEBOKHAA:
y2KacCHO, eCAH OH BI06ABOK oIltubaeTcs.

OH B3fIA HETCKYI0O KHHXKKY II0 HCTOPHH U
OCMOTPeA Ha (POHTHCIHUC C IOPTPETOM
Crapurero Bpara. Ero BCTPETHA
TUITHOTHYECKHUHM B3raga. CAOBHO KaKas-TO
HCIIOAMHCKAasl CHAa [AaBHaa Ha Tebs
IpOHHKara B depel, TpamboBasa MOS3T,
CcTpaxoM  BbIIMOasa U3 Teba  TBOU
yOexxaeHus, [PUHYXKZaAa HE  BEPUTH
COOCTBEHHBIM OpraHaM dYyBCTB. B KOHIle
KOHIIOB NapTHs OOBSIBHUT, YTO ABAaXKIBI ABa
-- I9Th, U IPHUAETCA B 3TO BEPUTH. PaHo man
IO3QHO OHA H3MACT TaKOH yKa3, K 3TOMY
Hen30exXKHO BeIeT AOTHKA €€ BAAcCTH. Ee
draocousT MOAYAAUBO OTPHUIIAET HE TOABKO
BEPHOCTH TBOHX BOCIPHUSATHH, HO U CaMoO
CyILIleCTBOBaHMe BHeIIHero mupa. Epech us
epecel -- 3apaBbIi cMbIca. U y2KacHO He ToO,
4yro Tebs yOBIOT 3a IIPOTHBOIIOAOXKHOE
MHEHHE, a TO, YTO OHH, MOXKET ObITh,
npaBbl. B camMoM neae, OTKyZa MbI 3HaeM,



for thinking otherwise, but that they might
be right. For, after all, how do we know that
two and two make four? Or that the force of
gravity works? Or that the past is
unchangeable? If both the past and the
external world exist only in the mind, and if
the mind itself is controllable what then?

But no! His courage seemed suddenly to
stiffen of its own accord. The face of
O’Brien, not called up by any obvious
association, had floated into his mind. He
knew, with more certainty than before, that
O’Brien was on his side. He was writing the
diary for O’'Brien -- to O’Brien: it was like
an interminable letter which no one would
ever read, but which was addressed to a
particular person and took its colour from
that fact.

The Party told you to reject the evidence of
your eyes and ears. It was their final, most
essential command. His heart sank as he
thought of the enormous power arrayed
against him, the ease with which any Party
intellectual would overthrow him in debate,
the subtle arguments which he would not
be able to understand, much less answer.
And yet he was in the right! They were
wrong and he was right. The obvious, the
silly, and the true had got to be defended.
Truisms are true, hold on to that! The solid
world exists, its laws do not change. Stones
are hard, water is wet, objects unsupported
fall towards the earth’s centre. With the
feeling that he was speaking to O’Brien,
and also that he was setting forth an
important axiom, he wrote:

Freedom is the freedom to say that two plus
two make four. If that is granted, all else
follows.

VIII

From somewhere at the bottom of a
passage the smell of roasting coffee -- real
coffee, not Victory Coffee -- came floating
out into the street. Winston paused
involuntarily. For perhaps two seconds he
was back in the half-forgotten world of his
childhood. Then a door banged, seeming to
cut off the smell as abruptly as though it
had been a sound.

He had walked several kilometres over
pavements, and his varicose ulcer was
throbbing. This was the second time in
three weeks that he had missed an evening
at the Community Centre: a rash act, since

72

YTO MOBaKObl [OIBA getpipe? HWam d4TO
CyLIECTBYyeT CcHAa TsaxkecTH? HMam urto
IPOILIAOE HEAb3sd U3MEHHTh? Ecau wu
IIPOIIIAOE M BHEUIHWH MHUpP CYIIECTBYIOT
TOABKO B CO3HaHHUM, a CO3HAHUEM MOXKHO
YIpPaBASITH -- TOTAA 4TO?

Her! OH oulyTHA HEOXHUIAHHBIM IIPHUAUB
MyzKecTBa. HemousiTHO, o KaKoi
accoyamyy B yMe€  BO3HHKAO  AHIIO

O'Bpatiena. Tenmeph OH eIlle TBepKe 3HAA,
gyro O'Bpatien Ha ero cropore. OH mumer
nHeBHUK naa O'Bpatiena O'Bpatieny;
HHKTO HE€ TIIPOYTeT €ro OeCKOHEYHOTo
IMCchkMa, HO IpefHa3Ha4YeHO OHO
OIIpEeIEACHHOMY YEAOBEKY u 3THUM
OKpalIIeHO.

I[Maptusa Beaeaa Tebe He BepPUTH CBOHUM
raazaM u ymiam. M 3To ee OKOHYaTEABHBIH,
camblifi BaxKHBIM Hpuka3s. CepAlle y HEro
yIIaa0 IPH MBICAH O TOM, Kakas OrpOMHasi
CHAa BBICTPOMAACH IIPOTUB HEro, C KaKoH
AETKOCTBIO COOBET €ro B CHIOpe ArOOI
NapTUHHBIA UAEO0AOT -- XUTPBIMHU JOBOAAMH,
KOTOPBIX OH HE TO YTO OIPOBEPTHYTH
IOHSTH He cMoxkeT. 1 ogHako oH nipaB! OHu
He 1paBbl, a ImnpaB oH. OueBHUOHOE,
a3byuHoe, BEpPHOE HaI0 3alIUIIATD.
ITponinmcHag HCTHUHA UCTUHHA -- U CTOM Ha
atoM! IIpodHO CyIlleCTByeT MUD, €r0 3aKOHBI
He MeHdroTcd. KamMHu -- TBepaple, Boga --

MOKpas, IpeaIMeT, AHIIEHHBIH OIIOPEHI,
ycTrpeMagercas K LeHTpy 3eman. C
OLIyILEHHEM, 4YTO OH TOBOPHT  3TO

O'BpatieHy U BBIABUTraeT BarKHYI0 aKCHOMY,
YHMHCTOH HaIHCaA:

Cs0600a -- 5Mo 803MOIKHOCMb CKA3AMb, UMO
0sax0Obl 0sa -- uemowlpe. Ecnu 0oszgoneHo
amo, ece ocmaibHoe omcrooa caedyem.

VIII

OTKyZa-To W3 TAYOMHBI IIPOXOAA MAXHYAO
KapeHbIM Kode -- HacTodaumMm Kode, He
«JTobemoiin. YuHCTOH HEBOABHO
ocraHoBHACsI. CEeKyHIpl Ha AB€ OH BEPHYACS
B NoAy3abObITBIH MHUp pAercTBa. [loTom
XAOITHyAQ [OBEPh WU OTpPyOHAa 3amax, Kak
3BYK.

OH [mpolrea IO YAWIIAM  HECKOABKO
KHAOMETPOB, f3Ba HaJa  IIUKOAOTKOM
cagHuaa. BoT yXxe BTOpoH pa3 3a Tpu
HeIeAn OH TIPOITyCTHA Bedep B
OOILIIECTBEHHOM IIEHTPE -- OIPOMETYHBBIN



you could be certain that the number of
your attendances at the Centre was
carefully checked. In principle a Party
member had no spare time, and was never
alone except in bed. It was assumed that
when he was not working, eating, or
sleeping he would be taking part in some
kind of communal recreation: to do
anything that suggested a taste for
solitude, even to go for a walk by yourself,
was always slightly dangerous. There was a
word for it in Newspeak: ownlife, it was
called, meaning  individualism and
eccentricity. But this evening as he came
out of the Ministry the balminess of the
April air had tempted him. The sky was a
warmer blue than he had seen it that year,
and suddenly the long, noisy evening at the
Centre, the boring, exhausting games, the
lectures, the creaking camaraderie oiled by
gin, had seemed intolerable. On impulse he
had turned away from the bus-stop and
wandered off into the labyrinth of London,
first south, then east, then north again,
losing himself among unknown streets and
hardly bothering in which direction he was

going.

“If there is hope,” he had written in the
diary, “it lies in the proles.” The words kept
coming back to him, statement of a
mystical truth and a palpable absurdity. He
was somewhere in the vague, brown-
coloured slums to the north and east of
what had once been Saint Pancras Station.
He was walking up a cobbled street of little
two-storey houses with battered doorways
which gave straight on the pavement and
which were somehow curiously suggestive
of ratholes. There were puddles of filthy
water here and there among the cobbles. In
and out of the dark doorways, and down
narrow alley-ways that branched off on
either side, people swarmed in astonishing
numbers -- girls in full bloom, with crudely
lipsticked mouths, and youths who chased
the girls, and swollen waddling women who
showed you what the girls would be like in
ten years’ time, and old bent creatures
shuffling along on splayed feet, and ragged
barefooted children who played in the
puddles and then scattered at angry yells
from their mothers. Perhaps a quarter of
the windows in the street were broken and
boarded up. Most of the people paid no
attention to Winston; a few eyed him with a
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TIOCTYIIOK, 3a IIOCEIIEHHAMH HaBepHAKa
caenaT. B mpuHIMIIE y UA€HA IApTHH HET
CBOOOTHOTO BpEMEHH, M HaeauHe C coboH
OH OnIBaeT TOABKO B IIOCTEAH.
[Ipenmosaraercs, 4TO, KOrga OH HE 3aHAT
paboToit, emofi M CHOM, OH y4acTByeT B
OOIIIECTBEHHBIX DPA3BACYEHHIX; BCE, B 4YeEM
MOKHO YCMOTPETH AIOOOBb K OQHUHOYECTBY, -
[oaxke IIPOTyAKa 0e3 CIIyTHHKOB
TIOO3PUTEABHO. [lasI 5TOrO B HOBOSI3€ €CThb
CAOBO: camorkum O3HaAYaeT
UHOAUBHUAYaAU3M U dypadecTBo. Ho HbIHYe
BEYEpOM BBIMAA M3 MHUHHUCTEPCTBA, OH
COOAQ3HHUACH  HEXKHOCTBIO  allPeAbCKOr0
Bo3ayxa. Takoro Markoro roayboro ToHa B
Hebe OH 3a IIOCA€OHHIH TON HHU pasy He

BUOEA, W [JOATHH ILIyMHBIM Bedep B
00IIIECTBEHHOM LIeHTpE, CKY4HEIE,
U3HYyPHUTEABHBIE UTPHI, AEKIIUH,
HOCKPHUIIBIBAIONIEE, XOTh W CMas3aHHOe
[KUHOM, TOBAPHIIECTBO -- BCE  3TO
IIOKa3aA0Ch emMy HEeIepPeHOCHUMBIM.
[TonmaBuck BHE3aIlHOMY I[IOPBIBY, OH

IIOBEPHYA IIPOYb OT aBTOOYCHOM OCTAHOBKH
u mobpea 10 AabupHHTY AOHOOHA, CIIEpBa
Ha IOr, IIOTOM Ha BOCTOK U O0GpaTHo Ha
CEBEP, 3alIAYTaACH Ha HE3HAKOMEBIX YAMIAX
U IIIeA y2Ke KyIa FAa3a CAIIST.

«Ecam ectp Hapmexkna, Hamucaa OH B
OHEBHHKE, -- TO OHa -- B Ipoaaxr». 1 B
roAOBE BCE BpeMs KPyTHAACh 3Ta (pasa --

MHUCTHYECKasd HCTHHa nu odyeBUOHAA
HEACIIOCTb. OHn HaXOOHUACA B 6ypI:pIX
pru_[06ax, TAE-TO K CEBEPO-BOCTOKY OT

TOro, 4TO0 OBIAO HeKorma BokK3asoM CeHT-
[Maukpac. OH 1mIeA 0 OGYABIXKHOM yAO4YKe
MHMO [ABYX3TaKHBIX JOMOB c
ob1IapraHHbIMA BEPSIMH, KOTOPBIE
OTKPBIBAAUCH IIPSIMO Ha TPOTyap U IOYeMYy-
TO HABOAMAHM HA MBICAb O KPBICHHBIX HOPaX.
Ha OyAbIKHHKE TaM U CSIM CTOSIAH I'DSI3HbBIE
AyKH. I B TeMHBIX IOABE3[aX U B Y3KHUX
nopoyakax 1o  obe  CTOpPOHBI  ObIAO
YAUBUTEABHO MHOTO HapOLy 3peable
[EeBYILIKH C Tpyb0 HaMaAseBaHHBIMH PTaMH,
HapH{, TOHABIIHECd 3a  JeBYILIKaMH,
TOACTOMSICBIE TETKH, IIPH BHAE KOTOPBIX
CTAHOBHAOCH IIOHSITHO, BO YTO IIPEBPATSITCS
9TH [AEBYIIKH Yepe3 [EeCATOK AET, COTHYTBIE
cTapyxy, IIapKaBLIME PACTONTAHHBIMH
HoraMH, ¥ oObopBaHHBIE 6OCBle MOETH,
KOTOPBIE HIPaAH B AyXKax H OpocasucChk
BPACCBHIITHYI0 OT MATE€PHHCKHX OKPHKOB.
HaBepHO, KaxK[oe dYeTBEPTOE OKHO OBIAO
BbIOHTO M 3abpaHo mockamu. Ha YuncroHa
OYTH He o0palllaAl BHUMAaHHUS, HO KO€-KTO



sort of guarded curiosity. Two monstrous
women with brick-red forearms folded
across thelr aprons were talking outside a
doorway. Winston caught scraps of
conversation as he approached.

“Yes,” I says to ’er, ‘that’s all very well,” I
says. ‘But if you’d of been in my place you’d
of done the same as what I done. It’s easy
to criticize,” I says, ‘but you ain’t got the
same problems as what I got.”

“Ah,” said the other, “that’s jest it. That’s
jest where it is.”

The strident voices stopped abruptly. The
women studied him in hostile silence as he
went past. But it was not hostility, exactly;
merely a kind of wariness, a momentary
stiffening, as at the passing of some
unfamiliar animal. The blue overalls of the
Party could not be a common sight in a
street like this. Indeed, it was unwise to be
seen in such places, unless you had
definite business there. The patrols might
stop you if you happened to run into them.
‘May I see your papers, comrade? What are
you doing here? What time did you leave
work? Is this your usual way home?’ -- and
so on and so forth. Not that there was any
rule against walking home by an unusual
route: but it was enough to draw attention
to you if the Thought Police heard about it.

Suddenly the whole street was in
commotion. There were yells of warning
from all sides. People were shooting into the
doorways like rabbits. A young woman
leapt out of a doorway a little ahead of
Winston, grabbed up a tiny child playing in
a puddle, whipped her apron round it, and
leapt back again, all in one movement. At
the same instant a man in a concertina-like
black suit, who had emerged from a side
alley, ran towards Winston, pointing
excitedly to the sky.

“Steamer!” he yelled. “Look out, guv’nor!
Bang over’ead! Lay down quick!”

“Steamer” was a nickname which, for some
reason, the proles applied to rocket bombs.
Winston promptly flung himself on his face.
The proles were nearly always right when
they gave you a warning of this kind. They
seemed to possess some kind of instinct
which told them several seconds in advance
when a rocket was coming, although the
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IIPOBOXKAA €r0 OIACAUBBIM U AOOOIIBITHBIM
B3TASIIOM. Iepen JBEPBIO, CAOXKUB
KUPIIUYHO-KpacCHble PYKH Ha (QapTyKax,
OecemoBaA [IBE HEOOBATHDBIE IKEHIIUHEIL.
YHUHCTOH, IOAXOAS K HHM, VCABIIIAA
OOpPBIBKU PA3roBopa.

-- [Ja, roBopo, 3TO BCE OYEHb XOPOIIO,
roBopro. Ho Ha MoeM Mecre ThI ObI caeaasa
TO JKe caMmoe. A\E€rko, roBOpPIO, CYOUTH -- a
BOT xAe0OHyAa GBI THI C MOE...

-- [a-a, -- oTro3Basacek apyrad, -- B Tom-To
BCE U ZIEAO.

Peskue roaoca BOPYr CMOAKAU. B MoadyaHun

KEHIIUHBl OKHWHYAH €ro BpaxkaeOHBIM
B3ragaoM. Bopodem, He BpaxkaeGHBIM
[aske, CKOpee HaCTOPOKEHHBIM, 3aMepeB Ha
MHT, KakK OyaTo MHMO  IIPOXOOHAO

HeBeOOMOe KHBOTHOe, CHHUII KOMOHHE30H
napTHUilla He 4YacTo MeEAbKaA Ha 3THUX
yaunax. I[TokaspiBaTbCd B TaKUX MecTax 0Oe3
neaa He cTouao. HaseTumib Ha maTpyab --
MOTYyT OCTaHOBUTBH. «ToBapmmi, Bamu
OOKyMeHThI. YTo BBI 31ech nesaere? B
KOTOPOM d4acy yuAu ¢ paborsl? Bel Bcerma
XOOUTE [OMOM 3TOH JOporod?» -- M Tak
nasee, U Tak pnasee. PasHbIMU goporamMu
XOOUTH MOOMOM HE 3allpeliasochb, HO €CAU
y3HaeT TIOAUITHST MBICAEH, 3TOTO
JOCTaTOYHO, YTOOBI Tebsl B3IAM Ha 3aMETKY .

Bapyr Bca yanna mpuiiiaa B aBuxkenue. Co
BCEX CTOpPOH TIOCABIIIIAANUCH
[IPEOCTEPETAIOIINE KPUKH. Aromu
pa3bexkaAuch 0 AoMaM, KaK KpPOAWUKH. U3
OBEPH HEIAAEKO OT YHHCTOHA BBICKOYHAA
MoAoIast JKEHIIHMHA, IOAXBaTHAA
MaA€HBKOTO pebeHKa, WUTpaBIIET0 B AyKe,
HaKUHyAa Ha Hero (apTyK H METHYAACh
obpatHo. B TOT 3XKe MHr U3 IIepeyAKa
[IOSIBUACS MYy:KYHHA B YEPHOM KOCTIOME,
HAIIOMHWHABIIIEM TapMOHb, ITOA0EXaA K
YUHCTOHY. B3BOAHOBAHHO IIOKa3bIBasd Ha
Hebo.

-- ITlapoBo3! -- 3akpuuyaa oH. -- CmoTpH,
nupektop! Cefiuac mo 6amke! Aoxuch
6rICTPO!

[TapoBO30M IIPOABI IIOYEMY-TO I[IPO3BAAHU
pakery. VYHHCTOH OpOCHACS HHUYKOM Ha
3eMA0. B TakKHMxX CAy4asgx IIPOABI IIOYTH
HUKorga He omwubasuce. HWm  Oyaro
MHCTHHKT [IOACKA3bIBAA 34 HECKOALKO
CeKyHI, YTO IIOJA€TaeT pakKera,
CYUTAAOCH BEJb, YTO PAKETHI AETAT OBICTpeEe
3ByKa. YUHCTOH IIPHUKPBIA TOAOBY PYKaMH.



rockets supposedly travelled faster than
sound. Winston clasped his forearms above
his head. There was a roar that seemed to
make the pavement heave; a shower of light
objects pattered on to his back. When he
stood up he found that he was covered with
fragments of glass from the nearest
window.

He walked on. The bomb had demolished a
group of houses 200 metres up the street. A
black plume of smoke hung in the sky, and
below it a cloud of plaster dust in which a
crowd was already forming around the
ruins. There was a little pile of plaster lying
on the pavement ahead of him, and in the
middle of it he could see a bright red
streak. When he got up to it he saw that it
was a human hand severed at the wrist.
Apart from the bloody stump, the hand was
so completely whitened as to resemble a
plaster cast.

He kicked the thing into the gutter, and
then, to avoid the crowd, turned down a
side-street to the right. Within three or four
minutes he was out of the area which the
bomb had affected, and the sordid
swarming life of the streets was going on as
though nothing had happened. It was
nearly twenty hours, and the drinking-
shops which the proles frequented (“pubs”,
they called them) were choked with
customers. From their grimy swing doors,
endlessly opening and shutting, there came
forth a smell of urine, sawdust, and sour
beer. In an angle formed by a projecting
house-front three men were standing very
close together, the middle one of them
holding a folded-up newspaper which the
other two were studying over his shoulder.
Even before he was near enough to make
out the expression on their faces, Winston
could see absorption in every line of their
bodies. It was obviously some serious piece
of news that they were reading. He was a
few paces away from them when suddenly
the group broke up and two of the men
were in violent altercation. For a moment
they seemed almost on the point of blows.

“Can’t you bleeding well listen to what I
say? I tell you no number ending in seven
ain’t won for over fourteen months!”

“Yes, it ’as, then!”

“No, it ’as not! Back ‘ome I got the ’ole lot of
’em for over two years wrote down on a
piece of paper. I takes ’em down reg’lar as

the clock. An’ I tell you, no number ending
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Paznaaca TPOXOT, BCTPAXHYBIINN
MOCTOBYIO; Ha CIHHY €My MJOXKIAEM
TIOCBINTAACSI KaKoOH-TO Mycop. [logHaBIINCE,
OH OOHapy>KHA, YTO  BEChb  yChINAH
OCKOAKaMH OKOHHOTO CTEKAA.

On mnomrea pasbmie. MeTpax B AByXCTax
pakeTa CHecaa HECKOABKO JOMOB. B Bo3myxe
CTOSIA YEepPHBIH cTOAO AbIMa. a NOoA HHUM B
Tyde aaebacTpoBOI IBIAKM y:Ke COOHpPaAUCH
BOKPYT pasBasuH AIOZTH. Bnepenu
BO3BBIIIIaAaCh Ky4dKa IITYKaTypKH, U Ha Hel
YHUHCTOH pasrasfien SpKOo-KpacHOe IISTHO.
IMomotimsa mobauzKe, OH yBHIAEA, YTO 3TO
OTOpPBaHHAas KHUCTb PYKH. 3a HCKAIOYEHHEM
KpPOBaBOT'O IIEHBbKA, KHCTD Op1ra
COBEPIIIEHHO Oeaas, KaK TUIICOBBIH CAEIOK.

OH cbpocua ee HOTOH B BOJOCTOK, & IIOTOM,
4T0OBI OOOMTH TOAILy, CBEPHyA HAIIpaBO B
nepeyAoK. MHUHYTBI depe3 TpH-UeThIPE OH
BBIIIEA M3 30HBI B3phIBa, M 3[ECh YAULA
JKHAA CBOeM y0OOroil MypaBbHHOM 3IKHU3HBIO
KaK HH B 4eM He OpIBaro. Bpemsa mino K
ABaalaTH yacaM, HUTEHHbIE AABKH IIPOAOB
AOMUAUCH OT TIIoceTutreseit. Ux rpa3Hble
LIBEPU OecripepbIBHO PaCKpBbIBAAUCS,
obmaBasi yAHIly 3aliaxaM{ MOYH, OIIHMAOK H
KHCAOTO ITHBa. B yrAy Bo3ae BBICTYIIAIOIIETO
JoMa BIIAOTHYIO APYT K APYLY CTOSAH TPOe
MYK4YMH: CpPEeOHHH [epzKaa CAOXKEHHYIO
rasery, a [OBOE 3aradAblBasl dYepe3 €ro
naedo. M3naan YHUHCTOH He MOT Pa3AHYUTH
BBIpaKE€HUsI UX AMI], HO UX II03bl BbIIaBaAU
YBA€YEHHOCTh. BUAWMO, OHH YHTaAld KakKoe-
TO BaxHoe coobmenue. Korma mo HHX
OCTaBaAOCh HECKOABKO I[IaroB, TIpyIma
BAPYT pas3deAriaach, U [OBOE€ BCTYIIMAHU B
ApOCTHYIO IepebpaHKy. Kazaaoch, oHa BOT-
BOT IIEPEUIET B APAKY.

-- [la TBI caymiaii, 6aana, uto Tebe roBopsart!
C ceMepKoOif Ha KOHIIE HH OAWH HOMED HE
BBIMTPAA 34 YETHIPHAAIATEH MECSIIEB.

-- A g roBopto, Beiurpaal

-- A g roeBopro, HeT. Y MeHS [aoMa Bce
BBIIIHUCAHBI 3a [Ba rofa. 3alluCbIBaio, Kak
yacel. Y Tebe TOBOpIO, HH OOUH C



in seven--”

“Yes, a seven ’as won! I could pretty near
tell you the bleeding number. Four oh
seven, it ended in. It were in February --
second week in February.”

“February your grandmother! I got it all
down in black and white. An’I tell you, no
number--"

“Oh, pack it in!” said the third man.

They were talking about the Lottery.
Winston looked back when he had gone
thirty metres. They were still arguing, with
vivid, passionate faces. The Lottery, with its
weekly pay-out of enormous prizes, was the
one public event to which the proles paid
serious attention. It was probable that
there were some millions of proles for whom
the Lottery was the principal if not the only
reason for remaining alive. It was their
delight, their folly, their anodyne, their
intellectual stimulant. Where the Lottery
was concerned, even people who could
barely read and write seemed capable of
intricate calculations and staggering feats
of memory. There was a whole tribe of men
who made a living simply by selling
systems, forecasts, and lucky amulets.
Winston had nothing to do with the
running of the Lottery, which was managed
by the Ministry of Plenty, but he was aware
(indeed everyone in the party was aware)
that the prizes were largely imaginary. Only
small sums were actually paid out, the
winners of the big prizes being non-existent
persons. In the absence of any real
intercommunication between one part of
Oceania and another, this was not difficult
to arrange.

But if there was hope, it lay in the proles.
You had to cling on to that. When you put
it in words it sounded reasonable: it was
when you looked at the human beings
passing you on the pavement that it
became an act of faith. The street into
which he had turned ran downhill. He had
a feeling that he had been in this
neighbourhood before, and that there was a
main thoroughfare not far away. From
somewhere ahead there came a din of
shouting voices. The street took a sharp
turn and then ended in a flight of steps
which led down into a sunken alley where a
few stall-keepers were selling tired-looking
vegetables. At this moment Winston
remembered where he was. The alley led
out into the main street, and down the next
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CEMEPKOH...

-- Her, BemurpeiBasa cemepka! [la s 1modTu
BeCb HOMep Has30oBy. KoHyaacs Ha
4JeTbIpecTa ceMb. B ¢eBpase, BTopasa
HezieAs (peBpaas.

-- Babymky TBoo B ddeBpase! Y MeHd

4epHbBIM IIo Geaomy. Hm pasy, rosoprio, ¢
CEMEPKOH...

-- [1a 3akpo¥iTech Bbl! -- BMEIIAACS TPETHUH.

OHu roBopuau 0 aoTepee. OToHAaA METPOB
Ha TpUALUATb, YUHCTOH oOragHyacd. OHH
IPOOAKAAN CIIOPpUTB O>KHBAEHHO,
CTpacTHO. AoTepes C €€ €eXEHEIAEABHBIMH
CKa3049HBIMH BBIMTPBIIIIaMHA (©37F:}
€IMHCTBEHHBIM OOIIECTBEHHBIM COOBITHEM,
KOTOPO€ BOAHOBaAO MpoAOB. BepogarTHo,
MHAAHOHBI AIOfIEHi BHAEAHM B HEHW TraaBHOE,
€CAH He €IUHCTBEHHOE [IEAO, Pagd KOTOPOIO
CTOHT XKHUTB. OT0 OblAA HX ycaaza, HX
6e3yMCTBO, ux OTIOXHOBEHUE, HxX
HHTEAACKTYaABHBIH B030ymuTeab. TyT maske
Te, KTO eIBa yMeA 4YHUTaTh H IIHCaTh,
MIPOSIBASIAU HCKYCCTBO CAOXKHEHNIITUX
pPacyeToB U CBEPXBECTECTBEHHYIO NaMATh.
CymiecTBoBaa LIEABIM KAaH, KOPMUBIIMHCS
npoaaxket CHCTEM, IIPOTHO30B u
TaaucMaHoB. K pabore aoTeperd YHHCTOH
HHUKAKOIO KacaTeAbCTBA HE HMEA €10
3aHHMaAOCh MHHHCTEPCTBO M300HAHS, -- HO
OH 3HaA (B HapTHH BCe 3HAAH), YTO
BBIMTPBIIIN 110 OOABIIEH YacTu MHuUMBIe. Ha
caMOM [J€A€ BBIIIAQYMBAAUCh TOABKO MEAKHE
CYMMEI, a obramaTean KPYITHBIX
BBIUTPBIIIEH OBIAN AWIIAMH
BBIMBIIIACHHBIMH. ITpu OTCYTCTBHH
HACTOAIIEH CBA3HM MEXAY OTIAEABHBIMH
gactamMu OKeaHHMH yCTPOUTH 3TO HeE
COCTaBASIAO TPYAA.

Ho ecau ects Hagexkaa, TO OHA -- B IIPOAAX.
3a 93Ty uper Hamo aAepxkarbcd. Korma
BBIpaskaellb €€ CAOBaMH, OHa KaKeTcs
3apaBoOl; KOTJa CMOTPHIIL Ha TeX, KTO
MHUMO Tebs IIPOXOOWUT, BEPUTH B Hee --
noaBuHUYecTBO. OH CBEpPHYA Ha YAHILLY,
LIEIIYIO IO YKAOH. MecTo MoKa3aa0Ch eMy
CMYTHO 3HaKOMBIM HEB/IAAEKE AEIKAA
TAABHBIH  ITPOCIIEKT. Fme-Tto  BHepenu
CABIIIIAACS TaM. YAWIIA KPYTO IIOBEPHyAad H
3aKOHYHMAACh AECTHHIIEH, CIIyCKaBllelca B
IIePEyAOK, TI€ AOTOYHHKH TOPIrOBaAHU
BAABIMHU OBOILIAMH. YHHCTOH BCIIOMHHA 3TO
MecTo. [lepeyaok Bea Ha TAaBHYIO yAHILY, a
3a CAEAYIOIIHM IIOBOPOTOM, B IISITH MUHyTax
XOMy, -- AABKa CTapbeBIIHKA, I'Zle OH KyIIHA
KHHUTY, HITAMIIYI0  JHEBHHKOM. YyTe
[aAbIlle, B KAHIIEAIPCKOM MarasuH4YHKe, OH



turning, not five minutes away, was the
junk-shop where he had bought the blank
book which was now his diary. And in a
small stationer’s shop not far away he had
bought his penholder and his bottle of ink.

He paused for a moment at the top of the
steps. On the opposite side of the alley
there was a dingy little pub whose windows
appeared to be frosted over but in reality
were merely coated with dust. A very old
man, bent but active, with white
moustaches that bristled forward like those
of a prawn, pushed open the swing door
and went in. As Winston stood watching, it
occurred to him that the old man, who
must be eighty at the least, had already
been middle-aged when the Revolution
happened. He and a few others like him
were the last links that now existed with
the vanished world of capitalism. In the
Party itself there were not many people left
whose ideas had been formed before the
Revolution. The older generation had
mostly been wiped out in the great purges
of the fifties and sixties, and the few who
survived had long ago been terrified into
complete intellectual surrender. If there
was any one still alive who could give you a
truthful account of conditions in the early
part of the century, it could only be a prole.
Suddenly the passage from the history book
that he had copied into his diary came back
into Winston’s mind, and a lunatic impulse
took hold of him. He would go into the pub,
he would scrape acquaintance with that old
man and question him. He would say to
him: “Tell me about your life when you were
a boy. What was it like in those days? Were
things better than they are now, or were
they worse?”

Hurriedly, lest he should have time to
become frightened, he descended the steps
and crossed the narrow street. It was
madness of course. As usual, there was no
definite rule against talking to proles and
frequenting their pubs, but it was far too
unusual an action to pass unnoticed. If the
patrols appeared he might plead an attack
of faintness, but it was not likely that they
would believe him. He pushed open the
door, and a hideous cheesy smell of sour
beer hit him in the face. As he entered the
din of voices dropped to about half its
volume. Behind his back he could feel
everyone eyeing his blue overalls. A game of
darts which was going on at the other end
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npuobpea YepHUAA U PYUKY.

Ilepen aecTHHULIEE OH ocTaHOBHACA. Ha
OPYrofl CTOpOHE IlepeyAKa Oblaa 3axynasas
nuBHaAg C Kak OyATO MaTOBBIMH, a Ha
caMOM [J€A€ IIPOCTO IIBIABHBIMHU OKHAaMH.
peBHUM CTapHK, COTHYTBIH, HO
SHEPTUYHBIH, C CeABIMH, TOPYAIMMH, KaK y
paxka, ycamMHu, paclaxHyA IBEPb U CKPBIACSI B
NHUBHOM. YHUHCTOHY IIPHIIAO B T'OAOBY, YTO
3TOT CTApPHK, KOTOPOMYy ceidac He MEHbIle
BOCBMHUJECATH, 3acCTaA PEBOAIOLMIO yxKe
B3POCABIM MYyzK4YMHOHM. OH fa ellle HEMHOIHE
BpoAEe  HEro IOCA€OHAd CBsI3b C
HCYEe3HyBIIMM MHPOM KanuTasusma. U B
HapTHH OCTAAOCh MaAO TAKHMX, YbH B3TAS/bI
CAOXKHAUCH 10 peBoatonuu. Crapiee
IOKOAEHUE IIOYTH BCE I1epeGHUTO B OOABLIMX
YUCTKaX MAETHAECATBIX M IIECTHAECATBIX
TOA0OB, a YLIEAEBIIHE 3aIllyraHbl A0 IIOAHOH
YMCTBEHHOH Kamutyaqdanuu. KM ecau ecTs
JKMBOM  YE€AOBEK, KOTOPBI  CIIOCOGeH
pacckaszaTb IIpaBAy O II€pPBOIl IIOAOBHHE
B€Ka, TO OH MOXKeT OBITb TOABKO IIPOAOM.
YHUHCTOH BAPYT BCIIOMHHA IIEPEIIMCAHHOE B
OHEBHHUK MECTO M3 JETCKOH KHHXKH II0
HCTOpUHU U 3aropeacs Gesymuoit uaeeit. OH
BOMZET B MHUBHYIO, 3aBAXKET CO CTapHKOM
3HAKOMCTBO u PaccIpocuT €ro:
«PacckaxkuTe, KakK BBl XKXHAHU B [ETCTBE.
Kakasa Oblaa >KU3HB? Aydllle, 4eM B HaIlH
[HU, UAH XyXKe?»

[Tockopee, 4TOGHI HE yCIIETh UCIIyTaThCH, OH
CIIyCTHACS [0 AECTHHIlE M IIepellea Ha
OPYTYIO CTOPOHY Ilepeyaka. CymaciiiecTBHe,
KOHewyHO. PasroBapuBaTh C IIpoAaMu U
mocemiaTh UX MHUBHBIE TOXKE, KOHEYHO, HE
3amperasock, HO TaKas CTpaHHAas BBIXOOKA
He ocTaHeTcs He3amedeHHOU. Ecam zaiimer
aTpyAb, MOXKHO IPHUKHUHYTHCH, YTO CTAAO
OYypHO, HO OHH Bpgna Au IoBepar. OH
TOAKHYA [OBEPb, B HOC €My UIHGAHYAO
IMUBHOW KHCAITHHOM. Korga oOH Boilea,
TBaAT B IIUBHOM creaascss BaBoe Tuiie. OH
CIIMHOM YyBCTBOBaA, 4YTO BCE TaAasa
YCTaBHAMCH Ha €ro CHHHH KOMOHHE30H.
Alony, wMeTaBIIME [OPOTUKW B MHIIEHb,
IIpepBaAl CBOIO UTI'PY Ha IEABIX IIOAMHHYTHI.



of the room interrupted itself for perhaps as
much as thirty seconds. The old man whom
he had followed was standing at the bar,
having some kind of altercation with the
barman, a large, stout, hook-nosed young
man with enormous forearms. A knot of
others, standing round with glasses in their
hands, were watching the scene.

“I arst you civil enough, didn’t I?” said the
old man, straightening his shoulders
pugnaciously. “You telling me you ain’t got
a pint mug in the ’ole bleeding boozer?”
“And what in hell’s name is a pint?” said
the barman, leaning forward with the tips
of his fingers on the counter.

“Ark at 'im! Calls ’isself a barman and don’t
know what a pint is! Why, a pint’s the ’alf of
a quart, and there’s four quarts to the
gallon. ’Ave to teach you the A, B, C next.”

“Never heard of ’em,” said the barman
shortly. “Litre and half litre -- that’s all we
serve. There’s the glasses on the shelf in
front of you.”

“I likes a pint,” persisted the old man. “You
could ’a drawed me off a pint easy enough.
We didn’t ’ave these bleeding litres when I
was a young man.”

“When you were a young man we were all
living in the treetops,” said the barman,
with a glance at the other customers.

There was a shout of laughter, and the
uneasiness caused by Winston’s entry
seemed to disappear. The old man’s
whitestubbled face had flushed pink. He
turned away, muttering to himself, and
bumped into Winston. Winston caught him
gently by the arm.

“May I offer you a drink?” he said.

“Youre a gent,” said the other,
straightening his shoulders again. He
appeared not to have noticed Winston’s
blue overalls. “Pint!” he added aggressively
to the barman. “Pint of wallop.”

The barman swished two half-litres of dark-
brown beer into thick glasses which he had
rinsed in a bucket under the counter. Beer
was the only drink you could get in prole
pubs. The proles were supposed not to
drink gin, though in practice they could get
hold of it easily enough. The game of darts
was in full swing again, and the knot of
men at the bar had begun talking about
lottery tickets. Winston’s presence was
forgotten for a moment. There was a deal
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Crapuk, H3-32 KOTOPOI'O OH IIPHIIEA,
[Ipenupascs y CTOMKH C OapMeHOM
KPYIIHBIM, TPY3HBIM MOAOJABIM YEAOBEKOM,

ropbOHOCBIM U  TOACTOPYKHM. Bokpyr
KY4KOH CTOSIAM CAyIIQTE€AHM CO CBOHMHU
CTaKaHaMH.

-- Tebsa Kak yeaOBeKa IIPOCAT, -- METYIIHACS
CTapUK W HaayBaAa TpPydb. A TBI MHe
TOBOPHIIIL, HYTO B TBoeM Kabake He
HaleTcsa MUHTOBOM KPyKKHU?

-- [Ja uTO 9TO 3a YEPTOBIIMHA TaKasd --
IUHTA? -- BO3paxkaa OapMeH, yHIepIIHCh
aAbLIaMH B CTOUKY.

-- Her, BBI cabIxaan? BapmeH Ha3bIBaeTcd --
4TO TaKoe IHHTa, He 3Haer! [IuHTa -- 3TO
IIOAKBapTHI, & YeThIPe KBapThl -- TAAAOH.
Mozxer, Tebs a30yKe IIOyIUTh?

-- Cpony He cabllaa, -- orpesas 6apMeH. --

IMogaeM AUTP, IOAAEM IIOA-AMTPA -- U BCE.
BoH Ha moAKe mocyza.

-- [luuty X04y, -- HE YHUMAACH CTaApHK. --
TpyznHo, 4TO AWM, HalleOUuTh NHHTY? B Moe
BpeMsI HUKAKHUX BAIIUX AUTPOB HE OBIAO.

-- B TBOE BpEMA MBI BCE€ Ha BETKAX XKHUAHU, --

OTBETHA 6apmeH, OTASHYBIIIHCH Ha
CAYLIIQTEAEH.

Pazmaacs rpoMKHii CMEX, M HEAOBKOCTD,
BbI3BaHHAad TOSBACHHEM YuncToHa,
mpomiaa. AMII0O y CTapuKa CAEAAAOCh
kKpacHeIM. OH TIIOBEpHyACcd, Bopda, ¥H

HaAeTeA Ha YHWHCTOHA. YHUHCTOH BEXAWBO
B3sIA €T0 IIOJ PYKY.

-- Pasperure Bac yrocTUuTh? -- CKa3aa OH.

-- BaaroponHsblii 4eAOB€K, -- OTBETHUA TOT,
cHOBa BBIIATHUB Trpynb. OH Oyaro He
3aMedyaA Ha YUHCTOHE CHHET0 KOMOMHE30HA.
-- Iunty! BOMHCTBEHHO IIpHUKa3aA OH
6apmeny, -- [IMHTY ThIYKA.

BapMeH ONOAOCHYA [Ba TOACTBIX IIOA-
AWUTPOBBIX CTaKaHa B OOYOHKE IIOJ CTOHKOM
U HAaAWA TEMHOTIO IuBa. Kpome muBa, B 9THUX
3aBEIEHUSIX HUYEr0 HE HoaaBasu. I[Ipoaam
IKWH HE TOAATAACS, HO J0OBIBAAU OHH €ro
6e3 ocoboro Tpyma. MeraHue OPOTHUKOB
BO300OHOBHAOCH, & AIOAM Yy  CTOHKH
3aTOBOPHAM O AOTepeMHbIX Ouaerax. O6
YuHcToHe Ha BpeMsd 3abbiAu. Y OKHA CTOSIA
COCHOBBI#f  CTOA TaM MOXKHO OBIAO
[IOTOBOPUTH CO CTAPUKOM C raady Ha TrAas.



table under the window where he and the
old man could talk without fear of being
overheard. It was horribly dangerous, but
at any rate there was no telescreen in the
room, a point he had made sure of as soon
as he came in.

“E could ’a drawed me off a pint,” grumbled
the old man as he settled down behind a
glass. “A ’alf litre ain’t enough. It don’t
satisfy. And a ’ole litre’s too much. It starts
my bladder running. Let alone the price.”

“You must have seen great changes since
you were a young man,” said Winston
tentatively.

The old man’s pale blue eyes moved from
the darts board to the bar, and from the
bar to the door of the Gents, as though it
were in the bar-room that he expected the
changes to have occurred.

“The beer was better,” he said finally. “And
cheaper! When I was a young man, mild
beer -- wallop we used to call it -- was
fourpence a pint. That was before the war,
of course.”

“Which war was that?” said Winston.

“It’s all wars,” said the old man vaguely. He
took up his glass, and his shoulders
straightened again. “’Ere’s wishing you the
very best of ’ealth!”

In his lean throat the sharp-pointed Adam’s
apple made a surprisingly rapid up-and-
down movement, and the beer vanished.
Winston went to the bar and came back
with two more half-litres. The old man
appeared to have forgotten his prejudice
against drinking a full litre.

“You are very much older than I am,” said
Winston. “You must have been a grown
man before I was born. You can remember
what it was like in the old days, before the
Revolution. People of my age don’t really
know anything about those times. We can
only read about them in books, and what it
says in the books may not be true. I should
like your opinion on that. The history books
say that life before the Revolution was
completely different from what it is now.
There was the most terrible oppression,
injustice, poverty worse than anything we
can imagine. Here in London, the great
mass of the people never had enough to eat
from birth to death. Half of them hadn’t
even boots on their feet. They worked
twelve hours a day, they left school at nine,
they slept ten in a room. And at the same
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Puck yxacHbIli; HO IO KpaiiHeilt Mepe
TEeAeKpaHa HeT B 3TOM YHHCTOH
YZAOCTOBEPUACH, KaK TOABKO BOIIIEA.

-- Mor 6b! HalEeaAUTb MHE IUHTY, -- BOpYaA
CTapHK, yCaXKHWBasiChb CO CTakaHoM. Iloa-
AUTpA MaAO -- HE HAMbEIIbCI. A AUTP --
MHoro. Beraems uyacro. He romopsg, 4To
IOPOToO.

Co BpeMeH Bamreffi MOAOIOCTH BHI,
HaBEepHO, BHUOEAW MHOTO II€peMEH,
OCTOPOZKHO Hadaa YUHCTOH.

BBIIBETIINMH TOAYOBIMH TA83aMH CTapHUK
IIOCMOTPEA Ha MHIIEHb [Ad JPOTHKOB,
OTOM Ha CTOHKy, IIOTOM Ha [OBEpb
MY2KCKOHM yOOpPHOH, CAOBHO II€PEMEHBI 3TH
XOTEA OTBICKATH 3/1€Ch, B IIMBHOH.

-- ITuBo 6BIAO Aydllle, -- CKA3aA OH HAKOHEIL.
U nmemeBae! Korma g OBbIA MOAOABIM,
caaboe IIHUBO -- HA3bIBAAOCH Y HAC «THIYOK» --
CTOMAO YeThIpe IleHca nuHTa. Ho 3To mo
BOMWHBI, KOHEYHO.

-- [1o Kako#? -- CIIpOCHA YHUHCTOH.

-- Hy, BoiiHa, oHa Bcerza, -- HEOIIPEAEACHHO
TOSICHUA cTapuk. OH B3dA CTaKaH U CHOBAa
BBIIIATHA TPYOb. -- Byab 3mopoB!

Kanpik Ha Tolei Iilee yAUBUTEABHO OBICTPO
3arpeiraa M [OMBa KakK He OBIBAAoO.
YHUHCTOH CXOOVA K CTOMKE U IIPHUHEC €Il
aBa crakaHa. Crapuk Kak Oyaro 3abbla o
CBOEM MpenyOexKAEeHUH IIPOTHB IIEAOTO
AuTpA.

-- Bel HAMHOIO cTapille MeHs, -- CKas3aA
YUHCTOH. -- 9 ellle Ha CBET HE POOUACS, a
BBl y2Ke€, HaBEPHO, ObIAM B3pocAbIM. U
MOXKeTe BCIOMHHUTH IIPEKHIOI0 ZKH3HB, [0
peBoaroIH. AIOAW MOHUX A€T, IO CYTH,
HHU4YEro He 3HAIOT O TOM BpeMeHH. ToABKO B
KHHUrax IIPOYTeIlb, a KTO €ro 3HaeT
IpaBAy AW IHIIYT B KHHUrax? XOTeAOCH OBI
OT BaC yCABIIIATh. B KHHUrax II0 HCTOPHUH
TOBOPUTCH, YTO XKU3HBL 10 PEBOAIOIINHU OblAa
COBCEM He IIOXOXKa Ha  HBIHEIIHIO.
¥YxacHOe yrHeTeHHE, HECIIPaBEIANBOCTD,
HUIIETa -- TAKWe, YTO Mbl U BOOODPa3UTH HE
MoxeM. 3xech, B AOHIOHE, OrPOMHOE
MHOZXKECTBO AIOZeH C POXKAEHHUsS 10 CMEPTH
HUKOTA HEe eAU AochbITa. IIoAOBHHA XoouAa
bocukoMm. Paboraau aBeHaAlATh YAacoB,
IKOAYy Opocaan B [EBATH A€T, CIAAM IIO
NIECATh JEAOBEK B KOMHare. A B TO Xe



time there were a very few people, only a
few thousands -- the capitalists, they were
called -- who were rich and powerful. They
owned everything that there was to own.
They lived in great gorgeous houses with
thirty servants, they rode about in motor-
cars and four-horse carriages, they drank
champagne, they wore top hats--"

The old man brightened suddenly.

“Top ’ats!” he said. “Funny you should
mention ’em. The same thing come into my
’ead only yesterday, I dono why. I was jest
thinking, I ain’t seen a top ’at in years.
Gorn right out, they ’ave. The last time I
wore one was at my sister-in-law’s funeral.
And that was -- well, I couldn’t give you the
date, but it must’a been fifty years ago. Of
course it was only ’ired for the occasion,
you understand.”

“It isn’t very important about the top hats,”
said Winston patiently. “The point is, these
capitalists -- they and a few lawyers and
priests and so forth who lived on them --
were the lords of the earth. Everything
existed for their benefit. You -- the ordinary
people, the workers -- were their slaves.
They could do what they liked with you.
They could ship you off to Canada like
cattle. They could sleep with your
daughters if they chose. They could order
you to be flogged with something called a
cat-o-nine tails. You had to take your cap
off when you passed them. Every capitalist
went about with a gang of lackeys who--"
The old man brightened again.

“Lackeys!” he said. “Now there’s a word I
ain’t 'eard since ever so long. Lackeys! That
reg’lar takes me back, that does. I recollect
oh, donkey’s years ago -- I used to
sometimes go to Yde Park of a Sunday

afternoon to ’ear the blokes making
speeches. Salvation Army, Roman
Catholics, Jews, Indians -- all sorts there
was. And there was one bloke -- well, I

couldn’t give you ’is name, but a real
powerful speaker ’e was. 'E didn’t ’alf give it
’em! ‘Lackeys!” ’e says, ‘ackeys of the
bourgeoisie! Flunkies of the ruling class!’
Parasites -- that was another of them. And
‘venas -- ’e definitely called ’em ’yenas. Of
course ’e was referring to the Labour Party,
you understand.”

Winston had the feeling that they were
talking at cross-purposes.

“What I really wanted to know was this,” he

BpeMs MEHBIIHHCTBO -- KaKue-HUOydb
HECKOABKO  ThICHY, TaK  Has3blBaeMble
KaIlUTaAHUCTBI, -- Paclosarass 6oraTcTBoM U

BAACTBIO. Baagmean BceM, YeM MOXKHO
BAaeTb. 2KHAM B POCKOLIHBIX OOMax,
[ep3KaAu 10 TPUALATE CAYT, Pa3be3KaAu Ha
aBTOMOOHASIX u 4yeTBepPKax, TTHAU
HIAMITaHCKOE, HOCUAU ITUAUHIPEL. ..

CTrapuK BHE3AITHO OKHUBHACS.

-- luamanpsr! -- ckazaa oH. -- Kak 210 TBI

BCIIOMHHUA? TOABKO BYepa IIPO HUX AyMaa.
Cam He 3Ha10, ¢ 4ero BAPYT. CKOABKO A€T
yX, aymaro, He BuzaeAa rwmauHapa. CoBcem
OTOLIAH. A & TOCAeNHUM pa3 HazeBaa Ha
HEBECTKHHBI ITIOXOPOHBI. BOT ellle Koraa...
rof BaM HE CKaxy, HO YK A€T IATBAECAT

ToMy. Hampokar, mnoHarHo, 6pasu IO
TAKOMY CAyYalO.
-- lwuAauHAPEI -- HE TaK BaXHO, --

TEPIIEAUBO 3aMETHA YUHCTOH. -- 'AaBHOE TO,
YTO KAIIUTAAUCTBI... OHH H CBSIUIEHHUKH,
aaBOKaTbl W IIpoYHe, KTO IIPH HHUX
KOPMHUACS, ObIAM XO3seBaMu 3eMAu. Bce Ha
cBeTe OBIAO AT HUX. BbI, IpocThie paboure
Atonu, ObiaM y HuX pabamu. OHHM MOTAM
aeaaTb C BaMH d4TO yromHo. Morau
OTIIPaBHUTBL Bac Ha mnapoxoze B Kanany, Kkak
ckor. CoaTh C BallUMH [OOYEPLMHU, ECAHU
3aX04eTcs. [Ipuka3ats, 9TOOBI Bac
BBITIOPOAH KaKOM-TO JIEBATUXBOCTOH
naeTkod. IIpu BcTpede ¢ HUMU Bbl CHUMaAu
manky. Kakapli KanmuTaAuCT XOAHA CO
CBOPOH AQKEEB...

CTapI/IK BHOBBb OZKHBHACH.

-- Nakeu! CKOABKO K€ AET HE CABIXaA 3TOTrO
caoBa, a? ANakeu. IIpgMo M0AOZOCTBH
BCIIOMHHAEINIb, YECTHOE CAOBO. IIOMHIO...
BOHU ellle KOT/A... XOHA SI 10 BOCKPECEHbIM
B Tlada-mapk, pedm caymarek. Koro Tam
TOABKO He ObIrn0 -- U Apmua CraceHus, U
KaTOAWKH, U €BpeHr, U UHAYCEI... U ObIA Tam
OIWH... UMEHH cefyac He BCIIOMHIO -- HO
cuabHO BbIcTymaa!l OX, OH HMX YHXBOCTHA.
Aakeu, roBopur. ANaken Oypxyasuu!
ITpucneurtHuKYu IpaB4IETO Kaaccal
ITapa3uTel -- BOT KakK 3arHya eme. U
THEHBI... THEHaMH TOYHO Ha3bkIBaa. Bce aTo,
KOHEYHO, po AeHbOPHCTOB, cam
IOHUMAEIb.

YHHCTOH I[OYyBCTBOBaA, 9YTO PA3rOBOP He
[IOAyYaeTCs.

-- 91 BOT 4TO XOTEA y3HaThH, -- CKa3aA OH. --
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said. “Do you feel that you have more
freedom now than you had in those days?
Are you treated more like a human being?
In the old days, the rich people, the people
at the top--”

“The ’Ouse of Lords,” put in the old man
reminiscently.

“The House of Lords, if you like. What I am
asking is, were these people able to treat
you as an inferior, simply because they
were rich and you were poor? Is it a fact,
for instance, that you had to call them ‘Sir’
and take off your cap when you passed
them?”

The old man appeared to think deeply. He
drank off about a quarter of his beer before
answering.

“Yes,” he said. “They liked you to touch
your cap to ’em. It showed respect, like. I
didn’t agree with it, myself, but I done it
often enough. Had to, as you might say.”

“And was it usual -- I'm only quoting what
I've read in history books -- was it usual for
these people and their servants to push you
off the pavement into the gutter?”

“One of ’em pushed me once,” said the old
man. “I recollect it as if it was yesterday. It
was Boat Race night -- terribly rowdy they
used to get on Boat Race night -- and I
bumps into a young bloke on Shaftesbury
Avenue. Quite a gent, ’e was -- dress shirt,
top ’at, black overcoat. 'E was kind of zig-
zagging across the pavement, and I bumps
into ’im accidental-like. ’E says, ‘Why can’t
you look where you’re going?’ ’e says. I say,
‘Ju think youve bought the bleeding
pavement?’ 'E says, T1l twist your bloody
‘ead off if you get fresh with me.” I says,
You’re drunk. I'll give you in charge in ’alf a
minute,” I says. An’ if you'll believe me, ‘e
puts ’is ’and on my chest and gives me a
shove as pretty near sent me under the
wheels of a bus. Well, I was young in them
days, and I was going to ’ave fetched ’im
one, only--"

A sense of helplessness took hold of
Winston. The old man’s memory was
nothing but a rubbish-heap of details. One
could question him all day without getting
any real information. The party histories
might still be true, after a fashion: they
might even be completely true. He made a
last attempt.
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Kak Bam KaxeTcs, y Bac ceiigyac Goablie
cBoboapl, yem Torma? OTHOIIEHHE K BaM
Ooaee uyenoBeueckoe? B mpexHee BpeMmsa
GoraTble AIOH, AIOIU ¥ BAACTH...

-- [Naanata AOpPHOB, -- 3aAyMYHBO BCTaBHA
CTapUK.
-- [IlanaTa aopmoB, ecanm yrogHo. S

COpaIUBai0, MOTAM 3TH AIOAM 00palaThCs
C BaMH KakK C HU3LIUM TOABKO ITOTOMY, YTO
oHH Ooratble, a Bbl Oenubiii? [IpaBma awm,
HAIIPHUMED, YTO BbI JOAYXKHBI ObIAM TOBOPHUTH
UM «COP» B CHUMATD LIAIKY IIPU BCTPEYE?

Crapuk TaXKeAo 3amymancs. M oTBeTHA He
paHbIlle, YEM BBIHA YETBEPTH CTAKAHA.

-- [a, -- cKkazaA OH. -- AOOHUAU, YTOOBI ThI
IOOTPOHYACH OO0 Kenku. Bpoxme oxkaszaa
yBakeHue. MHe 3TO, mpaBaa cKa3aThb, He
HPaBHAOCH -- HO faeAaa, He 6e3 Toro. Kyma
JIEHEIIBCS], MOYXKHO CKa3arTh.

-- A OBIAO IIPHUHATO -- I IEPECKa3bIBaIO TO,
YTO YUTAA B KHHUIAX IO UCTOPHH, -- ¥ ITHUX
ATOfIEH U HUX CAYT OBIAO IIPHHSATO CTAAKHBATH
Bac C TpoTyapa B CTOYHYIO KaHaBy?

OnuH Tako MeHd pa3 TOAKHYA,

OTBETHA CTapuK. -- Kak Buepa moMmHIO. B
Bedep ITOCA€ I'peOHBIX TOHOK... Y?KAaCHO OHH
OysHUAN mocae ITUX TOHOK... Ha
[Madrcbepr-aBeH0 HaaseTar g Ha IapHS.
Bun OaaroponsHblii -- ITapaaHbId KOCTIOM,
LOUAUHAP, YEepPHOE  IIaABTO. HUper 1o
TPOTyapy, BHUASIET -- U $1 Ha HEro CAy4aiiHo
"Haaetea. [oBoput: «He Buaums, Kyza
UOEHIb?» -- TOBOPUT. 91 TOBOPIO: «A TBI YTO.

KyIIuA TpoTyap-1o?» A oH: «Ipybutk MHe
Oynmemis? [oaoBy, K dYepraMm, OTBepHY». I
roBopro: «IIbgHBIH TBI, -- TOBOpio. -- Cmam
TeOs IIOAHIIVH, OTASHYTLCS He ycreelb». U,
BEpHUIIb AHM, OepeT MeHd 3a IPydb U Tak
IHXAaeT, YTO {1 YyTh IOJ aBTOOyC He IIOIaA.
Hy a g Moaomoit Torma ObIA M HaBecHA ObI
emMy, Aa TYyT...

YHHCTOH MNO4YyBCTBOBaa oT4dasaHHe. [laMaTh
cTapuKa OblAa IIPOCTO CBAAKOM MEAKHX
mogpobHocTe. MosKellls paccopairuBaTh
€ro 1IIEABIM [EeHb W HHUKAKUX CTOSIIHUX
CBEIEHUH He IIOAY4YHIIb. Tak YTO HCTOPHUS
HapTUH, MOXKET OBITh, IIPAaBAUBA B KaKOM-

TO CMBICAE€, & MOXKET ObITh, COBCEM
opaBauBa. Ou coeaaa IIOCAETHIOIO
HONBITKY.



“Perhaps I have not made myself clear,” he
said. “What I'm trying to say is this. You
have been alive a very long time; you lived
half your life before the Revolution. In
1925, for instance, you were already grown
up. Would you say from what you can
remember, that life in 1925 was better than
it is now, or worse? If you could choose,
would you prefer to live then or now?”

The old man looked meditatively at the
darts board. He finished up his beer, more
slowly than before. When he spoke it was
with a tolerant philosophical air, as though
the beer had mellowed him.

“l know what you expect me to say,” he
said. “You expect me to say as I’d sooner be
young again. Most people’d say theyd
sooner be young, if you arst’ ’em. You got
your ‘ealth and strength when you're
young. When you get to my time of life you
ain’t never well. I suffer something wicked
from my feet, and my bladder’s jest terrible.
Six and seven times a night it ’as me out of
bed. On the other ’and, there’s great
advantages in being a old man. You ain’t
got the same worries. No truck with
women, and that’s a great thing. I ain’t ’ad
a woman for near on thirty year, if you'd
credit it. Nor wanted to, what’s more.”

Winston sat back against the window-sill. It
was no use going on. He was about to buy
some more beer when the old man
suddenly got up and shuffled rapidly into
the stinking urinal at the side of the room.
The extra half-litre was already working on
him. Winston sat for a minute or two gazing
at his empty glass, and hardly noticed
when his feet carried him out into the
street again. Within twenty years at the
most, he reflected, the huge and simple
question, “Was life better before the
Revolution than it is now?” would have
ceased once and for all to be answerable.
But in effect it was unanswerable even now,
since the few scattered survivors from the
ancient world were incapable of comparing
one age with another. They remembered a
million useless things, a quarrel with a
workmate, a hunt for a lost bicycle pump,
the expression on a long-dead sister’s face,
the swirls of dust on a windy morning
seventy years ago: but all the relevant facts
were outside the range of their vision. They
were like the ant, which can see small

-- 51, HaBepHOEe, HESICHO BbIPAXKAIOCH, --

cKaszaa OH. -- 5 BOT 4TO X044y cKasaTb. BEI
O4YEeHBb MaBHO JKHUBETE Ha CBETE, IIOAOBHHY
JKU3HU BBl IIPOKUAU O PEBOAIOIIHHU.

Hampumep, B ThIca4a AEBATHCOT ABAALIATh
IITOM TOAY BBI y2Ke ObIAM B3pocabIM. U3
TOTO, YTO Bbl IIOMHHUTE, KaK II0-BallleMy, B
ABAALATE IITOM TOAY KHUTBH OBIAO Ay4IIe,
geM ceddac, uAu xyxke? Ecam ObI BbI MOTAU
BbIOpaTh, Korga Obl BBl IIPEAIIOYAH KHUTH --
TOTA UAU TeIephb?

Crapuk 3aAyM4HBO ITIOCMOTPEA Ha MHUIIEHb.

Jonua NMHUBO -- COBCEM yXKe MenaeHHo. U
HaKOHeI] OTBETHA c draocodckoit
IIPUMHUPEHHOCTEHIO, KakK Gyaro TIUBO

CMATYHUAO €T0.

-- 3Halo, KaKHUX Thbl CAOB OT MEHS KEIlb.
JyMaenis, CKaxKy, 9YTO XO4eTCsl CHOBA CTaThb
MoaombIM. Crpocu Amoned: GOABLIHMHCTBO
Tebe CKaXyT, dYTO0 XOTeAu Obl cCTaThb
MOAOABIMHU. B MoaomocTH 300pOBBE, CHAA,
Bce npu Tebe. KTo moKHA IO MOHX AET, TOMY
BCcerga HeszmopoBuTcd. My MeHa HOru
Apyro# pa3 6oAdT, XOTb IAAYb, U MOYEBOH
y3bIpb -- Xy2Ke HeKyza. [1o mecTe-ceMb pas
HO4ybl0 Oeraemsb. Ho m y crapocTu ecthb

pamoctu. 3abor yxke Tex Her. C
JKEHIIIMHAMH KaHHUTEAUTBECH He Haao -- 9TO
Goablioe meao. Bepumb AM, y MeHs
TPUALATH AT He OBIA0 IKeHIUHBL. U
HEOX0Ta, BOT YTO FA@BHOE-TO.

YHHCTOH OTBaAHMACA K  IIOJOKOHHHKY.
I[IpomoaskaTh He wuMeao cMbicaa. OH

cobpaacst B3Th €llle ITNBa, HO CTAPHUK BAPYT
BCcTaa U OBICTPO 3amapkas K BOHIOYEH
KabuHKe y OOKOBOM CTEHbI. AHIIHHUE IIOA-
AWUTpa MPOU3BEAU CBoe AeiicTBrHe. MUHYTY-
APYTYIO YUHCTOH TAd/leA B IIyCTOM CTakaH, a
IIOTOM [a’ke caM He 3aMeTHA, KaK HOTH
BBIHECAM €T0 Ha yaully. Yepe3 aBaalaTh
A€T, Pa3MBIIIAGA OH, BEAMKHUH H IIPOCTOM
BOIIPOC «/AydIlle AW JKHAOCH [0 PEBOAIOIIMH ?»
OKOHYAaTEABHO CTaHET Hepa3pPeIINMBbIM.
Ja u ceffiyac oH, B CYLIHOCTH, HEPA3PEIINM:
cAydalHBlE CBHAETEAHM CTaporo MHpa He
CHIOCOOHBI CPaBHUTH OOHY SIIOXY C APYTOH.
OHH IIOMHAT MHOXKECTBO 0€eCI0Ae3HBIX
haKTOB: CCOpPY C COTPYAHHKOM, IIOTEPIO H
IIOMCKH BEAOCHUIIETHOTO HAcoCa, BbIPaXKEHHE
AWIIA TaBHO YMepIIeH CecTpbl, BUXPh IIbIAU
BETPEHBIM yTPOM CEMBAECAT AET Haszaz; HO
TO, YTO Ba’KHO, -- BHe HX Kpyrosopa. OHH
1o06HBI MypPaBblO, KOTOPBIM BHAUT MEAKOE
U He BHAWUT OoablIOro. A KOrza IIaMdaThb
OTKaszasa M IIMCbMEHHBIE CBHIETEABCTBA
MOAAEAaHbI, TOTJA C  YTBEPXKIECHUIMH
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objects but not large ones. And when
memory failed and written records were
falsified -- when that happened, the claim
of the Party to have improved the
conditions of human life had got to be
accepted, because there did not exist, and
never again could exist, any standard
against which it could be tested.

At this moment his train of thought
stopped abruptly. He halted and looked up.
He was in a narrow street, with a few dark
little shops, interspersed among dwelling-
houses. Immediately above his head there
hung three discoloured metal balls which
looked as if they had once been gilded. He
seemed to know the place. Of course! He
was standing outside the junk-shop where
he had bought the diary.

A twinge of fear went through him. It had
been a sufficiently rash act to buy the book
in the beginning, and he had sworn never
to come near the place again. And yet the
instant that he allowed his thoughts to
wander, his feet had brought him back here
of their own accord. It was precisely against
suicidal impulses of this kind that he had
hoped to guard himself by opening the
diary. At the same time he noticed that
although it was nearly twenty-one hours
the shop was still open. With the feeling
that he would be less conspicuous inside
than hanging about on the pavement, he
stepped  through the doorway. If
questioned, he could plausibly say that he
was trying to buy razor blades.

The proprietor had just lighted a hanging
oil lamp which gave off an unclean but
friendly smell. He was a man of perhaps
sixty, frail and bowed, with a long,
benevolent nose, and mild eyes distorted by
thick spectacles. His hair was almost white,
but his eyebrows were bushy and still
black. His spectacles, his gentle, fussy
movements, and the fact that he was
wearing an aged jacket of black velvet, gave
him a vague air of intellectuality, as though
he had been some kind of literary man, or
perhaps a musician. His voice was soft, as
though faded, and his accent less debased
than that of the majority of proles.

“I recognized you on the pavement,” he said
immediately. “You’re the gentleman that
bought the young lady’s keepsake album.
That was a beautiful bit of paper, that was.
Cream-laid, it used to be called. There’s
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[apTHH, YTO OHA YAYYIIHAA AIOASIM 3KH3HD,
Ha0 COTAACHUTBLCS -- BEAb HET U HUKOTIA
yxKe He OymeT WCXOAHBIX [OaHHBIX AL
IIPOBEPKH.

TyT pasMmbllIAeHHs €ro IpepBasuck. OH
OCTAHOBHACH U IIOAHAA rAaza. OH cTosA Ha
Y3KOH yAHIle, L€ MEXKIYy 3KHABIX IOMOB
BTHCHYAMCH HECKOABKO TEMHBIX AQBYOHOK. Y
HEro HajJ TOAOBOM BHCEAH TPHU 00A€3ABIX
METaAAMYEeCKHX IIapa, KOIJa-TO, JOAXKHO
OBITH, [1030A0YEHHBIX. OH Kak OyaTo y3Haa
o1y yauny. Hy komeuno! Ilepexm HuM Oblaa
AaBKa  CTapbeBIIMKa, T[A€ OH KYIHA
JHEBHUK.

Hakatua crpax. Ilokymka KHUTH OblAa
OIPOMETYUBBIM IIOCTYIIKOM, K YHHCTOH
3apeKcs MOAXOIUTH K 3ToMy Mecty. Ho BorT,
CTOMAO €My 3aAyMaTrbCs, HOTH CaMU
IIPUHECAU €ro Clofa. A Beab A TOTO OH H
3aBeA JHEBHUK, YTOOBI IIPEIOXPaHUTH cebst
OT TaKHX CaMOYOHHACTBEHHBIX IIOPBIBOB.
AaBka emle Oblaa OTKpPBITA, XOTS BpeMs
6AmM3MAOCE K ABanmaTH  oxHomy. OH
noayMas, dYTO, CAOHSACH II0 TPOTyapy,
CKOpee IIpHUBAE€YET BHHMaHHE, YeM B AaBKe,
u Bomea. CTaHyT cHpalmMBaTh -- XOTEA
KyIIUTh A€3BHUH.

X03IMH TOABKO YTO 3aKer BHCSYYIO
KEPOCHHOBYIO AaMITY, HU31aBaBIIIYIO
HEYUCThIM, HO KaKOM-TO YIOTHBIM 3aax.
Oto OBIA YEAOBEK AeT IIEeCTHIECATH,
LIy TIABIH, CYTYABIH, c JOAVHHBIM
OPYKEAIOOHBIM HOCOM, H TaAa3a ero 3a
TOACTBIMH  AMH3aMH  OYKOB  Ka3aAHCH

GOABIIIMMHM U KPOTKHUMH. BOAOCBI y HEro
OBIAM TIOYTH COBCEM Cefble, a GPOBHU TyCThIE
u eute yepHble. OYKHU, OOpast CyeTAHBOCTD,
CTapbIil MHAXKAK U3 YePHOTO HapxaTa -- BCe
9TO NIPUAABAAO €My UHTEAAUTEHTHBIN BHUI --
He TO AWTeparopa, HE TO My3bIKaHTA.
FoBOpHA OH THXHUM, OYATO BBILBETIINM
TOAOCOM U HE TaK KOBEPKAA CAOBa, Kak
GOABIIHMHCTBO IIPOAOB.

-- 4 y3Haa Bac eme Ha yAule, -- cCpasy
CcKazaa OH. -- OTo Bbl IIOKyIIaAHu
HOJapOYHBIM  aAbOOM  OAd  [EBYIIEK.

[IpeBocxomnas Oymara, IpeBocxonHas. Ee
Ha3bIBAAU «KpeMoBasg Bepxke»r. Takoit



been no paper like that made for -- oh, I
dare say fifty years.” He peered at Winston
over the top of his spectacles. “Is there
anything special I can do for you? Or did
you just want to look round?”

“l was passing,” said Winston vaguely. “I
just looked in. I don’t want anything in
particular.”

“It’s just as well,” said the other, “because I
don’t suppose I could have satisfied you.”
He made an apologetic gesture with his
softpalmed hand. “You see how it is; an
empty shop, you might say. Between you
and me, the antique trade’s just about
finished. No demand any longer, and no
stock either. Furniture, china, glass it’s all
been broken up by degrees. And of course
the metal stuff’s mostly been melted down.
I haven’t seen a brass candlestick in years.”

The tiny interior of the shop was in fact
uncomfortably full, but there was almost
nothing in it of the slightest value. The
floorspace was very restricted, because all
round the walls were stacked innumerable
dusty picture-frames. In the window there
were trays of nuts and bolts, worn-out
chisels, penknives with broken blades,
tarnished watches that did not even
pretend to be in going order, and other
miscellaneous rubbish. Only on a small
table in the corner was there a litter of odds
and ends -- lacquered snuffboxes, agate
brooches, and the like -- which looked as
though they might include something
interesting. As Winston wandered towards
the table his eye was caught by a round,
smooth thing that gleamed softly in the
lamplight, and he picked it up.

It was a heavy lump of glass, curved on one
side, flat on the other, making almost a
hemisphere. There was a peculiar softness,
as of rainwater, in both the colour and the
texture of the glass. At the heart of it,
magnified by the curved surface, there was
a strange, pink, convoluted object that
recalled a rose or a sea anemone.

“What is it?” said Winston, fascinated.

“That’s coral, that is,” said the old man. “It
must have come from the Indian Ocean.
They used to kind of embed it in the glass.
That wasn’t made less than a hundred
years ago. More, by the look of it.”
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OymMaru He [OeAaroT, f OyMaro... YK AeT

natpaecar. -- OH IIOCMOTpeA Ha YHUHCTOHAa
IIOBEPX OYKOB. -- Bam Tpebyerca dYTO-TO
onpeseAeHHOe? Uaun  xoTeau TIPOCTO

IIOCMOTPETDH BEITH?

Illea wmwumo, YKAOHYHBO OTBETHA
YUHCTOH. Pemina 3aragHyTb. Hwudero
KOHKPETHOT'O MHE He HaJo.

-- Tem aydumre, egBa AW OBI S CMOT' Bac
YIOOBAETBOPUTE. -- Kak Obl M3BHUHAACH, OH
IIOBEPHYA KBEPXY MATKYIO AafOHb. -- CaMu
BHAMTE: MOXKHO CKas3aTb, IycTas AaBKa.
Mexny HaMHU roBopd, TOPTOBAS
aHTHKBApUATOM IIOYTH Hccgraa. Crpocy
HeT, Oa U IIPEeIAOKUTHL Hedero. Mebeab,
dapdop, XpycTasb -- BCE 3TO MaAO-IIOMaAy
repebuAOCH, IIEPEAOMAAOCE. A
MeTaAAHUYEeCKOoe II0 OOABIIEeH YacTH VILIAO B
nepenaaBKy. CKOABKO YK€ AT S He BHIEA
AATYHHOTO IOACBEYHUKA.

Ha camom pmeae TecHada AaBOYKa ObIAa

3abura BelaMH, HO HH MaAeuien
LIEHHOCTH OHH He [IPEACTABASIAH.
CBoGOAHOrO0 MecTa IIOYTH HE OCTAAOChH --
BO3A€ BCEX CTE€H INTAOEAIMU AEXKAAU

IIBIABHBIE PaMbl A KapTHH. B BuUTpuHE --
IIOAHOCHI ¢ 6oATaMH M rafiKaMH, CTOYEHHbIE
CTaMECKH, CAOMaHHbIE IIE€POYHWHHBIE HOXKH,
obAyTIA€HHBIE 4acel, naxKe He
IIPUTBOPABIINECH HCIPABHBIMH, U IIPOYHL
pa3Hoobpa3HbIii xaaM. Kakoii-ro HHTepec

MoTrAa BO30yOUTH TOABKO MEAOYD,
BaASIBIIIASICST Ha CTOAUKE B yray,
AQKUPOBaHHBIE TabakepKH, araToBble
OpOIIKM H TOMy IIOAOOHOE. YHHCTOH
[IOfOIIeA K CTOAMKY, UM B3TAIL  €ro
[IPUBAEKAA KaKas-TO TAaAKas OKpyraas
Belllb, TYCKAO OAecTeBIIas I[P CBeTe

AAMIIbI; OH B34A €€.

OTO Oblra TAXKeAas CTEKASIIKA, TAOCKasl C
OZTHOM CTOPOHBI U BBIIIyKAAd C APYrod --
MIOYTH IoAyllapue. M B 1BeTe U B CTPOEHUU
cTeKAa ObIra HEMOHATHAS MSATKOCTH -- OHO
HaIIOMHHAaAO  [JOXKIEBYIO BOLY. A B
CepAlleBUHE, yYBEAUYEHHBIH BBIIIYKAOCTEIO,
HaxXOAWACA CTPaHHBIM pO30BBIM IIpeaMET
y30p4aToro CTPOEHMs, HAaIIOMHUHABIINI pO3y
HAM MOPCKOH aHEMOH.

-- Yro 2TO? -- CHPOCHA OYapOBaHHBIH
YuHCTOH.
-- Oro? JTO KOpaaA, -- OTBETHA CTapHUK. --

Hamo moaarats, w3 HMHAOuiickoro okeaHa.
IIpexxme ux HWHOrAa 3aAHMBaAd B CTEKAO.
CroesaHo He MeHbIIe cTa AeT Hasazd. I[lo
BHUY AazKe paHblIIe.



“It’s a beautiful thing,” said Winston.

“It is a beautiful thing,” said the other
appreciatively. “But there’s not many that’d
say so nowadays.” He coughed. “Now, if it
so happened that you wanted to buy it,
that’d cost you four dollars. I can remember
when a thing like that would have fetched
eight pounds, and eight pounds was -- well,
I can’t work it out, but it was a lot of
money. But who cares about genuine
antiques nowadays even the few that’s
left?”

Winston immediately paid over the four
dollars and slid the coveted thing into his
pocket. What appealed to him about it was
not so much its beauty as the air it seemed
to possess of belonging to an age quite
different from the present one. The soft,
rainwatery glass was not like any glass that
he had ever seen. The thing was doubly
attractive  because of its apparent
uselessness, though he could guess that it
must once have been intended as a
paperweight. It was very heavy in his
pocket, but fortunately it did not make
much of a bulge. It was a queer thing, even
a compromising thing, for a Party member
to have in his possession. Anything old,
and for that matter anything beautiful, was
always vaguely suspect. The old man had
grown noticeably more cheerful after
receiving the four dollars. Winston realized
that he would have accepted three or even
two.

“There’s another room upstairs that you
might care to take a look at,” he said.
“There’s not much in it. Just a few pieces.
We’ll do with a light if we’re going upstairs.”

He lit another lamp, and, with bowed back,
led the way slowly up the steep and worn
stairs and along a tiny passage, into a room
which did not give on the street but looked
out on a cobbled yard and a forest of
chimney-pots. Winston noticed that the
furniture was still arranged as though the
room were meant to be lived in. There was
a strip of carpet on the floor, a picture or
two on the walls, and a deep, slatternly
arm-chair drawn up to the fireplace. An
old-fashioned glass clock with a twelve-
hour face was ticking away on the
mantelpiece. Under the window, and
occupying nearly a quarter of the room,
was an enormous bed with the mattress
still on it.
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-- KpacuBas Benip, -- ckazaa YUHCTOH.

- KpaCI/IBaﬂ BEIllb, - IIPU3HATEABHO
IIOAXBATHA CTAPBEBIIUK. -- Ho B Hamu mguu
MaAO KTO €€ OLIEHUT. -- OH KalllIAdHYA. --

Ecau BamM BOpyr 3axodercs KyIWUTb, OHA
CTOUT 4YeThIpe moasapa. Briao Bpemsd, Korma
3a TaKylo Bellp JaBaAu BOCeMb (PYHTOB, a
BOCEMB (DYHTOB... Hy, ceMdac He CyMeio
cKa3aTh TOYHO 3T0 OBIAM OOABIIIHE
neHbru. Ho KoMy HbIHYE HY:KHBI [I0JJANHHBIE
JPEBHOCTH XOT HMX TakK Maao
COXPaHHUAOCH

YUHCTOH HEMEIAEHHO 3allAATHA YeThIpe
J0AAAPA U OIIyCTHA BOXKIEACHHYIO UTPYIIKY
B kapmaH. Cobaa3HHAA €ro HE CTOABKO
KpacoTa BeIId, CKOABKO apoMaT BeKa,
COBCEM He€ IIOXO03KEero Ha HBIHEIIHHH. CTeKAO
TaKOH HOXKAEBOM MSATKOCTH €My HHUKOIa He
BCcTpedaaock. CaMbIM CHMIIATHYHBIM B 9TOH
mITyke Oblaa ee GEecroAe3HOCTb, XOTS
YUHCTOH [goragascs, YTO KOLOa-TO OHAa
cAaykHAa npecc-mianbe. CTEKAO OTTATHBAAO
KapMaH, HO, K CYacCTbhl0, HE CAHIIKOM
BBIITUPAAO. DTO CTPAHHBIA IIPEAMET, AaiKe
KOMIIPOMETHPYIOIIMH [IpeaMerT [OAS YAeHa
napTuu. Bce crapoe M, ecAM Ha TO IIOIIAO,
BCE€ KpacHBO€  BBI3BIBAAO  HEKOTOPOE
nonmo3peHue. X03dWH JKe, IIOAYYHB 4YeThbIpe
oAAApA, 3aMETHO IIOBeceAeA. YHUHCTOH
HOHSIA, YTO MOJKHO OBIAO CTOProBAThCS HAa
TPeX HAHW JasKe Ha ABYX.

-- Ecau ecTpb KeaaHHe IIOCMOTPETH, Y MEHS
HaBepxy elle OoAaHa KOMHATa, cKazaa
crapuk. -- Tam Hudero ocobeHHoro. Bcero
HECKOABKO IpeaMeToB. Ecau moiimem, Ham
IIOHAIO0OUTCS CBET.

OH 3axer eme OAHY AaMIly, IIOTOM,
COTHYBIINCh, MEIOAEHHO IIOAHSACS IO
CTEPTHIM CTYIIEHBKAM M 4epe3 KPOXOTHBIM
KOPHUAOPYHK IIPUBEA YHUHCTOHA B KOMHATY;
OKHO €€ CMOTPEAO HE Ha YVAHWIYy, a Ha
MOLLEHBIM OBOP U HA Yallly IIE€YHBIX TPYD C
KOAIaKaMHW. YUHCTOH 3aMETHA, YTO MeGEAD
3[1ECh PACCTaBA€HA, KAK B YKHUAOM KOMHATE.
Ha moAay [#OpoxkKa, HA CTeHaX [qBE-TPH
KapTUHBI, TAYOOKOE HEONIPSITHOE KPECAO Y
KamMuHa. Ha KaMHUHHOM IIOAKE THUKAAU
CTapuHHbIE CTEKATHHBIE 4achl [¢
[ABEHAAIIATUYacoBbIM 1udepbraTom. Ilox
OKHOM, 3aH{B 4YyTb AM HE 4YETBEPTH
KOMHATBI, CTOSAQ TpoOMaaHas KpOBAaTh,
PHUYEM C MATPACOM.



“We lived here till my wife died,” said the
old man half apologetically. “I'm selling the
furniture off by little and little. Now that’s a
beautiful mahogany bed, or at least it
would be if you could get the bugs out of it.
But I dare say you’d find it a little bit
cumbersome.”

He was holdlng the lamp high up, so as to
illuminate the whole room, and in the warm
dim light the place looked curiously
inviting. The thought flitted through
Winston’s mind that it would probably be
quite easy to rent the room for a few dollars
a week, if he dared to take the risk. It was a
wild, impossible notion, to be abandoned as
soon as thought of; but the room had
awakened in him a sort of nostalgia, a sort
of ancestral memory. It seemed to him that
he knew exactly what it felt like to sit in a
room like this, in an arm-chair beside an
open fire with your feet in the fender and a
kettle on the hob; utterly alone, utterly
secure, with nobody watching you, no voice
pursuing you, no sound except the singing
of the kettle and the friendly ticking of the
clock.

“There’s no telescreen!” he could not help
murmuring.

“Ah,” said the old man, “I never had one of
those things. Too expensive. And I never
seemed to feel the need of it, somehow. Now
that’s a nice gateleg table in the corner
there. Though of course you’d have to put
new hinges on it if you wanted to use the
flaps.”

There was a small bookcase in the other
corner, and Winston had already gravitated
towards it. It contained nothing but
rubbish. The hunting-down and
destruction of books had been done with
the same thoroughness in the prole
quarters as everywhere else. It was very
unlikely that there existed anywhere in
Oceania a copy of a book printed earlier
than 1960. The old man, still carrying the
lamp, was standing in front of a picture in
a rosewood frame which hung on the other
side of the fireplace, opposite the bed.

“Now, if you happen to be interested in old
prints at all--” he began delicately.

Winston came across to examine the
picture. It was a steel engraving of an oval
building with rectangular windows, and a
small tower in front. There was a railing
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-- MBI 31€ch 3KHAH, [I0Ka He yMepAa KeHa, -
- OOBSICHHA CTapUK, KaK Obl U3BUHLAACH. --
ITomemHOry pacmnpomaro  Mebeab. Bot
IPEeBOCXOAHAs KPOBaTh KPACHOTO HAEpeBa...
To ectb Oblna OBl IIPEBOCXOOHOM, €CAH
BBICEAUTH W3 Hee KAOIOB. Bmpouem, Baw,
HaBEPHO, OHA KAKETCH I'POMO3IKOM.

OH IIOAHSA AaMILy HAA TOAOBOM, YTOOBI
OCBETHUTH BCIO KOMHATY, U B TEIAOM
TYCKAOM CBEeTe€ OHa BbIrAIAeAd OaxKe
YIOTHOH. A Beab MOXKHO ObIAO OBI CHATH ee
3a HECKOABKO OAAAPOB B HEMEAIO, ITOAyMaA
YHUHCTOH, €CAM XBATUT CMEAOCTH. JDTO OblAa
[UKas, B3IOPHAA MBICAb, 1 yMEpPAA OHA TaK
ke OBICTPO, KaK pOAHAACh; HO KOMHAaTa
npobyaraa B HEM KAaKylO-TO HOCTAABTHIO,
KakKylo-TO [aMsTbh, APEMAaBIIyI0O B KPOBH.
EMy Ka3aaoCh, YTO OH XOPOIIO 3HAET 3TO
OIIyIIeHHe, KOrga CHUOWIIL B  TaKOH
KOMHAaTe, B KpEeCcAe TIepen TOpSIUM
KaMMUHOM, IIOCTaBHB HOTH Ha PEIIeTKy, Ha
orHe Ya¥HUK, U Thl COBCEM OIHWH, B
IOAHOM 0€30IIaCHOCTH, HUKTO HE CAEIUT 3a
TobOOM, HHUYEM roaoc Tebsg He [OOHUMAET,
TOABKO 4YalMHMK II0OeT B KaMHHE [Ja
OPY?KEeAIOGHO TUKAIOT YaCHI.

- TyT HET TEAEKpPAaHa, -- BBIPBAAOCH Y HETO.

-- Ax, 3TOro, -- OTBETHA CTapHK. -- Y MeHs
HUKorga He Obiao. OHu moporme. [da u
rorpebHOCTH, 3Haere, HUKOIZA He
HUCHBITBIBAaA. A BOT B YrAy XOPOILHMH
packaagHOH CTOA. IIpaBna, YTOOBI

IIOAB30BaThCA 6OKOBI/IHaMI/I, HaOa0 3aMEHHUTH
IIETAH.

B napyrom yray crosiaa KHUXKHad IIOAKA, U
YUHCTOHa y2Ke NPUTAHYAO K HeH. Ha moake
ObIr@ TOABKO ApsAHB. OXoTa 3a KHHUTAMH H
YHUYTOXKEHHE BEANCh B KBapTaaax IIPOAOB
TaK K€ OCHOBaTeAbHO, KakK Be3dne. ExBa Am
B 1eaoii OKeaHHH CyIIECTBOBaA XOTb OIWUH
3K3eMIAdIp KHUTH, u3gaHHo# no 1960 roxa.
CrapuKk C AaMIIOH B pPyKe CTOdA IIepen
KapTHHKON B IIaAMCaHAPOBOM paMe: oOHa
BHUCEAa II0 APYTYI0 CTOPOHY OT KaMHHA,
HaIIPOTUB KPOBATH.

- Kcraru, €CAM  BaC  HHTEPECYIOT
CTapUHHbIE TPABIOPHL... -- JEAUKATHO Ha4aA
OH.

YuHCTOH momolea OauxKe. 10 OblAQ

rpaBlOpa Ha CTaAW: 37laHHE C OBaABHBIM
(bpPOHTOHOM, IPSIMOYTOABHBIMH OKHaMH H
Gamrneit Bnepemu. Bokpyr 3maHug  miaa



running round the building, and at the rear
end there was what appeared to be a
statue. Winston gazed at it for some
moments. It seemed vaguely familiar,
though he did not remember the statue.

“The frame’s fixed to the wall,” said the old
man, “but I could unscrew it for you, I dare
say.”

“I know that building,” said Winston finally.
“It’s a ruin now. It’s in the middle of the
street outside the Palace of Justice.”

“That’s right. Outside the Law Courts. It
was bombed in -- oh, many years ago. It
was a church at one time, St. Clement’s
Danes, its name was.” He smiled
apologetically, as though conscious of
saying something slightly ridiculous, and
added: “Oranges and lemons, say the bells
of St. Clement’s!”

“What’s that?” said Winston.

“Oh -- ‘Oranges and lemons, say the bells of
St. Clement’s.” That was a rhyme we had
when I was a little boy. How it goes on I
don’t remember, but I do know it ended up,
‘Here comes a candle to light you to bed,
Here comes a chopper to chop off your
head.’ It was a kind of a dance. They held
out their arms for you to pass under, and
when they came to ‘Here comes a chopper
to chop off your head’ they brought their
arms down and caught you. It was just
names of churches. All the London
churches were in it -- all the principal ones,
that is.”

Winston wondered vaguely to what century
the church belonged. It was always difficult
to determine the age of a London building.
Anything large and impressive, if it was
reasonably new in appearance, was
automatically claimed as having been built
since the Revolution, while anything that
was obviously of earlier date was ascribed
to some dim period called the Middle Ages.
The centuries of capitalism were held to
have produced nothing of any value. One
could not learn history from architecture

any more than one could learn it from
books. Statues, inscriptions, memorial
stones, the names of streets -- anything

that might throw light upon the past had
been systematically altered.

“I never knew it had been a church,” he
said.

“There’s a lot of them left, really,” said the
old man, “though they've been put to other
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orpaza, a B TAyOHHE CTOslAQ, ITO-BHAMMOMY,
cTaTys. YHHCTOH IIPHUCMOTpEAcd. 3aaHue
Ka3aA0Ch CMYTHO 3HAKOMBIM, HO CTaTyH OH
HE IIOMHHUA.

-- Pamka IIPUBHHYEHA K CTEHE, -- CKas3aa
CTapHK, -- HO €CAHU XOTUTE, 4 CHUMY.

4 3Haro 2TO 3maHue, IIPOMOABHA
HaKOHeIl YHWHCTOH, -- OHO paspylleHo. B
cepenuHe YA, 3a [IBOPIIOM IOCTHIIMH.

Bepno. 3a [Jomom mpaBocyaud. Ero
pa3bombuan... Hy, MHoro aer Hazazm. 9to
O6biaa 1epkoBb. Cenrt-KaemeHt CBATOM
KaumentT y maryas. OH BHHOBATO
YVABIOHYACSI, CAOBHO MIOHUMAasi, YTO TOBOPHUT
HEAEIIOCTh, U M00aBHA: -- «ANEABCHHYHUKH
Kak Me[, B KOAOKOA CeHT-KaemMeHT ObeT.

-- YT0 3TO? -- CIIpOCUA YHUHCTOH.

-- A-a. «AIEALCHHYHUKN KaK MEJ, B KOAOKOA
Cenr-KaemeHnr O0betT». B gercrBe OBIA TaKOM
ctuiok. Kak Tam maablile, s HE IIOMHIO, a
KOHYaeTcs Tak: «Bor 3axkry g mapy cBed --
TBI B IIOCTEABKY MOXKEIIb A€Yb. BOT BO3bMY
g OCTPBIA M€Y -- U TOAOBKA TBOS C IIA€U).
Urpa 6p1aa Hamomobue Tauia. OHU CTOSIAH,
B34BIINCH 3a PYKH, & THI IIIeA II0[ PYKaMH,
U KOTJa AOXOAHAH 10 «BOT BO3bMY $1 OCTPBIHI
Medq H TOAOBKa TBOS C IIA€Y», DPYKH
OIlyCKaAuCh U AOBHAH Tebs. Tam Oblam
TOABKO HA3BaHUs LEPKBe. Bce AOHIOHCKIE
nepkBH... To eCTb caMble 3HAMEHUTHIE.

YHUHCTOH pacCessHHO CIIPOCHA Cebsi, KaKOro
BEKa MOrAa OBITH 3Ta IEPKOBb. Bo3pacTt
AOHIIOHCKHUX [IOMOB OIIPENEAUTH BCETAA
TpyaHOo Bce Goablume M BHYIIUTEABHBIE H
0oAee MAM MeEHeEe HOBBIE Ha BHJ CIHUTAAUCE,
KOHEYHO, IIOCTPOEHHBIMH IocA€E
PEBOAIOITMH, a BCE TO, YTO OBIAO OYEBHIHO
craplile, OTHOCHAH K KaKOMY-TO IAA€KOMY,
HESICHOMY BpEMEHU, Ha3bIBABLIEMYCS
cpenHuMHU Bekamu. Takum obOpasom, Beka
KaIlUTaAu3Ma HHUYETO CTOSIIIIETO He
npousBeAad. Ilo  apXuUTEeKType U3Y4IUTH
HUCTOPHUIO OBIAO TAK K€ HEBO3MOXKHO, KaK I10
KHHUTaM. Cratyu, MMaMSITHUKH,
MeMOpPHAaABHbIE [TOCKH, HA3BAHUS YAHUI[ --
BCE, YTO MOTAO IIPOAUTH CBET Ha IIPOIIAOE,
CHCTEMAaTHYECKH IIE€PEAEABIBAAOCE.

-- 91 ue 3HaA, 9TO 3TO LIEPKOBB, -- CKa3aA OH.

- BOOGH.[C—TO HX MHOI'0O OCTaAOCBH, -- CKa3aa
CTapHK, TOABKO HX HCIOAB3YIOT [OAL



uses. Now, how did that rhyme go? Ah! I've
got it!

‘Oranges and lemons, say the bells of St.
Clement’s,

npyrux Hyxkza. Kak ke TaM 2ToT CTHIIOK? Al
BcniomuHA.

AnenvcuHuuku rkarx med, B rkonoxon CeHm-
Knemenm 6oem.

You owe me three farthings, say the bells of H 3eonum Cexnm-Mapmun: Omoagaii MmHe

St. Martin’s--

there, now, that’s as far as I can get. A
farthing, that was a small copper coin,
looked something like a cent.”

“Where was St. Martin’s?” said Winston.

“St. Martin’s? That’s still standing. It’s in
Victory Square, alongside the picture
gallery. A building with a kind of a
triangular porch and pillars in front, and a
big flight of steps.”

Winston knew the place well. It was a
museum used for propaganda displays of
various kinds -- scale models of rocket
bombs and Floating Fortresses, waxwork
tableaux illustrating enemy atrocities, and
the like.

“St. Martin’s-in-the-Fields it used to be
called,” supplemented the old man, “though
I don’t recollect any fields anywhere in
those parts.”

Winston did not buy the picture. It would
have been an even more incongruous
possession than the glass paperweight, and
impossible to carry home, unless it were
taken out of its frame. But he lingered for
some minutes more, talking to the old man,
whose name, he discovered, was not Weeks
-- as one might have gathered from the
inscription over the shop-front -- but
Charrington. Mr. Charrington, it seemed,
was a widower aged sixty-three and had
inhabited this shop for thirty years.
Throughout that time he had been
intending to alter the name over the
window, but had never quite got to the
point of doing it. All the while that they
were talking the half-remembered rhyme
kept running through Winston’s head.
Oranges and lemons say the bells of St.
Clement’s, You owe me three farthings, say
the bells of St. Martin’s! It was curious, but
when you said it to yourself you had the
illusion of actually hearing bells, the bells
of a lost London that still existed
somewhere or other, disguised and
forgotten. From one ghostly steeple after
another he seemed to hear them pealing
forth. Yet so far as he could remember he
had never in real life heard church bells

papmune!

Bort maabllie onaTh He IOMHIO. A (papTHHT --
9T0 OblAQ MaAeHbKas MeaHasi MOHETA,
Haromo0ue IeHTa.

A roe
YHUHCTOH.

CenT-MapTuUH? -- CIIPOCHA

Cenr-MapTuH? OJra eme crour. Ha
naomranu Ilobenpl, psggoM ¢ KapTUHHOMH
raaepeeti. 3aanue [¢] HOPTUKOM 7§
KOAOHHAaMH, C IINPOKOU AECTHHULIEH.

YuHCTOH XOpolIo 3Haa 3aaHue. ITo OBbIA
My3€ed, TIIpefHa3sHA4YeHHbIM [Ad pasHBbIX
IPOIIaraHAUCTCKUX  BBICTABOK: MoOJeAeH
PakeT U MAABAKOLIUX KPEIocTel, BOCKOBBIX
nmaHopam, 1306pazKkaIoNwx BpakeCcKHe
3BEpPCTBa, U TOMY ITOZOOHOTO.

-- HazpiBasaace «CBaroit MapTUu Ha IIOASIX»,
-- 1o0aBHA CTapHK, -- XOTsI HUKAKHX ITOAEH
B 5TOM palioHe He IIPUIIOMHIO.

IpaBroopy YuHCTOH He Kymua. [Ipeamer 6b1a
emte 6oaee HETIOAXOSIIIM, YeM CTEKASTHHOE
[Ipecc-Iambe, Aa U A0MOIl ee He yHeCellb --
pasBe TOABKO 6e3 pamku. Ho oH
3aIepKaACcsl elle Ha HECKOABKO MUHYT,
fecemyss CO CTapHKOM, M BBIICHHA, YTO
damuaua ero He YHUKC, KaK MOIKHO OBIAO

3aKAIOYHUTE 110 HAAIIHCH Ha AaBKe, a
YappunrroH. OKa3aa0oCh, YTO MHCTEPY
YappUHITOHY IIECTHAECAT TPH TIoda, OH

BIIOBEI] U OOWUTAeT B AaBKe TPHALATH AET.
Bce o5TM rTOmpl OH cobupascs CMEHHUTH
BBIBECKY, HO TaK U He cobpaacd. Iloka oHH
GecemoBaan, YUHCTOH BCe TBEPAUA IIPO cebst
Ha4daAo CTHUIIKA: «ATIEABCUHYUKU KaK Mell, B
koaokon Cenr-Kaement 6ber. U 3BOHHUT
Ceur-MaprtuH: otgaBaii MHe QapTHUHr!
AroOOIIBITHO: KOTZla OH IIPOM3HOCHA IIPO
cebsl CTHIIIOK, eMy 4YyAHAOCH, OyATo 3BydaT
caMt KOAOKOA@, -- KOAOKOA2 HCYE3HYBIIIETO
AoHIOHA, KOTOPBHIH €llle CYIIECTBYET IAe-TO,
HEBUAWUMBIH U 3a0bITEIH. U cabIIIIAAOCEH eMy,
KakK [OAHUMAIOT OHM TpPE3BOH, OAHA 3a
ApPyToH, Ipu3padHble KOAOKOABHU. MexXnay
TeM, CKOABKO OH ce0s IIOMHHA, OH HH pasy
HE CABIIIIaA IIEPKOBHOTO 3BOHA.
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ringing.

He got away from Mr. Charrington and
went down the stairs alone, so as not to let
the old man see him reconnoitring the
street before stepping out of the door. He
had already made up his mind that after a
suitable interval -- a month, say -- he
would take the risk of visiting the shop
again. It was perhaps not more dangerous
than shirking an evening at the Centre. The
serious piece of folly had been to come back
here in the first place, after buying the
diary and without knowing whether the
proprietor of the shop could be trusted.
However--!

Yes, he thought again, he would come
back. He would buy further scraps of
beautiful rubbish. He would buy the
engraving of St. Clement’s Danes, take it
out of its frame, and carry it home
concealed under the jacket of his overalls.
He would drag the rest of that poem out of
Mr. Charrington’s memory. Even the
lunatic project of renting the room upstairs
flashed momentarily through his mind
again. For perhaps five seconds exaltation
made him careless, and he stepped out on
to the pavement without so much as a
preliminary glance through the window. He
had even started humming to an
improvised tune--

Oranges and lemons, say the bells of St.
Clement’s,

OH IIOTIPOIIAACS c MHCTEPOM
YappUHITOHOM H CIIyCTHACS IIO AECTHHIIE
OIWH, 4YTOOBI CTApHK HE YBHIEA, KaK OH
OTASIIBIBAET YAHUILy, IIpeXKe 4YeM BBIATH 3a
aBepb. OH yKe peIlna, YTO, BBIKIAB BpeMsd

-- xoTsl OBl MeCdll, -- PHUCKHET elle pas
IIOCETUTH AABKy. EfBa AW 5TO OonmacHel, 1em
MIPOIyCTUTh BEYEP B  OOLIECTBEHHOM

IeHTpe. BOABIIION OmpPOMETYUBOCTBIO OBIAO
YK€ TO, YTO IIOCA€ IIOKYIIKH KHHUTH OH
IpUIlleA CIofa CHOBa, He 3Has, MOXKHO AW
J0BepsATh x03auHy. U Bce xel..

Ha, ckazaan oH cebe, Hamo OymeT NIPHUHATH
eme. OH KyOuUT TIpaBIOpY C LIEPKOBBIO CB.
KaumeHTa y martdaH, BBIHET W3 paMbl U
yHeceT oz, KOMOMHE30HOM JIOMOH.
3acTaBuT MucTepa YappuHrToHA
BCIIOMHUTL CTHIIOK OO0 KOHIA. W cHoBa
MeABKHYyAA GesymHas MBICAD CHATH
BepXHIOI0 KOMHATy. OT BOCTOpra OH CEKYHI
Ha IA9Tb 3a0bIA 06 OCTOPOIKHOCTHU -- BBIIIEA
Ha  YAWLY, OrpPaHUYUBIIIUCH OerabIM
B3TASIZIOM B OKHO. U maske Hayaa HameBaTb
Ha CAMOIEABHBIM MOTHUB:

AnenvcuHuuku Kak med, B rkonoxon Cenm-
Knemenm boem.

You owe me three farthings, say the bells of H 3eonum Cenm-Mapmux: Omodaeaii mHe

St. Martin’s--’

Suddenly his heart seemed to turn to ice
and his bowels to water. A figure in blue
overalls was coming down the pavement,
not ten metres away. It was the girl from
the Fiction Department, the girl with dark
hair. The light was failing, but there was no
difficulty in recognizing her. She looked him
straight in the face, then walked quickly on
as though she had not seen him.

For a few seconds Winston was too
paralysed to move. Then he turned to the
right and walked heavily away, not noticing
for the moment that he was going in the
wrong direction. At any rate, one question
was settled. There was no doubting any
longer that the girl was spying on him. She
must have followed him here, because it
was not credible that by pure chance she
should have happened to be walking on the
same evening up the same obscure

papmune!

Bapyr cepalle y Hero €KHYAO OT CTpaxa,
KUBOT CXBaTHAO. B Kakux-HHOyAb [ecaTH
MeTpax -- (purypa B CHHEM KOMOHHE3OHe,
UOEeT K HeMy. 9To Oblra AeBUIA U3 OTHAEAA
AUTEPATYDPEHI, TEMHOBOAOCAS. Vike
CMepKaAoCh, HO YHMHCTOH Yy3Haa ee 06e3
Tpyna. OHa IMocMOTpesa eMy IPsIMO B raasa
U OBICTPO IIPOIIAA OaAblile, KakK OyaTo He
3aMeTHAA.

HeckKoABKO CEKyHZ OH He MOT ABHHYTBHCH C
MECTa, CAOBHO OTHSIAHCH Horu. IloTrom
IIOBEPHYACH HAIIPaBO U C TPYAOM IIOIIEA, HE
3aMedasd, 4TO UAET He B Ty cTOopoHy. OmHO
o KpaibiHei Mepe craso gcHO. CoOMHeHUMH
OBITH HE MOTAO: AEBHIlA 34 HUM IINHOHHUT.
OHa BBICA€IMIAA €TO -- HEAB3S K€ IIOBEPUTH,
YTO OHA II0 YHUCTOH CAydaiHOCTH 3abpesa B
TOT K€ B€YED Ha Ty K€ 3axXyJaAylo YAOUKY B
HECKOABKHX KHAOMETPax OT DpaiioHa, Tre
XKUBYT  Tnaptuiinel. CAMIIKOM — MHOTO
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backstreet, kilometres distant from any
quarter where Party members lived. It was
too great a coincidence. Whether she was
really an agent of the Thought Police, or
simply an amateur spy actuated by
officiousness, hardly mattered. It was
enough that she was watching him.
Probably she had seen him go into the pub
as well.

It was an effort to walk. The lump of glass
in his pocket banged against his thigh at
each step, and he was half minded to take
it out and throw it away. The worst thing
was the pain in his belly. For a couple of
minutes he had the feeling that he would
die if he did not reach a lavatory soon. But
there would be no public lavatories in a
quarter like this. Then the spasm passed,
leaving a dull ache behind.

The street was a blind alley. Winston
halted, stood for several seconds wondering
vaguely what to do, then turned round and
began to retrace his steps. As he turned it
occurred to him that the girl had only
passed him three minutes ago and that by
running he could probably catch up with
her. He could keep on her track till they
were in some quiet place, and then smash
her skull in with a cobblestone. The piece of
glass in his pocket would be heavy enough
for the job. But he abandoned the idea
immediately, because even the thought of
making any physical effort was unbearable.
He could not run, he could not strike a
blow. Besides, she was young and lusty
and would defend herself. He thought also
of hurrying to the Community Centre and
staying there till the place closed, so as to
establish a partial alibi for the evening. But
that too was impossible. A deadly lassitude
had taken hold of him. All he wanted was
to get home quickly and then sit down and
be quiet.

It was after twenty-two hours when he got
back to the flat. The lights would be
switched off at the main at twenty-three
thirty. He went into the kitchen and
swallowed nearly a teacupful of Victory Gin.
Then he went to the table in the alcove, sat
down, and took the diary out of the drawer.
But he did not open it at once. From the
telescreen a brassy female voice was
squalling a patriotic song. He sat staring at
the marbled cover of the book, trying
without success to shut the voice out of his
consciousness.

COBHAAECHUM. A CAYXKHUT OHa B IIOAWULIUU
MBICAEM HAU K€ 3TO CAMOMESTEABHOCTH --
3HadyeHUsT He uMeeT. OHa 3a HUM CAEIUT,
3TOTO [OBOABHO. MoxXeT ObITh, maxke
BHIeAQ, KaK OH 3aXOJHA B IIUBHYIO.

Untu Obiao Taxeno. CTEKATHHBIH TpPy3 B
KapMaHe IpH KaXKJOM IIare CcTykKasd IO
G6enpy, ¥ YHHCTOHA IIOAMBIBAAO BBIGPOCHUTH
ero. Ho xy»ke Bcero 6blaa criazma B KHUBOTE.
HeckoABKO MHHYT €My Kas3aAoCh, YTO €CAH
OH ceMyac ke He Haiger yOOpHYyIO, TO
yMmper. Ho B TakoM pailioHe He MOTAO OBITH
obmiecTBeHHOM yOopHO#i. Ilotom cnasma
IIPOIIIAA, OCTAAACH TOABKO TAyXas 00Ab.

Yauiia  okaszasach  TYIIHKOM. YuncToH
OCTAHOBHACS, IIOCTOSIA HECKOABKO CEKYHI,
paccessHHO coobpazkasi, 4YTO OeAaTb, [IOTOM
oBePHYA Has3an. Korma oH HOBEPHYA, €My
IPUIIAO B TOAOBY, YTO OH Pa3MHHYACH C
neBuIleil Kakue-HUOyAb TPU MUHYTHI Ha3am,
U ecau 0OeroMm, TO MOXKHO €€ [JOTHATh.
MoskHO mOOHTH 3a Hell [0 KaKOoro-Hubymnb
THUXOI'0 ME€CTa, a TaM IIPOAOMHTBH €i depen
OyapIKHUKOM. CTEKASIHHOE IIpecc-Ialbe
TOXKE€ CTOAMUTCS, OHO Tsaxkeaoe. Ho oH cpasy
oTOpOCHA 3TOT MAAH: HEBBIHOCHMA OblAa
[OaXke MBICAB O TOM, YTOOBI COBEPIIHUTH
dusugeckoe ycrave. Her cua Gexkarb, HET
CHA yaapsTh. BnobaBok aeBUIlA MoAOozas U
Kpernkas, Oymer 3amumarbcd. [loToM OH
moayMmaa, 4TO Ha[o ceHdac XKe IIOHTH B
OOIIIECTBEHHBIH IIEHTP M IPOOBITH TaM [0
3aKphITUa -- obecreuuTh cebe XoTs OBl
yacTuyHoe aaubu. Ho U 3TO HEBO3MOXKHO.
UM  oBaazeaa  cMepTeAbHad  BSAOCTB.
XoTeAoCh OOHOrO: BepHYThCS K cebe B
KBapTHUPY U HUYETO HE AEAATh.

JoMo#i OH HpHIIEeA TOABKO B [ABaALATh
TpeTbeM dYacy. TOK B CETH MOAXKHBI OBbIAKM
orraounTh B 23.30. OH oTnpaBuACa Ha
KyXHIO U BBIITHA IIOYTH IIEAYIO YallKy
mxuHa «[lobenar. [IoToM mOAOIIEA K CTOAY B
HUIIIE, CEA U BBIHYA U3 SINHMKaA AHEBHHK. Ho
packpbla ero He cpasy. KeHmmHa B
TeAeKpaHe TOMHBIM TOAOCOM meaa
HaTPUOTHYECKYIO IIECHIO. YHHCTOH CMOTPEA
Ha MpaMOpHBIH Iepemnaer, 6e3yCIIeIIHo
CTapasiCh OTBAEYLCH OT 3TOTO TOAOCA.
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It was at night that they came for you,
always at night. The proper thing was to
kill yourself before they got you.
Undoubtedly some people did so. Many of
the disappearances were actually suicides.
But it needed desperate courage to kill
yourself in a world where firearms, or any
quick and certain poison, were completely
unprocurable. He thought with a kind of
astonishment of the biological uselessness
of pain and fear, the treachery of the
human body which always freezes into
inertia at exactly the moment when a
special effort is needed. He might have
silenced the dark-haired girl if only he had
acted quickly enough: but precisely
because of the extremity of his danger he
had lost the power to act. It struck him that
in moments of crisis one is never fighting
against an external enemy, but always
against one’s own body. Even now, in spite
of the gin, the dull ache in his belly made
consecutive thought impossible. And it is
the same, he perceived, in all seemingly
heroic or tragic situations. On the
battlefield, in the torture chamber, on a
sinking ship, the issues that you are
fighting for are always forgotten, because
the body swells up until it fills the universe,
and even when you are not paralysed by
fright or screaming with pain, life is a
moment-to-moment struggle against
hunger or cold or sleeplessness, against a
sour stomach or an aching tooth.

He opened the diary. It was important to
write something down. The woman on the
telescreen had started a new song. Her
voice seemed to stick into his brain like
jagged splinters of glass. He tried to think
of O’Brien, for whom, or to whom, the diary
was written, but instead he began thinking
of the things that would happen to him
after the Thought Police took him away. It
would not matter if they killed you at once.
To be killed was what you expected. But
before death (nobody spoke of such things,
yet everybody knew of them) there was the
routine of confession that had to be gone
through: the grovelling on the floor and
screaming for mercy, the crack of broken
bones, the smashed teeth, and bloody clots
of hair.

Why did you have to endure it, since the
end was always the same? Why was it not
possible to cut a few days or weeks out of
your life? Nobody ever escaped detection,
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[Mpuxomar 3a ToOoM HOYBIO, BCETAA HOYBIO.
CaMoe TIpaBUABHOE -- MTOKOHYHUTEL C CODOOH,
noka Tebsi He B3gAM. HaBepHsKa Tak
IIOCTYyIIaAM MHOTHe. MHOrue HCYe3HOBEHHS
Ha caMoM [neae Oblau camoyb6uiicrBamu. Ho
B CTpaHe, I/le HH OTHECTPEABHOIO OPYKHS,
HU HAJEXHOTO sSfa He QOCTaHellb, HyKHa
oTYyasiHHAasl OTBara, 4YroObl IIOKOHYHUTH C
coboii. OH C yOuBAEHHEM IIOAyMaA O TOM,
91O 6oAB u cTpax OHOAOTHYECKU
Gecrione3Hbl, IIOAyMas O BEPOAOMCTBE
YEAOBEYECKOTO Te€AQ, LEMEHEIOIIEr0 B TOT
caMbli Mur, Korma Tpebyerca ocoboe
ycuane. OH wMor Obl U306aBUTBCH OT
TEMHOBOAOCO#, ecAau ObI cpa3y IPUCTYIIHA K
[EeAy, HO MMEHHO H3-3a TOrO0, 4TO OIIaCHOCTH
OblAa YpE3BBIYAMHOMN, OH AUIIHUACA CHA. EMy
IPHUILIAO B TOAOBY, 4YTO B KPHUTHUYECKUE
MHHYTBI YeAOBEK 0OpeTcss He C BHEIIHUM
BparoMm, a BCerga C COOCTBEHHBIM TEAOM.
[aske ceidac, HECMOTPS Ha [KHH, TyIas
60Ab B JKHMBOTE HE II03BOASAQ €MY CBSI3HO
oyMmatb. 1 To e camoe, IIOHSIA OH, BO BCEX
TParu4ecKux HAHA o BHIUMOCTH
repordecKux curyanuax. Ha moae 6Gos, B
KaMepe IIBITOK, Ha TOHyILEM Kopabae To, 3a
4TO Thl OMACH, BCerma 3a0bIBaeTcs -- TEAO
TBOE paspacraercs u 3alI0AHSIET
BCEAGHHYIO, W [Jaxke KOrga Thl He
napasu30BaH CTPAXOM W HE KPUYHUIIL OT
60AM, KHU3HB -- 3TO €XXEeMHUHyTHAas 6opsba ¢
TOAOZIOM HAH XOAOJIOM, C OECCOHHHIIEH,
HU32KOT0H U 3yOHO OOABIO.

OH pacKpblA AHEBHHK. BaxHO XOTb YTO-
HUOynps 3amucartb. KeHIMHA B TeAeKpaHe
paspasnasachk HOBOH HecHeil. ['oaoc BoH3aAca
eMy B MOS3T, KaK OCTPble OCKOAKH CTE€KAAQ.
OH mnwlTasca aymate o6 O'Bpaiiene, masg
KOTOPOTO -- KOTOPOMY -- ITHIIIETCH THEBHUK,
HO BMECTO 3TOrO CTaA AyMarh, YTO C HHUM
Oymer, KOrga ero apecryeT IIOAHIHS
mbIcaeii. Ecau GbI cpasy ybouau -- mmoaGensl.
CmMmepTh -- meao mpepnpelneHHoe. Ho mepern
CMepTHIO (auKTO 06 3TOM He
pacIpocTpaHsaAcsd, HO 3HaAM Bce) Oyner
IpHU3HAHHE II0 3aBEeJECHHOMY IIOPSAKY: C
IIOA3aHBEM IO II0AY, MOABOAMH O IIOLIAmAE, C
XPYCTOM AOMAEMBIX KOCTeM, C BBIGUTBHIMH
3y6aMM M KPOBaBBIMH KOATYHAMH B
BOAOCAX.

[ToyeMy ThI JOAXKEH IIPOHUTH Yepe3 3TO, ECAU
HUTOT BCE PaBHO H3BecTeH? [loyeMy HeAb3s
COKpaTUTh Tebe KM3Hb Ha HECKOABKO AHEH
uau HeneAb? OT pazobaadeHHs He yIleA HU



and nobody ever failed to confess. When
once you had succumbed to thoughtcrime
it was certain that by a given date you
would be dead. Why then did that horror,
which altered nothing, have to lie
embedded in future time?

He tried with a little more success than
before to summon up the image of O’Brien.
“We shall meet in the place where there is
no darkness,” O’Brien had said to him. He
knew what it meant, or thought he knew.
The place where there is no darkness was
the imagined future, which one would never
see, but which, by foreknowledge, one
could mystically share in. But with the
voice from the telescreen nagging at his
ears he could not follow the train of
thought further. He put a cigarette in his
mouth. Half the tobacco promptly fell out
on to his tongue, a bitter dust which was
difficult to spit out again. The face of Big
Brother swam into his mind, displacing
that of O’Brien. Just as he had done a few
days earlier, he slid a coin out of his pocket
and looked at it. The face gazed up at him,
heavy, calm, protecting: but what kind of
smile was hidden beneath the dark
moustache? Like a leaden knell the words
came back at him:

WAR IS PEACE

FREEDOM IS SLAVERY
IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH
PART II

I

It was the middle of the morning, and
Winston had left the cubicle to go to the
lavatory.

A solitary figure was coming towards him
from the other end of the long, brightly-lit
corridor. It was the girl with dark hair. Four
days had gone past since the evening when
he had run into her outside the junk-shop.
As she came nearer he saw that her right
arm was in a sling, not noticeable at a
distance because it was of the same colour
as her overalls. Probably she had crushed
her hand while swinging round one of the
big kaleidoscopes on which the plots of
novels were “roughed in”. It was a common
accident in the Fiction Department.

They were perhaps four metres apart when
the girl stumbled and fell almost flat on her
face. A sharp cry of pain was wrung out of
her. She must have fallen right on the
injured arm. Winston stopped short. The
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ONWH, ¥ NPU3HABAANCH BCE IO €AUHOro. B
TOT MHT, KOTZIa ThI IIPECTYIIHA B MBICASIX, ThI
yxe moamnucaa cebe. CMEPTHBIM IIPUTOBOP.
Taxk 3adeM XKAyT TeOS 3TH MYKH B OyayIeM,
€CAV OHH HHUYEro He U3MEHAT?

OH omnare mompoboBaa BbI3BaTH o00pas
O'BpatieHa, ¥ Temepb 3TO YAAAOCH. «MBI
BCTPETHMCH TaM, TI[e HET TEMHOTBD,
ckazan emy O'BpatieH. YUHCTOH IIOHSIA €TO
cAOBa -- €My Ka3aAoCh, YTO IOHHA. e HeT
TEMHOTEI -- 3TO BoobOpazkaemoe Oyayiiee; Thl
€ro He YBHUAMIIG IIPH XKU3HU, HO, IPEABUIA,
MOXKENIb MHCTHYECKH NPUYACTUTECA K
Hemy. ['oaoc u3 TeaekpaHa OHA IO yIIaM H
He OaBaA AOAYMaTh 3Ty MBICAb OO0 KOHIA.
YuHCTOH B3A B pOT curapety. [loaoBuHa
Tabaka TYT K€ BBICBINIanach Ha SI3BIK -- HE
CKOPO M OTIAIOEIIbCH OT 3TOH TOpedH.
ITepen HUM, BBITECHHUB O'Bpaiiena,
BO3HUKAO AuIo Crapmrero Bpara. Tak ke,
KaK HECKOABKO JHEN Ha3ald, YHHCTOH BbIHYA
U3 KapMaHa MOHETY M Bragaescs. AHI0
CMOTPEAO Ha HEro TIKEeAO, CIIOKOMHO,
OTE€YECKH -- HO YTO 3a YABIOKA IIpSYeTcs B
4epHbIX ycax? CBHHIIOBBIM IIOrpebasbHBIM
3BOHOM IIPUIIABIAM CAOBA!

BOHHA -- 9TO MHP
CBOBO/IA -- 9TO PABCTBO
HE3HAHHE -- CHAA
Bropasa

I

Brin0 e1mie yTpo; YHHCTOH IIOLIEA U3 CBOEH
KaOWHBI B YOOPHYIO.

HaBctpedwy eMy 1[o  IOycroMy  SpKO
OCBEIIEHHOMY KOPHAOPY ABUIAACS YEAOBEK.
OKa3zaAoCh, 4TO 3TO TEMHOBOAOCAS OEBHUIIA.
C TOM BCTpeYHM y AaBKH CTapbeBIIHKA
MUHyAO d4eTblpe naHs. [lomoiimsa mobauike,
YuHCTOH yBHIEA, UTO IIpaBas pyKa y Hee Ha
IepeBsI3U; U3OAAU OH 3TOTO HE PAa3TASIEA,
IIOTOMYy 4YTO IIOBH3Ka OblAa CHHHAd, Kak
rKoMOuHe30H. HaBepHO, neBUIla caoMasa
PYKY, HoBOpaduBasi OOABILION KaA€HIOCKOII,
roe «HaOpacbIBAAMCH» CIOKETHI POMAHOB.
OO6BIYHAs TpaBMa B AUTEPATYPHOM OTIEAE.

Korma wmux paszmeasao yxKe KaKHX-HHOyOb
IIITH IIIaroB, OHA CIOTKHYAacCh M yHasa 4yThb
AV He TAamMsi. Y Hee BBIPBAACT KPUK OOAH.
Buanmo, oHa yriasra Ha CAOMAHHYIO PYKY.
YunHcToH 3aMmep. [leBulla BCcTasa Ha KOACHHU.



girl had risen to her knees. Her face had
turned a milky yellow colour against which
her mouth stood out redder than ever. Her
eyes were fixed on his, with an appealing
expression that looked more like fear than
pain.

A curious emotion stirred in Winston’s
heart. In front of him was an enemy who
was trying to kill him: in front of him, also,
was a human creature, in pain and
perhaps with a broken bone. Already he
had instinctively started forward to help
her. In the moment when he had seen her
fall on the bandaged arm, it had been as
though he felt the pain in his own body.
“You’re hurt?” he said.

“It’s nothing. My arm. It'll be all right in a
second.” She spoke as though her heart
were fluttering. She had certainly turned
very pale.

“You haven'’t broken anything?”

“No, I'm all right. It hurt for a moment,
that’s all.”

She held out her free hand to him, and he
helped her up. She had regained some of
her colour, and appeared very much better.

“It’s nothing,” she repeated shortly. “I only
gave my wrist a bit of a bang. Thanks,
comrade!”

And with that she walked on in the
direction in which she had been going, as
briskly as though it had really been
nothing. The whole incident could not have
taken as much as half a minute. Not to let
one’s feelings appear in one’s face was a
habit that had acquired the status of an
instinct, and in any case they had been
standing straight in front of a telescreen
when the thing happened. Nevertheless it
had been very difficult not to betray a
momentary surprise, for in the two or three
seconds while he was helping her up the
girl had slipped something into his hand.
There was no question that she had done it
intentionally. It was something small and
flat. As he passed through the lavatory door
he transferred it to his pocket and felt it
with the tips of his fingers. It was a scrap of
paper folded into a square.

While he stood at the urinal he managed,
with a little more fingering, to get it
unfolded. Obviously there must be a
message of some kind written on it. For a
moment he was tempted to take it into one
of the water-closets and read it at once. But
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AMII0 Yy HEe CTan0 MOAOYHO-JKEATHIM, U Ha
HEM ellle pye BBICTYIIHA KpacHbIH por. OHa
cMOTpeAa Ha YHHCTOHA YMOAMIOIIE, U B
raazax y Hee ObIa0 0Ooabllle cTpaxa, 4deM
6oAH.

YUHCTOHOM  BAaAeAH  IIPOTHBOPEYUBEBIE
gyyBcTBa. Ilepen HUM OblA Bpar, KOTOPBIH
IBITAACS €r0 YOHUTB; B TO K€ BPeEMs IIeper
HHUM OBIA YEAOBEK -- YEAOBEKY OOABHO, y

Hero, OBITH MOXKET, CAOMaHa KOCTb. He
pas3noymbIBasg, OH IIOIIeA K Hel Ha IIOMOIIb.
B Tor wMmwur, Korma oOHa Yymasa Ha

IepeBsA3aHHYI0 DPYKy, OH caM Kak Oyaro
IOYyBCTBOBaA 00OAB.

-- BeI yuru6aucs?

Huuero crpamrHoro. Pyka. Cetigac
npoizger. -- OHa roBopHAa TaK, CAOBHO Y
Hee CHABHO KOAOTHAOCH cepare. U auio y
Hee OBIAO COBCEM OAETHOE.

-- Bbl HUYero He caoMaAu?
-- Het. Bcee 11eao. Briao 60ABHO U IIPOIIIAO.

Ona npoTdgHysa YHHCTOHY 3/I0POBYIO PYKY,
U OH IIOMOT €l BCTaTh. AWUILI0 Y HEE HEMHOTO
IIOPO30BEAO; CyAd I10 BCEMY, €M CTaAO A€rde.

-- Huyero crparHoro, -- IOBTOpHAA OHA. --
Hemuoro ymmbaa 3ansictebe, U BCe.
Cniacubo, ToBapwuiI!

C 3THMH CAOBAMH OHA IIOIIIAA JAABIIIE -- TaK
6ompo, kKak OyATO M BHPSAMb HHUYEro He
CAYYHAOCB. A [AmMAaCh BCS 3Ta CLEHA,
HaBEepPHO, MEHBIIIE gem IIOAMHUHYTBI.
[IpuBBEIYKa He IIOKa3bIBaTh CBOHX YYyBCTB
BBEAACHh HACTOABKO, YTO CTara HHCTHHKTOM,
a ¥ TOPOUCXOOAUAO BCE ATO IIPSIMO IEPEm
TeAeKpaHoOM. M Bce-TakKu YHMHCTOH AMUIIb C
OOABIIIM TPYAOM CcAepzKaa yAWBACHHE: 3a
T€ MABE-TPHM CEKyHAbI, IIOKa OH IIOMOTaA
[eBHUIle BCTATb, OHA YTO-TO CyHyAd €My B
pyKy. O cAy4aiHOCTH TyT HE MOTAO OBITH U
peyu. YTo-To Mase€HBKOE M IIAOCKoe. Bxona
B yOOpHyI0, YHHCTOH CyHyA 3Ty Be€llb B
KapMaH KM TaM olynas. AHCTOK Oymarw,
CAOXKEHHBIN KBaJAPaTUKOM.

Ilepeq  mmccyapoM OH  CyMeA  IIOCAe
HEKOTOPOM BO3HH B KapMaHe pPacCIpaBHUTb
AuCTOK. [To Bceil BEpOSTHOCTH, TaM YTO-TO
HaIIHCaHO. Y HEro BO3HHKAO HCKYIIIEHHE
cefiyac ke 3aiTH B KaOWHKY U IIPOYECTH.
Ho oTO, moOHATHO, OBIAO OBl YHCTBHIM



that would be shocking folly, as he well
knew. There was no place where you could
be more certain that the telescreens were
watched continuously.

He went back to his cubicle, sat down,
threw the fragment of paper casually
among the other papers on the desk, put on
his spectacles and hitched the speakwrite
towards him. “five minutes,” he told
himself, “five minutes at the very least!” His
heart bumped in his breast with frightening
loudness. Fortunately the piece of work he
was engaged on was mere routine, the
rectification of a long list of figures, not
needing close attention.

Whatever was written on the paper, it must
have some kind of political meaning. So far
as he could see there were two possibilities.
One, much the more likely, was that the
girl was an agent of the Thought Police, just
as he had feared. He did not know why the
Thought Police should choose to deliver
their messages in such a fashion, but
perhaps they had their reasons. The thing
that was written on the paper might be a
threat, a summons, an order to commit
suicide, a trap of some description. But
there was another, wilder possibility that
kept raising its head, though he tried vainly
to suppress it. This was, that the message
did not come from the Thought Police at all,
but from some kind of underground
organization. Perhaps the Brotherhood
existed after all! Perhaps the girl was part
of it! No doubt the idea was absurd, but it
had sprung into his mind in the very
instant of feeling the scrap of paper in his
hand. It was not till a couple of minutes
later that the other, more probable
explanation had occurred to him. And even
now, though his intellect told him that the
message probably meant death -- still, that
was not what he believed, and the
unreasonable hope persisted, and his heart
banged, and it was with difficulty that he
kept his voice from trembling as he
murmured his figures into the speakwrite.

He rolled up the completed bundle of work
and slid it into the pneumatic tube. Eight
minutes had gone by. He re-adjusted his
spectacles on his nose, sighed, and drew
the next batch of work towards him, with
the scrap of paper on top of it. He flattened
it out. On it was written, in a large
unformed handwriting:
I love you.
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6esymmem. [me, Kak He  37€eCh,
TeAeKpaHaMU HabAIOIAIOT 6eCIIpepbIBHO?

3a

OH BepHyAcH K cebe, cea, HEOpeRHO Gpocua
AVICTOK Ha CTOA K APYrUM Oymaram, Hamgea
OYKH W IIPUABHUHYA pedeHHe. [IlaTh MHUHYT,
CcKa3zaa OH cebe, NATP MHHYT camoe
MmeHnblllee! CTykK cepama B TIpyau Obia
myratore rpoMok. K cuacteio, pabora ero
XKaasa pPyTHHHas YTOYHHUTH JAMHHYIO
KOAOHKY ITU(MP -- U COCPELOTOYEHHOCTH He
TpeboBaaa.

Yr1o ObI HU OBIAO B 3alllCKe, OHa HaBEpHIKa
IIOAUTHYECKad. YHWHCTOH MOT IIPEACTABUTH

cebe [mOgBa  BapuaHTa. OpauH, boaee
[IPaBOOMOAOOHBIN:  JKEHIIMHA -- AareHT
TIOAMIIMM MBICAEM, 4YEro OH U OosgAcs.
HemoHaTHO, 3a4eM  MOAMLMH  MBICAEH

npuberath K TaKOH IIOYTe, HO, BUAUMO, OAS
3TOTO €CThb pPe30HbI. B 3amucke MoxKeT ObITH
yrpo3a, BbI30B, IIPHKa3 IIOKOHYHUTE C COOOH,
3anagHg Kakoro-to poga. CylnecTBoBaAo
Apyroe, AWKOEe IIPEAIIOAOKEHHE, YHHCTOH
THaA ero oT cebs, HO OHO YIIOPHO AE€3A0 B
roAoBy. 3ammncKa BOBCE He OT IIOAHIIUH
MBICA€H, a OT KaKOW-TO MOAIOABHOU
opra"u3anuu. MoxeT 6bpITh. BpaTcTBO BCe-
Taku cymiectByer! U neBuma MoxKeT OBITh
ortyna! Vmesi, KoHeYHO, Oblaa Heaemras, HO
OHa BO3HHKAA Cpa3y, KaK TOABKO OH OILyIlaa
Oymaxkky. A 0Ooaee  mIpaBOONOAOGHBIH
BapUaHT IIPUIIEA €My B F'OAOBY AHILBL 4Yepes3
HECKOABKO MUHYT. M nmaxke Temepsh, Koraa
pasym TIOBOpHMA €My, YTO  3alllCKa,
BO3MOXKHO, O3HA4YaeT CMePTh, OH BCE PaBHO
HE XOTEA B 3TO BEPHUTH, 0ECCMBICAEHHAS
Hajexaa He racaa, Cepalle TIPeMeAo, H,
OUKTYs IU(GPHI B pPEYernc, OH C TPYAOM
COEepPKUBaA APOXKb B ['OAOCE.

OH CBepHYA AWCTBI C 3aKOHYEHHOMN paboToit
M 3acyHyA B IIHEBMATHYECKYyIO TpyoOy.
ITpomiao BoceMb MUHYT. OH IOIIPaBHUA OYKH,
B3ZIOXHYA U IIPUTSHYA K cebe HOBYIO CTOIIKY
3a0aHuM, Ha KOTOPOH A€XKaa TOT AHCTOK.

PacnipaBua AUCTOK. KpymaeiM
HEYCTOSIBIIMMCS IIOYEPKOM TaM  ObIAO
HaIIUCaHO:

A1 sac 0610.



For several seconds he was too stunned
even to throw the incriminating thing into
the memory hole. When he did so, although
he knew very well the danger of showing
too much interest, he could not resist
reading it once again, just to make sure
that the words were really there.

For the rest of the morning it was very
difficult to work. What was even worse than
having to focus his mind on a series of
niggling jobs was the need to conceal his
agitation from the telescreen. He felt as
though a fire were burning in his belly.
Lunch in the hot, crowded, noise-filled
canteen was torment. He had hoped to be
alone for a little while during the lunch
hour, but as bad luck would have it the
imbecile Parsons flopped down beside him,
the tang of his sweat almost defeating the
tinny smell of stew, and kept up a stream of
talk about the preparations for Hate Week.
He was particularly enthusiastic about a
papier-mache model of Big Brother’s head,
two metres wide, which was being made for
the occasion by his daughter’s troop of
Spies. The irritating thing was that in the
racket of voices Winston could hardly hear
what Parsons was saying, and was
constantly having to ask for some fatuous
remark to be repeated. Just once he caught
a glimpse of the girl, at a table with two
other girls at the far end of the room. She
appeared not to have seen him, and he did
not look in that direction again.

The afternoon was more bearable.
Immediately after lunch there arrived a
delicate, difficult piece of work which would
take several hours and necessitated putting
everything else aside. It consisted in
falsifying a series of production reports of
two years ago, in such a way as to cast
discredit on a prominent member of the
Inner Party, who was now under a cloud.
This was the kind of thing that Winston
was good at, and for more than two hours
he succeeded in shutting the girl out of his
mind altogether. Then the memory of her
face came back, and with it a raging,
intolerable desire to be alone. Until he
could be alone it was impossible to think
this new development out. Tonight was one
of his nights at the Community Centre. He
wolfed another tasteless meal in the
canteen, hurried off to the Centre, took part
in the solemn foolery of a “discussion
group”, played two games of table tennis,
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OH Tax OIIeILIHA, YTO JaxKe He cpa3y OpocHA
VAUKYy B THe3Q0 HaMmsaTH. lloHuwmad,
HACKOABKO OIIACHO BBHIKA3bIBaTh K OyMaskKe
4ype3MepHBIM HHTEpPEC, OH BCe-TAKH He
yoep:Kaascs U IIpOYeA ee elle pas
yOequThCs, YTO €My He IIOMEPEIIHAOCE.

o nepepbIiBa paboTaTh OBIAO OYEHB TSIKEAO.
OH HHKaK HE MOI' COCPEOOTOYHTBCS Ha
HyAHBIX 33Ja4dax, HO, YTO €Ile XyKe, Halo
OBIAO  CKpBIBaTh CBO€ CMATEHHE  OT
TeAeKpaHa. B XKUBOTe y HETO CAOBHO IIblAaa
kocrep. Oben B AyLIHOM, AIOOHOM, LIYMHOM
CTOAOBOH oKa3zaacs My4eHHEM. On
pPacCYHUTBIBaA NOOBITH B OAWHOYECTBE, HO,
KaK Ha3A0, PSOOM IIAIOXHYACSI Ha CTYA
uauot IlapcoHC, OCTPBIM 3amaxoM IIOTa
TIOYTH 3aTAYIINB XKECTSHOH 3arax TYLIeHKH,
U 3aBeA pedb O NPUTroTOBAeHHAX K Hemeae
HeHaBHUCTH. OcCOGEHHO OH BOCTOPraAcs
TpoMagHON ABYXMETPOBOH TOAOBOH
Crapmero Bpara u3 nambe-mailie, KOTOPYIO
M3rOTaBAMBaA K IIpasgHHUKaM  JOYKHUH
orpan. [ocamHee BCEro. 4TO H3-3a rama
YuHCTOH TIAOXO CABIIIIAA [Tapconca,
IPUXOAHUAOCE IIEpecHpalluBaTh M II0 [ABa
pasa BBICAYLINBATh OAHY U Ty K€ TAYIIOCTb.
B nmaspHeM KOHIE 3asa OH YBHIEA
TEMHOBOAOCYIO -- 32 CTOAMKOM €IIle C ABYMs
neBymikamu. OHa Kak OyaTo He 3aMeTHaa
ero, u 6oAbIIIe OH TyZa HE CMOTPEA.

Bropasg 1moa0BHHA MOHA IIPOIIAA A€TYe.
Cpasy mocae nepepbiBa IIPUCAAAN TOHKOE K
TPyAHOE 3afaHHe -- Ha HECKOABKO YacoB, H

BCE€ TIIOCTOPOHHHE  MBICAU  HPHIIAOCH
OTCTaBUTb. Hamo OBIAO IOAAEAATH
IIPOU3BOACTBEHHBIE OTYETBHI JABYXAETHEH

[OAaBHOCTU TAaKHUM 00pa3oM, 4TOOBI OPOCUTH
TeHb Ha KpPYIIHOIO MesTeAs BHYTPEeHHeH
apTyuy, IIONAaBIIEr0 B HEMHAOCTB. C
oAOGHBIMY PAGOTaMU YUHCTOH CIIPABASIACS
XOpOIIO, W HA [OBA Yaca C AWUIIHUM €My
YAAAOCH 3a0BITH O TEMHOBOAOCOM IKEHIIHHE.
Ho moToM ee AMII0O CHOBA BO3HUKAO MEDPEL
raazaMu, U 0e3yMHO, [0 HEBBIHOCHMOCTH
3aX0TeAOCh IMOOBITH oxHOMy. Iloka OH He
OCTAHEeTCs OJIMH, HEBO3MOXKHO 00LyMaTh 3TO
COOBITHE. Ceronuda emMy HaIAEKAAO
IPUCYTCTBOBATL B OOLIECTBEHHOM LIEHTPE.
OH OporaoTHA GE€3BKYCHBIM YKHH B
CTOAOBO, pubekan B LIEHTD,
[IOy4acTBOBAA B AyPAaLKOM TOPXKECTBEHHOM
«TPYIIIOBOM  OUCKYCCHH», CBITPaAs  ABe



swallowed several glasses of gin, and sat for
half an hour through a lecture entitled
“Ingsoc in relation to chess”. His soul
writhed with boredom, but for once he had
had no impulse to shirk his evening at the
Centre. At the sight of the words I love you
the desire to stay alive had welled up in
him, and the taking of minor risks
suddenly seemed stupid. It was not till
twenty-three hours, when he was home and
in bed -- in the darkness, where you were
safe even from the telescreen so long as you
kept silent -- that he was able to think
continuously.

It was a physical problem that had to be
solved: how to get in touch with the girl and
arrange a meeting. He did not consider any
longer the possibility that she might be
laying some kind of trap for him. He knew
that it was not so, because of her
unmistakable agitation when she handed
him the note. Obviously she had been
frightened out of her wits, as well she might
be. Nor did the idea of refusing her
advances even cross his mind. Only five
nights ago he had contemplated smashing
her skull in with a cobblestone, but that
was of no importance. He thought of her
naked, youthful body, as he had seen it in
his dream. He had imagined her a fool like
all the rest of them, her head stuffed with
lies and hatred, her belly full of ice. A kind
of fever seized him at the thought that he
might lose her, the white youthful body
might slip away from him! What he feared
more than anything else was that she
would simply change her mind if he did not
get in touch with her quickly. But the
physical difficulty of meeting was
enormous. It was like trying to make a
move at chess when you were already
mated. Whichever way you turned, the
telescreen faced you. Actually, all the
possible ways of communicating with her
had occurred to him within five minutes of
reading the note; but now, with time to
think, he went over them one by one, as
though laying out a row of instruments on
a table.

Obviously the kind of encounter that had
happened this morning could not be
repeated. If she had worked in the Records
Department it might  have been
comparatively simple, but he had only a
very dim idea whereabouts in the building
the Fiction Departrnent lay, and he had no
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MIapTHH B HACTOABHBIH TEHHHC, HECKOABKO
pas BBIIHA JKUHY U BBICHIEA ITIOAYIACOBYIO
Aekiuio «[IlaxMaTbl M HX OTHOLIEHHE K
aHrcoly». [yira KOPYHAACh OT CKYKH, HO
BOIIPEKU OOBIKHOBEHHIO €My HE XOTEAOCh
yAM3HYyTb u3 IeHTpa. OT caoB 1 Bac
AIODAIO» HAXABIHYAO JK€AaHHE IIPOJAUTH cebe
KHU3Hb, W TeIephb Oake MaAE€HBKHH PHCK
Ka3aAcs TAYNIOCThI0. TOABKO B ABaALATE TPH
Jaca, KOIZla OH BEpPHYACI M YyAercad B
[I0CTeAb -- B TEMHOTE [aKe TeAeKpaH He
CTpallleH, €CAH MOAYHIIIb, K HeMy
BEPHYAACH CITOCOOHOCTD AyMaTh.

IIpencrosino PEelInTh TEXHUYIECKYIO
npobaeMy: KakK CBa3aTbCsd C HeH wu
YCAOBHTBCHE O Bcrpede. I[IpeamoaozxkeHwue,
9TO KEHIIWHA PAacCTaBAseT €My 3allaiHIo,
OH yKe oTOpocra. OH IIOHSIA, YTO HET: OHAa
OIIpEZIEACHHO BOAHOBaAach, KOTZa JaBajsa
eMy 3anucky. OHa He NOMHHAa cebg OT
cTpaxa M 9TO BIIOAHE OOBSICHHMO.
YKAOHUTBCS OT €€ aBaHCOB y HEro U B
MBICASIX He Ob1r0. Beero nate nHeH Haszamd oH
Pa3MBILIASA O TOM, YTOOBI IIPOAOMHTEH eif
roAoBy OyABIDKHMKOM, HO 3TO YK€ MI€AO
npomraoe. OH MBICAGHHO BHIEA €€ TOAOH,
BHUJIEA €€ MOAOOE TEAO -- KaK TOTZa BO CHE.
A Benp crepBa OH CYHTaA €€ AypoiH Bpome
OCTaABHBIX HaIIMYKaHHOM AOXKBIO H
HEHaBHUCTBIO, C 3aMOPOKEHHBIM HHU30M. [Ipu
MBICAH O TOM, YTO MOZKHO €€ IOTEPSTh, UTO
€My He [OCTaHeTCsI Moaomoe Oeaoe Teao,
YuHcToHa auxopamuao. Ho BcTpeTuTbCS C
Hell GBIAO HEMBICAMMO CAOXKHO. Bce paBHO
4YTO CHeAaTh XOI B IIaxMarax, Korma Ttebe
nocraBuan MaT. Kyma HH cyHbBCA
OTOBCIOY CMOTPHUT TEeACKpaH. Bce
BO3MOZKHBIE CIIOCOOBI YCTPOUTH CBHIAHHE
IPHUIIAN €My B TOAOBY B TEYE€HHE IISITH
MUMHYT IIOCA€ TOTO, KaK OH IIPOYeA 3aIlHCKY;
Telnephb Ke, Koraa ObIA0 BpeMs IIOAyMaTh,
OH cTaa nepebHpaTh HX IO OYEPEenH --

CAOBHO pacKAaAblBaA HHCTPYMEHTBI Ha
cTOAE.
OyeBHOHO, YTO  BCTpedy, IOAOGHYIO

CEeroHAIIIHEeH, IOBTOPUTh HeAb3d. Ecan GbI
KEHIIUHA paborasa B oraese
JOKYMEHTAIlMH, 5T0 OblAO ObI Ooaee HAUM
MeEHEE IIPOCTO, & B KAaKOM YacTU 3IaHUS
HAxXOOUTCS OTHAEA AUTEPATYPBI, OH IIAOXO
cebe IIpeaCTaBAdA. Aa U IIOBOJAA IIOUTU Tyda



pretext for going there. If he had known
where she lived, and at what time she left
work, he could have contrived to meet her
somewhere on her way home; but to try to
follow her home was not safe, because it
would mean loitering about outside the
Ministry, which was bound to be noticed.
As for sending a letter through the mails, it
was out of the question. By a routine that
was not even secret, all letters were opened
in transit. Actually, few people ever wrote
letters. For the messages that it was
occasionally necessary to send, there were
printed postcards with long lists of phrases,
and you struck out the ones that were
inapplicable. In any case he did not know
the girl’'s name, let alone her address.
Finally he decided that the safest place was
the canteen. If he could get her at a table
by herself, somewhere in the middle of the
room, not too near the telescreens, and
with a sufficient buzz of conversation all
round -- if these conditions endured for,
say, thirty seconds, it might be possible to
exchange a few words.

For a week after this, life was like a restless
dream. On the next day she did not appear
in the canteen until he was leaving it, the
whistle having already blown. Presumably
she had been changed on to a later shift.
They passed each other without a glance.
On the day after that she was in the
canteen at the usual time, but with three
other girls and immediately under a
telescreen. Then for three dreadful days she
did not appear at all. His whole mind and
body seemed to be afflicted with an
unbearable sensitivity, a sort of
transparency, which made every movement,
every sound, every contact, every word that
he had to speak or listen to, an agony. Even
in sleep he could not altogether escape
from her image. He did not touch the diary
during those days. If there was any relief, it
was in his work, in which he could
sometimes forget himself for ten minutes at
a stretch. He had absolutely no clue as to
what had happened to her. There was no
enquiry he could make. She might have
been vaporized, she might have committed
suicide, she might have been transferred to
the other end of Oceania: worst and
likeliest of all, she might simply have
changed her mind and decided to avoid
him.

The next day she reappeared. Her arm was
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He 0b1A0. EcAr ObI OH 3HAA, TZI€ OHA XUBET U
B KOTOPOM dYacy KOH4YaeT paboTy, TO CMOT
ObI IlepexXBaTUTh €€ II0 [OPOre IOMOIA;
CA€IOBATh XK€ 3a HeM Hebe30IIacHo -- Hamo
OKOAQYUBATBHCS BOAM3HU MUHHUCTEPCTBA, H
9TO HaBepHdKa 3aMeTdaT. [locaaTh IHUCHEMO
o mo4dTe HeBO3MOXKHO. He cekper, 4To BCIO
[OYTY BCKpPBIBAIOT. Tellepb MOYTH HUKTO HE
IIUIIeT IIHceM. A eCAM Hamgo C KeM-TO
CHECTHCH €CThb OTKPBITKH c
HalleYaTaHHBIMU TOTOBBIMH (Ppas3aMu, U ThI
IIPOCTO 3a4epKHUBAEIb HEHyKHBIE. /la OH U
damMuanm ee He 3HAET, He TOBOpPA yxK 00
anpece. B KOHIle KOHIIOB OH pELIHA, YTO
caMbIM BepHBIM MECTOM OyZaeT CcToAOBas.
Ecau ynmacrca moacecTs K HEM, Korza OHa
Oymer omHa, U CTOAMK OymeT B cepenuHe
3aAa, HE CAMIIKOM OAM3KO K TEAEKpaHaM, U
B 3aae OyZeT AOCTATOYHO IIIYMHO... ECAH UM
AamayT MOOBITH HaeguHe XOoTd Obl TPHUALIATH

CeKyHZl, TOrfa, HaBEepHO, OH CMOKET
TIEePEKUHYTHCS c HeH HECKOABKHMH
CAOBaMH.

Bcio HemeAlo IIOCA€ 3TOrO KHU3HB €ro OblAa
noxoxka Ha OecrokoifHblii coH. Ha mpyroit
[eHb JKEHIIMHA II0SBHAACh B CTOAOBOH,
KOrZla OH YK€ YXOOHA IIOCA€ CBHCTKA.
BepoaTHo, ee mepeBeAH B 0Ooaee IIO3IHIOIO
cMmeHy. OHH pPa30LIAMCH, HEe B3TASIHYB APYT
Ha apyra. Ha caenyromuit qeHb oHa obemasa
B OOBIYHOE BpeMsd, HO e€lle C TpeMms
KEHIIMHAMHU W IPSIMO IO TEAEKPAHOM.
ITorom ObIAO TPH y2KACHBIX AHS -- OHA He
MOSBASIAACH BOBCE. YM €r0 H TEAO CAOBHO
npuobpean HEBBIHOCHUMYIO
YyBCTBHUTEABHOCTB,  IIPOHHIIAEMOCTb, H
Kask/Ioe ABUKEHHe, KaXKAbIi 3BYK, KaxKIoe
IIPUKOCHOBEHHE, KAaXKI0€ YCABIIIAHHOE U
IIPOU3HECEHHOE CAOBO IIPEBPAIlAAUCH B
OBITKY. [Jlaske BO CHE OH HE MOT OTHEAATHCS
oT ee obpa3a. B aTH IHM OH He IIPHUKacCaACsd
K JHEBHUKY. OOAerdeHrne IIPHHOCHAA TOABKO
paboTa -- 3a Hei OH MOT 3a6BIThbCH MHOM pas
Ha IIEABIX AecaTh MHHYT. OH He IIOHHMAaA,
49TO C Hel cAyIHAoCh. CIIpOCHUTE GbIAO HETZE.
MozxkeT ObITh, €€ PaCIIBIAMAM, MOXKET OBITh,

OHa TIIOKOH4YHMAa C cobOoH, ee MOorau
epeBecTH Ha Apyrod Kpaii OKeaHHH: HO
caMoe BEpPOSTHOE M caMoe IIAOXOEe -- OHa

IIPOCTO IlepeayMasa M pelrmaa usberarb
€ero.

Ha ugerBepThIii AeHBb OHa mogBHAAChE. Pyka



out of the sling and she had a band of
sticking-plaster round her wrist. The relief
of seeing her was so great that he could not
resist staring directly at her for several
seconds. On the following day he very
nearly succeeded in speaking to her. When
he came into the canteen she was sitting at
a table well out from the wall, and was
quite alone. It was early, and the place was
not very full. The queue edged forward till
Winston was almost at the counter, then
was held up for two minutes because
someone in front was complaining that he
had not received his tablet of saccharine.
But the girl was still alone when Winston
secured his tray and began to make for her
table. He walked casually towards her, his
eyes searching for a place at some table
beyond her. She was perhaps three metres
away from him. Another two seconds would
do it. Then a voice behind him called,
“Smith!” He pretended not to hear. “Smith!”
repeated the voice, more loudly. It was no
use. He turned round. A blond-headed,
silly-faced young man named Wilsher,
whom he barely knew, was inviting him
with a smile to a vacant place at his table.
It was not safe to refuse. After having been
recognized, he could not go and sit at a
table with an unattended girl. It was too
noticeable. He sat down with a friendly
smile. The silly blond face beamed into his.
Winston had a hallucination of himself
smashing a pick-axe right into the middle
of it. The girl’s table filled up a few minutes
later.

But she must have seen him coming
towards her, and perhaps she would take
the hint. Next day he took care to arrive
early. Surely enough, she was at a table in
about the same place, and again alone. The
person immediately ahead of him in the
queue was a small, swiftly-moving, beetle-
like man with a flat face and tiny,
suspicious eyes. As Winston turned away
from the counter with his tray, he saw that
the little man was making straight for the
girl’s table. His hopes sank again. There
was a vacant place at a table further away,
but something in the little man’s
appearance suggested that he would be
sufficiently attentive to his own comfort to
choose the emptiest table. With ice at his
heart Winston followed. It was no use
unless he could get the girl alone. At this
moment there was a tremendous crash.

Oblra He Ha IepeBH3H, TOABKO IIAACTBIPh
BOKpPyT 3ansactbd. OH IIOYyBCTBOBaA TaKoOe
obaerdeHue, 4TO He YAEPKAACSI U CMOTPEA
Ha Hee HECKOABKO ceKyHa. Ha mpyroii meHb
€My 4YyTb HE YIaAOCh IIOTOBOPHUTH C HEH.
Korma oH BollleA B CTOAOBYIO, OHa CHIEAA
OHA ¥ JOBOABHO IAA€KO OT CTeHBI. Yac ObIa
paHHHUM, cToAOBas e€lle He 3allOAHHAACH.
Ouyepenb HOpoaBHrasach, YHHCTOH Obla
IOYTH y pas3fgadi, HO TyT 3acTpsiA Ha ABe
MUHYTBI: BIEPEAN KTO-TO JKAAOBaACs, HYTO
eMy He maau TabAeTKy caxapuHa. Tem He
MeHee KOorZla YHHCTOH IOAYYHA CBOH IIOJHOC
U HaIIpaBHACH B €€ CTOpPOHYy, OHa IIo-
npexHeMy Oblaa oxmHa. OH Ies, TASAS
II0BEepXy, KakK OBl OTBICKHBas CBOOOAHOE
MecTo mo3anu ee croaa. OHa yKe B KaKHX-
HUOyab Tpex MeTpax. Eile aBe CeKyHOBI -- U
OH y LieAH. 3a CIIMHOU y HEro KTO-TO IO3BaA:
«Cmut!» OH OPUTBOPHACSH, YTO HE CABIIIIAA.
«CMuUT!» -- IIOBTOPHUAU C3a[U €ILIe TI'pPOMUYE.
Her, He otmesarsca. OH obGepHyAcd.
Moaomo#t, C TAyIIBIM AHMIIOM OAOHAWH IIO
damuanu Yualep, ¢ KOTOPHIM OH OBIA enBa
3HaAKOM, yABIOASCH, IIpUTAAIIaA Ha
CBOOOHOE MECTO 3a CBOHM CTOAHKOM.
Otka3zarbcsa Ob1a0 HeGesonacHo. ITocae Toro
KaK €ro y3HaAW, OH HE MOI' YCECTbCS C
obemaBIlleil B OAUHOYECTBE KEHINUHOM. DTO
IpuBAE€KAO Obl BHuUMaHHe. OH cea C
OpPYy2KeAIOOHOM yABIOKO#. [AyIIoe AMIT0 CHSIAO
B oTBeT. EMy mpencTaBHAOCH, Kak OH ObeT
10 HEMy KHPKOM -- TOYHO B CEPEAUHY.
Yepe3 HECKOABKO MHHYT Y KEHIIIMHBI TOXKE
TIOSIBUAHUCEH COCEIH.

Ho ona HaBepHaKa BHAEAd, YTO OH IIIEA K
Hel, M, MOXKeT OBITb, IIOHdAA. Ha
CAEYIOIUM [EHBb OH IIOCTapascs IIPHUUTH
nopaublle. 1 Ha 3psi: oHa cuaesa IPUMEPHO
Ha TOM K€ MeCTe U ONSTh ogHa. B ouepenu
nepen HHM CTOSA MaA€HBKHH, IOpPKHH,
JKYKOIIOOOHBIN MyKYHNHA C IIAOCKHM AWUIIOM

U TOHO3PUTEABHBIMH TAa3kKaMu. Korma
YHHCTOH C IIOZHOCOM OTBEPHYACA OT
IIPHAGBKA, OH YBHZEA, 4YTO MAaA€HBKHH

HampaBasieTcs K ee croay. Hamexxna B HeMm
onaTk yBssa. CBobomHOe MecTo ObIAO M 3a
CTOAOM TIOfAABIlE, HO BCSI IIOBaJKa
MaA€HBKOTO TIOBOpHA@Z O TOM, 4YTO OH
1103a60THUTCS 0 CBOMX yA00OCTBax U BBIGEpET
CTOA, TOe MeHbIlle Bcero Hapomy. C
TAXKEABIM CEpALEM YHUHCTOH OIBUHYACH 3a
HuM. [Joka OH He ocTaHeTcd C HEM OAHH Ha
OOWH, HHUYEro He BbIHAeT. TyT pasmascs
CTpalIHbIE TPOXOT. Maa€HBKUH CTOgA Ha
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The little man was sprawling on all fours,
his tray had gone flying, two streams of
soup and coffee were flowing across the
floor. He started to his feet with a
malignant glance at Winston, whom he
evidently suspected of having tripped him
up. But it was all right. Five seconds later,
with a thundering heart, Winston was
sitting at the girl’s table.

He did not look at her. He unpacked his
tray and promptly began eating. It was all-
important to speak at once, before anyone
else came, but now a terrible fear had
taken possession of him. A week had gone
by since she had first approached him. She
would have changed her mind, she must
have changed her mind! It was impossible
that this affair should end successfully;
such things did not happen in real life. He
might have flinched altogether from
speaking if at this moment he had not seen
Ampleforth, the hairy-eared poet,
wandering limply round the room with a
tray, looking for a place to sit down. In his
vague way Ampleforth was attached to
Winston, and would certainly sit down at
his table if he caught sight of him. There
was perhaps a minute in which to act. Both
Winston and the girl were eating steadily.
The stuff they were eating was a thin stew,
actually a soup, of haricot beans. In a low
murmur Winston began speaking. Neither
of them looked up; steadily they spooned
the watery stuff into their mouths, and

between spoonfuls exchanged the few
necessary words in low expressionless
voices.

“What time do you leave work?”
“Eighteen-thirty.”

“Where can we meet?”

“Victory Square, near the monument.”

“It’s full of telescreens.”

“It doesn’t matter if there’s a crowd.”

“Any signal?”

“No. Don’t come up to me until you see me

among a lot of people. And don’t look at me.
Just keep somewhere near me.”

“What time?”

“Nineteen hours.”

“All right.”

Ampleforth failed to see Winston and sat
down at another table. They did not speak

again, and, so far as it was possible for two
people sitting on opposite sides of the same

YyeTBepeHbKAaX, IIOHOC €ro eIle AeTeA, a II0
IOAY TEKAHM [ABa Pydbs -- cynl U Kode. OH
BCKOYHA M 3A00HO OTASTHYACs, IIOZO3peBas,
BHANMO, YTO YHWHCTOH JaA €My IIOJHOXKKY.
Ho 510 6b1A0 He BaxkHO. [IaTHIO CeKyHAaMu
1033Ke, C TPOMBIXAIOIIUM CEPAIleM, YHHCTOH
YK€ CHIEA 32 €€ CTOAOM.

OH He B3rasgHyA Ha Hee. OcBoOOAMA TIOTHOC
U HEMEOACHHO Hadaa ecTb. BaskHo ObIAO
3aroBOPUTE Cpa3y, [I0OKa HUKTO HE IIOJIOIIIEA,
HO Ha YHWHCTOHA Hamaa AUKHH crpax. C
nepBoif BcTpeun mpomiaa Hexead. OHa
MoTrAa nepeayMars, HaBepHAKA
nepeaymasa! Huuero u3 aToit HCTOpHUM He
BBIFiZIET -- TakK He ObIBaeT B XKHU3HHU.
[Toxaay#, OH B He pelInAcs Obl 3aTOBOPHUTS,
ecan Obpl He yBuzmea Amndopra, I0o3Ta C
HIEPCTAHBIMH yIIaMH, KOTOPBIM Iaeacd c
IIOTHOCOM, HIIA I'Aa3aMH CBOOOIHOE MECTO.
Pacceannsbiii AMnacgopTt ObIA  II0-CBOEMY
NpUBA3aH K YUHCTOHY M, €CAH OBl 3aMETHA
ero, HaBepHaKa mozcea Opl. Ha Bce
ocTaBaAOCh He Ooabllle MUHYTHI. 11 YuHCTOH
U JKEHIIMHA ycepAHO eAan. Eam oHU Xuakoe
pary -- ckopee Cymn C (pacoAbio. YHHCTOH
3aroBOpHA Brioarosoca. O6a He IIOTHHMAaAU
raa3; pasMEpeHHO deprnas IoxAeOKy u
OTIIPaBASII B POT, OHH THXO U 6€3 BCSIKOIO
BBIDaKE€HHUsI  OOMEHSIANCh  HECKOABKHMH
HeoOXOAUMBIMH CAOBAMH.

-- Korma BbI KOHUaeTe paboTy?

-- B BoceMHaa11aThy TPUALATE.

-- I'me MBI MO3KeM BCTPETHUTHCI?

-- Ha maomanu ITobenpl, y maMaTHUKA.

-- TaMm KpyroM TeA€KpaHbI.

-- EcAau B TOAIIE, 3TO HE BaxKHO.

-- 3Hak?

-- Her. He moaxomure, IOKa He yBHUAUTE
MeHd B ryue amogeii. 1 He cmoTpute Ha
MeHd. [TpocTo OyabTe MOGAN30CTH.

-- Bo ckoapko?

-- B neBarHaaarTe.

-- Xopo1o.

AmriacpopT He 3aMeTHA YHHCTOHA U CeA 3a
apyro#t croa. 2KeHIHa ObICTPO moeaa obern
U ylAa, a YHHCTOH OCTaACd KypPHUTb.
Boarme oHHM He  pasroBapuBasd W,
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table, they did not look at one another. The
girl finished her lunch quickly and made
off, while Winston stayed to smoke a
cigarette.

Winston was in Victory Square before the
appointed time. He wandered round the
base of the enormous fluted column, at the
top of which Big Brother’s statue gazed
southward towards the skies where he had
vanquished the Eurasian aeroplanes (the
Eastasian aeroplanes, it had been, a few
years ago) in the Battle of Airstrip One. In
the street in front of it there was a statue of
a man on horseback which was supposed
to represent Oliver Cromwell. At five
minutes past the hour the girl had still not
appeared. Again the terrible fear seized
upon Winston. She was not coming, she
had changed her mind! He walked slowly
up to the north side of the square and got a
sort of pale-coloured pleasure from
identifying St. Martin’s Church, whose
bells, when it had bells, had chimed “You
owe me three farthings.” Then he saw the
girl standing at the base of the monument,
reading or pretending to read a poster
which ran spirally up the column. It was
not safe to go near her until some more
people had accumulated. There were
telescreens all round the pediment. But at
this moment there was a din of shouting
and a zoom of heavy vehicles from
somewhere to the left. Suddenly everyone
seemed to be running across the square.
The girl nipped nimbly round the lions at
the base of the monument and joined in the
rush. Winston followed. As he ran, he
gathered from some shouted remarks that
a convoy of Eurasian prisoners was
passing.

Already a dense mass of people was
blocking the south side of the square.
Winston, at normal times the kind of
person who gravitates to the outer edge of
any kind of scrimmage, shoved, butted,
squirmed his way forward into the heart of
the crowd. Soon he was within arm’s length
of the girl, but the way was blocked by an
enormous prole and an almost equally
enormous woman, presumably his wife,
who seemed to form an impenetrable wall
of flesh. Winston wriggled himself sideways,
and with a violent lunge managed to drive
his shoulder between them. For a moment
it felt as though his entrails were being
ground to pulp between the two muscular

HACKOABKO 3TO BO3MOXKHO [JAd  [ABYX
CHUASINMX AWIIOM K AHIly dYepe3 CToA, He
CMOTPEAH APYT Ha ApyTa.

YuHCcTOH mpuineAa Ha maoumaaes IloGensr
pasbiie BpeMmeHH. OH 1OGpPOAHA BOKPYT

OCHOBaHUS rpoMagHON KeAo04aToH
KOAOHHBI, C BEpIIMHBI KOTOPOH cTaTys
Crapurero Bpara cMmoTpeaa Ha  OT

HeOOCKAOHA, TyAa, e B buTBe 3a B3aeTHyto
moaocy I oOH pasrpomMua eBpasHHCKYIO
aBHALMIO (HECKOABKO AT Hasaj oHa Oblaa
ocrasuiickoil). HanmpoTuB Ha yaulle crosaa
KOHHas craTrysd, u3obpakaBlias, Kak
cuutasoch, OamBepa KpomBeasa. IIporiao
IITh MHHYT IIOCA€ Ha3HA4YeHHOIo daca, a
JKEHIUHBI Bce He Obln0o. Ha Yuncrona
CHOBa Hamaa MAuUKuH crpax. He wuzmer,
nepenymasa! OH nobpea 10 ceBepHOro Kpas
MIAOIIAAHM M BJAO o00pamoBaascsd, y3HaB
IIEpKOBb cBATOro MapTuHa -- Ty, 4YbH
KOAOKOAA -- KOIZIa Ha He#l GbIAM KOAOKOAQ --
BbI3BaHHBaan: «OTmaBaili MHe (apTHHI.
IToTroM yBHIEA KEHIIMHY: OHA CTOSAA IIO
IIaMSITHHUKOM M YHTaAa UAU JeAasa BUI, UTO
4UTaeT, IIAAKaAT, CIHPaAblo OOBHBaBIIMI
KOoAOHHY. Iloka Tam He cobpaacs Hapon,
IOAXOAUTE OBIAO PHCKOBaHHO. BOKpyT
IIOCTaMEHTa  CTOSAM  TEA€KpaHBbI. Ho
BHE3aIlHO I/Ie-TO CA€Ba 3arasleAd AU U
IIOCABIIIIAACH TYA TSKEABIX MalllMH. Bce Ha
aomaau  OpOCHAMCE B Ty  CTOPOHY.
2KenmHa OBICTPO O00OTHyAa ABBOB Y
IIOAHOXKBA KOAOHHBI M TOXKe mobexaaa.
YuucToH ycrpemuaca caenoMm. Ha Gery o
IIOHSIA II0 BBIKPHKaM, YTO BE3yT IIA€HHBIX
€Bpa3uHILIEeB.

IOxHasg 9acTh I[AOIIAAM yKe  Oblaa
3arnpyzKeHa TOATION. YUHCTOH,
NPUHAOACKABIINN K TOH IIOpOAE AIOAEH,
KOTOpblE B  AIODOM CBaake  HOPOBST
0OKa3aTbCs c Kparo, BBUHYHBAACH,
IIPOTUCKUBAACH, ITIPOOUBAACS B CaMyIO TYILLy
Hapoma. 2KeHmmHa OblAa  y2Ke OAM3KO,
PYKOH MOXKHO [OOCTaTh, HO TYT TAYXOH
CTEHOM Msgca [JOpOory eMy [Iperpagua
HeOOBATHBIN IIPOA U TaKasd Ke HeoObaTHAas
JKEHIUHA -- BUIUMO, €ro JKeHa. YHUHCTOH
HU3BEPHYACS U CO BCEH CHABI BOTHAA MEXKIY
HUMH I1aedo. EMy IOKa3aaoCh, 4YTO aBa
MYCKYAHCTBIX boka pasnaBar €ro
BHYTPEHHOCTH B Kallly, ¥ T€EM He M€Hee OH
IpopBaAcs, caAerka BcooTeB. OdyTuacd
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hips, then he had broken through, sweating
a little. He was next to the girl. They were
shoulder to shoulder, both staring fixedly in
front of them.

A long line of trucks, with wooden-faced
guards armed with sub-machine guns
standing upright in each corner, was
passing slowly down the street. In the
trucks little yellow men in shabby greenish
uniforms were squatting, jammed close
together. Their sad, Mongolian faces gazed
out over the sides of the trucks utterly
incurious. Occasionally when a truck jolted
there was a clank-clank of metal: all the
prisoners were wearing leg-irons. Truck-
load after truck-load of the sad faces
passed. Winston knew they were there but
he saw them only intermittently. The girl’s
shoulder, and her arm right down to the
elbow, were pressed against his. Her cheek
was almost near enough for him to feel its
warmth. She had immediately taken charge
of the situation, just as she had done in the
canteen. She began speaking in the same
expressionless voice as before, with lips
barely moving, a mere murmur easily
drowned by the din of voices and the
rumbling of the trucks.

“Can you hear me?”

“Yes.”

“Can you get Sunday afternoon off?”

“Yes.”

“Then listen carefully. You’ll have to
remember this. Go to Paddington Station--"

With a sort of military precision that
astonished him, she outlined the route that
he was to follow. A half-hour railway
journey; turn left outside the station; two
kilometres along the road: a gate with the
top bar missing; a path across a field; a
grass-grown lane; a track between bushes;
a dead tree with moss on it. It was as
though she had a map inside her head.

“Can you remember all that?” she
murmured finally.
“YeS.”

“You turn left, then right, then left again.
And the gate’s got no top bar.”

“Yes. What time?”

“About fifteen. You may have to wait. I'll get
there by another way. Are you sure you
remember everything?”

panoM ¢ Hel. OHU CTOSAM IIA€YOM K IIA€dY U
CMOTPEAH BIIEPE/ HETIOABUKHBIM B3TASIOM,

I[lo yauue [AMHHOM BepeHHIEH II0A3AH
TPY30BHKH, H B Ky30BaX, II0 BCEM YeThIPEM
yraaM, C S3acCTBIBIIMMH AHLIAMH CTOSIAH
aBTOMATYHUKH. MeXAy HHMH BIIAOTHYIO
CHIIEAH HA KOPTOYKAX MEAKHE JKEATBIE AIOIH
B  OOTpemaHHBIX  3€A€HBIX  MYHIUPAaX.
MOHTOABCKHE HX AHIlA CMOTPEAH II0BEPX
GOpPTOB ITe4YaAbHO U 06e3 BCIKOro HMHTepeca.
Ecau rpy30BHK IToa6pachiBaso, pa3gaBasoCh
3BIKaHbEe MeTasra -- IIA€HHble OBIAM B
HOXHBIX KaHpasax. OmuH 3a [OpyrUM
IPOe3KaAu TPY30BUKH C II€YAABHBIMH
AIOOBMH. YHHCTOH CABIIIAA, KaK OHHU €nOyT,
HO BHIEA HUX AUIIb HU3penka. llaedo
KEHIIIMHBI, €€ pPyKa IIPHXKHMAAHCh K €ro
naedy u pyke. llleka 6p1aa Tak OAHU3KO, 4TO
oH omylaa ee Ternso. OHa cpady B3gaa
HHUIIMATUBY Ha cebs, Kak B CTOAOBOM.
3aroBopuaa, enBa ILieBeAsd TI'y0aMH, TaKUM
K€ HeBBIPa3UTEABHBIM I'OAOCOM, KaK TOIa,
U 3TOT IIOAYILIEIIOT TOHYA B 00lleM rame U
PBIYaHHUH I'PY30BHKOB.

-- CApIIIUTE MEHS?

-- Na.

-- MozkeTe BBIpBaTLCSI B BOCKpeCEHbe?
-- [a.

Torma caymaiiTe BHHMATEABHO.

MOAKHBI  3alOMHUTBE. OTOpaBUTECH
[MagmuHITOHCKHUH BOK3aA...

C  BOEHHOH  TOYHOCTBIO, H3YMHBIIEH
YuHcTOHa, oHa omnucasa mapuipyt. IToagaca
oe3IoM; CO CTaHIIMM -- HaAeBO; [ABa
KHAOMETpa II0 jJopore, BopoTa 0e3
NEePEeKAQAUHBI; TPOIMHKOH Yepe3 IIOAe;
MOpPOXKKa IO  AEPEBBIMH, 3apoclias
TpaBoii; Tpoma B KyCTapHUKe; yIaBIllee
3aMIlIeaoe JepeBo. Y Hee CAOBHO KapTa
ObIAQ B TOAOBE.

Ber
Ha

-- Bce 3anomHHAH? -- IIIeIIHyaa OHa
HaKOHEII.

-- Na.

-- I[loBepHeTe HaAeBO, IIOTOM HAIIPABO H
onsaTh HaaeBo. Y Ha Boporax HeT
IePEKATUHBI.

-- [1a. Bpema?

--  Oxkoao mngrHaguatu. MoxkeT, BaMm
npugercd [OomoXAaThk. Y mpuay Tyaa

ApyToi goporoii. Bel TOYHO BCe 3aIIOMHHAH?
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“Yes.”

“Then get away from me as quick as you

”»

can.

She need not have told him that. But for
the moment they could not extricate
themselves from the crowd. The trucks
were still filing post, the people still
insatiably gaping. At the start there had
been a few boos and hisses, but it came
only from the Party members among the
crowd, and had soon stopped. The
prevailing emotion was simply curiosity.
Foreigners, whether from Eurasia or from
Eastasia, were a kind of strange animal.
One literally never saw them except in the
guise of prisoners, and even as prisoners
one never got more than a momentary
glimpse of them. Nor did one know what
became of them, apart from the few who
were hanged as war-criminals: the others
simply vanished, presumably into forced-
labour camps. The round Mogol faces had
given way to faces of a more European type,
dirty, bearded and exhausted. From over
scrubby cheekbones eyes looked into
Winston’s, sometimes with strange
intensity, and flashed away again. The
convoy was drawing to an end. In the last
truck he could see an aged man, his face a
mass of grizzled hair, standing upright with
wrists crossed in front of him, as though he
were used to having them bound together.
It was almost time for Winston and the girl
to part. But at the last moment, while the
crowd still hemmed them in, her hand felt
for his and gave it a fleeting squeeze.

-- da.

-- Torma oroiimuTe CKOpeH.

B asTHX caoBax He ObIAO HamobHocTH. Ho
TOATIA HE€ I103BOAsIAA pPa3ouTHCch. KoaoHHa
BCE 1IIIAQ, AIOOHM TAa3€AHM HEHAaCBITHO.
Brauvase pasmgaBasuCh BBIKPUKU U CBUCT,
HO IIyME€AH TOABKO IapTHIHBIE, a BCKOpE U
OHH YMOAKAH. [IpeobramaronmiM YyBCTBOM
OBIAO OOBIKHOBEHHOE AFOOOITBITCTBO.
Wnoctpauip! -- u3 EBpasuun au, nu3z Ocrasuu
ObIAM 4YEM-TO BpOJAE [AHUKOBHUHHBIX
JXKUBOTHBIX. Thl MX HUKOTAA HE BUIOEA --
TOABKO B POAM BOEHHOIIAEHHBIX, Ja U TO
MeabKOM. HemsBecTHa Oblaa u cyapba uX --
KpPOME TeX, KOIo BellaAu KaK BOEHHBIX
IIPECTYITHHUKOB; OCTaAbHBIE IIPOCTO HCYE3aAU
HaJ0 AyMaTh, B KaTOPXKHBIX Aarepsax.
Kpyraple MOHIOABCKME AHIlA CMEHHAMNCH
boaee €BPOIIECKUMH, TPA3HBIMH,
HeOPUTHIMHU, HU3HYPEHHBIMH. HMBorma
3apociiee AHIIO OCTaHaBAHUBaAO Ha
YuHCcTOHE HeOoOBIYalHO IIPUCTAABHBIN
B3TA4[], U Cpa3y K€ OH CKOAB3HA aABbIIIE.
KoaonHa noaxonyaa K KoHIy. B nocaenHem
rPy30BHKE YHUHCTOH YBHIEA IIOXKHAOTO
4eaOB€Ka, MO0 TAa3 3apocLIero  ceaod
6opomoii; OH CTOSA Ha HOraxX, CKpPECTHB
nepesl XXKUBOTOM DPYKH, CAOBHO IIPHUBBIK K
TOMy, YTO OHHM CKOBaHbI. Ilopa yKe ObIrO
OTOMUTH OT KEHIIMHBI. HO B mocAeiHUM MUT,
IIOKAa TOAIIA UX €Ille CAAaBAHMBaAa, OHA HaIllAa
€T0 PYKY M He3aMeTHO II0KaAa.

It could not have been ten seconds, and yet [IaMAoCh 3TO MEHBIIIE OECSATH CEKYHZ, HO

it seemed a long time that their hands were
clasped together. He had time to learn every
detail of her hand. He explored the long
fingers, the shapely nails, the work-
hardened palm with its row of callouses,
the smooth flesh under the wrist. Merely
from feeling it he would have known it by
sight. In the same instant it occurred to
him that he did not know what colour the
girl’s eyes were. They were probably brown,
but people with dark hair sometimes had
blue eyes. To turn his head and look at her
would have been inconceivable folly. With
hands locked together, invisible among the
press of bodies, they stared steadily in front
of them, and instead of the eyes of the girl,
the eyes of the aged prisoner gazed
mournfully at Winston out of nests of hair.

II

€My II0Ka3aA0Ch, YTO OHH JepKaT ApyT
Opyra 3a PyKH O4eHBb JOATO. YHHCTOH yCIIEA
H3y4HUThb €€ PYKy BO BcexX moapobHocTax. OH
Tporaa OAWHHBIE ITaABLBI, IIPOAOATOBATBIE
HOI'TH, 3aTBEPAEBIIYIO OT paboThl AAOHb C
MO30ASIMH, HEXKHYIO KOXKY 3amndacThbs. OH Tak
H3yYHA 3Ty PYKY Ha OLIyIb, YTO TeIephb
y3Haa Obl ee W [0 BUAY. EMy HpHIIAO B
TOAOBY, YTO OH HE 3aMeTHA, KaKOoro IBeTa y
Hee TrAa3a. HaBepHO, Kapue, XOoTd Y
TEMHOBOAOCBHIX OBIBAIOT U TOAyOble raasa.
IToBepHYTH TOAOBY U IIOCMOTPETh Ha Hee
6p1A0 OBl KpaWHHUM  0e3pacCyaCTBOM.
CTHCHYTBIE TOAIIOM, HE3aMETHO AepxKach 3a
PYKH, OHH CMOTPEAH IIPSIMO Hepern coboii, u
He ee raasa, a raasa IIOXKHAOTO IIACHHHUKA
TOCKAMBO YCTaBHAWUCH Ha YHHCTOHA U3
YJally CIIyTaHHBIX BOAOC.

II
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Winston picked his way up the lane
through dappled light and shade, stepping
out into pools of gold wherever the boughs
parted. Under the trees to the left of him
the ground was misty with bluebells. The
air seemed to kiss one’s skin. It was the
second of May. From somewhere deeper in
the heart of the wood came the droning of
ring doves.

He was a bit early. There had been no
difficulties about the journey, and the girl
was so evidently experienced that he was
less frightened than he would normally
have been. Presumably she could be
trusted to find a safe place. In general you
could not assume that you were much safer
in the country than in London. There were
no telescreens, of course, but there was
always the danger of  concealed
microphones by which your voice might be
picked up and recognized; besides, it was
not easy to make a journey by yourself
without attracting attention. For distances
of less than 100 kilometres it was not
necessary to get your passport endorsed,
but sometimes there were patrols hanging
about the railway stations, who examined
the papers of any Party member they found
there and asked awkward questions.
However, no patrols had appeared, and on
the walk from the station he had made sure
by cautious backward glances that he was
not being followed. The train was full of
proles, in holiday mood because of the
summery weather. The wooden-seated
carriage in which he travelled was filled to
overflowing by a single enormous family,
ranging from a toothless great-grandmother
to a month-old baby, going out to spend an
afternoon with “in-laws” in the country,
and, as they freely explained to Winston, to
get hold of a little blackmarket butter.

The lane widened, and in a minute he came
to the footpath she had told him of, a mere
cattle-track which plunged between the
bushes. He had no watch, but it could not
be fifteen yet. The bluebells were so thick
underfoot that it was impossible not to
tread on them. He knelt down and began
picking some partly to pass the time away,
but also from a vague idea that he would
like to have a bunch of flowers to offer to
the girl when they met. He had got together
a big bunch and was smelling their faint
sickly scent when a sound at his back froze
him, the unmistakable crackle of a foot on

YHUHCTOH HIeA IO [OOPOXKKE B IATHHUCTOU
TEHH [AEPEBbEB, U3PeaKa BCTyIasl B AYKHIIbI
30A0TOTO CBETA -- TaM, Il€e HE CMBIKAAHUCH
KpoHBI. [lom [epeBbIMH cAeBa  3eMAd
TYMaHHAACh OT KOAOKOABYHKOB. Bo3myx
Aackaa Koxy. Belao BTropoe mad. I'me-To B
rAyOrHe Aeca KpHUYaAHu BAXUPH.

OH 1pullleA dYyTh paHbIle BpPEMEHH.
TpyaHocTell B [Oopore OH He BCTPETHA,;
JKEHIUHA, CyAsd II0 BceMy, O0blaa Tak
OIBITHA, YTO OH [axkKe OOSIACSI MEHBIIIE, YEM
II0AATraAOCh OBL B OJ0OHBIX
obcrositeabcTBax. OH HE COMHEBAACS, YUTO
oHa BbIOpasa 6Ge3omacHoe Mecto. Boobiie
TPYAHO OBIAO PACCYMUTHIBATH Ha TO, YTO 3a
ropogoMm OezomacHee, dYemM B AOHIOHE.
TeAaeKpaHOB, KOHEYHO, HET, HO B AOOOM
MeCTe MOKET CKpbIBATECSI MHUKPOQOH --
TBOM TOAOC YCABIIIAT U OIIO3HAIOT; KpOME
TOTO, IIyTELIECTBYIOUMY B  OOUHOYKY
HEMIPEMEHHO IMIPUBAEYET BHUMaHHWe. [lag
paccTosiHUil  MEHBIIE CTA KHUAOMETPOB
OTMEeTKa B ITacCIlOpTe He HyKHA, HO MHOTAA
OKOAO CTAHIIMH XOAST IATPyAH, TaM OHH
OPOBEPSIOT JOKYMEHTHI y BCEX ITAPTHHHBIX
U 3a4al0T HEIpUdaTHble BOIpockl. Ha
naTpyAb OH, OOHAKO, He HaAeTeA, a IIo
[OpOre CO CTaHIIMH He pa3 OTAAbIBAACH --
HET AU CA€XKKH. [loe3n ObIA HaOUT IIPOAAMHU,
JOBOABHO 3KHU3HEPANOCTHBIMH II0 CAydalo
TemaoM morompl. OH e€Xaa B BaroHe C
JEPEBSIHHBIMU CKaMbsIMHU, TIOAHOCTBIO
OKKYIIUPOBAHHOM OJHOM I'POMaaHOMN ceMbeH
-- or 6e33y6oii mpababyIIKyu A0 MeCIIHOTO
MAaeHIla, -- HaMepeBaBIIEHCS [IOTOCTHUTH
[IEHEK «y CBaTbeB» B [IePeBHE U, KaK OHU 0Oe3
OITIaCKHU OOBSICHHAM YHHCTOHY, pPa3mo0ObITh
Ha YEPHOM PBIHKE MacAa.

JlepeBbsI PAaCCTYIIMAUCH, OH BBIIIEA Ha
TPOILy, O KOTOPOI OHa rOBOPHAA, -- TPOILy B
KyCTapHHUKE, IIPOTOIITAHHYIO0 CKOTOM. YacoB

y Hero He ObIAO, HO IpHIIEA OH
OoIpeneA€HHO pauble OSTHAIIIATH.
KOAOKOABYHKH pOCAM TakK TIyCTO, YTO

HEBO3MOXKHO OBIAO Ha HHX HE HACTYIaTh.
OH mpHCeA U CTas PBAaTh LBETHI -- OTYACTH
4T00BI YOUTEH BpeMsi, OTYACTH CO CMYTHBIM
HaMepeHHeM IIperiogHectu eit Oyker. OH
cobpaa IIEAYIO OXAIKy H TOABKO IIOHIOXaA
cAab0 U AYLIHO IaxIHe IBETHI, KaK 3BYK 3a
CIIMHOM 3aCTaBHA €ro II0XOAOAETH: IO
gybefi-T0 HOroOM XpycTean BeTodyku. OH
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twigs. He went on picking bluebells. It was
the best thing to do. It might be the girl, or
he might have been followed after all. To
look round was to show guilt. He picked
another and another. A hand fell lightly on
his shoulder.

He looked up. It was the girl. She shook her
head, evidently as a warning that he must
keep silent, then parted the bushes and
quickly led the way along the narrow track
into the wood. Obviously she had been that
way before, for she dodged the boggy bits as
though by habit. Winston followed, still
clasping his bunch of flowers. His first
feeling was relief, but as he watched the
strong slender body moving in front of him,
with the scarlet sash that was just tight
enough to bring out the curve of her hips,
the sense of his own inferiority was heavy
upon him. Even now it seemed quite likely
that when she turned round and looked at
him she would draw back after all. The
sweetness of the air and the greenness of
the leaves daunted him. Already on the
walk from the station the May sunshine
had made him feel dirty and etiolated, a
creature of indoors, with the sooty dust of
London in the pores of his skin. It occurred
to him that till now she had probably never
seen him in broad daylight in the open.
They came to the fallen tree that she had
spoken of. The girl hopped over and forced
apart the bushes, in which there did not
seem to be an opening. When Winston
followed her, he found that they were in a
natural clearing, a tiny grassy knoll
surrounded by tall saplings that shut it in
completely. The girl stopped and turned.
“Here we are,” she said.

He was facing her at several paces’
distance. As yet he did not dare move
nearer to her.

“I didn’t want to say anything in the lane,”
she went on, “in case there’s a mike hidden
there. I don’t suppose there is, but there
could be. There’s always the chance of one
of those swine recognizing your voice. We’re
all right here.”

He still had not the courage to approach
her.

“We’re all right here?” he repeated stupidly.
“Yes. Look at the trees.” They were small
ashes, which at some time had been cut
down and had sprouted up again into a
forest of poles, none of them thicker than

IIPOJOAXKAA PBaTh LBETHI. ITO ObIAO camoe
npaBuabHOe. MOXeT ObITh, C3aaM -- OHA, a
MOXET, 3a HUM BCE-TAKU CAEIHUAU.
OragHelbcs -- 3HAYUT, YTO-TO C TOOOM
"Heyncto. OH COpPBAA KOAOKOABYHUK. [IOTOM
emle oqvH. ET0 A€ETOHBKO TPOHYAH 3a IIAE€YO.

OH mnoaHdA raasa. 9to Obiaa oHa. OHa
IIoMOTasa TOAOBOH, BeEAsS €My MOAYaThb,
IIOTOM pa3ZBHHYyAA KYCTBI U OBICTPO IOIIAA
o TpemwHe K Aecy. [lo-BuaummMoMy, oOHa
371eck ObIBajsa: TOIKHE MecTa OHa obxoamaa
yBEpEHHO. YHUHCTOH IIIeA 3a HeM ¢ OyKeToM.
[lepBBIM €ro 4yBCTBOM ObIAO OGA€rdeHUE, HO
TeIepb, TAAA C3ay Ha CHABHOE CTPOIHOe
TEAO, IIepeXBadeHHOE aAbIM KYIIaKoM,
KOTOPBIH IIOAYEPKHBAA KpyTble Oenpa, OH
OCTPO OIIyTHA, YTO HEAOCTOMH ee. [laxe
TENepb €My Ka3aAaoCh, YTO OHa MOXKET
BEPHYTbCH, IIOCMOTPETh Ha HEro -- Hu
pasgymaer. HexXHBIM BO3AyX M 3€ACHB
AVICTBBI TOABKO YBEAWYHBAAU €ro pobOCTb.
WM3-3a 2TOro MamCKOro COAHIIA OH, eIle
KOTfla IIIEA CO CTaHLMH, ITOYyBCTBOBaA cebst
IPSI3HBIM M YaXABIM -- KOMHATHOE CYIIIECTBO
C 3a0UTBIMH AOHIOHCKOMH IIBIABIO M KOIIOTHIO
nopamu. OH moayMaa, 4TO OHa HU pasy He
BHUZIeAQ €TO IIPU CBeTe AHS M Ha IIPOCTOpE.
IMepen HuMMH OBIAO yIIaBIllee [OEPEBO, O
KOTOPOM OHa TOBOpHAA Ha IIAOMIAAH.
XKenmmnHa  orbekana B CTOPOHY U
pa3aBHHyAa KyCTBI, CTOSIBIIHE CIIAOLIHOH
CTEHOUM. YHHCTOH IIOA€3 3a HeM, U OHH

OYyTHUAUCH Ha IpOrasnHe, KPOXOTHOM
AyzKalKe, OKPYKEHHOU BBICOKHM
HOAPOCTaMH OTOBCIOAY 3aKPBITOH.
XKenmmuHa obepHyAach.

-- [Ipumiay, -- ckazasa oHa.

OH cMmMoTpea Ha Hee C pPacCTOSHHSA
HECKOABKMX ImaroB. W He pemaaca
IIPHUOAU3ZUTHCH.

-- 51 He XoTeAaa pa3roBapuBaTh II0 LOpOre, --
obpsicHHAA OHA. -- Bapyr tTam MHKpPOdOH.
Bpsio Au, KOHEYHO, HO MOXKeT ObITb. Yero
n00poro, y3HAIOT FOAOC, CBOAOYH. 3IecCh He
OIacHO.

YHUHCTOH BCe ellle HE OCMEAUBAACS IIOJOUTH.

-- 3aeck He OIacHO? -- IIEPECITPOCHA OH.

-- Ja. CmotrpuTe, Kakue OepeBbs. -- ITO
OGbIAa MOAOMAs SICEHEBas IIOPOCAL Ha MeCTe
BBIDYOKH -- A€C JKEPJA0YEK TOAIIMHOM He
OOABIlIlE 3amsICThi. -- DBce TOHEHBKUE,

104



one’s wrist. “There’s nothing big enough to
hide a mike in. Besides, I've been here
before.”

They were only making conversation. He
had managed to move closer to her now.
She stood before him very upright, with a
smile on her face that looked faintly
ironical, as though she were wondering why
he was so slow to act. The bluebells had
cascaded on to the ground. They seemed to
have fallen of their own accord. He took her
hand.

“Would you believe,” he said, “that till this
moment I didn’t know what colour your
eyes were?” They were brown, he noted, a
rather light shade of brown, with dark
lashes. “Now that you've seen what I'm
really like, can you still bear to look at me?”

“Yes, easily.”
“I'm thirty-nine years old. I've got a wife

that I can’t get rid of. I've got varicose veins.
I've got five false teeth.”

“I couldn’t care less,” said the girl.

The next moment, it was hard to say by
whose act, she was in his his arms. At the
beginning he had no feeling except sheer
incredulity. The youthful body was strained
against his own, the mass of dark hair was
against his face, and yes! actually she had
turned her face up and he was kissing the
wide red mouth. She had clasped her arms
about his neck, she was calling him
darling, precious one, loved one. He had
pulled her down on to the ground, she was
utterly unresisting, he could do what he
liked with her. But the truth was that he
had no physical sensation, except that of
mere contact. All he felt was incredulity
and pride. He was glad that this was
happening, but he had no physical desire.
It was too soon, her youth and prettiness
had frightened him, he was too much used
to living without women -- he did not know
the reason. The girl picked herself up and
pulled a bluebell out of her hair. She sat
against him, putting her arm round his
waist.

“Never mind, dear. There’s no hurry. We've
got the whole afternoon. Isn’t this a
splendid hide-out? I found it when I got lost
once on a community hike. If anyone was
coming you could hear them a hundred
metres away.”

MHKpPO(OH crpsararh Herge. Kpome Toro, g
yKe 3/1ech OblAa.

OHH TOABKO Pa3roBapHBaAW. YHHCTOH BCe-
TaKH IIOAOLIEA K Hell mobamxke. OHa crosiaa
O4YeHb IIPAMO U yAbIOAaAack Kak OyaTo ¢
AETKOM HpOHHEH -- KakK OyATO HemoyMeBasd,
IOYeMy OH  MeIIKaeT. KOAOKOABYHMKU
IOCHITAAMCH HA 3€MAI0. OTO IIPOH30IIAOC
camo coboii. OH B3dA ee 3a PYKY.

-- Bepure am, -- ckasaa OH, -- OO 3TOH
MHHYTBl §1 He 3HaA, KakKOro IBeTa y Bac
raaza. -- 'aaza ObIAM Kapue, CBETAO KapHe,
C TEMHBIMH pecHHIAMHU. -- Temeps, Korma
BBl PasTA/ICAM, Ha 4YTO f IOXO0XK, BaM He
MIPOTHUBHO HA MEHS CMOTPETH?

-- Huckoaeko.

-- MHe Tpuauare AeBAThb AeT. 2KeHaT U He
Mory oOT Hee wu3baBuUTbCI. Y  MeHS
pacuupeHue BeH. [1aTh BCTaBHBIX 3y0OB.

-- Kakoe 3T0 mMeeT 3Ha4YeHHE? -- CKasasa
OHa.

U cpasy -- HEIOHATHO OaxKe, KTO TYT ObIA
nepBbIM, -- OHH OOHsAuchb. CmoepBa OH
HUYEro He YyBCTBOBAA, TOABKO [yMaA: 3TOTO
He MOXKeT ObITb. K HeMy IPHKHUMAaAOCH
MOAOZIO€ TEAO, €r0 AWII0 KACaAOCh TYCTBHIX
TEeMHBIX BoAaOC, U -- pal HaaBy! -- oHa
HOAHSAA K HEMY AWII0O, U OH I[EAOBaA
MATKHe KpacHble ryopl. OHa crenuaa pyKu
y Hero Ha 3aTblAKe, OHa Ha3bIBasa €ro
MHABIM, [IOPOTHUM, AIOGHMBIM. OH IIOTSIHYA
ee Ha 3€eMAIO, U OHA IIOKOPHAACh €My, OH
MOT [eAaTh C Hei uTo yroaHo. Ho B ToM-TO
u Oema, 4To (PUIUYECKH OH HUYETOo HeE

omylias, KpoMe — IIPUKOCHOBeHHH. OH
HUCIBITBIBAA TOABKO I'OPZOCTB M 10 CHX IIOD
He MOI' IIOBepuUTh B mpoucxondiee. OH
pazmoBaaCd, YTO 93TO IPOHCXOOHUT, HO
IIAOTCKOTO JKEeAaHHsI He 4YyBCTBOBaa. Bce
CAYYHAOCH CAHIIIKOM GBICTPO... OH

HUCIIyTaACs €€ MOAOLOCTH U KpPacOTHl... OH
OPUBBIK 0O0XOOUTHCHA 0e3 ZKeHIWHEBL... OH
caM He noHuMaa npuuuHel. OHa ceaa Hu
BBIHyAA U3 BOAOC KOAOKOABYHK. [loTom
OPUCAOHMAACHE K HEMy U O00HsAa ero 3a
TaAHIO.

-- Huuero, muabiii. Hekyzna cnemmuts. Y Hac
emte rnoanHd. IlpaBma, 3amedaTeabHOE
YKpbITHE? 51 pa3Bemasa ero BoO BpeMs OLHOH
TYPHUCTCKOH BBIAA3KH, KOTJa OTcTasa oOT
cBoux. Ecam Kro-To OymeT IIOAXOOUTH,
YCABIIIIUM 3a CTO METPOB.
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“What is your name?” said Winston.

“Julia. I know yours. It’s Winston --

Winston Smith.”
“How did you find that out?”

“l expect I'm better at finding things out
than you are, dear. Tell me, what did you
think of me before that day I gave you the
note?”

He did not feel any temptation to tell lies to
her. It was even a sort of love-offering to
start off by telling the worst.

“I hated the sight of you,” he said. “I wanted
to rape you and then murder you
afterwards. Two weeks ago [ thought
seriously of smashing your head in with a
cobblestone. If you really want to know, I
imagined that you had something to do
with the Thought Police.”

The girl laughed delightedly, evidently
taking this as a tribute to the excellence of
her disguise.

“Not the Thought
honestly think that?”

“Well, perhaps not exactly that. But from
your general appearance -- merely because
you’re young and fresh and healthy, you
understand -- I thought that probably--"

“You thought I was a good Party member.
Pure in word and deed. Banners,
processions, slogans, games, community
hikes all that stuff. And you thought that if
I had a quarter of a chance I'd denounce
you as a thought-criminal and get you
killed off?”

“Yes, something of that kind. A great many
young girls are like that, you know.”

“It’s this bloody thing that does it,” she
said, ripping off the scarlet sash of the
Junior Anti-Sex League and flinging it on to
a bough.

Then, as though touching her waist had
reminded her of something, she felt in the
pocket of her overalls and produced a small
slab of chocolate. She broke it in half and
gave one of the pieces to Winston. Even
before he had taken it he knew by the smell
that it was very unusual chocolate. It was
dark and shiny, and was wrapped in silver
paper. Chocolate normally was dull-brown
crumbly stuff that tasted, as nearly as one
could describe it, like the smoke of a
rubbish fire. But at some time or another
he had tasted chocolate like the piece she
had given him. The first whiff of its scent

Police! You didn’t

-- Kak Tebs1 30ByT? -- CIIPOCHA YHHCTOH.

-- [xyamsa. A kKak Tebs 30ByT, & 3HaO.
YuncTOH. YUHCTOH CMUT.

-- OTKyZa Thl 3HAEIIb?

HaBepHo, Kak pasBenguuiia s Tebs
criocobHem, MuUAbIM. CKaxKi, 4TO Thl 000 MHE
IyMaa [I0 TOTO, KaK s AaAa Tebe 3amucKy?

Emy coBcem He xoTeaoch aratbk. CBoero
pona mpemucAOBHE K AIOOBH -- CKa3aThb OAS
HaJaaa caMoe XyZalee.

-- Buperr Tebg He MOT, -- OTBETHA OH. --
XoTea Tebs M3HACHAOBATBH, @ IIOTOM yOUTH.
JIBe HeeAM HA3a/ S CEPHE3HO PA3MBIIIIASIA O
TOM, dYTOOBI IIPOAOMHTE Tebe TOAOBY
OyAbIKHUKOM. Ecau xodyewrs 3HATh, S
BoOOpa3mA, YTO ThI CBA3aHA C IIOAHIIHEH
MBICAEH.

J>Kyaust pafoCTHO 3acMesiAacCh, BOCIIPHHSIB
€r0 CAOBa KaK IIOATBEPIKIOEHHE TOTO, YTO
OHAa IIPEKPAaCHO UTPAET CBOIO POAB.

-- Heyzxean c moamrnimedi mbIcaeii? Her, TbI
IpaBaa Tak IyMaa?

-- Hy, moxert, He coBceM Tak. Ho rasaa Ha
Tebg... HaBepHO, OTTOro, 94TO THI MOAOAASd,
3I0pOBas, CBe¥XKasd, IOHUMAaEelIb... I AyMaa...

-- Tel mgymaa, YTO s TIPUMEpPHBIH YA€H

naptuu. Yucra B Oeaax U IIOMBICAAX.
3HaMeHa, IIeCTBHUS, AO3YHTH,  HUIPEHI,
TYPHUCTCKHE IIOXOABI -- BCA 9Ta ApebeneHs.
nu noaymaa, 9TO IpH Maaemmen

BO3MOXKHOCTU yrpobAr0 Tebs -- HOHECYy Kak
Ha MBICAEIIPECTYITHUKA?

-- Ja, 4T0-TO B 3TOM poAe. 3HAEIIb, OYEHD
MHOTHE AEBYIIKH UMEHHO TaKHUE.

-- Bce u3-3a 9TOM rafiocTH, -- cCKazaaa OHa
M, COpBaB aAbli Kymak MoAO[eKHOro
aHTHUIIOAOBOIO CO03a, 3a0pocHAa B KyCTHI.

OHa OyAaTo BCIIOMHHAQ O YeM-TO, KOTAa
OOTPOHyAaCh A0  Iosica, M TeIepb,
IIOPBIBIIKCH B KapMaHe, aocrasa
MaAE€HBKYIO IIIOKOAQJKY, Pa3AOMHAA M Jasad
IIOAOBHHY YuHCTOHy. Emte He B34B ee, IIO
ONHOMY 3allaxy OH IIOHSA, YTO 3TO COBCEM
He OOBIKHOBEHHBIM IIIOKOAQZ. TEMHBIH,
Gaectanii 1 3aBepHYT B oabry. OGBIYHO
LIIOKOAAT OBbIA TYCKAO-KOPHUYHEBBIH,
KPOIINACS U OTZaBaA -- TOYHEE €ro BKYyC He
OIMIIIEIb -- ABIMOM ropsirero mycopa. Ho
KOrfla-To OH mpoboBaa IIIOKOAAZ BpOe
aToro. 3amnax cpasy HallOMHUA O YEM TO -- O
4eM, YHHCTOH He Mor coobpa3uTb, HO
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had stirred up some memory which he
could not pin down, but which was
powerful and troubling.

“Where did you get this stuff?” he said.

“Black market,” she said indifferently.
“Actually I am that sort of girl, to look at.
I'm good at games. I was a troop-leader in
the Spies. I do voluntary work three
evenings a week for the Junior Anti-Sex
League. Hours and hours I've spent pasting
their bloody rot all over London. I always
carry one end of a banner in the
processions. I always Iook cheerful and I
never shirk anything. Always yell with the
crowd, that’s what I say. It’s the only way to
be safe.”

The first fragment of chocolate had melted
on Winston’s tongue. The taste was
delightful. But there was still that memory
moving round the edges of his
consciousness, something strongly felt but
not reducible to definite shape, like an
object seen out of the corner of one’s eye.
He pushed it away from him, aware only
that it was the memory of some action
which he would have liked to undo but
could not.

“You are very young,” he said. “You are ten
or fifteen years younger than I am. What
could you see to attract you in a man like
me?”

“It was something in your face. I thought I'd
take a chance. I'm good at spotting people
who don’t belong. As soon as I saw you I
knew you were against them.”

Them, it appeared, meant the Party, and
above all the Inner Party, about whom she
talked with an open jeering hatred which
made Winston feel uneasy, although he
knew that they were safe here if they could
be safe anywhere. A thing that astonished
him about her was the coarseness of her
language. Party members were supposed
not to swear, and Winston himself very
seldom did swear, aloud, at any rate. Julia,
however, seemed unable to mention the
Party, and especially the Inner Party,
without using the kind of words that you
saw chalked up in dripping alley-ways. He
did not dislike it. It was merely one
symptom of her revolt against the Party and
all its ways, and somehow it seemed
natural and healthy, like the sneeze of a
horse that smells bad hay. They had left
the clearing and were wandering again

HaAIIOMHHA MOIITHO U TPEBOXKHO.

-- 'me TBI HOCcTaAa?

-- Ha d4epHOM pBIHKE, -- 06€3pa3saHMIHO
OoTBeTHAA OHA. -- [la, Ha BHA s HMEHHO
Takasl. Xoporas CIIOPTCMEHKA. B

pasBequuilax OblAa KOMaHAWPOM OTpsA.
Tpu Bedepa B HENEAI0 3aHHMAIOCh
obrecTBeHHOM paboToii B MoaomekHOM
AHTHUIIOAOBOM coo3e. JacaMu pacKAeHBaio
HUX MACKyAHBIE AMCTKH [0 BCEMY AOHIOHY.
B mrecTBuSIX BCerma HeCy TPAHCIAPAHT.
Bceerma ¢ BECEABIM AWIIOM M HH OT 4YEro He
OTABIHMBAIO. Bcerma Oopu C TOAMOH -- MOe
npaBuAO. TOABKO Tak ThI B 6€30IIACHOCTH.

[TepBrBIit KycO4YeK IIOKOAQA PacTadA y HETO
Ha a3bIKe. BKyc Obia BocxuTHTeABHBIH. Ho
YTO-TO BCE IIIEBEAHMAOCH B TAYOMHAaX NaMsaTH
-- 4TO-TO, OLIyIla€MO€e O4Y€Hb CHABHO, HO He
MPHUHUMABIIEE OTYETAHUBOH (POPMBI, Kak
npeaMeT, KOTOPBIH TBI 3aMETHA Kpaem
raasa. YHHCTOH OTOTHAA HENPOSCHUBIIEECS
BOCIIOMHHAHHE, IOHAB TOABKO, YTO OHO
KacaeTcs KaKOTro-TO ITOCTYIIKa, KOTOPbIH OH
C yIOBOABCTBHEM aHHyAuUpoBaa Obl, ecau 6
MOT.

-- Tel coBceM moaomasi, -- CKasaa OH. -- Ha
[ECHATh HUAM IATHAAIATH AET MOAOIKE MEHSI.
Yro Teba MOTAO [pPUBAEYHL B TaKOM
yeAOBeKe?

-- Y Tebga urTo-TO OBIAO B AHIle. Pemmaa
PHUCKHYTBb. 91 XOpOLIO yrafgblBaio YyKaKOB.
Korna yBuzmeaa Tebsi, cpa3y MOHsSAA, YTO ThI
OPOTUB HUX.

OHu, TI0O-BUAMMOMY, O3HA4YaA0 MapTHIO, H
MpexkJle BCETO BHYTPEHHIOI IIapTHIO, O
KOTOpPOH OHa roBOpHAA H3AE€BATEABCKH U C
OTKPBITOM HEHaBHUCTBIO -- YHHCTOHY OT
9TOr0 CTAHOBHAOCHL He II0 cebe, XOTd OH
3HaA, YTO 37eCh OHM B 0e30IacHOCTH,
HaCKOABKO 6€e30IacHOCTb BOOOIIIE
Bo3MOkHa. OH ObIA TTOpazKeH IpybOCTBIO ee
A3bIKa. IlapTHUiilaM CKBEPHOCAOBUTH HeE
TI0AATaA0Ch, U caM YHMHCTOH pyraacs PenKo,
mo KpadiHel Mepe BcAyX, HO [IXKyaud He
Moraa IIOMSHYTb  HapTHIO, OCOOEHHO
BHYTPEHHIOIO ITapTHIO, 6e3 KaKoro-Hubynb
CAOBIIA M3 T€X, YTO IIHIIyTCS MEAOM Ha
3abopax. 1 ero 3To He OTTAAKHBaAO. ITO
OBIAO IIPOCTO OHO M3 IPOSIBACHUH ee OyHTa
IPOTHUB IapTHH, IIPOTHUB NAPTHHHOrO mIyxa
U Ka3aaoCh TaKHM K€ 3I0pOBbBIM U
€CTECTBEHHBIM, KaK 4YHXaHHEe AOIIajH,
TOHIOXaBIIeH Impeaoro ceHa. OHU YHIAHU C
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through the chequered shade, with their
arms round each other’s waists whenever it
was wide enough to walk two abreast. He
noticed how much softer her waist seemed
to feel now that the sash was gone. They
did not speak above a whisper. Outside the
clearing, Julia said, it was better to go
quietly. Presently they had reached the
edge of the little wood. She stopped him.

“Don’t go out into the open. There might be
someone watching. Were all right if we
keep behind the boughs.”

They were standing in the shade of hazel
bushes. The sunlight, filtering through
innumerable leaves, was still hot on their
faces. Winston looked out into the field
beyond, and underwent a curious, slow
shock of recognition. He knew it by sight.
An old, closebitten pasture, with a footpath
wandering across it and a molehill here and
there. In the ragged hedge on the opposite
side the boughs of the elm trees swayed
just perceptibly in the breeze, and their
leaves stirred faintly in dense masses like
women’s hair. Surely somewhere nearby,
but out of sight, there must be a stream
with green pools where dace were
swimming?

“Isn’t there a stream somewhere near
here?” he whispered.

“That’s right, there is a stream. It’s at the
edge of the next field, actually. There are
fish in it, great big ones. You can watch
them lying in the pools under the willow
trees, waving their tails.”

“It’s the Golden Country -- almost,” he
murmured.

“The Golden Country?”

“It’s nothing, really. A landscape I've seen
sometimes in a dream.”

“Look!” whispered Julia.

A thrush had alighted on a bough not five
metres away, almost at the level of their
faces. Perhaps it had not seen them. It was
in the sun, they in the shade. It spread out
its wings, fitted them carefully into place
again, ducked its head for a moment, as
though making a sort of obeisance to the
sun, and then began to pour forth a torrent
of song. In the afternoon hush the volume
of sound was startling. Winston and Julia
clung together, fascinated. The music went
on and on, minute after minute, with
astonishing variations, never once
repeating itself, almost as though the bird

IIPOTAAWHBI B CHOBA TYASAM B IISTHHUCTOH
TEeHH, OOHAB APYT Apyra 3a TaAsWio, -- TaM,
e MOXKHO Ob1A0 uATH paaoM. OH 3aMeTHA,
HACKOABKO Msrde cTasa y Hee Taaud 06e3
Kymiaka. PasroBapuBaam mrenotroM. Iloka
Mbl HE€ Ha AyXKaiike, ckazasa [Xyaud,
Ay4duie BecTH ceba Tuxo. Bckope oHu
BBIIIAM K OIyIIKe pomy. [IKyAHusa ero
OCTaHOBHAA.

-- He BBIXOAM Ha OTKphITOE MecTo. MoxKeT,
KTO-HUOyAb Habaromaer. [Toka MBI B aecy --
BCe B IIOPSIKE.

OHu crogau B  opemHuke. CoaHIle
IIPOHUKAAO CKBO3b T'YCTYIO AMCTBY M TPEAO
MM AWIA. YWHCTOH CMOTPEA Ha AyT,
A€XKABIINH TIepes HHUMH, CO CTPaHHBIM
4yBCTBOM MEIAEHHOTO y3HaBaHHdA. OH 3HaA
atoT mne#izaxk. Crapoe macTOUIIE C KOPOTKOM
TpaBoii, 10 HeMy O€KHUT TPOIIHMHKA, TaM H
caM KPOTOBBIE KOYKH. HeposHo#
H3TOPOABI0 Ha MJasbHEH CTOpPOHE BCTaAHM
JepeBbsi, BETKU BS30B YyThb IIEBEAHAHUCH OT

BEeTepKa, MW IIAOTHAsl Macca AHCTBEB
BOAHOBaAach, KaK XKEHCKHE BOAOCHL. ['ze To
HEIIPEeMEHHO MJOAXKeH ObITh pyded c

3€A€HBIMHU 3aBOAsdMH, B HUX XOOUT ITAOTBA.

Tyr mobamsocTH HeT pydeHka? --
[IPOLIIETITAA OH.

-- IIpaBuABHO, ecTb. Ha Kpaio CAEIyIOIEero
noasa. Tam pbIObI, KpymHble. VX BuUOHO --

OHH CTOAT IIoQaQ BE€TAQMH, IIIE€BEAAT
XBOCTaMH.
- 3oaoTas CTpaHa... II0YTH 4To, -

mpobopMoTaa OH.
-- 3oaoTasa crpaHa?

-- Oro mpocTo TakK. OTO MECTO s BHXKY
HMHOTIA BO CHE.

-- Cmotpu! -- menHyaa [IXKyAud.

MeTpax B IATH OT HUX, ITIOYTH HA YPOBHE HX
AWII, HA BETKY CA€TeA Apo3rd. MoxkeT OBITb,
oH ux He BHuAeA. OH ObIA Ha COAHIIE, OHU B
TeHH. [Ipo3a paclpaBHA KPBIABS, IIOTOM HeE
TOPOIIAICE CAOXKHA, HarHyA Ha CEeKyHOy
TFOAOBY, CAOBHO TIOKAOHHACH COAHILy, H
3ameA. B mocaenoayieHHOM 3aTHIIBE IIECHS
€ro  3By4Yasa  OIIEAOMASIIONIE  TPOMKO.
YuHcroH u [IXKyAud HOPHABHYAH MAPYyT K
APYry W 3aMepAH, odapoBaHHBIE. My3bIKa
AVAACh M AMAACh, MHHYyTa 3a MHUHYTOH, C
YAUBUTEABHBIMM BapHallMdaMH, HU pa3y He
IIOBTOPAACh,  OyATO  ITHIA  HAPOYHO
IIoKasblBaAa CBOE MacTepcTBo. MHorna ona
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were deliberately showing off its virtuosity.
Sometimes it stopped for a few seconds,
spread out and resettled its wings, then
swelled its speckled breast and again burst
into song. Winston watched it with a sort of
vague reverence. For whom, for what, was
that bird singing? No mate, no rival was
watching it. What made it sit at the edge of
the lonely wood and pour its music into
nothingness? He wondered whether after all
there was a microphone hidden somewhere
near. He and Julia had spoken only in low
whispers, and it would not pick up what
they had said, but it would pick up the
thrush. Perhaps at the other end of the
instrument some small, beetle-like man
was listening intently -- listening to that.
But by degrees the flood of music drove all
speculations out of his mind. It was as
though it were a kind of liquid stuff that
poured all over him and got mixed up with
the sunlight that filtered through the
leaves. He stopped thinking and merely felt.
The girl’s waist in the bend of his arm was
soft and warm. He pulled her round so that
they were breast to breast; her body
seemed to melt into his. Wherever his
hands moved it was all as yielding as water.
Their mouths clung together; it was quite
different from the hard kisses they had
exchanged earlier. When they moved their
faces apart again both of them sighed
deeply. The bird took fright and fled with a
clatter of wings.

Winston put his lips against her ear. “Now,”
he whispered.

“Not here,” she whispered back. “Come

back to the hideout. It’s safer.”

Quickly, with an occasional crackle of
twigs, they threaded their way back to the
clearing. When they were once inside the
ring of saplings she turned and faced him.
They were both breathing fast. but the
smile had reappeared round the corners of
her mouth. She stood looking at him for an
instant, then felt at the zipper of her
overalls. And, yes! it was almost as in his
dream. Almost as swiftly as he had
imagined it, she had torn her clothes off,
and when she flung them aside it was with
that same magnificent gesture by which a
whole civilization seemed to be annihilated.
Her body gleamed white in the sun. But for
a moment he did not look at her body; his
eyes were anchored by the freckled face
with its faint, bold smile. He knelt down

3aMoAKaAa Ha HECKOABKO CEeKyH/I,
pacrpaBasira U CKAQbIBaAd KPBIABSI, IIOTOM
pasgyBasa  psOylo Ipyads M CHOBa

paspaxkasachk mecHeil. YUHCTOH CMOTpPEA Ha
Hee C 4YeM-TO Bpone modTeHus. [asd Koro,
nasa dero oHa noer? Hwu moapyru, HU
corepHUKa 1mobamnsoctu. UTo ee 3acraBageT
CHIETh Ha OIyIIIKe HEeOOHTaeMoro aeca M
BBINIAECKHUBATh 3Ty MY3BbIKy B HHKyna? OH
oayMaA: a BAPYT 37IeCh BCE-TaKH CIPATAH
MHUKPO(OH? OHu c JxKyanei
pasroBapuBaAM =~ THXUM  IIENIOTOM, HX
TOAOCOB OH HE IIOMMaeT, a APO3/ia YCABIIIUT
HaBepHAKA. MoxeT ObITh, HA APYTOM KOHIIE
AVHUHM CHOUT MaA€HBKUM IKyKOITOMOOHBIH
YeAOBEK M BHHMATEABHO CAyIIIaeT, --
caymaeT smo. IIoCTeNIeHHO IOTOK MYy3bIKHU
BBIMBIA H3 €TO TOAOBBI BCE PaCCyXIEHHS.
OHa AMAACh Ha HEro, CAOBHO BAara, #
CMEIINBAaAaCh C  COAHEYHBIM  CBETOM,
LEeAUBIINMCS CKBO3b AMCTBY. OH HepecTaa
oyMaTb MW TOABKO YyBCTBOBaaA. Taauda
JKEHIIUHBI II0Z{ €r0 PYKOM Oblaa MSITKOM U
Ternaol. OH IIOBEPHYA €€ TaK, YTO OHU CTaAHU
TPYAb B I'PyOb, €€ TE€AO CAOBHO PACTasAO B
ero teae. I'me OB OH HU TPOHYA PYKOM, OHO
ObIAO TIOATAMBO, KakK Boma. Mx ry0sl
COEUHUAUCH, 3TO OBIAO COBCEM HEIOXOKE
Ha WX JXaJHble IIoIeAyH BHadase. OHH
OTOABHHYAHUCH APYT OT Apyra U IEepPeBEeAH
nyX. YTo-TO CIIyTHYAO OPO31a, U OH VAETEA,
LIypIIa KPBIABSIMH.

YHHCTOH mpollenTtaa e Ha yxo:-- Ceiiuac.

-- He 3pmech, -- menHyaa oHa B OTBET. --
[No#imem Ha mporaauHy. Tam Ge3onacHei.

[ToxpycTblBass  BETOYKAMH, OHH  KHBO
poOpasuCh Ha CBOIO AyzKaiiKy, IO 3allUTy
MOAOZBIX HePEBBLEB. [I3KyAUSI TOBEPHYAACH K
Hemy. Ofa [pllIaAM 4acTo, HO y Hee Ha
rybax CHOBa IIOSIBHAAcCh caabass yabIOKa.
OHa cMOTpeaa Ha  HEro  HECKOABKO
MTHOBEHHUHM, ITOTOM B3dAaCh 3a MOAHHUIO. [la!
Oto OBIAO ITOYTH KaK BO CHe. [ToYTH Tak Ke
ObICTPO, Kak TaM, OHa copBasa c cebs
OIEeKAy U OTIIBBIPHyAQ BEAWKOAEIIHBIM
XKecToM, OyATo 3a4YepKHYBIIUM  IIEAYIO
muBHAu3aLMio. Ee 0eaoe TeAO CHIAO Ha
coaHIle. Ho OH He CMOTpeA Ha TeAO -- OH He
MOT OTOPBaTh I'A@3 OT BECHYIIYATOTO AHIIA,
OT AerTKoM mAep3koii yawioku. OH craa Ha
KOAEHHU U B3SIA €€ 3a PYKH.
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before her and took her hands in his.
“Have you done this before?”

“Of course. Hundreds of times -- well,

scores of times anyway.”

“With Party members?”

“Yes, always with Party members.”
“With members of the Inner Party?”

“Not with those swine, no. But there’s
plenty that would if they got half a chance.
They’re not so holy as they make out.”

His heart leapt. Scores of times she had
done it: he wished it had been hundreds --
thousands. Anything that hinted at
corruption always filled him with a wild
hope. Who knew, perhaps the Party was
rotten under the surface, its cult of
strenuousness and self-denial simply a
sham concealing iniquity. If he could have
infected the whole lot of them with leprosy
or syphilis, how gladly he would have done
so! Anything to rot, to weaken, to
undermine! He pulled her down so that
they were kneeling face to face.

“Listen. The more men you've had, the
more I love you. Do you understand that?”

“Yes, perfectly.”

“I hate purity, I hate goodness! I don’t want
any virtue to exist anywhere. I want
everyone to be corrupt to the bones.”

“Well then, I ought to suit you, dear. I'm
corrupt to the bones.”

“You like doing this? I don’t mean simply
me: [ mean the thing in itself?”

“I adore it.”

That was above all what he wanted to hear.
Not merely the love of one person but the
animal instinct, the simple undifferentiated
desire: that was the force that would tear
the Party to pieces. He pressed her down
upon the grass, among the fallen bluebells.
This time there was no difficulty. Presently
the rising and falling of their breasts slowed
to normal speed, and in a sort of pleasant
helplessness they fell apart. The sun
seemed to have grown hotter. They were
both sleepy. He reached out for the
discarded overalls and pulled them partly
over her. Almost immediately they fell
asleep and slept for about half an hour.

Winston woke first. He sat up and watched

-- ¥ 1ebsa yke Tak ObIBaAO?

Koneuno...
MECSITKU.

CoTHH pa3... HY AamHO,

-- C mapTUu#HBIMHA?
-- [la, Bcerga C MapTUHHBIMH.
-- VI3 BHyTpeHHeH napTHH ToXKe?

Her, ¢ astumu cBoaouamu -- Hetr. Ho
MHOrHue ObIAM OBI pampl -- OyAb ¥ HUX XOTH
yeTBepThb wwaHca. OHU HE TAKWUE CBSTHIE,
Kak n300pazkaror.

Cepatie y Hero B3bIrpaso. 9to GhIBaA0 y Hee
OecATKH pa3 -- KaAb, HE COTHH... He
ThICA4YH. Bce, 4To maxao mopdei, BCEAdAO B
HEero OUKYyI0 Hazexay. KTo 3HaeT, MOXKET,
[IapTHsI BHYTPH CTHUAA, €€ KYABT YCEPOAUs U
CaMOOTBEPIKEHHOCTH -- 6yradopus,
CKpbIBatomasg pacrnazn. OH 3apasua Obl HX
BCeX IIPOKA30ii U CU(PHUANCOM -- C KAKOH GBI
pazmocThio 3apasua! YTo yromHo -- AWIIG OBbI
pacTAuTh, IO#OPBaTh, ocaabute. OH
IIOTSHYA €e BHH3 -- Telepb oba CTOSdAM Ha
KOAGHSIX.

Caymaii, 4yem Goabllle y Tebs 6b1r0
MyK4YWUH, TeM Ooablile s Teba Arobaro. TeI
IOHUMAaeNIb?

-- [1a, oOTAUYHO.

91 HeHaBHMXKY YHCTOTY, HEHABHUXY
GaaronpaBue. Xody, 4ToOBI mOOpomeTeseit
BooOIIe He ObIAO Ha cBeTe. S Xody, 4TOOBI
BCe OBIAM HCIIOPYEHbI 10 MO3ra KOCTEH.

-- Hy, Torma s Ttebe IOAXO0XKYy, MHABIH. 91
HUCIIOpYEHA 10 MO3ra KOCTEH.

-- Tel AOOHIIb 3TUM 3aHHUMAaTbC? He co
MHOH, § CIIpallInBaio, a BoooIe?

-- Ob6oxaro.

OTO OH M XOTeA yCABIIIATE OoABIIIe Bcero. He
IIPOCTO AIO0OBb K OJHOMY MY:KYHHE, HO
KUBOTHBIM  HHCTHHKT, HepasbopyuuBoe
BOXKIEACHHE: BOT CHAQ, KOTOpas pPa3opBeT
IIapTHIO B KAOYbg. OH IIOBaAHA €e Ha TPaBy,
Ha pacChIIaHHble KOAOKOABYHKH. Ha aToT
pas3 Bce IIOAYYHAOCH  Aerko. IloTowm,
OTABIIIABIINCG, OHH B CA3AKOM 0ecCHANH
OTBAaAMAUCH Apyr oT apyra. CoAHIlE Kak
O6ynro rpeao xapde. OOOMM 3aXOTEAOCH
crnatb. OH OPOTSAHYA PYKY K OTOPOIIEHHOMY
KOMOMHE30Hy K IHPHKpPBIA ee. OHH IIOYTH
Ccpasy YCHYAH U IIPOCITAAH C IIoAYACA.

YuHcTOH mnpocHyAcsa mnepBbiM. OH cea u
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the freckled face, still peacefully asleep,
pillowed on the palm of her hand. Except
for her mouth, you could not call her
beautiful. There was a line or two round the
eyes, if you looked closely. The short dark
hair was extraordinarily thick and soft. It
occurred to him that he still did not know
her surname or where she lived.

The young, strong body, now helpless in
sleep, awoke in him a pitying, protecting
feeling. But the mindless tenderness that
he had felt under the hazel tree, while the
thrush was singing, had not quite come
back. He pulled the overalls aside and
studied her smooth white flank. In the old
days, he thought, a man looked at a girl’s
body and saw that it was desirable, and
that was the end of the story. But you
could not have pure love or pure lust
nowadays. No emotion was pure, because
everything was mixed up with fear and
hatred. Their embrace had been a battle,
the climax a victory. It was a blow struck
against the Party. It was a political act.

III

“We can come here once again,” said Julia.
“It’s generally safe to use any hide-out
twice. But not for another month or two, of
course.”

As soon as she woke up her demeanour
had changed. She became alert and
business-like, put her clothes on, knotted
the scarlet sash about her waist, and began
arranging the details of the journey home.
It seemed natural to leave this to her. She
obviously had a practical cunning which
Winston lacked, and she seemed also to
have an exhaustive knowledge of the
countryside round London, stored away
from innumerable community hikes. The
route she gave him was quite different from
the one by which he had come, and
brought him out at a different railway
station. “Never go home the same way as
you went out,” she said, as though
enunciating an important general principle.
She would leave first, and Winston was to
wait half an hour before following her.

She had named a place where they could
meet after work, four evenings hence. It
was a street in one of the poorer quarters,
where there was an open market which was
generally crowded and noisy. She would be
hanging about among the stalls, pretending

IIOCMOTPEA  HA  BECHYIIYATOE  AHIIO,
CIIOKOMHO A€XKAaBIIIee HA AALOHU. KpacuBbIM
B HeM ObIA, TOXKaAyid, TOABKO pOT. Bosae
rAa3, €CAM TIPUTASAETHCS, YK€ 3AAETAR
MOpPIMHKH. KOpPOTKHE TEMHBIE BOAOCBI
ObIAM HeoOBIYaMHO TrycThl U MArku. OH
BCIIOMHHA, 9TO [0 CHUX IIOp HE 3HAeT, KaK ee
daMuAus U TOe OHA KUBET.

MoaAomoe CHABHOE TEAO CTAAO 6CCHOMOH.[HI:>IM
BO CHE, HU YuHcTOH CMOTPEA Ha HEro ¢

KAAOCTAUBBIM, MOKPOBUTEABLCTBEHHBIM
YyBCTBOM. Ho Ta GeccMbICAeHHASA
HEXKHOCTBb, KOTOpas OBAageAa UM B

OpeIIHUKe, KOI/a IIeA APO03[, BepHyAach He
BroaHe. OH IIPUITOAHSA Kpail KOMOHHE30HA
U TOCMOTpPeA Ha ee rAangkuii Oeablii GoOK.
ITpexne, moAyMaA OH, My>K4YHHA CMOTPEA Ha
JKEHCKOE TEAO, BHIEA, YTO OHO XKEAAHHO, U
[IEAO C KOHIIOM. A HBIHYE HE MOXKET OBbITH HU
YHUCTOM AIOOBH, HH YHCTOIO BOXKIEAEHUSI.
Her wuHcTBIX 4YyBCTB, BCE CMeEIIaHBI CO
CTpaxOM UM HEHaBUCTbIO. X Ar0GOBHBIE
o0BaTusa Oblam OoeM, a 3aBeplleHHe --
nobenoi. 9ro ObIA ymap MO MapTHUH. ITO
OBIA TIOAUTHYECKHUM aKT.
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-- MBI MOXKeM MOpHHUTH clofa elle pas, --
ckaszaaa [Ixxyaus. -- [IBa pa3a HCIIOAB30BaTh
OIHO YKpBITHE, B obmeMm, HeomracHo. Ho,
KOHEYHO, HE PaHbIIe YeM Yepe3 Mecdll AU
aBa.

IIpocHyaack [xKyaus Apyroil -- coOpaHHON
u gesoBuToit. Cpasy omesach, 3aTsdHyAa Ha
cebe aablif KyIlak M cTasa OOBSICHATH IAAH

BO3BpAIlEHUS. EctecTBEeHHO OBIAO
IpPenoCcTaBUTh  pPyKoBoAcTBO ed. OnHa
obramasa IIPaKTUYECKON CMeTKOil -- He B
npuMep YHWHCTOHY, -- a, KpoOMe TOro, B
OeCUYHCAEHHBIX TYPHUCTCKHUX moxoaax
JIOCKOHaABLHO H3y9IHAA OKPECTHOCTHU

AonpoHa. OOpaTHBIM MapIIpyT OHa [aasa
eMy COBCEM APYIoH, U 3aKaHYHMBAaACS OH Ha
ApyroM Bok3ase. «<Hukorga He Bo3Bpalaiica
TEeM Ke IIyTeM, KaKHUM IIpuexanr, -- cKaszasa
oHa, OyaTO MOpOBO3rAACHAA HEKHi oO0Iiwit
npunnun. OHa yizmeT nepBoi, a YHHCTOH
JOAXKEH BBIXKIATh IToAYaca.

Ona Ha3zBasa MeCTO, T[€ OHH CMOTYT
BCTPETUTBCS 4YEPE3 YEThIPE BEYEpA, ITOCAE
paboTel. 9T0 OBIAA yAHMIIA B O€IHOM paiioHe
-- TaM PBIHOK, BCEr/ia UIyMHO U AloaHO. OHa
Oynmer OpoauTh BO3A€ AAPBKOB SKOOBI B
[OMCKax IIHYPKOB HAM HUTOK. Ecaum oHa
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to be in search of shoelaces or sewing-
thread. If she judged that the coast was
clear she would blow her nose when he
approached; otherwise he was to walk past
her without recognition. But with luck, in
the middle of the crowd, it would be safe to
talk for a quarter of an hour and arrange
another meeting.

“And now I must go,” she said as soon as
he had mastered his instructions. “I'm due
back at nineteen-thirty. I've got to put in
two hours for the Junior Anti-Sex League,
handing out leaflets, or something. Isn’t it
bloody? Give me a brush-down, would you?
Have I got any twigs in my hair? Are you
sure? Then good-bye, my love, good-bye!”

She flung herself into his arms, kissed him
almost violently, and a moment later
pushed her way through the saplings and
disappeared into the wood with very little
noise. Even now he had not found out her
surname or her address. However, it made
no difference, for it was inconceivable that
they could ever meet indoors or exchange
any kind of written communication.

As it happened, they never went back to the
clearing in the wood. During the month of
May there was only one further occasion on
which they actually succeeded in making
love. That was in another hidlng-place
known to Julia, the belfry of a ruinous
church in an almost-deserted stretch of
country where an atomic bomb had fallen
thirty years earlier. It was a good hiding-
place when once you got there, but the
getting there was very dangerous. For the
rest they could meet only in the streets, in
a different place every evening and never for
more than half an hour at a time. In the
street it was usually possible to talk, after a
fashion. As they drifted down the crowded
pavements, not quite abreast and never
looking at one another, they carried on a
curious, intermittent conversation which
flicked on and off like the beams of a
lighthouse, suddenly nipped into silence by
the approach of a Party uniform or the
proximity of a telescreen, then taken up
again minutes later in the middle of a
sentence, then abruptly cut short as they
parted at the agreed spot, then continued
almost without introduction on the
following day. Julia appeared to be quite
used to this kind of conversation, which
she called “talking by instalments”. She

COYTET, YTO ONACHOCTH HET, TO IPH €ro
MIPUOAMKEHUH BBICMOPKAETCS; B
OPOTHBHOM CAy4dae OH [JOAXKE€H IIPOHTH
MHMO, KakK Obl He 3aMeTuB ee. Ho ecam
IoBE3eT, TO B TIylle Hapoda MOXKHO
4eTBEPTh Yaca IHNOTOBOPHUTE M YCAOBHUTBCS O
HOBOHU BCTpeye.

-- A Temepb MHe ImOpa, -- CKazaaa OHa,
KOrla OH YCBOHA IIpearnucaHus. -- 4
IOAKHA  BEPHYTBCH K  [AeBATHAALATH
Tpunuatu. Hamo orpaborarh aBa daca B
MoOAOZEKHOM  QHTHIIOAOBOM  COIO3€  --
pa3naBaTh AUCTOBKH HAHM 4YTO-TO Takoe. Hy
He ranocth? OTpIXHH MeHd, IoXKaasyHcra.
TpaBbel B Boaocax Her? Twl yBepen? Torma
[0 CBUAAHUS, AIOOMMBIM, O CBUAAHHSI.

OHa KuHyAack K HeMy B 00BATHd,
IIOLIEAOBAAA €T0 IIOYTH MCCTYNAEHHO, a
Jepe3 MIHOBEHHE y»Ke IIPOTHCHYAACh MEXKIY
MOAOJBIX JEPEBLEB M OECIIYMHO HCHe3aa B
aecy. OH Tak U He y3Haa ee PaMHAHUIO U
agpec. Ho 3T0 He HMMeAO 3HAYEHHH: IO
KPBIIIEH UM HE BCTPETUTHCH U ITHCEM APYT
ApPYry HE MUCATh.

BBIIIAO TaK, YTO HA MPOTAAWHY OHH GOABIIIE
He BEPHYAHCh. 3a Mail UM TOABKO pas
YIOAAOCH TTOGBITH BABOEM. [[3KyAusi BbIGpasa
IPYroe MECTO -- KOAOKOABHIO Pa3pyIIeHHOMN
LIEPKBH B IIOYTH GE3AI0HON MECTHOCTH, IZie
TPUALIATE A€T Hazad COPOCHAKM aTOMHYIO
6omOy. Ybexkuiie 6610 XOpollee, HO JOpora
Tyga -- O4eHb OmAcCHa. B OCTaABHOM OHU
BCTPEYAANUCH TOABKO HA YAWLAX, KAaXKOABIA
BeYEp B HOBOM MECTE U He GOABLIE YeM Ha
moadyaca. Ha  yaume  MOXHO  OBIAO
IIOrOBOPHTE -- Ooaee MAK MeHee. [[BUTasch B
TOAdEe II0 TPOTyapy He PSIOM K HeE TAsas
ApYyr Ha Opyra, OHH BEAH CTPaHHBIH
pa3roBop, IPEPLIBHUCTBIM, KAaK MHIaHbe
Masika: KOrga IOOAM30CTH OBIA TeAEKPaH
WAM HABCTpedy IleA mnaprtuell B (OpMe,
pasroBop 3aMOAKAaA, IIOTOM BO300HOBASIACS
Ha cepemuHe Gpasbl; TaM, TI€ OHH
YCAOBHAHUCH paccrarbcs, OoH pe3ko
OOpBIBAACS M IIPOJOANKAACS CHOBA IIOYTH
06e3 BCTYyIACHHS Ha CAeAyIOIMM Bedep.

JIKyAusi, BHOUMO, IIPHUBBIKAA K TaKOMY
ciocoby Bectu Oecemy -- y Hee 3TO
Ha3bIBAAOCh DPA3TOBOPOM B  PACCPOUKY.

Kpome TOro, oHa yAMBHTEABHO BAameAd
HCKYCCTBOM TOBOPHTBH, HE IleBeAsd IybaMmu.

3a Mecdl], BCTpedYasCh IIOYTH KaxKIabli
Beuep, OHU TOABKO pas CMOTAH
morieaoBaTbCsa. OHHM  MoAda  IIAM  IIO
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was also surprisingly adept at speaking
without moving her lips. Just once in
almost a month of nightly meetings they
managed to exchange a kiss. They were
passing in silence down a side-street (Julia
would never speak when they were away
from the main streets) when there was a
deafening roar, the earth heaved, and the
air darkened, and Winston found himself
lying on his side, bruised and terrified. A
rocket bomb must have dropped quite near
at hand. Suddenly he became aware of
Julia’s face a few centimetres from his own,
deathly white, as white as chalk. Even her
lips were white. She was dead! He clasped
her against him and found that he was
kissing a live warm face. But there was
some powdery stuff that got in the way of
his lips. Both of their faces were thickly
coated with plaster.

There were evenings when they reached
their rendezvous and then had to walk past
one another without a sign, because a
patrol had just come round the corner or a
helicopter was hovering overhead. Even if it
had been less dangerous, it would still have
been difficult to find time to meet.
Winston’s working week was sixty hours,
Julia’s was even longer, and their free days
varied according to the pressure of work
and did not often coincide. Julia, in any
case, seldom had an evening completely
free. She spent an astonishing amount of
time in attending lectures and
demonstrations, distributing literature for
the junior Anti-Sex League, preparing
banners for Hate Week, making collections
for the savings campaign, and such-like
activities. It paid, she said, it was
camoulflage. If you kept the small rules, you
could break the big ones. She even induced
Winston to mortgage yet another of his
evenings by enrolling himself for the part-
time munition work which was done
voluntarily by zealous Party members. So,
one evening every week, Winston spent four
hours of paralysing boredom, screwing

together small bits of metal which were
probably parts of bomb fuses, in a
draughty, ill-lit workshop where the

knocking of hammers mingled drearily with
the music of the telescreens.

When they met in the church tower the
gaps in their fragmentary conversation were

nepeyAky ([IKyauss He pasroBapHUBaia,
KOIZla OHH YXOMHAU C OOABIIHX VAHWILI), KakK
BAPYT Pa3[aACs OTAYIIHTEABHBIM TI'POXOT,
MocCTOBast BCKOABIXHYAAC, BO3IyX
IOTEMHEA, U YHHCTOH OYYyTHACH Ha 3€MAE,
HCIlyraHHBIH, BeCh B ccaauHax. Pakera,
[OOAXKHO OBITH, ymaaa coBceM 0Au3ko. B
HECKOABKHX CaHTHMETPaxX OH YBHIEA AHIIO
J>xyauy, MepTBEHHO OaemHoe, Geaoe Kak
Mea. [axxe ryObl Oblam Oeable. Youra! OH
npHxKaa ee K cebe, U BAPYT OKA3aA0Ch, YTO
LIEAYeT OH JKHBOE, TEIIAOE AMII0, TOABKO Ha
rybax y Hero Bce BpeMsi KaKOH-TO IIOPOIIIOK.
Aunia 'y oboumx ObIAM TyCTO 3acCbhIIaHbI
aAe6acTpOBO IIBIABIO.

Caygasnch M TaKHe Bedepa, KOrjJa OHH
OPUXOOWAM  Ha  MECTO BCTpEeYH U
PacXOmUANCH, HE B3TASHYB APYT Ha Apyra:
TO AW IIATPYAb ITOSIBUACH H3-3a IIOBOPOTA, TO
AW 3aBHCaA HaJ ToAOBOii Beproaser. He
roBopsi 00 ONACHOCTH, UM OBIAO IIOIIPOCTY
TPYAHO BBIKPOUTE BpEMs [Ad BCTPeY.
YuncTOH paboTas MIECTBAECAT dYacoB B
Heznealo, [IKyaus elne OoAblIlle, BBIXOIHBIE
OHH 3aBHCEAHM OT KOAWYecTBa paboTel Hu
coBnagasu He dacro. Bmo6aBok y [IxKyanu
peaKo BbIZABaACd BIIOAHE CBOOOIHBIH
Bedep. YAWBUTEABHO MHOTO BPEMEHH OHa
TpaTHAa Ha  IIOCELIeHHWEe AGKIMH H
JEeMOHCTpalui, Ha pasfady AUTEpPaTyphl B
MoaonaeskHOM aHTHUIIOAOBOM corose,
HU3TOTOBAEHUE AO3YHTOB K Henene
HEHABUCTH, COOpP BCAYECKUX HOGPOBOABHBIX
B3HOCOB M TOMy IIOZOOHBIE mdeaa. ITo
OKyIaeTcs, CKasasa OHa, -- MaCKHpPOBKAa.
Ecamn cobaromaeiib MeAKHe IIpaBHAa, MOXKHO
HapymaTrs Ooabmme. OHa W YHHCTOHA

YroBOpHAA IIOKEPTBOBATH €IIE€  OJHHUM
BE€YEpOM -- 3amucarbcd Ha paboTy IIo
H3TOTOBAEHHIO  0OOENpHUIIacoB,  KOTOPYIO

DOOPOBOABHO BBITIOAHSIAM BO BHeECAyzKeOHoOe
BpeMsI ycepAHble IMapTuiiel. M Teneps pas
B HEAEAIO, H3HeMorad OT CKyKH, B
CyMpa4HON  MAacTepPCKOM, TAe  TYAdAH
CKBO3HSAKH U YHBIABIH CTYK MOAOTKOB
MeEIIaACsd C TeAeMY3bIKOM, YHHCTOH IIO
YeThIpe Jaca CBHHYMBAA KAKHE-TO JKEAC3KU
HaBEPHO, IeTasu 60MOOBBIX
B3pbIBaTEAECH.

Korma OHHM BCTPETHANCH Ha KOAOKOABHE,
npobeabl B HX OTPBIBOYHBIX pPa3roBOpPax
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filled up. It was a blazing afternoon. The air
in the little square chamber above the bells
was hot and stagnant, and smelt
overpoweringly of pigeon dung. They sat
talking for hours on the dusty, twig-littered
floor, one or other of them getting up from
time to time to cast a glance through the
arrowslits and make sure that no one was
coming.

Julia was twenty-six years old. She lived in
a hostel with thirty other girls (“Always in
the stink of women! How I hate women!”
she said parenthetically), and she worked,
as he had guessed, on the novel-writing
machines in the Fiction Department. She
enjoyed her work, which consisted chiefly
in running and servicing a powerful but
tricky electric motor. She was “not clever”,
but was fond of using her hands and felt at
home with machinery. She could describe
the whole process of composing a novel,
from the general directive issued by the
Planning Committee down to the final
touching-up by the Rewrite Squad. But she
was not interested in the finished product.
She “didn’t much care for reading,” she
said. Books were just a commodity that had
to be produced, like jam or bootlaces.

She had no memories of anything before
the early ’sixties and the only person she
had ever known who talked frequently of
the days before the Revolution was a
grandfather who had disappeared when she
was eight. At school she had been captain
of the hockey team and had won the
gymnastics trophy two years running. She
had been a troop-leader in the Spies and a
branch secretary in the Youth League
before joining the Junior Anti-Sex League.
She had always borne an excellent
character. She had even (an infallible mark
of good reputation) been picked out to work
in Pornosec, the sub-section of the Fiction
Department which turned out cheap
pornography for distribution among the
proles. It was nicknamed Muck House by
the people who worked in it, she remarked.
There she had remained for a year, helping
to produce booklets in sealed packets with
titles like Spanking Stories or One Night in a
Girls’ School, to be bought furtively by
proletarian youths who were under the
impression that they were buying
something illegal.

OBIAM 3allOAHEHBI. /leHb CTOdA 3HOWHBIA. B
KBaJApaTHOH KOMHATKE Hajl 3BOHHHULEH
OBIAO OYLIHO ¥  HECTEPIHMO  IIaXAO
rOAyOMHBIM IToMeTOM. HecKoAabKO 4acoB OHH
IPOCULEAUN Ha IBIABHOM TI0AY,
3aMyCOPEHHOM XBOPOCTHHKaMH, u
pasroBapuBaAd; HHOIZA OAMH H3 HHX
BCTaBaA U IIOOAXOOMA K OKOIIKaM  --
IIOCMOTPETh, HE UAET AU KTO.

Ixxyaun 6blAO ABaAuaTh IIecTb AeT. OHa
JKHUAQ B OOIIEKUTUU €Ile C TPHUALATHIO
MOAOOBIMHU JKEHIMHaMU («Bce IITPOBOHSIAO
6abamu! [o wero g HeHaBHXKy 06abl --
3aMeTHAa OHA MHMOXOJAOM), a paboTaaa,
KaK OH U [O0ragblBasnCd, B  OTOEAE
AWUTEPATypbl Ha MAalllMHE [OAs COYMHEHUs
pomanoB. PabGora e¥ HpaBHAACh -- OHAa
obcay:KMBasa MOIUHBIHA, HO KaIPHU3HbBIA
aaekTpoMmorop. OHa Oblra «HECIIOCOOHOM»,
HO AOOHAa paboTaTh pPyKaMU H XOPOIIO
pasbupasack B TexHHKe. Moraa omucathb
BECh IIPOIIECC COYMHEHHS poMaHa -- OT
0o011Ie#i AUPEKTUBBI, BBIIAHHON IIAQHOBBIM
KOMHTETOM, [I0 3aKAIOUUTEABHOM IIpaBKU B
penmakiyoHHOM rpynne. Ho cam KoHe4YHBIH
IIPOAYKT €€ He HHTepecoBaa. «HuraTb He
OXOTHHIIA», -- CKaszara oOHa. KHuru OblaM
OOHUM M3 MOTPEOHUTEABCKHX TOBApPOB, KakK
IIOBHUIAO U ITHYPKH fAsI OOTHHOK.

O ToMm, uyTo mpoucxoguao no 60-x romos,
BOCIIOMUMHAHHUI y Hee He COXPaHHAOCH, a
cpenu Alofei, KOTOPBIX OHA 3HAAA, AHWIIb
OIVH YEeAOBEK 4acTo TOBOPHA o
JOPEBOAIOITMOHHOMN KU3HU -- 3TO ObIA ee
Ien, HO OH HcYe3, Korma el ImeA OeBSThIH
ron. B 1mKoae oHa OblAa KaIUTAHOM
XOKKEHHON KOMaHObl U ABa rofa IIOAPSL
BBIUTPHIBaAa IIEPBEHCTBO 10 THMHACTHKE. B
pasBemuuilax oOHa 0OblAa KOMaHIUPOM
orpsana, a B Coro3e IOHBIX, O TOrO, KakK
BCTynMAa B MOAOAEXKHBIA aHTUIIOAOBOM
COI03, -- CEeKpeTapeM oTAeAeHus. Bceromy --
Ha OTAWYHOM cueTy. Ee maske BBIABHUHYAU
(mpu3HaK Xopollei penyTanuy) Ha paboTy B
IIOPHOCEKE, IOAPA3AEACHUN AUTEPATYPHOIO
oTaeAa, BBIIIYCKAIOIIEM JELIEBYIO
rnopHorpaduio aasd 1poaoB. COTPyAHUKH
Has3pIlBaAu e€ro HaBo3HBIM OOMOM, cKazaaa
ona. Tam [Ixyansa 1mpopaborasa rof,
3aHUMAasCh H3rOTOBACHHEM TaKUX
KHIXKedeK, Kak «O330pHble paccKasbpl» H
«OgHa HOYbL B 3IKEHCKOM IIIKOAE», -- 3Ty
AWUTEPATYPy PacChIAQIOT B 3alledyaTaHHBIX
akeTax, U IIPOAETAPCKAs  MOAOZEXKD
IIOKyIlaeT ee YKpanaKoH, Ioaaras, dTO
IIOKYIIaeT 3alIPeTHOE.
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“What are these books like?” said Winston
curiously.

“Oh, ghastly rubbish. They’re boring, really.
They only have six plots, but they swap
them round a bit. Of course I was only on
the kaleidoscopes. I was never in the
Rewrite Squad. I'm not literary, dear -- not
even enough for that.”

He learned with astonishment that all the
workers in Pornosec, except the heads of
the departments, were girls. The theory was
that men, whose sex instincts were less
controllable than those of women, were in
greater danger of being corrupted by the
filth they handled.

“They don’t even like having married
women there,” she added. Girls are always
supposed to be so pure. Here’s one who
isn’t, anyway.

She had had her first love-affair when she
was sixteen, with a Party member of sixty
who later committed suicide to avoid arrest.
“And a good job too,” said Julia, “otherwise
they’d have had my name out of him when
he confessed.” Since then there had been
various others. Life as she saw it was quite
simple. You wanted a good time; “they”,
meaning the Party, wanted to stop you
having it; you broke the rules as best you
could. She seemed to think it just as
natural that “they” should want to rob you
of your pleasures as that you should want
to avoid being caught. She hated the Party,
and said so in the crudest words, but she
made no general criticism of it. Except
where it touched upon her own life she had
no interest in Party doctrine. He noticed
that she never used Newspeak words
except the ones that had passed into
everyday use. She had never heard of the
Brotherhood, and refused to believe in its
existence. Any kind of organized revolt
against the Party, which was bound to be a
failure, struck her as stupid. The clever
thing was to break the rules and stay alive
all the same. He wondered vaguely how
many others like her there might be in the
younger generation people who had grown
up in the world of the Revolution, knowing
nothing else, accepting the Party as
something unalterable, like the sky, not
rebelling against its authority but simply
evading it, as a rabbit dodges a dog.

-- YT0 3TO 3a KHUXKKU? -- CIIPOCUA YHUHCTOH.

-- XKyTtkaa apebemenp. U ckyduina, Mexmy
npouyuM. ECTE Bcero IIecTb CIOXKETOB, HX

caerka TacyroT. 9, KoHedHo, paborasa
TOABKO Ha KaAeHIoCKoIIax. B
PEOaKLMOHHOM Tpymme -- HUKorza. i,

MHABIH, MaAO CMBICAIO B AUTEPATYPE.

OH C yOuBAEHHEM y3HaA, UYTO, KpOMe
TAQBHOTO, BCE COTPYOHHUKH IIOPHOCEKA --

aeBymiku. Hpoeda B TOM, YTO IIOAOBOM
HHCTHUHKT y MY>KIHH TpyaHee
KOHTPOAHUDYETCsS, YeM y 3KEHIIWH, a
CA€IOBATEABHO, HAOpaThCs IPsI3H Ha TaKOM
paboTe MyKYHMHA MOXKET C OoAbllel
BEPOATHOCTBIO.

Tam [pmaske 3aMyKHHX JKEHIIUH He
[epKart, -- cKaszasa [IxKyauda. -- Cuuraercsa
Bedb, YTO AEBYIIKH -- YHCTHIE CO3aHHUS.
[Tepen To6oit ipuMep 0OpaTHOTO.

[lepBbBIii poMaH y Hee OBbIA B ILIECTHAAIATH
AT -- C ILIeCTHAECATHACTHHM IIapTHHIEM,
KOTODBIM BIIOCAECTBHUH ITIOKOHYHA C COOOH,
4yToOBI H30exkaTh apecra. «M IIpaBUABHO
caeaas, -- gobaBuaa [xyaud. -- ¥ Hero ObI u
MOe HWMs BBITIHYAH Ha Jompoce». Ilocae
9TOro y Hee OblAM pasHble apyrue. 2KuU3Hb B
ee IpeacTaBA€HHHM Oblaa IITyKa IIpocTas.
TeI XOYelb KHUTH BECEAO; «OHH», TO €CThb
naptus, xorar Tebe IIOMeIATB;  TBI
HapylIaels IpaBuAa Kak Moxellb. To, 4To
«OHH» XOTST OTHSATH Y Tebsl YIOBOABCTBHS,
Kas3aA0Ch el TaKUM K€ €CTECTBEHHBIM, KaK
TO, YTO Thl He XOdYellb Ionactbcd. OHa
HeHaBHeAa TIApTHIO K BbIpaxkasa 9TO
caMbIMHU TPYOBIMH CAOBaMH, HO B IIEAOM €€
HE KpUTHKOBasa. I[lapTuiiHBIM y4YeHHEM
J[>Kyaud HWHTEpecoBasach AMIIb B TOH
CTEIleHH, B KAKOM OHO 3aTparuBaA0 ee
AWYHYIO KHU3Hb. YHHCTOH 3aMeTHA, 4YTO H
HOBOSI30BCKHX CAOB OHa He yIoTpebaser --
3a HCKAIOYEHHEM TeX, KOTOpBbIE BOIIAH B
obumii obuxon. O BparcrBe oHa HUKOrA
HEe CABIIIIaAa ¥ BEPUTD B €ro CyIIECTBOBAaHHE
He kepasa. A000#l OpraHM30BaHHBIN OYHT
IPOTHB IIapTHH, IIOCKOABKY OH OOpedeH,
IIPEACTABASIACH € TAyHOCTBIO. YMHBIH TOT,
KTO HapyllaeT IIpaBHAa M  BCe-TAKH
OCTaeTCs JKUB. YUHCTOH PACCESHHO CIIPOCHA
cebsi, MHOTO AH TaKHX, KaK OHa, B MOAOJIOM
IOKOAEHHH -- CPEOH AIOAeH, KOTOphIe
BBIPOCAM B PEBOAIOIIMIOHHOM MHPE, HHYEro
APYroro He 3HAIOT KU IIPHHUMAIOT IapTHIO

KaK HeYTo He3wpibAeMoe, Kak Hebo, He
BOCCTAlOT IIPOTUB €€ BAQBIYECTBA, a
IPOCTO [BITAIOTCS HU3-TIO, HETOo
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They did not discuss the possibility of
getting married. It was too remote to be
worth thinking about. No imaginable
committee would ever sanction such a
marriage even if Katharine, Winston’s wife,
could somehow have been got rid of. It was
hopeless even as a daydream.

“What was she like, your wife?” said Julia.

“She was -- do you know the Newspeak
word goodthinkful? Meaning naturally
orthodox, incapable of thinking a bad
thought?”

“No, I didn’t know the word, but I know the
kind of person, right enough.”

He began telling her the story of his
married life, but curiously enough she
appeared to know the essential parts of it
already. She described to him, almost as
though she had seen or felt it, the stiffening
of Katharine’s body as soon as he touched
her, the way in which she still seemed to be
pushing him from her with all her strength,
even when her arms were clasped tightly
round him. With Julia he felt no difficulty
in talking about such things: Katharine, in
any case, had long ceased to be a painful
memory and became merely a distasteful
one.

“I could have stood it if it hadn’t been for
one thing,” he said. He told her about the
frigid little ceremony that Katharine had
forced him to go through on the same night
every week. “She hated it, but nothing
would make her stop doing it. She used to
call it -- but you'll never guess.”

“Our duty to the said Julia
promptly.
“How did you know that?”

“I've been at school too, dear. Sex talks
once a month for the over-sixteens. And in
the Youth Movement. They rub it into you
for years. I dare say it works in a lot of
cases. But of course you can never tell;
people are such hypocrites.”

Party,”

She began to enlarge upon the subject.
With Julia, everything came back to her
own sexuality. As soon as this was touched
upon in any way she was capable of great
acuteness. Unlike Winston, she had
grasped the inner meaning of the Party’s
sexual puritanism. It was not merely that

YCKOAB3HYTH, KaK KPOAUK OT cobakHu.

O xeHuTbbe OHU HE 3aroBapUBaAH.
CAUIIIKOM IIPU3PAYHOE AEAO -- HE CTOHAO O
HeEM U aymartb. [laxke ecan OBl yZasoch
u3baBuTbcsa oT KoTpuH, KeHbI YHUHCTOHA,
HHU OAWH KOMHUTET He JACT UM pa3pelleHusd.
[axke Kak MeuTa 3T0 0e3HaaeKHO.

Kakasi oma Obiaa -- TBOS KeHA? --

CIIpocuaa ﬂ}KyAI/IH .

-- Ona?.. Tbl 3HaElb, B HOBOSI3€ €CTb CAOBO
«OAATOMBICASIIIIH M. O3Havaer:
IPaBOBEPHBIH OT MPUPOABI, HE CIIOCOOHBIH
Ha AYPHYIO MBICAB.

-- Het, caoBa He 3Har0, a IOPOAY 3Ty 3HAIO,
U 1asKe O4YeHb.

OH craa pacckaselBaTh €H O cBoeH
CYIIPY2KEeCKOM KH3HH, HO, KaK HH CTPaHHO,
BCE caMoe TAaBHOE OHa 3Haaa U 6e3 Hero.
OHa omnmcasa eMy, fa TakK, CAOBHO cama
BHIeAA HAM 4YyBCTBOBaAd, KakK IlEIIeHeAa
IIPH €ro IIPUKOCHOBEHHH KOTpHH, Kak,
KpPEIKO OOHMMasi ero, B TO e BpeMs OyaTo
oTTaAKuBara u30 Bced cuapl. C [IKyaueh
eMy ObIAO A€TKO 00 3TOM TOBOPHUTH, Aa H
K5TpuH M3 My4YHUTEABHOIO BOCIIOMHHAHHSI
IOAaBHO IIpPeBpaTHAACh BCETO AMIIb B
IIPOTHBHOE.

-- 91 GBI BeITEpIIEA, €CAM OBI HE OJHA BEIlb. -
- OH pacckazaa e 0 MaA€HBKOH XOAOIHOH
LIEPEMOHUH, K KOTOPOH €ro IMIpHHYXKIaAA
KaTpuH, Bcerma B OOAWH U TOT XK€ [EHb
HemeAau. -- TeprieTs 5TOro HE MOrAa, HO
IOMeEIIaTh € OBbIAO HEeAb3s HUKAKUMH

cuaaMu. Y Hee 3TO Ha3bIBAAOCH... HHUKOTA
HE J0raaellbCs.
-- Ham TIapTUHHBIN JIOAT, -- o0e3

IIPOMENIACHHS 0T03BaAACh [I3KyAHS.
-- OTKyza ThI 3HAEIIb?

-- MuabIff, 1 TOXKe XOoAHAa B IIKOAy. Ilocae
HIECTHAAIIATU AET -- pa3 B Mecdll beceqnbl Ha
moroBble TeMbl. I B Coro3e IOHBIX. ITO
BOuBaror romamu. M g Obl CcKaszaaa, BO
MHOTHX cay4daax gedicrByer. KonedHo,
HUKOT/IA HE yraJaelllb. AIOH -- AULIEMEDHL. ..

Ona yBAeKAach TeMoH. Y [IXKyAuu Bce
HEU3MEHHO CBOJMAOCH K €€ CEKCYaAbHOCTH.
U xkorma peuyb 3axomuaa o6 9TOM, ee
CyXIeHus ObIBaAM O4Y€Hb IIPOHHIIATEABHEI.
B oranyme oT YHHCTOHA OHA IIOHAAA CMBICA
IypUTAHCTBa, HAaCaXk[JaeMoro mnapTueH.
Jlen0 He TOABKO B TOM, YTO IIOAOBOM
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the sex instinct created a world of its own
which was outside the Party’s control and
which therefore had to be destroyed if
possible. What was more important was
that sexual privation induced hysteria,
which was desirable because it could be
transformed into war-fever and leader-
worship. The way she put it was:

“When you make love you’re using up
energy; and afterwards you feel happy and
don’t give a damn for anything. They can’t
bear you to feel like that. They want you to
be bursting with energy all the time. All this
marching up and down and cheering and
waving flags is simply sex gone sour. If
you’re happy inside yourself, why should
you get excited about Big Brother and the
Three-Year Plans and the Two Minutes
Hate and all the rest of their bloody rot?”

That was very true, he thought. There was
a direct intimate connexion between
chastity and political orthodoxy. For how
could the fear, the hatred, and the lunatic
credulity which the Party needed in its
members be kept at the right pitch, except
by bottling down some powerful instinct
and using it as a driving force? The sex
impulse was dangerous to the Party, and
the Party had turned it to account. They
had played a similar trick with the instinct
of parenthood. The family could not
actually be abolished, and, indeed, people
were encouraged to be fond of their
children, in almost the old-fashioned way.
The children, on the other hand, were
systematically turned against their parents
and taught to spy on them and report their
deviations. The family had become in effect
an extension of the Thought Police. It was a
device by means of which everyone could be
surrounded night and day by informers
who knew him intimately.

Abruptly his mind went back to Katharine.
Katharine would wunquestionably have
denounced him to the Thought Police if she
had not happened to be too stupid to detect
the unorthodoxy of his opinions. But what
really recalled her to him at this moment
was the stifling heat of the afternoon, which
had brought the sweat out on his forehead.
He began telling Julia of something that
had happened, or rather had failed to
happen, on another sweltering summer
afternoon, eleven years ago.

It was three or four months after they were
married. They had lost their way on a

UHCTHUHKT TBOPHUT CBOM COOCTBEHHBIM MUD,
KOTOPBIH HENOABAACTEH NAapTHH, a 3HAYHUT,
JIOAKEH OBITH 10 BO3MOXKHOCTH YHHYTOXKEH.
Eme BakHee TO, YTO IIOAOBOH TOAOZ
BBI3BIBAET HCTEPHIO, a OHA KeAaTeAbHa, U060
ee MOXKHO Ipeobpa3oBaTb B BOEHHOE
HEHCTOBCTBO M B IIOKAOHEHHE BOXK/IIO.
JI>KyAns BbIpa3uaa 3TO TaK:

Korma couie C 9e€AOBEKOM, TPATHIIb
9HEPTHIO; a IOoToM Tebe XOopolo M Ha BCe
HamnaeBaTb. M 3TO -- momepek ropaa. OHu
XOTAT, 4YToObl aHeprus B Tebe Oypanaa
nocTogHHO. Bcea aTa MapIIMpoBKa, KPHUKH,
MaxaHue (aaraMH --  IIPOCTO  CeKC
noporyxmuii. Ecam Tel cam 1o ceGe
CYaCTAUB, 3a4eM Tebe B030yxKmaThbCd H3-3a
Crapuiero Bpara, TpexXA€THUX IIAQHOB,
JBYXMHHYTOK HEHABHCTH U IIPOYEH I'HyCHOH
axXUHEU?

OueHsr BepHO, goayMaa oOH. Mexnay
BO3/IepKaAHUEM u [IOAUTHYECKOHN
IPABOBEPHOCTBIO €CTh IIpsIMasg MU TecHas
cBa3b. Kak elle pasorperb a0 HYKHOTO
rpamyca HEHaBHUCTh, CTPax H KPETHHCKYIO
[OBEPYHBOCTD, €CAH HE 3aKyIIOPHB HAaUAyXO
KaKOM-TO MOTYYHM HHCTHUHKT, Oabbl OH
IIpeBPaTHACS B TOIIAUBO? [Toa0BOe BaeueHHE
OBIAO OIIaCHO [AS IIAapTHUH, U IapTHd
nocraBHUAa ero cebe Ha cayxk0y. Takoil xe
dokyc  mpomesasu C  POOUTEABCKUM
UHCTUHKTOM. CeMbI0 OTMEHHTH HEAB3S,;
HaIIPOTHB, AI0GOBB K [ETIM,
COXPaHUBIIYIOCS IIOYTH B IIPEXKHEM BHIE,
noouipdroT. Jlered e CHCTEMaTH4YE€CKH
HacTpauBaloT IPOTUB poauTesei, ydar
WIIUOHUTL 3a HHUMH H [OHOCHUTH 00 UX
OTKAOHEHHAX. II0 CyLIeCTBY, CEMbsl CTasa
IPUAATKOM TIOAHMIIMHM MbICAel. K Kaknomy
YeAOBEKY KpYTAble CYTKH IIPHUCTaBAEH
OCBEOMHUTEAD -- €r0 GAU3KUH.

HeoxxnmaHHO MBICAM YHHCTOHA BEPHYAUCH K
Kotpun. Ecaum 6p1 KaTpuH Oblaa He Tak

rayna u cMoTrAa YAOBHTB
HEOPTONOKCAABHOCTE €ro MHEHHH, OHa
HEIIPpEMEHHO MJoHecAa OBl B  IIOAWUIIHIO

MBICA€H. A HaAIIOMHHAHW €My O K€He 3HOH M
ayxora, wucrnapuHa Ha AOy. OH craa
pacckaspIBaTb JXKyaAMM O TOM  dYTO
IIPOM30IIIAO, & BEpPHEe, He IIPOH30IIAO B
TaKOH 2Ke JKapKWH [eHb OAUHHAMALATb AET
Ha3am.

CAy4HAOCE 3TO dYepe3 TPH HAM dYeTbIpe
Mecsilla ITIOCA€ JKEHHTBOBI. B TypHCTCKOM
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community hike somewhere in Kent. They
had only lagged behind the others for a
couple of minutes, but they took a wrong
turning, and presently found themselves
pulled up short by the edge of an old chalk
quarry. It was a sheer drop of ten or twenty
metres, with boulders at the bottom. There
was nobody of whom they could ask the
way. As soon as she realized that they were
lost Katharine became very uneasy. To be
away from the noisy mob of hikers even for
a moment gave her a feeling of wrong-
doing. She wanted to hurry back by the
way they had come and start searching in
the other direction. But at this moment
Winston noticed some tufts of loosestrife
growing in the cracks of the cliff beneath
them. One tuft was of two colours, magenta
and brick-red, apparently growing on the
same root. He had never seen anything of
the kind before, and he called to Katharine
to come and look at it.

“Look, Katharine! Look at those flowers.
That clump down near the bottom. Do you
see they’re two different colours?”

She had already turned to go, but she did
rather fretfully come back for a moment.
She even leaned out over the cliff face to
see where he was pointing. He was
standing a little behind her, and he put his
hand on her waist to steady her. At this
moment it suddenly occurred to him how
completely alone they were. There was not
a human creature anywhere, not a leaf
stirring, not even a bird awake. In a place
like this the danger that there would be a
hidden microphone was very small, and
even if there was a microphone it would
only pick up sounds. It was the hottest
sleepiest hour of the afternoon. The sun
blazed down upon them, the sweat tickled
his face. And the thought struck him...
“Why didn’t you give her a good shove?”
said Julia. “I would have.”

“Yes, dear, you would have. I would, if I'd
been the same person then as I am now. Or
perhaps I would -- I'm not certain.”

“Are you sorry you didn’t?”

“Yes. On the whole I'm sorry I didn’t.”

They were sitting side by side on the dusty
floor. He pulled her closer against him. Her
head rested on his shoulder, the pleasant
smell of her hair conquering the pigeon
dung. She was very young, he thought, she
still expected something from life, she did

Ioxofze, rae-To B KeHTe, OHHM OTCTaAH OT
rpynmnel. 3aMemKaAUCh Ha KaKUX-HUOYIb
[IBEe MUHYTHI, HO IIOBEPHYAH He Tyda H
BCKOpE BBIIIAM K CTApOMYy MEAOBOMY
Kapbepy. IlyTb uUM Iperpagda OOpBIB B
OecaTh HAW [OBaAllaTh METPOB; Ha [OHE
AeXaAH BaayHbI. CIIPOCHTE AOPOTy OBIAO HE
y koro. Coo6pa3uB, YTO OHU COHAHUCEH C
nytu, Katpun 3abecriokonaachk. OTcrarh OT
LIYMHOM BaTaru TYPHUCTOB XOTs Obl Ha
MHHYTY [OA Hee yiKe OBbIAO HapyIIeHHEM.
OHa xoTeAaa cpasy 6exaTb Has3azd, HCKAThb
rpymiy B Apyroit cropoHe. Ho Tyt YuncToH
3aMeTHA AepOeHHUK, POCIIMH IIydKaMH B
TpelmHax KaMeHHoro obpriBa. OnuH 6BIA C
OByMsS IIBETKaMH -- SPKO-KPAacHBIM H
KHUPIHUYHBIM, -- OHH POCAH H3 OIHOTO
KOpHd. YHMHCTOH HHUYEro II0OAO0GHOro He
BHUJEA U 1T03BaA KoTpuH.

-- Koarpun, cmoTpu! CMOTpH, KakKUe IBETHI.
BoH TOT KyCTHMK B caMOM HH3y. Buauiis,
IBYXIIBETHBIHN?

OHna yXe Iolisa IIpo4Yb, HO BEPHyAach, He
CKpbIBas pasapakeHud. nu oaxe
HaKAOHHAACH Ha o6prIBOM, YTOOBI
pasrasneTsb, KyAa OH IOKas3blBaeT. YHUHCTOH
CTOSIA C3aM W NPHAEPKHUBAA €€ 3a TAAHIO.
Bapyr eMy IIpHIIIAO B TOAOBY, YTO OHH 3/I€Ch
coBceM ofHH. Hu naymm KpyroMm, ANCTHK He
IIEAOXHETCH, NITUIIBI U T€ 3aTHUXAU. B Takom
MeCTe MOXKHO OBIAO IIOYTH He 00daThCH
CKPBITOIO MHKpPO(POHA, Oa €CAH H €CThb
MHKPO(OH -- YTO OH YAOBHT, KPOME 3ByKa?
BeiA cawmbifi  Xapkulf, caMmblii COHHBIHI
IIOCAETIOAy AeHHBIH Jac. CoAHIIE ITaAHAO, TTIOT

IEKOTaA AHI0. My HEro MeAbKHyAa
MBICAB...
-- ToakHyA OBI €€ KaK CAEOyeT, -- cKasaasa

Jxyaus. -- 51 661 06I3aTEABHO TOAKHYAA.

-- [a, muaasa, Tl ObI TOAKHyAa. U a ObI
TOAKHYA, Oyab & TakuM, Kak ceffyac. A
MozxerT... He yBepeH.

-- 2Kaneems, 4TO He TOAKHYA?

-- [Ta. B ob11eM, ¥Kaae€ro.

OHH CHAEAU PSABIIIKOM Ha IBIABHOM IIOAY.
OH nputaHya ee mobamke. ['onoBa ee aeraa
€My Ha IIA€Y0, M CBEXHH 3alax ee BOAOC
ObIA CHABHEE, dYeM 3alax TOAyOHHOTo
nomera. OHa ellle OYeHb MOAOMAs, IOAyMaA
OH, €llle KAeT 4Yero-To OT KW3HH, OHA He
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not wunderstand that to push an
inconvenient person over a cliff solves
nothing.
“Actually it would have made no difference,”
he said.

“Then why are you sorry you didn’t do it?”

“Only because I prefer a positive to a
negative. In this game that we’re playing,
we can’t win. Some kinds of failure are
better than other kinds, that’s all.”

IOHUMAET, YTO, CTOAKHYB HEIPHUATHOTO
YyeAOBeKa C KPY4H, HUYEro He PEeLIHIb.

-- ITo CyTH, 9TO HUYETO ObI HE U3MEHUAO.

-- Torma moOYeMy IKaA€ellb, dYTO He
CTOAKHYA?
- ToAbKO IIOTOMY, 9TO neticrBue

npenmnouunTam OeszmedicTrBuio. B arToit urpe,
KOTOPYIO MBI BE€JEM, BBIMIPAThb HEAB3S.
OpfHu HEyoadu AydIle APYTHX -- BOT U BCe.

He felt her shoulders give a wriggle of [Ixyaus ymnpsamo mnepenepHysa IIA€YaMH.

dissent. She always contradicted him when
he said anything of this kind. She would
not accept it as a law of nature that the
individual is always defeated. In a way she
realized that she herself was doomed, that
sooner or later the Thought Police would
catch her and kill her, but with another
part of her mind she believed that it was
somehow possible to construct a secret
world in which you could live as you chose.
All you needed was luck and cunning and
boldness. She did not understand that
there was no such thing as happiness, that
the only victory lay in the far future, long
after you were dead, that from the moment
of declaring war on the Party it was better
to think of yourself as a corpse.

“We are the dead,” he said.

“We’re not dead yet,” said Julia prosaically.

“Not physically. Six months, a year -- five
years, conceivably. I am afraid of death.
You are young, so presumably you’re more
afraid of it than I am. Obviously we shall
put it off as long as we can. But it makes
very little difference. So long as human
beings stay human, death and life are the
same thing.”

“Oh, rubbish! Which would you sooner
sleep with, me or a skeleton? Don’t you
enjoy being alive? Don’t you like feeling:
This is me, this is my hand, this is my leg,
I'm real, I’'m solid, I'm alive! Don’t you like
this?”

She twisted herself round and pressed her
bosom against him. He could feel her
breasts, ripe yet firm, through her overalls.
Her body seemed to be pouring some of its
youth and vigour into his.

“Yes, I like that,” he said.

“Then stop talking about dying. And now
listen, dear, we've got to fix up about the

Korza oH BBICKa3bIBaACd B TAKOM IyXe, OHa
eMy  Bo3pazkasa. OnHa He  Xejaaaa
Opu3HaBaTh 3aKOHOM IIPHUPOABI TO, YTO
4YeAOBEK 00pedeH Ha nmopazkeHue. B raybune
AyIIM OHA 3Haaa, YTO IIPHUTOBOPEHA, YTO
paHoO HMAM TO3OHO TIOAWIIMSI  MBICAEH
HACTUTHET ee U yObeT, HO BMECTe C TeM
BEpHAL, Oynro MOKHO BBICTPOUTH
OTAEABHBIM TaWHBIM MHUP U KHTb TaM Kak
Tebe xodercd. [Jad 3TOTO HYKHO TOABKO
Be3eHHE [a eIle AOBKOCTb U Aep30ocTh. OHa
HE IIOHMMaAa, YTO CYACThbsl He ObIBaeT, YTO
mobeqa BO3MOXKHA TOABKO B OTHAAEHHOM
OynyieM u Tebst K TOMy BPEMEHHU NaBHO He
OyzmeT Ha CBeTe, 4TO C TOM MHHYTHI, KOraa
TBI OOBSIBUA MAPTUH BOMHY, AydYIlle BCETO
cyuTaTh cebst TPyIIOM.

-- MBI ITOKOMHUKH, -- CKa3aA OH.

Emre He mnoko¥HMKH, --
nonpasuAa ero [KyAud.

[IPO3aHUYECKH

-- He TeaecHo. Yepes moaroza, yepes rof...
Hy, IPEAIIOAOKHM, dYepe3 IsaTb. 9 6orock
cmeptu. TBI Moaomas H, HaIO OyMarTh,
OouIbca OOABIIIE MeHd. SICHO, YTO MBI
OymeM OTTATHBAThL €e KakK MoxeM. Ho
pasHuIla MaaeHbpKad. IloKyzma deaoBeK
OCTaeTCsl YEeAOBEKOM, CMEPTb U JKHU3Hb --
OJTHO U TO K€.

-- Todpy, gernyxa. C KeM Thl 3aX04Yellb CIIaTh
co MHOH wmam co ckeaeroM? Tbel He
pamyemsca — ToMy, d9tro kuB?  TebGe
HEIIPHUATHO 4YyBCTBOBaTh: BOT s, BOT MOs
pPyKa, MOsI HOTa, s XOXKY, 9 ABIILY, g XKUBY!
Omo Tebe He HpaBUTCA?

OHa mnoBepHyAachb M IIpHUKasachk K HEMY
rpyaso. OH 4YyBCTBOBaA €€ TIpyAb CKBO3b
KOMOHMHE30H -- CIIEAYIO, HO TBepayio. B ero
Tea0 OyATO IepeAuBasach MOAOLOCTH H
SHEPTUH U3 €€ TeAa.

- HCT, 9TO MHE€ HPaBHTCH, -- CKa3aA OH.

-- Torga mepecTaHb TOBOPUTHL O CMEPTH. A
TENEepb CAylla¥, MHABIM, -- HaM Halo
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next time we meet. We may as well go back
to the place in the wood. We've given it a
good long rest. But you must get there by a
different way this time. I've got it all
planned out. You take the train -- but look,
I'll draw it out for you.”

And in her practical way she scraped
together a small square of dust, and with a
twig from a pigeon’s nest began drawing a
map on the floor.

v

Winston looked round the shabby little
room above Mr. Charrington’s shop. Beside
the window the enormous bed was made
up, with ragged blankets and a coverless
bolster. The old-fashioned clock with the
twelve-hour face was ticking away on the
mantelpiece. In the corner, on the gateleg
table, the glass paperweight which he had
bought on his last visit gleamed softly out
of the half-darkness.

In the fender was a battered tin oilstove, a
saucepan, and two cups, provided by Mr.
Charrington. Winston lit the burner and set
a pan of water to boil. He had brought an
envelope full of Victory Coffee and some
saccharine tablets. The clock’s hands said
seventeen-twenty: it was nineteen-twenty
really. She was coming at nineteen-thirty.

Folly, folly, his heart kept saying:
conscious, gratuitous, suicidal folly. Of all
the crimes that a Party member could
commit, this one was the least possible to
conceal. Actually the idea had first floated
into his head in the form of a vision, of the
glass paperweight mirrored by the surface
of the gateleg table. As he had foreseen, Mr.
Charrington had made no difficulty about
letting the room. He was obviously glad of
the few dollars that it would bring him. Nor
did he seem shocked or become offensively
knowing when it was made clear that
Winston wanted the room for the purpose
of a love-affair. Instead he looked into the
middle distance and spoke in generalities,
with so delicate an air as to give the
impression that he had become partly
invisible. Privacy, he said, was a very
valuable thing. Everyone wanted a place
where they could be alone occasionally.
And when they had such a place, it was
only common courtesy in anyone else who
knew of it to keep his knowledge to himself.
He even, seeming almost to fade out of

YCAOBHUTHCH o caenyroiei BCTpeue.
CBOGOAHO MOXKEM IOEXaTh HA TO MECTO, B
aec. llepepbIB OBIA BIIOAHE [OCTATOYHBIHN.
ToABKO TBI HOAXKEH MAOOHpPATBCS Tyaa
OPYyTHM IIyTeM. S yKe BCe pacCuuTasa.
CamuIinecss B II0€3/... MOMOXKIHU, s Tebe
HaPHUCYIO.

U, npakTu4yHasl, Kak BCEraa, oHa crpebaa B
KBaJpaTUK IIbIAb Ha IIOAY U XBOPOCTHHKOM

U3 TOAYOMHOro THe3Ja CcTasa pPHCOBaTh
KapTy.

v

YuHCTOH 00B€A B3TASIOM — 3alyIIEHHYIO
KOMHATYILIKy  Haa  AaBKOU MHCTepa
Yappunrrorna. IllupoyeHHad C  TOABIM
BaAMKOM KpoBaTb BO3A€ OKHa Oblaa
3acTaaHa ApPaHbIMU ofesaAaMHu. Ha

KAMUHHOM [JOCKE TUKAAU CTAPUHHBIE YACHI
C [BEHAAIIATUYACOBBIM IHdepbraToMm. B
TEMHOM YrAy Ha pPA3ABHUKHOM CTOAE
MOOAECKUBAAO CTEKASIHHOE IIPECC-TIAIIBE,
KOTOPOE OH IIPUHEC CIOAA B IIPOIIABIHA pas.

B kamuHe crosiaa ToMATas KEPOCHHKA,
KAaCTPIOASI ¥ [Be YalllKh -- BCE 3TO ObIAO
BBIIAHO MUCTepPOM YappHUHITOHOM. YHUHCTOH
3a3Ker KEPOCHUHKY U IIOCTABHA KACTPIOAIO C
Bomo#i. OH T1ipuHeCc C COGOM IIOAHBIH
KoHBepT Kodpe «[lobema» ¥ caxapUHOBBIE
TabaeTku. Yachbl IIOKa3blBaAH [OBAAlATH
MHHYT BOCBMOI0O, 3TO 3Hauuao 19.20. Ona
nmoaxHa 6b1aa mpuiitu B 19.30.

Bespaccyncrso, 6e3paccyacTBo! -- TBEPIHUAO
eMy ceppile: caMOyOUiiCTBEHHAs IIPUXOTH U
6espaccyncrBo. M3 Bcex mpecTyrnAeHHH,
KaKHe MOXKET COBEPIIUTH YAEH IIapTHUH, 3TO
CKPBITH TpyZAHee Bcero. Maesa 3apoamuaacs y
HEro Kak BHUZIEHHE: CTEKASIHHOE
[Ipeccrianke, OTpPa3UBIIEECST B  KPBILIKE
pasaBUKHOTO crosa. Kak OH W oxXumaa,
MHCTEP AappHUHITOH OXOTHO COTAACHUACS
cnats KoMHaTy. OH OBIA SIBHO paz 3THUM
HECKOABKHM AHIIHHM OoArapaMm. A Korza
YuHCTOH OOBSCHHA €My, dYTO KOMHaTa
HY?KHA 1A CBUIAHHUMN C XKEHIIIUHOM, OH U He
OCKOPOHACSI U HE MEPEIIEA Ha IIPOTUBHBIN
JOBEPUTEABHBIN TOH. A Ky[a-To MHMO,
OH 3aBEA Pas3roBOP HA OOIIME TEMBI, IPUIEM
C TakOM MEAMKATHOCTBIO, YTO CHEAAACS KaK
OBl OTYACTH HEBUOAUM. YEIWHHUTBCS, CKa3aa
OH, [IAS YeAOBEeKa O4YeHb BakHO. Kaxxmomy
BpeMs OT BpEeMEHH Xo4eTcsd [00ObITh
omHoMy. U Korzma 4YeaoBeK HAXOOUT TaKoOe
MECTO, T€, KTO 00 3TOM 3HAET, JOAIKHBI XOTS
OB M3 OPOCTOM BEXKAMBOCTU [AEPKATL OTH
cBenmeHusa npu cebe. OH 100aBUA -- IPUYEM
CO30aA0OCh BII€YaTA€HUE, OyATO €ero yke
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existence as he did so, added that there
were two entries to the house, one of them
through the back yard, which gave on an
alley.

Under the window somebody was singing.
Winston peeped out, secure in the
protection of the muslin curtain. The June
sun was still high in the sky, and in the
sun-filled court below, a monstrous
woman, solid as a Norman pillar, with
brawny red forearms and a sacking apron
strapped about her middle, was stumping
to and fro between a washtub and a clothes
line, pegging out a series of square white
things which Winston recognized as babies’
diapers. Whenever her mouth was not
corked with clothes pegs she was singing in
a powerful contralto:

“It was only an ’opeless fancy.
It passed like an Ipril dye,

But a look an’ a word an’ the dreams they
stirred!

They ’ave stolen my ‘eart awye!”

The tune had been haunting London for
weeks past. It was one of countless similar
songs published for the benefit of the proles
by a sub-section of the Music Department.
The words of these songs were composed
without any human intervention whatever
on an instrument known as a versificator.
But the woman sang so tunefully as to turn
the dreadful rubbish into an almost
pleasant sound. He could hear the woman
singing and the scrape of her shoes on the
flagstones, and the cries of the children in
the street, and somewhere in the far
distance a faint roar of traffic, and yet the
room seemed curiously silent, thanks to the
absence of a telescreen.

Folly, folly, folly! he thought again. It was
inconceivable that they could frequent this
place for more than a few weeks without
being caught. But the temptation of having
a hiding-place that was truly their own,
indoors and near at hand, had been too
much for both of them. For some time after
their visit to the church belfry it had been
impossible to arrange meetings. Working
hours had been drastically increased in
anticipation of Hate Week. It was more than
a month distant, but the enormous,
complex preparations that it entailed were
throwing extra work on to everybody.
Finally both of them managed to secure a
free afternoon on the same day. They had

3/1eCh IIOYTH HET, -- YTO B JIOME€ [Ba BXOAa,
BTOPOH -- CO ABOPA, a ABOP OTKPHIBAETCS B
TIPOYAOK.

IToxg OKHOM KTO-TO Il€A. YUHCTOH BBITAGHYA,
YKPBIBIIKCE 3a MYCAHMHOBOM 3aHaBECKOH.
HI0HBECKOE COAHIIE €IIIE CTOSAO BBICOKO, a Ha
OCBEILIIEHHOM [BOpE ToIlana B3ai-BIIEpe[
MeXAy KOPBITOM H 0OeAbeBOH BepeBKOi
rpoMajHasi, MOIIHAsl, KaK HOPMAaHHCKHH

cToAb, JKEHIITHA c KpPaCHbBIMHU
MYCKYAHCTBIMH pPYKaMH M pa3BelIMBasa
KBaJpaTHble  TPAMNOYKH, B  KOTOPBIX

YUHCTOH yrajaa AeTCKHue eaeHKHU. Korma ee
pOT OCBOGOXKIaACS OT IIPHUILENOK, OHAa
3areBasa CUABHBIM KOHTPAABTO:

[lasHo yok Hem meumaHuil, cepouy MUNbLX.
OHu npownu, Kar nepewlii 0eHb 8eCHbl,
Ho no3abbime st u meneps He 8 CUNAX

Tem eonocom HagesiHHble CHbl!

Ilocaequue HemeaAn Becb AOHIOOH OBbIA
moMelllad Ha O2Tod IleceHKe. Hx B
GECYMCAEHHOM MHOKECTBE BBIIIyCKaAa [AS
IPOAOB ocobasi CeKIHs MY3bIKaABHOTO
ormeaa. CaoBa COYMHSAMCH BooOOIIe 06e3
ydacTus dYeAOBeKa -- Ha armapare II0J
Ha3zBaHHeM «Bepcudukaropr. Ho xkeHumHa
meaa TakK MEAOOUYHO, YTO 3Ta CTpallHas
apebemeHb MOYTH pazoBasa CAyX. YHHCTOH
CABIIIIAA H €€ IIECHIO, U IIIapKaHbe ee Ty(eAb
[0 KaMEHHBLIM [IAUTAM, U JETCKHUE BBIKPUKHU
Ha YAWIE, U OTHAAEHHBIH TyA TpAHCIIOPTA,
HO IIpU BCEM 3TOM B KOMHATE CTOSIAA

VAUBUTEABHAS THIIHHA: TyT He OBIAO
TeAeKpaHa.

BespaccyacrBo, 6e3paccyacTBo! -- cHoBa
noayMaa OH. Heckoabko HeOeAb

BCTpedaThCd 30eChb W He IIONacThCd --
MBICAUMOE AH OeA0? Ho CAHIIIKOM BEAHUKO
A HUX OBIAO HCKYIIIEHHE HMeTh CBOe
MECTO, oA, KphIlled U Hemaseko. Ilocae
CBUIAHHS Ha KOAOKOABHE OHH HHKAK HE
morau Bcrpetuthbcd. K Hemeae HeHaBHCTH
pabounii [eHb pe3Ko yaAuHUAU. [lo Hee elle
0CTaBaAOCh OOABIIIE MECSIA, HO TPOMaIHbIE
u CAOXKHBIE IPUTOTOBAEHUS BCEM
npubaBrau paborel. Hakonerr IKyaus u
YHUHCTOH BBIXAOIIOTAaAU cebe cBOOOLHOE
BpeMs Iocae obena B OOWH [AeHb. Pemrvau
noexaTb Ha [porasuHy. HakaHyHe OHH
HEHAZ[OATO BCTPETHAHUCH Ha yAulle. I[loka
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agreed to go back to the clearing in the
wood. On the evening beforehand they met
briefly in the street. As usual, Winston
hardly looked at Julia as they drifted
towards one another in the crowd, but from
the short glance he gave her it seemed to
him that she was paler than usual.

“It’s all off,” she murmured as soon as she

judged it safe to speak. “Tomorrow, I
mean.”

“What?”

“Tomorrow afternoon. I can’t come.”

“Why not?”

“Oh, the usual reason. It’s started early this
time.”

For a moment he was violently angry.
During the month that he had known her
the nature of his desire for her had
changed. At the beginning there had been
little true sensuality in it. Their first love-
making had been simply an act of the will.
But after the second time it was different.
The smell of her hair, the taste of her
mouth, the feeling of her skin seemed to
have got inside him, or into the air all
round him. She had become a physical
necessity, something that he not only
wanted but felt that he had a right to.
When she said that she could not come, he
had the feeling that she was cheating him.
But just at this moment the crowd pressed
them together and their hands accidentally
met. She gave the tips of his fingers a quick
squeeze that seemed to invite not desire but
affection. It struck him that when one lived
with a woman this particular
disappointment must be a normal,
recurring event; and a deep tenderness,
such as he had not felt for her before,
suddenly took hold of him. He wished that
they were a married couple of ten years’
standing. He wished that he were walking
through the streets with her just as they
were doing now but openly and without
fear, talking of trivialities and buying odds
and ends for the household. He wished
above all that they had some place where
they could be alone together without feeling
the obligation to make love every time they
met. It was not actually at that moment,
but at some time on the following day, that
the idea of renting Mr. Charrington’s room
had occurred to him. When he suggested it
to Julia she had agreed with unexpected
readiness. Both of them knew that it was

OHHU MIPOOHPAAUCH HABCTpPe4dy APYT APYLYy B
TOATIE, YUHCTOH N0 OOBIKHOBEHUIO IIOYTH HE
CMOTpPEA B CTOpPOHY [[3KyAWH, HO Oa¥xKe
ONHOTO B3TAlA €My OBIAO [JOCTATOYHO,
9TOOBI 3aMETUTDH €€ OAETHOCTD.

-- Bce copBaaoch, -- mpobopmoTasa OHa,
KOI/la YBHIEAQ, YTO MOKHO FOBOPHUTE. -- 5 0
3aBTpPAalTHEM.

-- Yto?

-- BaBTpa. He cmory mmocae obena.

-- [Touemy?

-- [a obpryHasa ucropus. B aToT pas paHo
Ha4aaH.

CriepBa OH yzKacHO paccepauacd. Terneps,
gepe3 MecdIl IIOCA€ HX 3HAKOMCTBA, €ro
TSIHYAO K JI3KYAMH COBCEM IIO-APYTrOMY.
Torgma HAaCTOSIIEH YyBCTBEHHOCTH B 3TOM
6170 Mano. X mepBoe AI0OOBHOE CBHAAHHE
OBIAO TIPOCTO BOAEBBIM IIOCTynIKOM. Ho
II0CA€ BTOPOrO BCE H3MEHHAOCH. 3aliax ee
BOAOC, BKyC TIy0, OLIyIIleHHE OT €€ KOXKH
OyITO IIOCEAMANCEH B HEM HAH K€ IIPOITUTAAN
BECh BO3yX BOKDYT. Omna cTasa
¢pu3uIeCcKor HEOOXOAUMOCTBHIO, OH €€ He
TOABKO XOT€A, HO U KakK Obl MMeA Ha Hee
npaBo. Korma oHa ckasaaa, 4TO HE CMOIKET

OPUHATH, €My [IOYyAHAOChH, YTO OHA €ro
obmanbiBaer. Ho TyrT Kak pa3 ToAma
IpHXKasa HX OPYyr K OPYry, U PYKH HX

HeYasHHO CoeAUHUANCE. OHa GBICTPO CxKana
€My KOHYHKHU ITaABLIEB, M 9TO IIOKaTHe KakK
OyaTo IIPOCHAO He CTPAcTH, a IIPOCTO
A106BU. OH mozaymaa, 4To, KOTZa KUBELIb C
JKEHIIMHOM, TaKHe OCEYKH B IOPSIKE
Belled W [OAXKHBI IIOBTOPSATBCH; U BAPYT
IIOYYyBCTBOBaA  TIAYOOKyIO,  HE3HAKOMYIO
Jocene HEXXKHOCTH K JXyauun. Emy
3aX0TEAOCh, YTOOBbI OHU OBIAM MYyKEM H
JKEHOU M JKMAU BMECTE yXKe NecaTh AeT. EMy
3aX0TEAOCh HATH C HeH [0 YAHIle, Kak
Tellepb, TOABKO He TasCh, 0e3 crpaxa,
TOBOPHUTH O IIYCTSIKAX M IIOKYNIATh BCIKYIO
epyHOy mOAsd goma. A GoAbllle  BCEro
3aX0TEAOCh HAHTH TaKoe MeCTO, IZle OHH
CMOrAM ObI TIIOOBITH BIBOEM U  HE
4yBCTBOBaTb, YTO 00s3aHBI ypBaTh AIOOBHU
Ha KaX[I0M CBHUAaHUHU. Ho He TyT, a TOABKO
Ha ApPyrod [OeHb POAMAACH y HETO MBICAB
CHATH KOMHATy y MucTepa YappHHITOHA.
Korma on ckazaa 06 stoMm [IKyanu, oHa Ha
yauBAeHME ObICTpO  coraacuaack. O6a
IIOHUMAaAH, 4YTO 3TO -- cyMmacuiecTBue. OHH
CO3HATEABHO [eAaAH IIar K Moruae. U
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lunacy. It was as though they were
intentionally stepping nearer to their
graves. As he sat waiting on the edge of the
bed he thought again of the cellars of the
Ministry of Love. It was curious how that
predestined horror moved in and out of
one’s consciousness. There it lay, fixed in
future times, preceding death as surely as
99 precedes 100. One could not avoid it,
but one could perhaps postpone it: and yet
instead, every now and again, by a
conscious, wilful act, one chose to shorten
the interval before it happened.

At this moment there was a quick step on
the stairs. Julia burst into the room. She
was carrying a tool-bag of coarse brown
canvas, such as he had sometimes seen her
carrying to and fro at the Ministry. He
started forward to take her in his arms, but
she disengaged herself rather hurriedly,
partly because she was still holding the
tool-bag.

“Half a second,” she said. “Just let me show
you what I've brought. Did you bring some
of that filthy Victory Coffee? I thought you
would. You can chuck it away again,
because we shan’t be needing it. Look
here.”

She fell on her knees, threw open the bag,
and tumbled out some spanners and a
screwdriver that filled the top part of it.
Underneath were a number of neat paper
packets. The first packet that she passed to
Winston had a strange and yet vaguely
familiar feeling. It was filled with some kind
of heavy, sand-like stuff which yielded
wherever you touched it.

“It isn’t sugar?” he said.

“Real sugar. Not saccharine, sugar. And
here’s a loaf of bread -- proper white bread,
not our bloody stuff -- and a little pot of
jam. And here’s a tin of milk -- but look!
This is the one I'm really proud of. I had to
wrap a bit of sacking round it, because--"

But she did not need to tell him why she
had wrapped it up. The smell was already
filling the room, a rich hot smell which
seemed like an emanation from his early
childhood, but which one did occasionally
meet with even now, blowing down a
passage-way before a door slammed, or
diffusing itself mysteriously in a crowded
street, sniffed for an instant and then lost
again.

“It’s coffee,” he murmured, “real coffee.”

ceifyac, CHAs HA KPalo KPOBATH, OH AyMaA O
mogBasax MUHHCTEPCTBA AIOGBH.
VHTEpPECHO, KakK dTOT HEOTBPATUMBIHN
KOIIIMAp TO YXOAWUT U3 TBOETO CO3HAHWUS, TO
Bo3Bpamaercsa. Bor oH momxumaer Tebs
roe-to B OyaymieMm, W CMepPTh CAEOyeT 3a
HHUM Tak ke, KaK 3a [IEBSHOCTO IEBSATHIO
caexyer cro. Ero He u3bexkarh, HO OTTSHYTS,
HaBEPHOE, MOXKHO; & BMECTO 3TOT0 KasKIbIM
TAKUM  IIOCTYIKOM  TBI  YMBIIIAEHHO,
DO0GPOBOABHO €ro IIPHUOANIKAEIID.

Ha aecTHHIIE IOCABIIIAAUCE GBICTPBIE IIIATH.
B xomHary BopBasach [IxKyausd. Y Hee Oblaa
KOpHUYHeBasi Ope3eHTOBas CyMKa  OAS
HHCTPYMEHTOB -- C TAKOH OH HE pa3 BUIEA
ee B MmuHHCTepcTBe. OH OBIAO OOHSA ee, HO
OHAa IIOCIIEIIHO OCBOOOAMAACH -- MOZKET
OBITH, [IOTOMY, YTO €IIe AepiKara CyMKY.

Tlomoxxmu, -- ckazaaa oHa. -- [ai
OKaXKy, YTO s IIPUTAIMAA. ThI IIPHHEC 3Ty
ragoctb, Kode «Ilobemar? Tak u 3Haaa.
MozKeIIb OTHECTH €T0 TyZAa, OTKyLa B3sA, --
OH He moHanoburcsa. CMOTpPH.

OHa BcTasa Ha KOACHH, PACKPBIAA CYMKY K
BBIBAAHAA  A€XKABIIHE CBEPXy TaedHbIe
KAIOYH M OTBEPTKy. Ilom HuMH OBIAK
CIPATAHBI aKKypaTHbIe OyMasKHbIE ITAKETEI.
B mnepBoM, KOTOpBIEI OHa HPOTAHyAQA
VYHHCTOHY, GBIAO YTO-TO CTPAHHOE, HO KakK
OynaTo 3HAKOMOE Ha OIlymnb. Tskeaoe
BEII[ECTBO II0AABAaAOCh IIOf IMaABLIAMH, KakK
IIECOK.

-- OT0 He caxap? -- CIIPOCHA OH.

-- Hacrosamuit caxap. He caxapus, a caxap.
A BoT GaToH xAeba -- MOPSAAOYHOrO Geaoro
xaeba, He Halled MApgHU... U OaHOYKA
mxkema. TyT 6aHKa MoaoKa... u cmoTpu! Bor
Mos raaBHas TrOpAOCTH! IMpumaock
3aBEPHYTH B MEIIIKOBHHY, YTOOEI. ..

Ho oma wMoraa He OOBSICHATH, 3a4YeM
3aBepHyAa. 3arax y»e HaIlOAHHA KOMHAaTy,
TYCTOM W  TENABIH; II0OBEJAO PpPaHHUM
JETCTBOM, XOTS M TEIEePh CAYy4aAOCh ITOT
3arax CABIIIATE: TO B IPOYAKE MM IIOTSHET
[0 TOro, KaK 3axAOIHyAach [OBEPb, TO
TAWHCTBEHHO pACIIABIBETCHS OH BIApPYT B
YAUYHOM TOAIIE M TYT K€ PACCEETCS.

-- Kodoe, -- mpobGopmoTas OH, HACTOAIIHH
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“It’s Inner Party coffee. There’s a whole kilo
here,” she said.

“How did you manage to get hold of all
these things?”

“It’s all Inner Party stuff. There’s nothing
those swine don’t have, nothing. But of
course waiters and servants and people
pinch things, and -- look, I got a little
packet of tea as well.”

Winston had squatted down beside her. He
tore open a corner of the packet.

“It’s real tea. Not blackberry leaves.”

“There’s been a lot of tea about lately.
They've captured India, or something,” she
said vaguely. “But listen, dear. I want you
to turn your back on me for three minutes.
Go and sit on the other side of the bed.
Don’t go too near the window. And don’t
turn round till I tell you.”

Winston gazed abstractedly through the
muslin curtain. Down in the yard the red-
armed woman was still marching to and fro
between the washtub and the line. She took
two more pegs out of her mouth and sang
with deep feeling:

“They sye that time ’eals all things,

They sye you can always forget;

But the smiles an’ the tears acrorss the
years

They twist my ’eart-strings yet!”

She knew the whole drivelling song by
heart, it seemed. Her voice floated upward
with the sweet summer air, very tuneful,
charged with a sort of happy melancholy.
One had the feeling that she would have
been perfectly content, if the June evening
had been endless and the supply of clothes
inexhaustible, to remain there for a
thousand years, pegging out diapers and
singing rubbish. It struck him as a curious
fact that he had never heard a member of
the Party singing alone and spontaneously.
It would even have seemed slightly
unorthodox, a dangerous eccentricity, like
talking to oneself. Perhaps it was only when
people were somewhere near the starvation
level that they had anything to sing about.

“You can turn round now,” said Julia.

He turned round, and for a second almost
failed to recognize her. What he had
actually expected was to see her naked. But

Kodpe.

-- Kode mas BHyTpeHHell maprtuu. lleabrit
KHAOT'DaMM.

-- I'me ThI CTOABKO BCSIKOTO JOCTaAa?

-- IlpomykTel Oad BHYTPEHHEU napTuu. Y
3TUX CBOAOYEM ecTh Bce Ha cBere. Ho,
KOHEYHO, O(UIIMAHThI U YeAddb BOPYIOT...
CMOTPH, ellle TaKeTUK daio.

YHUHCTOH cea pgaoM Cc Hel Ha Koptodku. OH
HaJO0pBaA yroa akera.

n yait HAaCTOAIIMH.
4YEePHOCMOPOAUHHBIN AUCT.

He

Yait B 1mnocaenHee BpeEMS IIOSBHACAH.
Wuouio 3aH9AM HAM  BpPOAE  TOTO,
paccesHHO cKasaaa OHA. -- 3Haelb 4TO,
MHABIN? OTBEepHHUCh Ha TPHU MHHYTEHI,
aagHO? Caap Ha KpoBaTb C  Apyrod
croponsl. He nmoaxoau 6an3ko K okHy. U He
obopayuBaiics, IoKa He CKaXKYy.

YHUHCTOH MpasgHO TAALEA HA ABOP H3-3a
MyCAMHOBOM  3aHaBeckd. JKeHImMHA C
KPaCHBIMH PYKAMH BCE €IIE PaCXakKHUBaAd
MeXKIy KOPLITOM U BEPEBKOM. OHa BBIHyAQ
W30 pTra [OBE MPHUILNENKH KU C CHABHBIM
YyBCTBOM 3arleAa:

ITycmo 2080psim mHe: 8pems. 8ce Uneuum.
ITycmo 2080psim: cmpadaHus 3a6yob.
Ho mysbika dasHo 3ab6bimoii peuu

MHe u cezo0Hs pa3puieaem 2pyov!

Bcio 3Ty HAUOTCKYIO IIECEHKY OHA, KasKeTcH,
3Haaa HaMU3yCThb. [0AOC IIABIA B HEXKHOM
AE€THEM  BO3OyxXe, O4YE€Hb MEAOAUYIHBIN,
TIOAHBIM KaKOM-TO CUAaCTAUBONM MEAAQHXOAUH.
Kazaaoch, uTo oHa OymeT BIIOAHE MOBOABHA,
€CAM HUKOIZIa He KOHYHUTCS 3TOT AETHUH
Bedep, He UCCAKHYT 3aIiachl 0eAbsi, U TOTOBa
XOTBb TBICAYY AET Pa3BeIIUBATh TYT IIEACHKU
U TIeTh BCAKYyI0 UYyllb. YHHCTOH C
YAUBAEHHEM IIoAyMaas, YTO HH pady He
BHIEA ITapTHUHIlA, MOIOIIET0 B OAWHOYKY U
AL cebd. 9to COYAU OBI JazKe
BOABHOAYMCTBOM, OIIACHBIM 4YyJa4e€CTBOM,
BpOZie IIPUBBIYKH pa3roBapUBaTh C cobOit
BCAyX. MoxeT ObITh, AFOASIM TOABKO TOTZA U
€CTh O 4YeM IIeTh, KOIZa OHM Ha TIpaHH
roaoza.

Mozxeib
JKyAUs.

[IOBEPHYTHCH, CKazaAu

YuHcToH obOepHyscs u He y3Haa ee. OH
oXHaaA YBUAETH ee roaoit. Ho oHa Oblra He
rosas. IIpeBpalnieHHe ee OKa3aa0Ch Kyna
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she was not naked. The transformation that
had happened was much more surprising
than that. She had painted her face.

She must have slipped into some shop in
the proletarian quarters and bought herself
a complete set of make-up materials. Her
lips were deeply reddened, her cheeks
rouged, her nose powdered; there was even
a touch of something under the eyes to
make them brighter. It was not very
skilfully done, but Winston’s standards in
such matters were not high. He had never
before seen or imagined a woman of the
Party with cosmetics on her face. The
improvement in her appearance was
startling. With just a few dabs of colour in
the right places she had become not only
very much prettier, but, above all, far more
feminine. Her short hair and boyish
overalls merely added to the effect. As he
took her in his arms a wave of synthetic
violets flooded his nostrils. He remembered
the half-darkness of a basement kitchen,
and a woman’s cavernous mouth. It was
the very same scent that she had used; but
at the moment it did not seem to matter.
“Scent too!” he said.

“Yes, dear, scent too. And do you know
what I'm going to do next? I'm going to get
hold of a real woman’s frock from
somewhere and wear it instead of these
bloody trousers. I'll wear silk stockings and
high-heeled shoes! In this room I'm going to
be a woman, not a Party comrade.”

They flung their clothes off and climbed
into the huge mahogany bed. It was the
first time that he had stripped himself
naked in her presence. Until now he had
been too much ashamed of his pale and
meagre body, with the varicose veins
standing out on his calves and the
discoloured patch over his ankle. There
were no sheets, but the blanket they lay on
was threadbare and smooth, and the size
and springiness of the bed astonished both
of them.

“It’s sure to be full of bugs, but who cares?”
said Julia.

One never saw a double bed nowadays,
except in the homes of the proles. Winston
had occasionally slept in one in his
boyhood: Julia had never been in one
before, so far as she could remember.

Presently they fell asleep for a little while.
When Winston woke up the hands of the

3aMmeyaresbHee. OHa HaKpacHuaach.

MoaxHO OBITH, OHA YKpaIKO#l 3abexkasa B
KaKyIO-HUOYAb U3 IIPOAETAPCKUX AABOYEK U
KyIlHAa TOAHBIM HAaGOp KOCMETHUKHU. ['yOBI --
SAPKO-KpaCHBIE or moMapl, LIEKHU
HapyMsHEHbI, HOC HaIlyApeH; U [aKe raasa
moaBeAa: OHU craad sipde. Coeaasa oHA 3TO
HEe O4YeHb YMEAO, HO M 3alpoChbl YHHCTOHA
OblAM BecbMa CKpOMHBI. OH HHKOrZQ HeE
BHUIEA U He IIPEACTaBAdA cebe IMapTHUHHYIO
JKEHIIMHY C KOCMETHKOM Ha aule. [IXKyauda
moxopoiireaa YAUBUTEABHO. Yy Th-4yTh
KPaCKU B HY>KHBIX MECTaX -- 1 OHA CTaAa He

TOABKO KpacCuB€€, HO H, CaMOE€ TAaBHOE,
JKEHCTBEHHEE. KOpOTKaH CTPHUXKKA nu
MaAbYHUIIECKUY KOMOUHE30H AHIIB

ycuanBaAu BriedaraeHue. Korma oH 00HSA
JI>KyAUIO, HA HETO ITaXHYAO CHHTETHYECKUM
3anmaxoM ¢rasok. OH BCIIOMHHA CyMpak
[IOAYIIOABAABHOM KyXHH M POT JKEHIIHHEI,
nmoxoxui Ha memepy. OT Hee MAXAO TEMH
Xe OyXaMH, HO CceldYac 3T0 HE KMEAO
3HAYEHHUS.

-- dyxu! -- ckasaa oH.

-- Ha, MuApIM, ayxu. KM 3Haems, 4TOo o
Tenepb caeaaro? [me-HMOynp — mocraHy
HaCTodIllee IIAAThe M HaAeHy BMECTO 3THUX
THYCHBIX OproK. HazeHy II€AKOBBIE YYAKU U
TydpAn Ha BBICOKOM Kabayke. B aToit
KOMHarTe g Oyay XKeHIWHA, a He ToBapuI!

OHM CKHUHYAHW O#eXAay U 3abpasuch Ha
TPOMajHyI0 KpOBAThb U3 KPAaCHOIO [AepeBa.
OH BIepBBIE pa3feAcd Iepen HeM moroaa.
Jlo cux IIOp OH CTBIAMACS CBOEro OA€IHOTO,
XUAOTO TeAa, CHHHX BEH Ha HKpax,
KPACHOrO IMSATHA HAaJ ILIUKOAOTKOM. Beabs
He OBIAO, HO OOEesIA0 IIOA HHMH OBIAO
BBITEPTOE W MSTKOE, a IIUPHUHA KPOBATHU
oboux U3yMHAA.

KaomoB, HaBepHO, TbMA,
pasHuNa -- ckasasa [KyAusd.

HO KakKad

[IBycrlaabHYI0O  KpOBaThb  MOXKHO  OBIAO
YBHIETH TOABKO B JIOMax y IIPOAOB. YHHCTOH
cnaan Ha IIoXoXeW B gercrBe; JlXKyaud,
CKOABKO IIOMHHAQ, HE A€XKana Ha TaKOH HU

pasy.
ITocae oHM HeHazmoaro ycHyau. Korma
YHHCTOH  TIPOCHyACSI, CTPEAKH  4HacoB
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clock had crept round to nearly nine. He
did not stir, because Julia was sleeping
with her head in the crook of his arm. Most
of her make-up had transferred itself to his
own face or the bolster, but a light stain of
rouge still brought out the beauty of her
cheekbone. A yellow ray from the sinking
sun fell across the foot of the bed and
lighted up the fireplace, where the water in
the pan was boiling fast. Down in the yard
the woman had stopped singing, but the
faint shouts of children floated in from the
street. He wondered vaguely whether in the
abolished past it had been a normal
experience to lie in bed like this, in the cool
of a summer evening, a man and a woman
with no clothes on, making love when they
chose, talking of what they chose, not
feeling any compulsion to get up, simply
lying there and listening to peaceful sounds
outside. Surely there could never have been
a time when that seemed ordinary? Julia
woke up, rubbed her eyes, and raised
herself on her elbow to look at the oilstove.

“Half that water’s boiled away,” she said.
“I'll get up and make some coffee in another
moment. We’ve got an hour. What time do
they cut the lights off at your flats?”

“Twenty-three thirty.”

“It’s twenty-three at the hostel. But you
have to get in earlier than that, because --
Hi! Get out, you filthy brute!”

She suddenly twisted herself over in the
bed, seized a shoe from the floor, and sent
it hurtling into the corner with a boyish
jerk of her arm, exactly as he had seen her
fling the dictionary at Goldstein, that
morning during the Two Minutes Hate.

“What was it?” he said in surprise.

“A rat. [ saw him stick his beastly nose out
of the wainscoting. There’s a hole down
there. I gave him a good fright, anyway.”

“Rats!” murmured Winston. “In this room!”

“They’re all over the place,” said Julia
indifferently as she lay down again. “We've
even got them in the kitchen at the hostel.
Some parts of London are swarming with
them. Did you know they attack children?
Yes, they do. In some of these streets a
woman daren’t leave a baby alone for two
minutes. It’s the great huge brown ones
that do it. And the nasty thing is that the
brutes always--"

roAbHpasnuck K AeBaTH. OH He IIIEBEAHACH -
- [I>xyAud criana y Hero Ha pyke. IlouTtu Bce
pyMsiHa IEPEIIAH Ha €r0 AHMII0, Ha BaAHK,
HO M TO HEMHOTOE, YTO OCTaAOChH, BCE PaBHO
OTTEHSIAO KPACHBYIO A€IKY €€ CKYABL
XKeaTpIli Ayd 3aKaTHOIO COAHIIA IIazas Ha
HM3HOXEE KPOBATH M OCBEIlAaA KAMHH -- TaM
JAaBHO KHIIeAa BoAa B KacTproae. 2KeHnuHa
Ha JBOpE y2Ke He IeAad, C YAHIbI HETPOMKO
JOHOCHAMCH BBIKPUKH pAeTed. OH A€HHUBO
IIOAyMaA: HEy>KE€AH B OTMEHEHHOM ITPOIIIAOM
3TO OBIAO OOBIYHBIM HEAOM -- MYyKYHMHA U
JKEHIIIMHA MOTAM A€XaTb B  IIOCTEAH
IIPOXA@JHBIM BE€YEPOM, AACKaTh APYT Apyra
KOr/la 3axo4deTcd, pasroBapuBaTh O YeM
B3yMaeTcad M HUKyJa HE CHEeIIUTh --
IIPOCTO A€XaTb U CAylIaTh MHPHBIM
yAU4HBIHM 11yM? HeT, He MOrao ObITH TAKOIO
BPEMEHH, Korzaa 3TO CYHUTAAOCh
HOPMAaABHBIM. Jxyans IIPOCHYAACH,
IIpoTepAaa TAa3a U, IPUIIOAHABIINCH Ha
AOKTe€, TIOTASIZIEAA HA KEPOCHHKY.

-- Boma HamoaOBHHY BBIKHIIEAQ, -- CKas3aasa
oHa. -- Ce#iuac BcraHy, 3aBapio Kode. Emre
4Jac ecTb. Y Tebs B JOMe KOIZa BBIKAIOYAIOT
cBeT?

-- B gBaguaTe Tpu TpUALATE.
-- A B obuiexxutuu -- B ABaauaTb Tpu. Ho

BO3BpaIllaThCsd HAOO paHbllle, HHa4e... AX
Tol! Ilomaa, raguHal

OHa cBecHAach C KPOBAaTH, CXBaTHAA C I10AA
TyAIO u, pa3MaxHyBIIIHCh Io-
MaAbYMIIECKH, IIBBIDHyAA B YToA, Kak
TOrJa Ha [ABYXMHUHYTKE HEHAaBUCTH --
caoBapeM B l'oancreifHa.

-- Yro TaMm Takoe? -- C yAUBAEHHUEM CIIPOCHA
OH.

Kpbica. W3 mnaneaun, TBapb, MOpAY
BbIcyHyAa. Hopa y Heit Tam. Ho g ee xoporto
IIyTHyAA.

-- Kprichl! -- mpomienntaa YUHCTOH. -- B aToH
KOMHAaTe?

-- la UX IIOAHO, -- PaBHOAYIIHO OTBETHAA
JKyArss ¥ CHOBa A€TAa. -- B HEKOTOPBIX
paiioHax KHIIMA KHIIAT. A ThI 3HaEIlb, YTO
oHM HamanaioT Ha gereii? Hamamaror. Koe-

rfe 2KEHIIWHBI Ha MHHYTY HE MOIyT
OCTaBHUTH I'PyAHOro. BoaThCa HAMO CTAapBIX,
KOPHUYHEBBIX. A CaMoOe I[IPOTHBHOE -- YTO
9TH TBapH...
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“Don’t go on!” said Winston, with his eyes
tightly shut.

“Dearest! You've gone quite pale. What’s the
matter? Do they make you feel sick?”

“Of all horrors in the world -- a rat!”

She pressed herself against him and wound
her limbs round him, as though to reassure
him with the warmth of her body. He did
not reopen his eyes immediately. For
several moments he had had the feeling of
being back in a nightmare which had
recurred from time to time throughout his
life. It was always very much the same. He
was standing in front of a wall of darkness,
and on the other side of it there was
something unendurable, something too
dreadful to be faced. In the dream his
deepest feeling was always one of self-
deception, because he did in fact know
what was behind the wall of darkness. With
a deadly effort, like wrenching a piece out
of his own brain, he could even have
dragged the thing into the open. He always
woke up without discovering what it was:
but somehow it was connected with what
Julia had been saying when he cut her
short.

“I'm sorry,” he said, “it’s nothing. I don’t
like rats, that’s all.”

“Don’t worry, dear, we’re not going to have
the filthy brutes in here. I'll stuff the hole
with a bit of sacking before we go. And next
time we come here I'll bring some plaster
and bung it up properly.”

Already the black instant of panic was half-
forgotten. Feeling slightly ashamed of
himself, he sat up against the bedhead.
Julia got out of bed, pulled on her overalls,
and made the coffee. The smell that rose
from the saucepan was so powerful and
exciting that they shut the window lest
anybody outside should notice it and
become inquisitive. What was even better
than the taste of the coffee was the silky
texture given to it by the sugar, a thing
Winston had almost forgotten after years of
saccharine. With one hand in her pocket
and a piece of bread and jam in the other,
Julia wandered about the room, glancing
indifferently at the bookcase, pointing out
the best way of repairing the gateleg table,
plumping herself down in the ragged arm-
chair to see if it was comfortable, and
examining the absurd twelve-hour clock
with a sort of tolerant amusement. She

YuHCcTOH

[lepecraus!  --
3a3KMYPHA TAa3a.

KPEIIKO

-- Muaenskuii! Tel mpssMo mobaensea. YTo ¢
T060#? He mmepeHOCHIL KPBIC?

-- Kppbic... HeT Hu4ero crpailiHei Ha CBeTe.

OHa 1npmKasack K HeMy, o0BHAa €ro
pyKaMH M  HOTaMH, CAOBHO  XOTeAa
YCIIOKOUTE TernaoM cBoero Teaa. OH He
cpasy OTKpBbIA r'aa3a. HeckoabKO MrHOBEHMI
y Hero ObIAO Takoe dYyBCTBO, OyATO e€ro
IIOTPY3HAH B 3HAKOMBIM KoOIlIMap, KOTOPBIH
IIOCEIIaA €r0 Ha IPOTSKEHUH BCEH XKH3HH.
OH cToUT mepen CTEHOM Mpaka, a 3a HeH --
YTO-TO HEBBIHOCHMOE, HACTOABKO Yy»KAaCHOE,
4YTO HET CHA CMOTPeTb. ['AaBHBIM BO CHe
OBIAO OLIyIlleHMe, 4TO OH cebsa oOMaHbIBaeT:
Ha CaMOM J€eA€ €My H3BECTHO, 4YTO
HaXOOUTCA 3a CTeHOH Mpaka. YyqoBUIIIHBIM
YCHAHEM, BBIBOPOTHB KYCOK COOCTBEHHOTO
Mo3ra, OH MOT ObI maxke H3BA€Yb 3TO Ha
CBeT. YHUHCTOH BCErJa IIPOCBITAACS, TaK U
HE€ BBICHHUB, YTO TaM CKPBIBAAOCh... Y BOT
IIpepBaHHBIM Ha cepeauHe pacckas [IXKyaun
HMeA KaKoe-TO OTHOIIIEHHE K €T0 KOIIMapy.

-- U3BuHH, -- cKa3aa OH. -- [lycraku. Kpsic
He AI0OAT0, OOABIIIE HUYETO.

-- He BoaHylicsa, MHABIM, MBI 3THX TBape
ciofa He IIycTuM. llepen yxXoaoM 3aTKHY
ObIPY TPANKOH. A B cAedymOLIMii pas
OpUHeCy IITYKaTypKy, U 3a0beM Kak
CAENyET.

YepHBbIH MUT TAHUKH [IOYTU BBIBETPHUACH U3
roaoBbl. CAerka YCTBIAUBIINCE, YHHCTOH CeA
K H3rOAOBBIO. [I3KyAusI cae3aa C KpPOBaTH,
HazeAa KOMOWHE30H U cBapuaa Kode.
Apomart U3 KacTpioau ObIA O TOTO CHAEH U
coOAa3HHUTEACH, YTO OHHM 3aKPBIAM OKHO:
o4YyeT KTO-HHUOyAb Ha [OBOpPE U CTaHET
AfoGonbITHHYATE. CaMbIM — IPHUATHBIM B
Kope OBbIA Jaxke HE BKYC, a IIIEAKOBHUCTOCTH
Ha $3blKe, KOTOPYIO IIpHAaBaA caxap, --
OILyILIEHHEe, II0YTH 3a0bITOe 38 MHOTHE I'OIbI
IUThs C CaxapUHOM. [IZKyAHS, 3aCyHYB OIHY
PYyKy B KapMaH, a B [Opyrol mgepxa
OyTepbpon ¢ AxkeMoM, OpoarAa 110 KOMHATE,
6e3pa3sAMYHO  CKOAB3HAA  B3TAGOM IO
KHUXKHOM II0AKE, OOBSICHSIAQ, KaK AydIlle
BCEro IOYHHUTH PA3IBHKHOM CTOA, I1azasa
B KPECAO -- IIPOBEPUTH, YOOOHOE AH, --
BECEAO M CHHCXOIUTEABHO DPasTASAbIBaAd
[ABeHaaaTu4IacoBoil mudgepbaar. IIpuHecaa
Ha KpPOBaTh, ITOOAMIKE K CBETY, CTEKATHHOE
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brought the glass paperweight over to the
bed to have a look at it in a better light. He
took it out of her hand, fascinated, as
always, by the soft, rainwatery appearance
of the glass.

“What is it, do you think?” said Julia.

“I don’t think it’s anything -- I mean, I don’t
think it was ever put to any use. That’s
what I like about it. It’s a little chunk of
history that they’ve forgotten to alter. It’s a
message from a hundred years ago, if one
knew how to read it.”

“And that picture over there” -- she nodded
at the engraving on the opposite wall --
“would that be a hundred years old?”

“More. Two hundred, I dare say. One can’t
tell. It’s impossible to discover the age of
anything nowadays.”

She went over to look at it.

“Here’s where that brute stuck his nose
out,” she said, kicking the wainscoting
immediately below the picture. “What is
this place? I've seen it before somewhere.”

“It’s a church, or at least it used to be. St.
Clement’s Danes its name was.” The
fragment of rhyme that Mr. Charrington
had taught him came back into his head,
and he added half-nostalgically: ‘Oranges
and lemons, say the bells of St. Clement’s!”

To his astonishment she capped the line:

npecc-nanbe. YUHCTOH B3dA €r0 B PYKH U B
KOTOPBIH pas 3aA1000BaACs MSATKOH
[IOZKIEBOM TAYOHMHOIO CTEKAA.

-- J[lasg dero aTa Belllb, KaK AyMaelb? --
cripocuaa JI3KyAHs.

-- [ywmaro, HHU [As Yero... TO €CTb €0
HHUKOTZIa He MOAB30BaAHUCh. 3a 3TO OHa MHE
U HpaBUTCA. MaAeHBKUYM 0GAOMOK HCTOPHH,
KOTOpBIH 3a0blau mepenesaTh. Becrodka u3

IIPOIIIAOTO BeKa -- 3HaTb Obl, KakK ee
IIPOYECTb.

-- A KapTHMHKa Ha CTeHe, -- OHa IIoKasaaa
IOAOOPOAKOM Ha TIPaBIOPY, -- HEYKEAH
TOZKE IIPOIIAOTO BeKa?

--  Crapmre. [loxaayi#i, I103aIIpPOIIAOTO.

TpyaHo ckazatb. Tenepb Beab Bo3pacTa HHU
Yy 4ero He yCTAHOBHIIb.

ﬂ}KyAI/IH II0A0IIIAA K I'PaBIOPE mobAUKeE.

-- BoT oTKyza 5Ta TBaphk BBICOBBIBAAACH, --
CKazasna OHa H IIHyAa CTEHY IIPsAMO IO
rpaBiopoi#i. -- Yro 910 3a moM? Y ero rae-To
BUEAA.

-- OTO LIEpKOBBL -- IO KpaiiHeill Mepe Oblaa
1epKoBbIo. Ha3piBaaack -- IEPKOBB CBATOTO
Kaemenra y pargadH. -- OH BCIOMHHA
HaQ4YaAO CTHIIKA, KOTOPOMY €ro Hay4dHA
MucTep YappHHITOH, U C I'PYCTBIO HOOABHA:
-- ATIeABCHHYHKH KaK MeJl, B Koaokoa CeHT-
KaemeHT ObeT.

K ero naymaeHUIO, OHA ITOAXBATHAA!

“You owe me three farthings, say the bells of H 3sonum Cexnm-MapmuHx: Omoasgaii MmHe

St. Martin’s,

“When will you pay me? say the bells of Old
Bailey--

“l can’t remember how it goes on after that.
But anyway I remember it ends up, ‘Here
comes a candle to light you to bed, here
comes a chopper to chop off your head!”

It was like the two halves of a countersign.
But there must be another line after “the
bells of Old Bailey”. Perhaps it could be dug
out of Mr. Charrington’s memory, if he were
suitably prompted.

“Who taught you that?“ he said.

“My grandfather. He used to say it to me
when I was a little girl. He was vaporized
when [ was eight -- at any rate, he
disappeared. I wonder what a lemon was,”
she added inconsequently. “I've seen
oranges. Theyre a kind of round yellow

papmune!

A Ono-Betinu, ox,
ooskok! -- 2youm.
YTo TaM pgasbllle, HE MOTy BCIIOMHHTB.
TloMHIO TOABKO, YTO KOH4YaerTcda c: «Bor
3aKTy d Iapy CBe€Y -- Tbl B IIOCTEABKY
MOZXKEIIb A€4b. BOT BO3bMY £ OCTPBIM MeY --
U TOAOBKA TBOSI C IIA€Y».

cepoum, Boszspawaii

OTo OBIAO KakK IapoAb U OT3BIB. Ho mocae
«Oan-Befian» OOAKHO HMATH YTO-TO EIIE.
MozkeT ObITh, yAacTcd H3BA€Yb M3 NaMSITH
MHcTepa JappUHITOHaA -- €CAM IIPaBHABHO
€ro HaCTPOUTb.

-- KTo Tebst HAy4IHA? -- CIIPOCHA OH.

-- [en Hay4ua. 9 Oblra elre MaseHbKOMU. Ero
PacCIbIAMAM, KOTZIa MHE ObIAO BOCEMB AET...
BO BCIKOM CAydae, OoH ucues... MHTepecHo,
KakKue OHU ObIAH, arleAbCUHBI, --
HEOXHUOAHHO CKa3aAa OHA. -- A AUMOHBI S
Buzeaa. 2KeaToBaTbhle, OCTPOHOCHIE.
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fruit with a thick skin.”

“I can remember lemons,” said Winston.
“They were quite common in the fifties.
They were so sour that it set your teeth on
edge even to smell them.”

“l bet that picture’s got bugs behind it,”
said Julia. “I'll take it down and give it a
good clean some day. I suppose it’s almost
time we were leaving. I must start washing
this paint off. What a bore! I'll get the
lipstick off your face afterwards.”

Winston did not get up for a few minutes
more. The room was darkening. He turned
over towards the light and lay gazing into
the glass paperweight. The inexhaustibly
interesting thing was not the fragment of
coral but the interior of the glass itself.
There was such a depth of it, and yet it was
almost as transparent as air. It was as
though the surface of the glass had been
the arch of the sky, enclosing a tiny world
with its atmosphere complete. He had the
feeling that he could get inside it, and that
in fact he was inside it, along with the
mahogany bed and the gateleg table, and
the clock and the steel engraving and the
paperweight itself. The paperweight was the
room he was in, and the coral was Julia’s
life and his own, fixed in a sort of eternity
at the heart of the crystal.

v

Syme had vanished. A morning came, and
he was missing from work: a few
thoughtless people commented on his
absence. On the next day nobody
mentioned him. On the third day Winston
went into the vestibule of the Records
Department to look at the notice-board.
One of the notices carried a printed list of
the members of the Chess Committee, of
whom Syme had been one. It looked almost
exactly as it had looked before -- nothing
had been crossed out -- but it was one
name shorter. It was enough. Syme had
ceased to exist: he had never existed.

The weather was baking hot. In the
labyrinthine Ministry the windowless, air-
conditioned rooms kept their normal
temperature, but outside the pavements
scorched one’s feet and the stench of the
Tubes at the rush hours was a horror. The
preparations for Hate Week were in full
swing, and the staffs of all the Ministries
were working overtime. Processions,
meetings, military parades, lectures,

-- 91 IOMHIO AMMOHBI, -- CKa3aa YHUHCTOH. --
B mnarumecaTtble TOABI KX OBIAO  MHOTO.
Takue KHCABIE, YTO TOABKO MOHIOXAEIlb, U
TO y2K€ CAIOHA OEXKHUT.

-- Ba KapTHUHKOH HaBEpHSAKA XKUBYT KAOIIBI,
-- ckazasa [Ixyauda. -- Kak-HuOynp cHUMY
€e M XOpOIIEHBbKO mouuily. Kaskerca, Ham
nopa. MHe elle Hazmo CMBITh KpacKy. Kakaa
Tocka! A moroM coTpy c Tebs momasmy.

YHHCTOH €Ille HECKOABKO MHHYT IIOBAASIACS.
B komHaTte TeMHeao. OH MOBEPHYACS K
CBETY U CTaa CMOTPETH Ha IIpecc-nianbe. He
KOpaaa, a BHYTPEHHOCTb CaMOIO CTEKAA --
BOT 4TO 0e3 KOHIIAa IIPUTATUBAAO B3TAS.
FAyOunHa 1 BMeCTe C TeM II0YTH BO3IyLIHAS
€ro ImIpo3padyHOCTh. IlomobHO HebGecHOMY
CBOZy, CTEKAO 3aMKHyAO B cebe IeAbIi
KPOXOTHBI¥ MHUpP BMecTe c atMocdepoii. U
YyOHAOCH YHHCTOHY, 4YTO OH MOT' OBl
IIONacTh BHYTPb, YTO OH YK€ BHYTPH -- U
OH, W 5Ta KpoBaTh KpaCHOIO [epeBa, U
Pa3aBUKHOM CTOA, M 4Yachl, U I'paBloOpa, U
camo mpecc-rtanke. OHO 6BIAO  3TOH
KOMHaTOM, a KOpaAA -- 3KH3HBIO €ro u
J>KyAuy, 3aIlassHHOM, CAOBHO B BEYHOCTBH, B
CEpPALIEBUHY XpyCTaAd.

v
Hcues Caiim. YTpoM He mpuilea Ha paborty;
HelaA€KH€e AW IIOTOBOPHAM O  €ro

orcyrcTBUH. Ha apyroit neHb 0 HEM HHUKTO
He ynoMuHaA. Ha TpeTuil YUHCTOH CXOOUA B
BeCcTHOIOAL  OTHeAa  JOKYMEHTAIlUHu |
TIIOCMOTPEA Ha JOCKY OO0BABAeHHH. Tam Obia
nedaTHbIH crnucok IlllaxmaTHOro KoMuTera,
rae cocrosga CaiiM. CIIMCOK BBITASIIEA TIOYTH
KakK paHbpllle -- HHUKTO HE BBIYEPKHYT, --
TOABKO CTaa Ha oaHy (haMHAHIO Kopode. Bece
dacHo. CaliM Ilepecraa CyIIECTBOBaTh; OH
HHKOT/Ia HE CYILIECTBOBAA.

Kapa crodaa U3HypUTEABHAs. B
MUHHCTEPCKUX AaOHUpHUHTAX, B KabuHax 6e3
OKOH KOHIUIIHOHEPHI MOAEPKUBAAT

HOPMAaABHYIO TeMIIepaTypy, HO Ha VAHIE
TpoTyap 06XKHras HOTH, U BOHb B MeTPO B
4achl UK Ob1ra HeCyCBeTHasl.
[TpurotoBaeHus K Hemeae HEHABHUCTH ILIAKU
TIOAHBIM XOZOM, u COTPYAHUKH
MHHHCTEPCTB  paboTaaH  CBEPXypPOYHO.
IllecTBHUsI, MUTHHTH, BOEHHBIE IIapajpl,
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waxworks, displays, film shows, telescreen
programmes all had to be organized; stands
had to be erected, effigies built, slogans
coined, songs written, rumours circulated,
photographs faked. Julia’s unit in the
Fiction Department had been taken off the
production of novels and was rushing out a
series of atrocity pamphlets. Winston, in
addition to his regular work, spent long
periods every day in going through back
files of the Times and altering and
embellishing news items which were to be
quoted in speeches. Late at night, when
crowds of rowdy proles roamed the streets,
the town had a curiously febrile air. The
rocket bombs crashed oftener than ever,
and sometimes in the far distance there
were enormous explosions which no one
could explain and about which there were
wild rumours.

The new tune which was to be the theme-
song of Hate Week (the Hate Song, it was
called) had already been composed and was
being endlessly plugged on the telescreens.
It had a savage, barking rhythm which
could not exactly be called music, but
resembled the beating of a drum. Roared
out by hundreds of voices to the tramp of
marching feet, it was terrifying. The proles
had taken a fancy to it, and in the midnight
streets it competed with the still-popular “It
was only a hopeless fancy”. The Parsons
children played it at all hours of the night
and day, unbearably, on a comb and a
piece of toilet paper. Winston’s evenings
were fuller than ever. Squads of volunteers,
organized by Parsons, were preparing the
street for Hate Week, stitching banners,
painting posters, erecting flagstaffs on the
roofs, and perilously slinging wires across
the street for the reception of streamers.
Parsons boasted that Victory Mansions
alone would display four hundred metres of
bunting. He was in his native element and
as happy as a lark. The heat and the
manual work had even given him a pretext
for reverting to shorts and an open shirt in
the evenings. He was everywhere at once,
pushing, pulling, sawing, hammering,
improvising, jollying everyone along with
comradely exhortations and giving out from
every fold of his body what seemed an
inexhaustible supply of acrid-smelling
sweat.

A new poster had suddenly appeared all

AEKIIMH, BBICTABKH BOCKOBBIX (DHIYD, ITOKa3
KHHO(UABMOB, crenasbHbIe
TEAEIIPOrpaMMbI -- BCE 3TO HAZO ObIAO
OpraHu30BarTh;, HAZO ObIAO  IIOCTPOUTH
TPUOYHBIL, CMOHTHPOBAaTh crarty,
OTIIAN(OBATE AO3YHTH, COYHHUTBL IIECHH,
3aIyCTHTb CAYXH, NOAAeAaTb (hoTorpaduu.
B ormeae aurepaTrypbl CceKLMIO J[XKyaun
CHSIAK C POMAaHOB U OpOCHAM Ha GPOIIIIOPEI O
3BEpPCTBaX. YHHCTOH B [OIIOAHEHHE K
OOBIYHOM paboTe IOJOATY IIPOCHIKHUBAA 3a

MOAIIIUBKaMH «Tatimcnr, MeHSIS u
pasykpammBasg COoO0IIIeH s, KOTOpPbIE
IPEeACTOsIA0  IIMTHPOBATh B  JIOKAAQIAX.

lMoznHuMK BedepaMu, KOTZAA II0 YAHUIIAM
Opomyau TOAIBI OYHHBIX IIPOAOB, AOHIOH

CAOBHO AHXOpanmuao. PareTel mamasn Ha
roponm damie OOBIYHOrTO, a UWHOTAA B
OTHoaAEHUU CABIIIIAAUCH YyIOBHIIHBIE

B3pPBIBBI -- OOBSICHUTD 3THU B3PBIBBI HHUKTO
HE MOT, ¥ O HUX ITIOA3AU JUKHE CAYXHU.

CounHeHa yxke Obmna u OecrpepbIBHO
repefaBaAach II0 TEAEKPAHY My3bIKaAbHas
Tema Hemean -- HOBasg MeAOQUs IIOX
Ha3BaHUEM «IlecuHsa HEHaBHUCTH».
ITocTpoeHHas Ha CBHPEIIOM, AAIOIIEM PHUTME
M MaA0 dYeM IIoXOXKad Ha MYy3bIKy, OHa
Goabllle BCero HaloMuHasa OapabaHHBIN
6oii. Korma ee opasu B THICAYY T'AOTOK, ITOL
TOIIOT  HOT, BIIEYaTA€HHE  II0AYYaAOCh
ycrparmnatoree. OHa ITOAIOGHAACEH IIPOAAM H
y2Ke TeCHHAA Ha HOYHBIX YAHUIIAX [0 CHX IIOP
[IOMYASIPHYIO «/IaBHO YK HET MEYTaHUM».
Hetu ITapcoHca UCIIOAHSAU ee B AIOOO# yac
OHS U HO4YHM, YOHMCTBEHHO, Ha rpebeHKax.
Ternepr Bedepa YHHCTOHA OBIAM 3arpyKeHbI
eme  Goabmre.  OTpsansl  HOOPOBOABIIEB,
HabpaHHble [JapCcOHCOM, FOTOBHAH YAHILY K
Heneae HEHaBHCTH, JAeAAAH TPAHCIIAPAHTEHI,
PHCOBaAM TIIAAKATHI, CTABHAM HaA KPBIIIAX
(bAarIITOKH, C OIACHOCTBIO MOAS KHU3HU
HATATHBAAU 4Yepe3 YAHUILy IIPOBOAOKY OAS
Oymylmmx Ao3yHroB. IlapcoHC xBacTaa, 4YTO
noMm «Ilobema» OMMH BBIBECHT dYeThIpecTa
IIOTOHHBIX METpPOB caaros u
TpaHcrapaHToB. OH ObIA B CBOEM CTHUXUH U
pazmoBaacs, Kak OuTd. Baaromaps xkape u
dusnyeckoMy TPyAy OH KMEA IIOAHOE
OCHOBaHHE IIEPEOEBATHCS Be4YepoM B
IOPpTEI ¥ cBoOOomHyI0 pybamky. OH ObIa
IIOBCIOZIy OQHOBPEMEHHO -- TSHYA, TOAKAA,
IIMAMA, 3aKoAaduBaa, u3obperas,  IIo-
TOBApHILECKH [OoADaApUBAA U  KaxkAoi
CKAQIKOM HEHCCAKAaeMOIo TeAa HCTOYaA
€IKO MNaxHyIIHH IOT.

Baopyr Bech AOHAOH YKpPacHACAd HOBBIM
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over London. It had no caption, and
represented simply the monstrous figure of
a Eurasian soldier, three or four metres
high, striding forward with expressionless
Mongolian face and enormous boots, a
submachine gun pointed from his hip.
From whatever angle you looked at the
poster, the muzzle of the gun, magnified by
the foreshortening, seemed to be pointed
straight at you. The thing had been
plastered on every blank space on every
wall, even outnumbering the portraits of
Big Brother. The proles, normally apathetic
about the war, were being lashed into one
of their periodical frenzies of patriotism. As
though to harmonize with the general
mood, the rocket bombs had been killing
larger numbers of people than usual. One
fell on a crowded film theatre in Stepney,
burying several hundred victims among the
ruins. The whole population of the
neighbourhood turned out for a long,
trailing funeral which went on for hours
and was in effect an indignation meeting.
Another bomb fell on a piece of waste
ground which was used as a playground
and several dozen children were blown to
pieces. There were further angry
demonstrations, Goldstein was burned in
effigy, hundreds of copies of the poster of
the Eurasian soldier were torn down and
added to the flames, and a number of
shops were looted in the turmoil; then a
rumour flew round that spies were
directing the rocket bombs by means of
wireless waves, and an old couple who were
suspected of being of foreign extraction had
their house set on fire and perished of
suffocation.

In the room over Mr. Charrington’s shop,
when they could get there, Julia and
Winston lay side by side on a stripped bed
under the open window, naked for the sake
of coolness. The rat had never come back,
but the bugs had multiplied hideously in
the heat. It did not seem to matter. Dirty or
clean, the room was paradise. As soon as
they arrived they would sprinkle everything
with pepper bought on the black market,
tear off their clothes, and make love with
sweating bodies, then fall asleep and wake
to find that the bugs had rallied and were
massing for the counter-attack.

Four, five, six -- seven times they met
during the month of June. Winston had
dropped his habit of drinking gin at all

naaxkaToM. be3 noanucu: orpoMHbIH, B TPHU-
4YeThIpe MeETpa, €BpPa3HuUCKHM coamaT C
HEIIPOHUIIA€MbIM MOHTOAOUIHBIM AUIIOM U B
TUTAHTCKHUX calorax IIIeA Ha 3pUTeAd C
aBTOMAaTOM, ILeAdch oT Genpa. ['me ObI THI HU
CTan, YBEAMYEHHOE MEPCHEKTHBOM IyAO
aBTOMaTa CMOTPeAO Ha Tebda. OTy IITYKy
KAGHAW Ha KaKIOM CBOOOZHOM MecTe, Ha
KasKJOH CTE€HE, U YHCACHHO OHAa IIPEB30IIAA

naxe tnoprperel Crapurero Bpara. Y
IIPOAOB, BOMHOMN OOBIYHO HE
HHTEPECOBABIINUXCS, CAEAAACs, KakK 3TO

EPUOAUYECKHN C HUMH OBbIBAAO, IIPHUIIATOK
naTpuoTusMa. M, CAOBHO [Afl MOAAEPKAHHUSI
BOMHCTBEHHOIO  [OyxXa, pPakKeTbl CTaAH
YHHYTOXKATh OOABIIIE AIOZEH, YeM BCeraa.
OmHa yromuaa B IIePEITOAHEeHHBIH
KUHOTeaTp B patioHe CrenmHH u Iorpe6aa
[I0Zl pa3BaAMHaAMU HECKOABKO COT YEAOBEK.
Ha moxXOopoHBI cOOpaAncCh BCe 3IKHUTEAU
paiioHa; IPOLIECCHSI TIHYAACh HECKOABKO
4acoB M BBIAMAAGCh B MHTHHI IIpOTECTa.
[ pyrad pakera yraasa Ha IIyCTBIPb, 3aHATBIH
OJ MOEeTCKYyIO IIAOIIAAKY, M pas3opBasa B
KAOYBbSI HECKOABKO HeCATKOB nered. CHoBa
OBIAU THEBHbBIE JEMOHCTPALIMH, XKIAH Yy4eAO
Toancreiina, COTHSIMH CpbIBaAu u
IpefaBaAd OTHIO IIAAKaThl C eBpasHuilleM;
BO BpeMsa  0OecCropsangkoB  pasrpabuAu
HECKOABKO MarasMHOB; IIOTOM pa3HeceT
CAyX, YTO IUIIHMOHBI HABOASAT PaKeThbl IIPHU
IIOMOIIK PaIHOBOAH, y CTapoi dYeTHl,
3aI10103PEHHOH B HHOCTPAHHOM
IPOUCXOXKAEHUHU,  IIOAOXKIAM  OOM, H
CTAapHUKU 3aJ0XHYAHUCH B IBIMY.

B koMHare Haa  AaBKOM  Mucrepa
YappunrroHa [IXKyAus 1 YUHCTOH AOXKHANCH
Ha HE3aCTAQHHYIO KPOBATb M A€XKAAWU IO
OKHOM TOABIe H3-3a Kapbl. Kpbica Goablie
HE II0SIBASIAACh, HO KAOII IIAOJIUACS B TeEIIAE
yxacaroliue. 1x 3To He Tporaso. I'pasHada au,
yucrad AHM, KOMHaTa Oplaa paeM. Ensa
IEPECTYIIUB IIOPOT, OHH IIOCBIIIAAM BCe
nepreM, KyIA€HHBIM Ha YEePHOM PBIHKE,
CKUIBIBAAT [0): (529104 u, TIOTHBIE,
IpefaBaAlCh AIOOBH; IIOTOM HX CMapHBaAo,
a IIPOCHYBIIHCH, OHH OOHApYy:KHBAAH, YTO

KAOMIBI  BOCIIPSAM UM CTATHBAIOTCH  OAS
KOHTPaTaKH.
Yerblpe, [OATb, IIECTb... CEMb  pas

BCTPEYAaAUCh OHH TaK B HIOHE. YuHCTOH
u36aBUACS OT IIPUBBIYKHU IIUTHh [2KHUH BO
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hours. He seemed to have lost the need for
it. He had grown fatter, his varicose ulcer
had subsided, leaving only a brown stain
on the skin above his ankle, his fits of
coughing in the early morning had stopped.
The process of life had ceased to be
intolerable, he had no longer any impulse
to make faces at the telescreen or shout
curses at the top of his voice. Now that they
had a secure hiding-place, almost a home,
it did not even seem a hardship that they
could only meet infrequently and for a
couple of hours at a time. What mattered
was that the room over the junk-shop
should exist. To know that it was there,
inviolate, was almost the same as being in
it. The room was a world, a pocket of the
past where extinct animals could walk. Mr.
Charrington, thought Winston, was another
extinct animal. He usually stopped to talk
with Mr. Charrington for a few minutes on
his way upstairs. The old man seemed
seldom or never to go out of doors, and on
the other hand to have almost no
customers. He led a ghostlike existence
between the tiny, dark shop, and an even
tinier back kitchen where he prepared his
meals and which contained, among other
things, an unbelievably ancient
gramophone with an enormous horn. He
seemed glad of the opportunity to talk.
Wandering about among his worthless
stock, with his long nose and thick
spectacles and his bowed shoulders in the
velvet jacket, he had always vaguely the air
of being a collector rather than a
tradesman. With a sort of faded
enthusiasm he would finger this scrap of
rubbish or that -- a china bottle-stopper,
the painted lid of a broken snuffbox, a
pinchbeck locket containing a strand of
some long-dead baby’s hair -- never asking
that Winston should buy it, merely that he
should admire it. To talk to him was like
listening to the tinkling of a worn-out
musical-box. He had dragged out from the
corners of his memory some more
fragments of forgotten rhymes. There was
one about four and twenty blackbirds, and
another about a cow with a crumpled horn,
and another about the death of poor Cock
Robin. “It just occurred to me you might be
interested,” he would say with a
deprecating little laugh whenever he
produced a new fragment. But he could
never recall more than a few lines of any

BcgKoe BpeMmsa gaHd. M kak 6Oyaoro He
WUCIIBITBIBAA B HeM mnorpebuoctu. OH
TIOTIOAHEA, BapUKO3HAas a3Ba €ro
3aTsHyAaCh, OCTaBUB II0CA€ Cebs TOABKO
KOPUYHEBOE IMISTHO HAJ  IIUKOAOTKOIA;
IIPEKPATUAUCh UM yTPEHHHE IIPUCTYIIBI
kamasg. [lpoiiecc 3KHU3HH IiepecTas ObITH
HEBBIHOCHMBIM; Yuncrona yKe He
IIOAMBIBAAO, KaK paHbIlle, CKOPYUTEH POXKY
TEAEKPaHy HAHU BBIPYTaTbCS BO BECH TOAOC.
Tenepb, Korma y HHX OBIAO HameXKHOE
IIPUCTAHMUILE, [IOYTH CBOM AOM, HE Ka3aA0Ch
AUIIIEHUEM [Oa¥Ke€ TO, YTO IMPUXOAUTL CIOAA
OHH MOLYT TOABKO H3peAKa MU Ha KaKUX-
HUOyabs ABa 4daca. BaskHO 6bIAO, 9TO y HHX

€CTb aTa KOMHAaTa Ha AQBKOM
cTapbeBUMKa. 3HATh, YTO OHAa €CTb U
HENIPUKOCHOBEHHA, -- IIOYTH TO KE CAMOE,

4TO HaxXOOWTbcsd B Hel. KomHara Oblaa
MHPOM, 3aKa3HHKOM IIPOIIIAOTO, TA€ MOTLYT
OpoouTh BBIMEpPIINE KHBOTHBIE. Mucrep
YappuHITOH TOXK€ BBIMEpPIIEE KHUBOTHOE,
nymaa YuHcTOH. Ilo mopore HaBepx OH
OCTaHaBAMBAACS IIOTOBOPHUTH C XO3SIHHOM.
CrapHuk, II0-BUAMMOMY, PEAKO BBIXOAMA Ha
YAUILLy, €CAH BooOlle BBIXOAWA; C APYToi
CTOPOHBI, U IOKyIlaTeAell y HETO MHOYTH He
6r1Bano. HesaMeTHas KHU3HB €T0 IIpoTeKasa
MEXIYy KPOXOTHONH TEMHOM AaBKOM U elle
Goaee KPOXOTHOM KyXOHBKOH B TBHIAY, € OH
crpsanaa cebe eny U re CTOSIA Cpeay IIPOYUX

IIpeMETOB HEBEPOSITHO OpeBHUMA
rpaMMO(OH C OrpPOMHEHIINM pacTpyooM.
Crapuk ObIA pam  AoOoMy cAydaro

IIOTOBOPHUTH. [IAMHHOHOCBIM M CYTYABIH, B
TOACTBIX OYKaxX U 0apXaTHOM IIHIXKAaKe, OH
Oponua cpeny CBoux 6ecroAe3HBIX TOBAPOB,
IIOXOXKHUH CKOpee Ha KOAAEKIIHMOHepa, dYeM
Ha ToproBra. C HECKOABKO OCTBIBIIUM
SHTY3Ha3MOM OH OpaAs B PyKy TOT MAH HMHOM
IIycTaK -- (apdopoByO 3aTbIYKy OAS
OyTBIAKH, Pa3pHCOBaHHYIO KPBILIKY
OpIBILIEl TabaKepKH, AQTYHHBIH MEIaAbOH C
OpPSAAKOM BOAOC HEBEAOMOTO U [IAaBHO
yMepiero pebeHka, -- He KyIIUTh IIpefaaarasi
YuHCTOHY, a IIpPOCTO  IOAIOGOBATHCS.
BecenoBarb ¢ HuUM OBIAO BCE pPaBHO YTO
CAylIaTh 3BOH H3HOILIEHHON My3bIKaAbHOM
mkKaTyAKd. OH H3BAEK W3 3aKOYAKOB CBOEMH
aMsaTH €Ille HECKOABKO 3a0BITBIX METCKHUX
ctuiikoB. OmuH ObIA: «[ITHIIBI B IIHpOTe»,
APYTOH IIPO KOPOBY C THYTHIM POTOM, a €llle
OIMH IIPO CMEPTHb MAAMHOBKH. «5 Iomymaa,
9TO BaM 3TO MOXKET ObITH HHTEPECHO», --
TOBOPHA OH C HEOJOOPUTEABHBIM CMEIIKOM,
BOCIIPOM3BeAd O4epenHOH OTpPhIBOK. Ho Hu
B ODHOM CTHXOTBOPEHHH OH HE MOT
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one rhyme.

Both of them knew -- in a way, it was never
out of their minds that what was now
happening could not last long. There were
times when the fact of impending death
seemed as palpable as the bed they lay on,
and they would cling together with a sort of
despairing sensuality, like a damned soul
grasping at his last morsel of pleasure
when the clock is within five minutes of
striking. But there were also times when
they had the illusion not only of safety but
of permanence. So long as they were
actually in this room, they both felt, no
harm could come to them. Getting there
was difficult and dangerous, but the room
itself was sanctuary. It was as when
Winston had gazed into the heart of the
paperweight, with the feeling that it would
be possible to get inside that glassy world,
and that once inside it time could be
arrested. Often they gave themselves up to
daydreams of escape. Their luck would hold
indefinitely, and they would carry on their
intrigue, just like this, for the remainder of
their natural lives. Or Katharine would die,
and by subtle manoeuvrings Winston and
Julia would succeed in getting married. Or
they would commit suicide together. Or
they would disappear, alter themselves out
of recognition, learn to speak with
proletarian accents, get jobs in a factory
and live out their lives undetected in a
back-street. It was all nonsense, as they
both knew. In reality there was no escape.
Even the one plan that was practicable,
suicide, they had no intention of carrying
out. To hang on from day to day and from
week to week, spinning out a present that
had no future, seemed an unconquerable
instinct, just as one’s lungs will always
draw the next breath so long as there is air
available.

Sometimes, too, they talked of engaging in
active rebellion against the Party, but with
no notion of how to take the first step. Even
if the fabulous Brotherhood was a reality,
there still remained the difficulty of finding
one’s way into it. He told her of the strange
intimacy that existed, or seemed to exist,
between himself and O’Brien, and of the
impulse he sometimes felt, simply to walk
into O’Brien’s presence, announce that he
was the enemy of the Party, and demand
his help. Curiously enough, this did not
strike her as an impossibly rash thing to

TIIPUIIOMHHUTE OOABIIIE ABYX-TPEX CTPOK.

Onu c [Xxyauell HOHHUMaAu -- H, MOIKHO
CKa3aThb, BCE BPEMH IIOMHHAH, -- YTO IOATO
npoaoAXXaTbCd 3TO He MOXKeT. B wuHbIe
MHHYTBI TpAAylias CMepTh Kasasach He
MeHee OLIyTHUMOH, YeM KpoBaTb II0Zl HUMH,
U OHH NPURHUMAAUCH APYr K MOPYyTy CO
CTPacCTBIO OTYAsHUS -- KaK OOpedYeHHBIH
XBaTaeT IOCAETHHE KPOXH HACAQKIECHUS 32
naTh MHHYT [0 ©Oosi dyacoB. Bmpouewm,
ObIBaAM TaKHe JHH, KOT/Ia OHH TELIUAM cebst
HAAIO3MEH He TOABKO O€30IIaCHOCTH, HO H
rmocrossHcTBa. MM Kaszaaoch, 4TO B 3TOU
KOMHaTe€ C HHUMH HE MOXKET CAyYUTHCH
HHUYEero Imaoxoro. [JobupaTbcsa Cloma TPYIHO
U OIIacHO, HO caMa KOMHara -- yoexumie. C
TIOXOKHM YyBCTBOM YHHCTOH BIASIABIBAACS
OMHAaXKAbl B IIpPEcc-TIallbe: Ka3aaoCh, YTO
MOXKHO IIONIacCTh B CEPALIEBUHY CTEKASTHHOIO
MHpa U, KOIZJa OYyTHIIbCS TaM, BpeMd
ocraHoBuTcd. OHHM dYacTo IIpefaBaAUCh
rpesaM O CIIaCEHUH. Yaada UX He IIOKHHET,
U poMaH HMX HE KOHYHTCH, IIOKa OHH He
yMpyT cBoed cMmepthio. Hau Koatpun
OTIPaBHUTCS Ha TOT CBET, W IIyTEM DPa3HBIX
YXUIIPEeHUH YHUHCTOH c [IxKyaueil mobprorcsa
paspelreHus Ha Opak. Maum oHH BMecTe
HOKOHYAT C coboii. MAau CKporoTcsa: U3MeHSIT
BHEIIIHOCTb, Hay4daTcd  IIPOAETApPCKOMY
BBITOBODY, YCTposTCa Ha (habpuKy U, HUKEM
He y3HaHHBIE, [OXHBYT CBOH BEK Ha
3anBopkax. Oba 3HaAH, 4TO BCE 3TO epyHAA.
B  meHCTBUTEABHOCTH  CIIACEHHSI  HET.
PeasbHBIM OBIA OMH ITAQH -- CAMOYOHHCTBO,
HO U €ro OHM HeE CIIEIIHAH OCYIIEeCTBUTE. B
TIOABEIIIEHHOM COCTOSHHUH, N€Hb 3a JHEM, U3
HeZeAn B HENEAI0 TdAHYTh Hacrosilee 6e3
Oyay1ero BEAEA UM Hernobe MBI
MHCTHHKT -- TaK A€TKHE BCerfa AeAaioT
CAeYyIOIIUI B/IOX, ITOKyda €CTh BO3AYX.

A emre oHM HMHOTZA FOBOPHAHM O AEATEABHOM
OyHTE IPOTHB IIapTHH -- HO HeE
IpencTaBAsSIAM cebe, ¢ 4ero Hadatbh. [laxke
ecan MucHdeckoe BparTcTBo CyliecTByeT,
Kak HalTH K HeMy IyTh? YHHCTOH
pacckazaan e o0 cTpaHHO#l 6AM30CTH,
BO3HHUKIIIEH -- HAU KaK OyATO BO3HHUKIIEH --
mexnay HuM u O'BpatieHoMm, ¥ 0 TOM, YTO Yy
Hero ObIBaeT  KeaaHWe  [OPHUATH K
O'BpatieHy, 06bps1BUTh cebsi BparoM HmapTHH
u momnpocutk nomomy. Kak HHM cTpaHHO,
J>xyans He codaa 3Ty MO0 COBCEM
6e3ymHoOM. OHa IPHUBBIKAA CYAUTH O AIOAAX

133



do. She was used to judging people by their
faces, and it seemed natural to her that
Winston should believe O’Brien to be
trustworthy on the strength of a single
flash of the eyes. Moreover she took it for
granted that everyone, or nearly everyone,
secretly hated the Party and would break
the rules if he thought it safe to do so. But
she refused to believe that widespread,
organized opposition existed or could exist.
The tales about Goldstein and his
underground army, she said, were simply a
lot of rubbish which the Party had invented
for its own purposes and which you had to
pretend to believe in. Times beyond
number, at Party rallies and spontaneous
demonstrations, she had shouted at the top
of her voice for the execution of people
whose names she had never heard and in
whose supposed crimes she had not the
faintest belief. When public trials were
happening she had taken her place in the
detachments from the Youth League who
surrounded the courts from morning to
night, chanting at intervals “Death to the
traitors!” During the Two Minutes Hate she
always excelled all others in shouting
insults at Goldstein. Yet she had only the
dimmest idea of who Goldstein was and
what doctrines he was supposed to
represent. She had grown up since the
Revolution and was too young to remember
the ideological battles of the fifties and
sixties. Such a thing as an independent
political movement was outside her
imagination: and in any case the Party was
invincible. It would always exist, and it
would always be the same. You could only
rebel against it by secret disobedience or, at
most, by isolated acts of violence such as
killing somebody or blowing something up.

In some ways she was far more acute than
Winston, and far less susceptible to Party
propaganda. Once when he happened in
some connexion to mention the war against
Eurasia, she startled him by saying
casually that in her opinion the war was
not happening. The rocket bombs which fell
daily on London were probably fired by the
Government of Oceania itself, “just to keep
people frightened”. This was an idea that
had literally never occurred to him. She
also stirred a sort of envy in him by telling
him that during the Two Minutes Hate her
great difficulty was to avoid bursting out
laughing. But she only questioned the

10 AWIIAM, M €M Ka3aaoCh E€CTECTBEHHBIM,
4TO, OAUH pa3 M[EepPEeTASHYBHIUCh C
O'BpatieHoM, YHHCTOH eMy mnoBepua. OHa
cuuTasa camo coboif pazyMeIoLIMMCs, UTO
KaXKAbIM 4YE€AOBEK, IOYTH KaXKAbI¥, TalHO
HEHaBHAUT IIapPTHUI0O M HAPYIIMT IIPaBHAQ,
€CAH €My 3TO HHU4YEM He yrpoxkaer. Ho ona
OTKa3blBaAaCh BEPUTh, YTO CYIIECTBYET U
MOZKET CyILIIECTBOBAaTh LIIUPOKOE
OpraHH30BaHHOE COIIPOTUBAEHHE. Pacckasbl
o Toaacreiine U ero MOAIIOABHOM apMHHU --
axyHesd, IIpUAyMaHHas  IapTHel  gaqa
COOCTBEHHOH BBITOMBI, & ThI JOAXKEH AeAaThb
Bua, OyaTo BepHillb. HeBecTb CKOABKO pa3
Ha NapTUHHBIX COOpPAHUAX U CTHUXUMHBIX
JEMOHCTpPalMaX OHa HaJcaXkKuBaaa TOPAO,
Tpebys Ka3HUTH AIOJieH, YbUX UMEH HUKOTIA
HEe CABIllaaa U B YbHM IIPECTYIACHHS HeE
BepHaa HHU ceKyHAbl. Korma HOpoHcXoguAn
OTKpPBITBIE IPOLIECCHI, OHA 3aHHMaaa CBOE
MmecTo B oTpsagax Coro3a IOHBIX, C yTpa J0
HOYH CTOSBIIMX B OLIEIIA€HHM BOKPYT Cyna,
U  BBIKpHKHBasna ¢ HuMmu: «CmepTh
npenareagmb Ha nByxMHHyTKax HEHaBHUCTH
rpomye Bcex ImoHocuaa loaacreiina. Ilpu
3TOM O4YeHb CMYTHO IIpeficTaBasgAra cebe, KTO
Takorl ToAlCcTeEMH W B YeM COCTOST €ro
Teopur. OHa BBIPOCAA IIOCAE€ PEBOAIOIIUU U

o MOAOIOCTH A€T He TOMHHAA
HUIEOAOTHYECKHUE OaTaAWU IISITHAECSITBIX H
HIECTUAECITHIX TOZIOB. HeszaBucumoro
IOAUTUYECKOTO IOBUKEHUS oHa

IIpeACTaBUTE cebe He MOrAa; Ja U B AIOOOM
cAydae IHapTud Heyds3BuMa. Ilaptus Oyzer
BCeTla U Bcerga OyaeT TakoM  Ke.
IIpoTuBUTBECST €M MOXKHO TOABKO TalHBIM
HEIIOBUHOBEHHEM, caMoe OoAblliee  --
YaCTHBIMH aKTaMH Teppopa: KOro-HuOymnb
yOuUTB, 4TO-HHUOYAb B30PBAaTh.

OTHOIIIEHUSIX OHAa OblAa
YuncroHa u

B HekoTOpBIX
ropaszio IIpOHHIIATEABHEE
MEHBIIIe IoABEPIKEHA MapTHUHHON
IIporarasfie. OnHaxkpl, Kojia OH
0OMOABHACS B CBSI3H C YE€M-TO O BOHHE C
EBpasueif, [IKyausa  oOIIeAOMHAA  €TO,
HeOpeXXHO CKasaB, 4YTO, [0 €€ MHEHHIO,
HUKaKOM BOHHBI HeT. PakeTwl, mapgaroiue
Ha AOHOOH, MOXKET OBITh, IIyCKaeT CaMo
IIPAaBUTEABCTBO, «4TOOBI nepxKaT AloJeH B
crpaxe». EMy Takad MbICAB IIPOCTO He
IpUXoAxiAa B TOAOBY. A OOMH pa3 OH e
Jazke I103aBHUI0BaA: KOTZla OHA cKas3aaa, 4To
Ha  [ABYXMHHYTKax HEHaBHCTH caMoe
TPYAHOE [Asl HEe -- YAEepPKaThkCs OT CMeXa.
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teachings of the Party when they in some
way touched upon her own life. Often she
was ready to accept the official mythology,
simply because the difference between
truth and falsehood did not seem important
to her. She believed, for instance, having
learnt it at school, that the Party had
invented aeroplanes. (In his own
schooldays, Winston remembered, in the
late fifties, it was only the helicopter that
the Party claimed to have invented; a dozen
years later, when Julia was at school, it
was already claiming the aeroplane; one
generation more, and it would be claiming
the steam engine.) And when he told her
that aeroplanes had been in existence
before he was born and long before the
Revolution, the fact struck her as totally
uninteresting. After all, what did it matter
who had invented aeroplanes? It was rather
more of a shock to him when he discovered
from some chance remark that she did not
remember that Oceania, four years ago,
had been at war with Eastasia and at peace
with Eurasia. It was true that she regarded
the whole war as a sham: but apparently
she had not even noticed that the name of
the enemy had changed. “I thought we’d
always been at war with Eurasia,” she said
vaguely. It frightened him a little. The
invention of aeroplanes dated from long
before her birth, but the switchover in the
war had happened only four years ago, well
after she was grown up. He argued with her
about it for perhaps a quarter of an hour.
In the end he succeeded in forcing her
memory back until she did dimly recall that
at one time Eastasia and not Eurasia had
been the enemy. But the issue still struck
her as unimportant. “Who cares?” she said
impatiently. “It’s always one bloody war
after another, and one knows the news is
all lies anyway.”

Sometimes he talked to her of the Records
Department and the impudent forgeries
that he committed there. Such things did
not appear to horrify her. She did not feel
the abyss opening beneath her feet at the
thought of lies becoming truths. He told her
the story of Jones, Aaronson, and
Rutherford and the momentous slip of
paper which he had once held between his
fingers. It did not make much impression
on her. At first, indeed, she failed to grasp
the point of the story.

“Were they friends of yours?” she said.

Ho maprtuiinele wunaen oHa HoABEpPrasa
COMHEHHIO TOABKO TOT/Zla, KOTZla OHH IIPSIMO
3aTparvBaAM €€ KH3Hb. 3adacTyio OHa
roToBa 0OblAa MPUHATHL OPUIIHAABHBIM MHUD
IPOCTO IIOTOMY, 4dYTO ef Kaszaaoch He
BasKHBIM, AOXKB 3TO HAU IIpaBaa. Hampumep,
OHAa BEPHAA, UTO NapTHUs HU300pesa caMoAeT,
-- TaK ee Hay4uAd B mKoae. (Korma Yuncron
OBbIA IIKOABHHUKOM -- B KOHIIE 50-X rofoB, --
napTusg IIpeTeH0BaAa TOABKO Ha
U300peTeHre BEPTOAETA; MAECATBIO TOJaMU
o33Ke, KOrfla B IIKOAYy momaa J[IKyawus,
U300peTeHUEM MIapTUH CTaA YK€ U CaMOAET;
elle OQHO IIOKOAGHHE -- M OHa H300perer
napoBylo MamuHy.) Korma oH ckaszaa
JI>KyAuHM, dYTO CaMOAETBI A€TAAH [0 €ro
POKIEHUA U 3aJIOATO IO PEBOAIOLIHUH, €€ 3TO
HHCKOABKO HE B3BOAHOBaAo. B KoHIe
KOHIIOB Kakasd pasHuIla, KTo us3obpea
camoneT? Ho Goabllle ITOpasuAo ero Apyroe:
KakK BBIICHHAOCH M3 OIHOM MHMOXOIOM
OporteHHO#M (ppasbl, [Kyans He HOMHHAA,
YTO 4eThIpe roja Hasand y Hux ¢ EBpasuei
6bI1A Mup, a BoiiHa -- ¢ Ocrasueii. [IpaBaa,
BOMHY oHAa BOOOIIIE cuuTasa
MOIIIEHHHYECTBOM; HO YTO IIPOTHBHUK
Telepb APYroH, OHA aake He 3aMeTHaa. «S1
AyMaaa, Mbl Bcerzia BoeBaau ¢ EBpasueiiy, --
CKa3aaa OHa paBHOAYIIHO. Ero 3To HEMHOro
ucmyraso. CamoseT U300peAH 3a0ATO 110 ee
POKIEHHS, HO Bpar-To NEePEeMEHHACH BCETO
4eThIpe rofa Hasal, OHa Oblaa yKe BIIOAHE
B3pocao¥i. OH paCTOAKOBBEIBAA €M 3TO,
HaBEPHOE, YeTBEPTh Yaca. B KOHIle KOHIIOB
eMy yZAaAoCh pas0yauTh e€e IaMdaThb, U OHA C
TPYAOM BCIIOMHHAA, 4TO KOTZa-TO
JEeHCTBUTEABHO BparoM Obina He EBpasus, a
Ocrasus. Ho  otHecaack K  aToMy
6e3pasanyHo. «He Bce AM paBHO? -- cKasaaa
OHa C paszgpaxkeHueM. -- He oxna
CBOAOYHad BOHHA, TaK Jpyrasd, U BCEM
TIOHSATHO, YTO CBOAKHU BPYT.

Uuorma oH pacckasbiBaa eii o6 otzaese
OOKyMEHTAallH, O TOM, KaK 3aHHMAaloTCd

HarAbIMHU IIoATAaCOBKaMH. Ee 9TOo HE
yzacaao. HpOHaCTB II0Q4 €€ HOoraMH HE
pasBepi3asacCb OTTOTO, q9To AOXKb

npeBpalaT B npasay. OH pacckasaa e o
I>xoHce, ApoHcoHe u Peszepdopnae, o Towm,
KaK B PYKH €My IIOIlaA KAOYOK Ta3eThbl --
norpdcaomad yauka. Ha [I>KyAuro U 9ToO He
npousBeao BriedaraeHuda. OHa paxke He
cpasy IOHSAA CMBICA paccKasa.

-- OHHU OBIAM TBOHU APY3bsi? -- CIIPOCHAA OHA.
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“No, I never knew them. They were Inner
Party members. Besides, they were far older
men than I was. They belonged to the old
days, before the Revolution. I barely knew
them by sight.”

“Then what was there to worry about?
People are being killed off all the time,
aren’t they?”

He tried to make her understand.

“This was an exceptional case. It wasn’t
just a question of somebody being killed.
Do you realize that the past, starting from
yesterday, has been actually abolished? If it
survives anywhere, it’s in a few solid
objects with no words attached to them,
like that lump of glass there. Already we
know almost literally nothing about the
Revolution and the years before the
Revolution. Every record has been
destroyed or falsified, every book has been
rewritten, every picture has been repainted,
every statue and street and building has
been renamed, every date has been altered.
And that process is continuing day by day
and minute by minute. History has
stopped. Nothing exists except an endless
present in which the Party is always right. I
know, of course, that the past is falsified,
but it would never be possible for me to
prove it, even when I did the falsification
myself. After the thing is done, no evidence
ever remains. The only evidence is inside
my own mind, and I don’t know with any
certainty that any other human being
shares my memories. Just in that one
instance, in my whole life, I did possess
actual concrete evidence after the event --
years after it.”

“And what good was that?”

“It was no good, because I threw it away a
few minutes later. But if the same thing
happened today, I should keep it.”

“Well, I wouldn’t!” said Julia. “I'm quite
ready to take risks, but only for something
worth while, not for bits of old newspaper.
What could you have done with it even if
you had kept it?”

“Not much, perhaps. But it was evidence. It
might have planted a few doubts here and
there, supposing that I'd dared to show it to
anybody. I don’t imagine that we can alter
anything in our own lifetime. But one can

-- Her, g9 ¢c uumu He O0bIA 3HakoM. OHU OBbIAK
JAeHaMU BHyTpeHHe# naptuu. Kpome Toro,
OHHM TOpa3m0 CTapllle MeHs. ITO AIIH
CTaporo BPEMEHH, HOPEBOAIOLIMOHHOTO. $1
UX U B AHIO-TO €1Ba 3HAA.

-- Torma modYeMy CTOABKO IIE€PEKUBAHHUU?
Koro-To Bce BpeMd yOUBaloT, mpaBaa?

OH IOITBITAACS OOBSICHUTD.

-- OTo cAy4aill HCKAIOYUTEABHBIM. [lea0 He
TOABKO B TOM, YTO KOTo-TO yb6maum. ThI
[IOHUMAEIlb, YTO IIPOIIAOE HaA4YMHAd CO
BYEpAIITHETo AHA (PaKTUYECKH OTMEHEHO?
Ecan OHO TZe Hu YIIEAEAO, TO TOABKO B
MaTEepHaABHBIX INpeaMeTax, HHKaK He
NIPUBS3aHHBIX K CAOBaM, -- BpPOJE 3ToH
CTEKAAIIKH. Beap MbBI OyKBaABHO HHYETO
yKe He 3HaeM O  DPEBOAIOIMHM U
JOPEBOAIOLIMOHHOM KU3HHU. [JOKyMEHTBI BCe
[0 OMHOTO YHHYTOXKEHBI HAW IOJEAAHBI,

BCE KHUTH HUCIIPaBAEHBI, KapTHUHBI
Iepenyucanbl, CTaTyH, YAWIBI W 30aHUS
IIepeMMEHOBaHbl, BCE OaTbl H3MeHeHBI. U
3TOT IPOIECC He IIpepbIBaeTCd HU Ha OOUH
[EHB, HU Ha MUHYTY. Hcrtopusa
OCTaHOBHAACH. Her HUYETO, KpoMme
HECKOHYAaeMOTO HACTOSILEro, TIAe IapTHs
Bcerza IIpaBa. 4 3Ha, KOHEYHO, YTO

IIPOIIIAOE IIOAJEABIBAIOT, HO HUYEM HE CMOT
O6pI 9TO mOOKa3aTh -- [axKe KOrZa caMm
COBepIINA IHoaneAKy. Kak ToApKO OHa
COoBepIlleHa, CBUAETEABCTBA  HCYE3alO0T.
EnuHCTBEHHOE CBUIETEABCTBO -- ¥ MEHA B
roAOBe, HO KTO IOPYYHTCS, HYTO XOTb Y
OMHOI'O €Ie YeAOBeKa COXPaHHAOCH B
namMsTH To ke camoe? ToapKO B TOT pas,
€IMHCTBEHHBIH pa3 B XKHU3HHU, g pacroaaraa
IIOIAMHHBIM hbakTHIECKUM
J0KA3aTeAbCTBOM --  NOCle  COOBITHH,

HECKOABKO AET CILYCTSI.
-- U 4T0 TOAKY?

ToAKy HHKAaKOro, IIOTOMy 4YTO depe3
HECKOABKO MHHYT 1 ero BbIGpocua. Ho ecan

OBl Takoe TIPOMU3OIIAO CErogHd, o OBl
COXPaHHUA.
- A g -- mer! -- crazasa [Ixyamsa. -- 4

coraacHa pHUCKOBaTb, HO paau dYero-To
CTOAIIET0, HE U3-3a KAOYKOB CTapoM
rasersl. Hy COXpaHUA ThI €T0 -- U YTO OBbI ThI
clieAan?

-- HaepHo, Hudyero ocobenHoro. Ho srto
ObIAO [MOKa3aTEABCTBO. KM Koe B KOM
IOCEAMAO OBl COMHEHHSI -- €CAH OBl
Habpascsa OyxXy KOMy-HHUOYOb €ro I10Ka3aTh.
9 BoBce He BoobOpaxaro, OyATO MBI
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imagine little knots of resistance springing
up here and there -- small groups of people
banding themselves together, and gradually
growing, and even leaving a few records
behind, so that the next generations can
carry on where we leave off.”

“'m not interested in the next generation,
dear. I'm interested in us.”
waist

“Youre only a rebel from the

downwards,” he told her.

She thought this brilliantly witty and flung
her arms round him in delight.

In the ramifications of party doctrine she
had not the faintest interest. Whenever he
began to talk of the principles of Ingsoc,
doublethink, the mutability of the past, and
the denial of objective reality, and to use
Newspeak words, she became bored and
confused and said that she never paid any
attention to that kind of thing. One knew
that it was all rubbish, so why let oneself
be worried by it? She knew when to cheer
and when to boo, and that was all one
needed. If he persisted in talking of such
subjects, she had a disconcerting habit of
falling asleep. She was one of those people
who can go to sleep at any hour and in any
position. Talking to her, he realized how
easy it was to present an appearance of
orthodoxy while having no grasp whatever
of what orthodoxy meant. In a way, the
world-view of the Party imposed itself most
successfully on people incapable of
understanding it. They could be made to
accept the most flagrant violations of
reality, because they never fully grasped
the enormity of what was demanded of
them, and were not sufficiently interested
in public events to notice what was
happening. By lack of understanding they
remained sane. They simply swallowed
everything, and what they swallowed did
them no harm, because it left no residue
behind, just as a grain of corn will pass
undigested through the body of a bird.

VI

It had happened at last. The expected
message had come. All his life, it seemed to
him, he had been waiting for this to
happen.

He was walking down the long corridor at

CIIOCOOHBI YTO-TO H3MEHHTb IIPH Haluei
xKu3HU. Ho MOXKHO BOOOpa3UTh, YTO TaM H
CSIM BO3HHUKHYT OYaiKKH COIIPOTHBAEHHS --
cobepyTcs MaA€HBKHE I'PYIIIbBL Alofel, OyayT
IIOCTEIIEHHO DACTH U, MOXKET OBITb, maxKe
OCTaBAT ITocAe ce0sT HECKOABKO NOKYMEHTOB,
4TOOBI IIPOYAO CAEAYyIOIllee IIOKOAEHHE U
IIPOIOAXKHAO HAIIE IEAO.

-- Caenyiolllee TTOKOAEHUE, MUABIM, MEHS HE
uHTEpecyeT. MeHsT HHTEpeCyeM MBI.

-- Tel OyHTOBIIMIIA TOABKO HIXKE II0SCa, --
CKa3aA OH.

Illyrka mokazasack [IXKyAnu 3amMedaTeAbHO
OCTPOYMHOM, 1 OHA B BOCTOPre 0OHsAA €ro.

XUTPOCTIAETEHUST TTAPTUUHOM MHOKTPUHEI €e
He 3aHUMaau coBceM. Korma oH paccyzxmaa
O IIPUHITUIIAX AHICOLA, O ABOEMBICAWH, 00
U3MEHYUBOCTH MPOLIAOTO U OTPUIIAHHU
OOBEKTUBHOM MOEUCTBUTEABHOCTH, A EIIe
ynoTpebAsis HOBOSI30BCKHE CAOBA, OHA Cpasy
HaYpHaAa CKydaTh, CMyIlaaach U TOBOPHAA,
4YTO HHUKOIZA He obpalasra BHHMAaHUA Ha
Takhe Bel. YCHO BeOb, YTO BCE 3TO

yemyxa, TaK 3adeM BoaHoBaThca? OHa
3HaeT, Korga KpudaTb «ypa» H KOraa
VAIOAIOKaTb, -- a 0oAbIlle HHYEro He

Tpebyercs. Ecan OH Bce-TakKu NIPOIOAKAA
TOBOPUTH Ha 3TU TEMbI, OHA OOBIKHOBEHHO
3acChbIIlana, yem IPUBOANAA ero B
3amernaTeAbcTBo. OHa OblAa U3 TEX AIOIEH,
KOTOpBIE CIIOCOOHBI 3aCHYTH B AI0OO€ BpeMs
U B AIOOOM moaoxxeHuu. Becenyss c Heit, oH
HOHSA, [0 Yero AeTrKO MIPEeACTABAITHCS
UOIEWHBIM, HE UMesI JaXKe MIOHSTHS O CaMHUX
Haesax. B HEKOTOPOM CMBICAE
MHUPOBO33pE€HHE IIapTHH YCIEIIHEee BCero
OPUBHUBAaAOCH AIOASM, HE CIIOCOOHBIM €ro
moHaTb. OHHU corAaUIalOTCd C  CaMbIMH
BOITHUIOIIIMMU HCKaXKEHUSIMHU
JEUCTBUTEABHOCTH, 00O HE TIOHUMAIOT BCETO
6e300pasus MOAMEHBI M, MaAO HMHTEPECYsCh
0OOIIECTBEHHBLIMH COOBITUSIMH, HE 3aMeEYaloT,
YTO IIPOHCXOAUT BOKpPYr. HemoHATAWBOCTH
cracaetr ux OT G6e3ymusa. OHH TAOTAIOT BCe

noApsnA, M TO, YTO OHH TAOTAWOT, He
NpUYMHAET KM BpeJa, HE OCTaBAsSeT
ocagka, IOAOOHO TOMy KakK KyKypy3HoOe

3€pHO IPOXOAUT HEIEPEBAaPEHHBIM dYepes
KHUIIEYHUK MITUIIBI.

VI

Caydnaocs HaKOHEII. [Ipuaa
JIOATOKIaHHAasI BECTDb. BCIO XM3HBb, KA3aA0Ch
€My, OH XKJlaA 3TOTO COOBITHSI.

Ou IIeA IO  [OAMHHOMY  KOPHIOPY
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the Ministry and he was almost at the spot
where Julia had slipped the note into his
hand when he became aware that someone
larger than himself was walking just behind
him. The person, whoever it was, gave a
small cough, evidently as a prelude to
speaking. Winston stopped abruptly and
turned. It was O’Brien.

At last they were face to face, and it seemed
that his only impulse was to run away. His
heart bounded violently. He would have
been incapable of speaking. O’Brien,
however, had continued forward in the
same movement, laying a friendly hand for
a moment on Winston’s arm, so that the
two of them were walking side by side. He
began speaking with the peculiar grave
courtesy that differentiated him from the
majority of Inner Party members.

“l had been hoping for an opportunity of
talking to you,” he said. “I was reading one
of your Newspeak articles in the Times the
other day. You take a scholarly interest in
Newspeak, I believe?”

Winston had recovered part of his self-
possession.

“Hardly scholarly,” he said. “I'm only an
amateur. It’s not my subject. I have never
had anything to do with the actual
construction of the language.”

“But you write it very elegantly,” said
O’Brien. “That is not only my own opinion. I
was talking recently to a friend of yours
who is certainly an expert. His name has
slipped my memory for the moment.”

Again Winston’s heart stirred painfully. It
was inconceivable that this was anything
other than a reference to Syme. But Syme
was not only dead, he was abolished, an
unperson. Any identifiable reference to him
would have been mortally dangerous.
O’Brien’s remark must obviously have been
intended as a signal, a codeword. By
sharing a small act of thoughtcrime he had
turned the two of them into accomplices.
They had continued to stroll slowly down
the corridor, but now O’Brien halted. With
the curious, disarming friendliness that he
always managed to put in to the gesture he
resettled his spectacles on his nose. Then
he went on:

“What I had really intended to say was that
in your article I noticed you had used two

MHHHCTEPCTBA M, NPUOAMKAACE K TOMY
Mecty, rae [[3KyAusi CyHyAa €My B DPYKY
3aIHCKy, [IOYyBCTBOBAA, YTO IO IIATaM 3a
HUM HOET KTO-TO, -- KTO-TO KpYIIHEE €ro.
Hen3BeCTHBIN TUXOHBKO KAIIASHYA, KaK ObI
HaMepeBasCh 3arOBOPHTh. YHHCTOH 3aMep
Ha Mecre, obepHyacsa. Ilepen HuUM ObIA
O'BpatieH.

HakoHeIl-To OHH O4YyTHAHUCH C TAa3y Ha raas,
HO YHMHCTOHOM BAaZeAO0 KaK OyATO OOHO

xepraHue -- Oexarb. Cepale y Hero
BBIIPBITHBAAO K3 TIPyOU. 3aroBOPHUTH
nepBbiIM OH Obl He cmor. O'Bpaiten,

IIpoaoAXKas UATH IPEXHUM IIaroM, Ha MHT
JOTPOHYACH [0 PYKHM YHHCTOHA, U OHH
nomau  pganoMm. O'BpaiieH 3aroBopua ¢
BasKHOH YYTHBOCTBIO, KOTOpas OTAMYAAa €Tr0o
OT OOABIIMHCTBA YAEHOB BHYTPEHHEH
IapTHH.

-- 4 xxpmaa caydasa ¢ BaMH IIOTOBOPHUTE, --

HayaA OH. -- Ha gHax g IIPpOY€A Bally
cTaThI0 Ha HOBosi3e B «Taiimcr. HAaCKOABKO s

IIOHMMAIO, Balll HHTEPEC K HOBOH3Y --
Hay4HOro cBo¥cTBa?

K YuHCcTOHY 4aCTUYHO BEPHYAOCH
camoobaaaHue.

-- ExBa Anm Hay4HOro, -- OTBETHA OH. -- I
BCErO0 AHIIb OUAETAHT. OTO He Mod
CIIEIIMAABHOCTb. B IPaKTUYECKOM

pa3paboTKe s3bIKA S HUKOTZA He IIPHUHHMAaA
y4acTus.

Ho wnammucana oHa o4YeHb HU3LAIIHO, --
ckazan O'BpatieH. -- OTO HE TOABKO MO€
MHeHHe. HemaBHO g pasroBaprBaA C OJHHUM
BalllUM 3HAKOMBIM - OIIpeIEACHHO
cneruasucToM. He Mory cefiyac BCIIOMHHUTB
€ro UMs.

Cepane VYHHCTOHA OIATH 3aTOPOIHAOCE.
ComHeHUH HeT -- peuyb o Caiime. Ho Caiim
HE IIPOCTO MEPTB, OH OTMEHEH -- HEeauyo.
Jaxxe 3aByasHpOBaHHOE YIIOMHHAHHE O HEM
cMmepTeabHO oracHo. CaoBa O'BpailieHa He
MOTAH OBITH HHYEM HHBIM, KaK CHTHAAOM,
napoaeM. CoBepIIMB IIpH HEM  3TO
MaAeHBKOe MbIcaenpectyriaeHre, O'Bpatien
B3A €ro B COOOIIHHUKH. OHH IIPOAOANKAAH
MEOA€HHO MATH II0 KOPHAOPY, HO TYT
O'Bpatien ocraHoBuAcs. IlonpaBra Ha HOCY
OYKH -- KaK BCErza, B 5TOM JKeCTe OBbIAO
49TO-TO 00€e30pyKUBAIOIIee, APYKEAIOOHOM.
ITorom mpomoazkaa:

- 5{, B CYIIHOCTH, BOT YTO XOTEA CKas3aTh: B
Ballled craTbe 4 3aMeTUA [Ba CAOBAQ,
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words which have become obsolete. But
they have only become so very recently.
Have you seen the tenth edition of the
Newspeak Dictionary?”

“No,” said Winston. “I didn’t think it had
been issued yet. We are still using the ninth
in the Records Department.”

“The tenth edition is not due to appear for
some months, I believe. But a few advance
copies have been circulated. I have one
myself. It might interest you to look at it,
perhaps?”

“Very much so,” said Winston, immediately
seeing where this tended.

“Some of the new developments are most
ingenious. The reduction in the number of
verbs -- that is the point that will appeal to
you, I think. Let me see, shall I send a
messenger to you with the dictionary? But I
am afraid I invariably forget anything of
that kind. Perhaps you could pick it up at
my flat at some time that suited you? Wait.
Let me give you my address.”

They were standing in front of a telescreen.
Somewhat absentmindedly O’Brien felt two
of his pockets and then produced a small
leather-covered notebook and a gold ink-
pencil. Immediately beneath the telescreen,
in such a position that anyone who was
watching at the other end of the instrument
could read what he was writing, he
scribbled an address, tore out the page and
handed it to Winston.

“l am usually at home in the evenings,” he
said. “If not, my servant will give you the
dictionary.”

He was gone, leaving Winston holding the
scrap of paper, which this time there was
no need to conceal. Nevertheless he
carefully memorized what was written on it,
and some hours later dropped it into the
memory hole along with a mass of other
papers.

They had been talking to one another for a
couple of minutes at the most. There was
only one meaning that the episode could
possibly have. It had been contrived as a
way of letting Winston know O’Brien’s
address. This was necessary, because
except by direct enquiry it was never
possible to discover where anyone lived.
There were no directories of any kind. “If
you ever want to see me, this is where I can
be found,” was what O’Brien had been
saying to him. Perhaps there would even be

KOTOpBIE y3Ke CYHTAIOTCH ycTapeBiiumu. Ho
YCTapeBLINMH OHU CTAAW COBCEM HENABHO.

Bel BuaeAaum pgecaToe H3AaHHE CAOBaps
HOBOHA3a?
-- Her, -- ckazaa YuHcTOH. -- Ilo-Moemy,

OHO eIlle He BBIIIAO. Y Hac B O0OTHeAe
JOKYMEHTAIINH II0Ka ITOAB3YIOTCSI AEBSITHIM.

-- [JecaTtoe wu3maHHe, HACKOABKO € 3HAIO,
BBIIyCTAT AWUIIL YepPe3 HECKOABKO MECSIIEB.
Ho CUTHaABHBIE 3K3EMIIASIPEI yKe
pasocaaHbl. Y MEHsS e€cTb. BaM HHTEpecHO
OBIAO OBI MOCMOTPETH?

-- O4eHb HHTEPECHO, -- CKa3aA YHUHCTOH,
cpasy HOHAB, KyJa OH KAOHHT.

-- HekoTopbsle HOBOBBEAEHUA YPE3BBIYANHO
OCTPOYMHBI. CokparteHue KOAHUYECTBA
TAAQTOAOB... S1 AyMaro, 3TO BaM IOHPaBHUTCS.
MaBaiite nmogymaeMm. Ilprucaars BaM cAOBapb
c KyprepoM? Borocs, g KpaiiHe 3a0bIBUUB B
mMoM00HBIX meaax. MoxkeT, Bbl caMH 3aiifere
3a HUM KO MHE [OMOH -- B AI0Goe ymoGHoe
BpeMsa? MuHyTKy. I njaM BaMm afgpec.

OHu crosiau nepen TeaekpaHoM. O'Bpatien
pacCcesiHHO IIOpPBIACE B 00OOMX KapMaHax,
IIOTOM H3BAEK KOXKAHBIH OAOKHOT M 30A0TOH
YEepHUABHBIM  KapaHpaumi. [Ipamo 1on
TEAGKpaHOM, B TaKOM  MECTe, dYTO
HabAromaronmmii Ha [APYroM KOHIE AETKO
npodea OBl HammCaHHOe, OH Habpocaa
azipec, BBIPBAA AUCTOK U BPY4YHA YHUHCTOHY.

- Be‘{epaMI/I g, KakK IIpaBHAO, Ooma, --
CKasaA OH. -- Ecan MeHd He 6yILCT, CAOBapb
BaM OTHACT CAyra.

OH yuies, OCTABHB YHMHCTOHA C AHUCTKOM
Oymaru, KOTOPbIH Ha 3TOT pa3 MOXKHO ObIAO
He npsaTaTh. TeM He MeHee YHHCTOH 3ay4HA
agpec M HECKOABKMMH YacaM{ II03XKe
GPOCHA AHCTOK B THE3ZO IaMSTH BMECTE C
OPyTUMU GyMaramu.

PasroBapuBasu OHH coBceM Hemoaro. U
OOBACHUTE 3Ty BCTPEYy MOKHO TOABKO
onauM. OHa IIOACTPOEHA [AS TOTO, YTOOBI
coobuute YuHCTOHY azpec O'BpatieHa.
Huoro criocoba He ObIAO: BBIACHUTH, TJ€E
YEeAOBEK JKHBET, MOXKHO, AWIIEL CIIPOCHB 00
3TOM IIpaMO. AApPECHBIX KHHUTI HeT. «Ecau
3aXOTUTE CO MHOU IIOBUAATHCS, Halmere
MEHSI TaM-TO» -- BOT YTO Ha CaMOM [EAe

ckazaa eMmy O'Bpaiten. BosMmoxkHO, B
caoBape Oyzer chopaTaHa 3amucka. Bo
BCSIKOM CAy4ae, $ICHO OJHO: 3aroBop, O
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a message concealed somewhere in the
dictionary. But at any rate, one thing was
certain. The conspiracy that he had
dreamed of did exist, and he had reached
the outer edges of it.

He knew that sooner or later he would obey
O’Brien’s summons. Perhaps tomorrow,
perhaps after a long delay -- he was not
certain. What was happening was only the
working-out of a process that had started
years ago. The first step had been a secret,
involuntary thought, the second had been
the opening of the diary. He had moved
from thoughts to words, and now from
words to actions. The last step was
something that would happen in the
Ministry of Love. He had accepted it. The
end was contained in the beginning. But it
was frightening: or, more exactly, it was
like a foretaste of death, like being a little
less alive. Even while he was speaking to
O’Brien, when the meaning of the words
had sunk in, a chilly shuddering feeling
had taken possession of his body. He had
the sensation of stepping into the
dampness of a grave, and it was not much
better because he had always known that
the grave was there and waiting for him.

VII

Winston had woken up with his eyes full of
tears. Julia rolled sleepily against him,
murmuring something that might have
been “What’s the matter?”

“l dreamt--" he began, and stopped short. It
was too complex to be put into words.
There was the dream itself, and there was a
memory connected with it that had swum
into his mind in the few seconds after
waking.

He lay back with his eyes shut, still sodden
in the atmosphere of the dream. It was a
vast, luminous dream in which his whole
life seemed to stretch out before him like a
landscape on a summer evening after rain.
It had all occurred inside the glass
paperweight, but the surface of the glass
was the dome of the sky, and inside the
dome everything was flooded with clear soft
light in which one could see into
interminable distances. The dream had also
been comprehended by -- indeed, in some
sense it had consisted in -- a gesture of the
arm made by his mother, and made again
thirty years later by the Jewish woman he
had seen on the news film, trying to shelter
the small boy from the bullets, before the

KOTOPOM  YHMHCTOH  MedTaa, BCE-TakH
CyIIECTBYET ¥ YHMHCTOH HIPHUOAM3HACS K
HEMY BIAOTHYIO.

PaHO wWAM IIO3MHO OH HABHUTCA Ha 30B
O'Bpatiena. 3aBrTpa gBUTCA HAU OyzeT
IIOATO OTKAAIBIBaTh -- OH caM He 3HaA. To,
9To0  cedyac [POUCXOAUT, -- IIPOCTO
pasBUTHE IIPOllecca, HAYaBIIEroCs CKOABKO-
TO AeT Hazan. [lepBrIM I1aroM Gbira TafiHas
HedasHHas MbBICAb, BTOPBIM -- JHEBHHK. OT
MBICAEH OH IIepelleA K CAOBaM, a Tenepb OT
cAOB K meay. Ilocaeguum marom Oyzmer To,
YTO IIPOHU30HAET B MHHHCTEPCTBe AroOBH. C
9TUM OH mpumupuacs. KoHerr yke
comepKUTCSI B Hadase. Ho 2T0 1myraao;
TO4YHee, OH KaK Obl y2Ke IT04ysIA CMEPTh, KaK
O6pl cTaa dYyTh MeHee KUBBIM. Korma oH
roBopua c¢ O'BpatieHom, Korma OO HEro
JOLIEA CMBICA IIPHTAAQIIEHHs, €r0 OXBAaTHA
03H06. YyBcTBO 6OBIAO Takoe, OyaTO OH
CTYIIMA B CBIPYIO MOTHAY; OH U paHbllle
3HaA, YTO MOTHAA HEIAAEKO U JKIET ero, HO
A€Tde eMy OT 9TOTO He CTaAo.

VII

YUHCTOH MpoCHyAcd B caAe3ax. J[XKyauda
COHHO IIPHBAaAMAACh K HEMY M IIpOAEIIeTasd
YTO-TO HEBHATHOE, MOXKeT ObITh: «4YTOo ¢
TODOOU?»

-- MHe CHHAOCB... -- Ha4aA OH M OCEKCS.
CAWIIIKOM CAOXKHO: HE YKAAIbIBAAOCH B
caoBa. Tyr OpIA M cam 10 cebe COH, U
BOCIIOMHHAHHE, C HHUM CBS3aHHOE, -- OHO
BCIIABIAO dYepe3 HECKOABKO CEKYHJ II0CAE
IpoOy>KAeHUS.

OH CHOBa A€r, 3aKpblA TrAa3a, BCE eIle
HAAUTBIA CHOM... OTO OBIA IIPOCTOPHBIH,
CBETO3apHBI  COH, BCH €ro  KHU3Hb
PacKHHyAacCh Ilepel HHUM B 9TOM CHE, Kak
rmefizask A€THHM BEYEPOM IIOCAE MOKIM.
IIpoucxXomua0 BCe BHYTPH CTEKASHHOTO
[Ipecc-Iambe, HO [IOBEPXHOCTH CTeKAa OblAa
HeOOCBOZOM, U MUpP mon HeOOCBOAOM ObIA
3aAUT SICHBIM MATKHUM CBETOM, OTKPBIBIIHM
raazy Oeckpaiinue maau. Kpome Toro,
MOTHBOM CHA -- U Ja¥Ke ero COAepKaHHeM -
- ObIA  JKECT  MaTepHUHCKOH  pyKH,
[IOBTOPHUBIINNICH TPHUALIATE A€T CIyCTS B
KHHOXPOHUKE, TI/le €BpeilKa IbITaAach
3arOPOAUTH MAAEHBKOI'O MAABYHMKA OT IIYAb,
a I[IOTOM BEPTOAET pa30pBaa o00OUX B
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helicopter blew them both to pieces.

“Do you know,” he said, “that until this
moment [ believed I had murdered my
mother?”

“Why did you murder her?” said Julia,
almost asleep.

“I didn’t murder her. Not physically.”

In the dream he had remembered his last
glimpse of his mother, and within a few
moments of waking the cluster of small
events surrounding it had all come back. It
was a memory that he must have
deliberately pushed out of his
consciousness over many years. He was not
certain of the date, but he could not have
been less than ten years old, possibly
twelve, when it had happened.

His father had disappeared some time
earlier, how much earlier he could not
remember. He remembered better the
rackety, uneasy circumstances of the time:
the periodical panics about air-raids and
the sheltering in Tube stations, the piles of
rubble everywhere, the unintelligible
proclamations posted at street corners, the
gangs of youths in shirts all the same
colour, the enormous queues outside the
bakeries, the intermittent machine-gun fire
in the distance -- above all, the fact that
there was never enough to eat. He
remembered long afternoons spent with
other boys in scrounging round dustbins
and rubbish heaps, picking out the ribs of
cabbage leaves, potato peelings, sometimes
even scraps of stale breadcrust from which
they carefully scraped away the cinders;
and also in waiting for the passing of trucks
which travelled over a certain route and
were known to carry cattle feed, and which,
when they jolted over the bad patches in
the road, sometimes spilt a few fragments
of oil-cake.

When his father disappeared, his mother
did not show any surprise or any violent
grief, but a sudden change came over her.
She seemed to have become completely
spiritless. It was evident even to Winston
that she was waiting for something that she
knew must happen. She did everything that
was needed -- cooked, washed, mended,
made the bed, swept the floor, dusted the
mantelpiece -- always very slowly and with
a curious lack of superfluous motion, like
an artist’s lay-figure moving of its own
accord. Her large shapely body seemed to

KAOYbd.

-- Tel 3Haems, -- cKasaa YHHCTOH, -- [0
5TO# MUHYTEI & [yMaA, YTO yOUA MaTb.

-- Bauem yb6ma? --
JKyAud.

-- Her, a1 ee He youa. dusngecku.

CIIPOCOHOK CKa3aaa

Bo cHe OH BCIIOMHUA, KaK B IIOCAEIHUN pa3
yBHUIEA MaTh, a 4Yepe3 HECKOABKO CEKYH[I
rocae IPOOYKAEHUST BOCCTAHOBHUAACH BCS
Lerb MEAKUX COObITH Toro aus. HaBepHoe,
OH [OOATHE TO[bI OTTAAKHBaA OT cebs 3To
BocriomMuHaHue. K KakoMy BpeMEHH OHO
OTHOCHUTCH, OH TOYHO HE 3HaA, HO AET eMy
OBIAO TOTZIa HE MEHBIIIE MECITH, & TO U BCE
BEHAIIATh.

Orerr muc4ye3 paHbllle; HAMHOIO AM DAaHBbIIIE,
OH He IIOMHHA. AydIlle COXPAaHHAWCH B
IaMaTH I[IPHMETHI TOTO HAIIPSKEHHOIO U
CyMOypHOTO BpEMEHM: IAHUKA W CHUAECHUE
Ha CTaHIMU METPO IO CAyYAK BO3LYLIHBIX
HaAETOB, rpyasl GuToro KUPIIHYA,
HEBPAa3yMHUTEABHBIE BO33BaHUs,
pacKAeeHHBIE Ha yraax, BaTard IapHeil B
pybaikax OAHMHAKOBOTO I[BETa, IPOMaIHBIE
ouepeny y OyAOUHBIX, IIyA€MeTHAas CTPeAbba
BOAAEKE U, B IIEPBYIO TOAOBY, BedHAas
HexBaTka efnpl. OH HOMHHA, KaK IOATHMH
TIOCAETIOAYIEHHBIMU ~ YacaMH BMECTe C
OPYTUMH DPeBSITaMH PBIACS B MYCOPHBIX
fakax M Ha IOMONKAaX, OTBICKUBAsS XPSILY,

KapTopeabHbIe OYHCTKH, a TO u
3alIA€CHEBEAYI0O KOPKY, C KOTOPOM OHH
TIATEABHO COCKabAMBaAM TIOpPEAOe; Kak
KIAAU TPY30BHUKOB C (PypazkoM, €3QUBIIMX
o OIIpeeAEHHOMY MapIIpyTy: Ha
pasbUTBIX  MecTaxX  [OOPOTH  TPY30BHK
oabpaceIBao, uHOTAA BBICBIIIAAOCE

HECKOABKO KYCOYKOB 2KMbIXAa.

Korma mcdyes orel, MaTb HHYEM He BBIaAad
YAUBACHHUS MAW OTYasIHHSA, HO KaK-TO BAPYT
BCcH IlepeMeHHAach. V3 Hee OyaTO KHU3HB
yuiaa. [laxke YHUHCTOHY OBIAO BHIHO, 4YTO
OHa KIET 4ero-To HeusbexHoro. /foma oHa
IpoaoAXKaAa AeAaTh BCIO OOBIYHYIO paboTy -
- cTpdmasa, CTHpasa, IIToIlasad, CTEAHAA
KpOBaTh, [IOAMETAAA II0A, BBITHPAAA IIBIAb, -
- TOABKO OYE€HBb MEJACHHO M CTPaHHO, 0e3
€QWHOTO  AMIIHEro [JBHXKEHHS, CAOBHO
OXKUBIINH MaHeKeH. Ee KpyllHoe KpacHuBoe
TeA0 KakK Obl camMo coboif BHOagaso B
HEIOABHKHOCTb. JacamMM oOHa cHAesa Ha
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relapse naturally into stillness. For hours
at a time she would sit almost immobile on
the bed, nursing his young sister, a tiny,
ailing, very silent child of two or three, with
a face made simian by thinness. Very
occasionally she would take Winston in her
arms and press him against her for a long
time without saying anything. He was
aware, in spite of his youthfulness and
selfishness, that this was somehow
connected with the never-mentioned thing
that was about to happen.

He remembered the room where they lived,
a dark, close-smelling room that seemed
half filled by a bed with a white
counterpane. There was a gas ring in the
fender, and a shelf where food was kept,
and on the landing outside there was a
brown earthenware sink, common to
several rooms. He remembered his mother’s
statuesque body bending over the gas ring
to stir at something in a saucepan. Above
all he remembered his continuous hunger,
and the fierce sordid battles at mealtimes.
He would ask his mother naggingly, over
and over again, why there was not more
food, he would shout and storm at her (he
even remembered the tones of his voice,
which was beginning to break prematurely
and sometimes boomed in a peculiar way),
or he would attempt a snivelling note of
pathos in his efforts to get more than his
share. His mother was quite ready to give
him more than his share. She took it for
granted that he, “the boy”, should have the
biggest portion; but however much she gave
him he invariably demanded more. At every
meal she would beseech him not to be
selfish and to remember that his little sister
was sick and also needed food, but it was
no use. He would cry out with rage when
she stopped ladling, he would try to wrench
the saucepan and spoon out of her hands,
he would grab bits from his sister’s plate.
He knew that he was starving the other
two, but he could not help it; he even felt
that he had a right to do it. The clamorous
hunger in his belly seemed to justify him.
Between meals, if his mother did not stand
guard, he was constantly pilfering at the
wretched store of food on the shelf.

One day a chocolate-ration was issued.
There had been no such issue for weeks or
months past. He remembered quite clearly
that precious little morsel of chocolate. It
was a two-ounce slab (they still talked

KpOBaTH, IIOYTH He IIEeBEAsCh, U [AepzKasa
Ha pyKaxX ero MA3IUIyI0 CECTPEHKY --
MaA€HBKYIO, OOA€3HEHHYI0, OYEHBb THXYIO
OEBOYKY ABYX HAH TPEX AET, OT XymoObl
IIOXOXKYIO AUIIOM Ha 00e3bsHKy. VHoraa oHa
obHMMaAa YHHCTOHA U JOATO IIPHKHMAaAd K
cebe, He TIpon3HOCH HU caoBa. OH IIOHHUMAA,
HECMOTPS Ha CBOE€ MAaAOAETCTBO H 3I'OH3M,
9TO 3TO KAK-TO CBSI3aHO C TEM OAM3KUM U
Heu30exXKHBIM, O YeM OHa HHUKOrJa He
TOBODHT.

OH NOMHHMA HX KOMHATy, TEMHYIO MYIIHYIO
KOMHATy, IIOAOBHHY KOTOPOH 3aHMMaaa
KpOBaThb oz, 6eApIM CTeraHbIM
IIOKpBIBaAOM. B KoMHaTe OblA KaMHH C
ra3oBoi KOH(MOPKOH, ITOAKA [IASI TIPOAYKTOB,
a CHapyXH, Ha ACCTHHUYHOM IIAOLIAAKE, --
KOpHUYHeBasd KepaMH4YecKasd PpPaKOBUHA,
ofHa Ha HECKOABKO ceMei. OH IIOMHHA, KaK
LHapCTBEHHOE TEAO MaTePH CKAOHSAOCH Haj
KOH(OPKO#i -- OHa Melllaaa B Kactpioae. Ho
AydlIIle BCETO IIOMHHA HENPEPBIBHBIM TOAOM,
ApoCcTHBIE M Oe300pa3Hble CBaphl 3a €I0H.
OH HBIA ¥ HBIA, [OYEMy OHa HE [OaeT
nobaBKM, OH KpH4Yaa Ha Hee M CKaHIAAHA
(mazke roaoc cBO#f IIOMHHA -- TOAOC Y HETO
CTasn paHO AOMAaThbCA U BPEMS OT BPEMEHH
OH BIAPYr B3peBBIBaA OacoM) uan OuA Ha
KaAOCTh M XHBIKaA, IIBITAACh JOOHTHCS
Goarllleii moan. MaTh C TOTOBHOCTBIO flaBasa
eMmy Ooapire. OH TIpUHHMMaa 3TO Kak
JOAXKHOE: €My, «MaAb4YHKYy», II0AQrasoCh
Ooabllle BCeX, HO, CKOABKO ObI HH Jasa OHa
AHIIIHETO, OH TpeboBaa ere u eite. Kaxxapri
pa3 oHa yMoAsiAa €ro He OBITB 3TOHCTOM,
IIOMHHUTH, YTO CECTpPeHKa OoAbHa U TOXKe
JOAKHA €CTh, -- HO 0e3 ToaKy. Korzma oHna
IepecraBasa HaKAaAbIBaTh, OH KpHYas OT
3AOCTH, BBIPBIBAA Y Hee IIOAOBHHUK H
KaCTPIOAIO, XBaTaa KYCKH C CECTPHHOH
Tapeakyu. OH 3Haa, 4YTO M3-3a HEro OHU
TrOAOJAIOT, HO HHYEro He MOr C coboi
coeaaTh; y Hero maxe ObIAO OIyILEeHHe
cBoeil mpaBoThl. Ero kak Obl ompaBapIBas
roAOAHBIN OyHT B XKeaygke. A Mexay
Tpare3aMH, CTOHAO MaTepH OTBEPHYTHCH,
TallHA 13 JKAAKHUX IIPHUIIACOB Ha IIOAKE.

OpnHaxKApl UM BBIIAAHW 110 TAAOHY IIIOKOAAI.
BriepBble 3a  HECKOABKO HeOEAb  HAU
MECSIIEB. Ou SICHO TTOMHHUA 3Ty
AparoleHHyI0 NAUTOYKY. [IBe yHIMHU (TOrma
elle CYWTAaAM Ha YHIIMH) Ha TPOHUX.
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about ounces in those days) between the
three of them. It was obvious that it ought
to be divided into three equal parts.
Suddenly, as though he were listening to
somebody else, Winston heard himself
demanding in a loud booming voice that he
should be given the whole piece. His
mother told him not to be greedy. There
was a long, nagging argument that went
round and round, with shouts, whines,
tears, remonstrances, bargainings. His tiny
sister, clinging to her mother with both
hands, exactly like a baby monkey, sat
looking over her shoulder at him with large,
mournful eyes. In the end his mother broke
off three-quarters of the chocolate and gave
it to Winston, giving the other quarter to
his sister. The little girl took hold of it and
looked at it dully, perhaps not knowing
what it was. Winston stood watching her
for a moment. Then with a sudden swift
spring he had snatched the piece of
chocolate out of his sister’s hand and was
fleeing for the door.

“Winston, Winston!” his mother called after
him. “Come back! Give your sister back her
chocolate!”

He stopped, but did not come back. His
mother’s anxious eyes were fixed on his
face. Even now he was thinking about the
thing, he did not know what it was that was
on the point of happening. His sister,
conscious of having been robbed of
something, had set up a feeble wail. His
mother drew her arm round the child and
pressed its face against her breast.
Something in the gesture told him that his
sister was dying. He turned and fled down
the stairs. with the chocolate growing sticky
in his hand.

He never saw his mother again. After he
had devoured the chocolate he felt
somewhat ashamed of himself and hung
about in the streets for several hours, until
hunger drove him home. When he came
back his mother had disappeared. This was
already becoming normal at that time.
Nothing was gone from the room except his
mother and his sister. They had not taken
any clothes, not even his mother’s overcoat.
To this day he did not know with any
certainty that his mother was dead. It was
perfectly possible that she had merely been
sent to a forced-labour camp. As for his
sister, she might have been removed, like
Winston himself, to one of the colonies for

IllokoAan, MOHATHO, HamO OBIAO PA3IEAHUTH
Ha TPU paBHBIE YacTH. BApyr, cAOBHO coO
CTOPOHBI, YUHCTOH YCABIIIIaA CBOM T'DOMKHUH
bac: oH TpeboBaa Bce. MaTh ckaszaaa: He
kagHu4ait. Hadaaca moaruit, HyJHBIH CIIOD,
¢ 6ECKOHEYHBIMH IIOBTOPEHHUSIMH, KPUKaMH,
HBITBEM, CAE€3aMHM, YTrOBOPaMH, TOPrOBAEH.
CecTpa, BLENHBIINCE B MaTb O00eHUMH
PYYOHKaMH, COBCEM KakK  00e3bgHHH
[ETEHBII, OrAdAblBaAacCh Ha HEro dYepes
IA€Y0 OOABIIMMM II€YaAbHBIMH TAa3aMu. B
KOHIle  KOHIIOB MaThb OTAOMHAA  OT
IIOKOAQAKHM TpPU  YeTBEPTH U Jasa
YUHCTOHY, a OCTaBIIyIOCSI YETBEPTb --
cectpe. [leBo4yKa B3gAa CBOH KyCOK H TYIIO

cMoOTpeAa Ha HEro, MOXeT ObITb, He
MOHMMAasI, YTO OTO TaKOoe. YHUHCTOH
HabAomaa 3a Hel. [IoToM IIOACKOYHA,

BBIXBATHA y HEE IIIOKOAAQD U 6pOCI/IACH BOH.

-- YuHCTOH, YHUHCTOH! -- KpHU4iaAa BIOTOHKY
Marthk. -- Beprucs! Otpaii cecTpe mmoroaan!

OH ocTaHOBHACH, HO Ha3a He noirea. Matb
HE CBOJHAA C HETO TPEBOXKHBIX TAa3. [laxke
cefiyac OHa AyMasa O TOM Ke, OAM3KOM H
Hen30eKHOM... -- YUHCTOH He 3HAA, O YeM.
Cectpa moHsgAa, uTO ee obumean, u caabo
3araakasa. Marb obxBaThaa €€ OIHOM
PYKOM u npuxasa K rpyau. Ilo atomy xecty
OH KaK-TO IOTaJaAcs, UTO CecTpa yMHpPAaeT.
OH moBepHyAcss H cOeXXaa II0 AECTHHIIE,
[epsKa B KyAaKe TAIOILyI0 [IIOKOAQIKY.

Marepu oH Goabllle He Buaea. Korma oH
IIPOTAOTHA IIOKOAAZ, €My CTaAO CTBIAHO, H
HECKOABKO 4YacoB, ITIOKyJa TOAOZ He ITOTHAaA
€ero IoMoH, oH 6poaua o yauniam. Korga on
BEpHYACsI, MaTepu He Obmo. B Ty mopy
TAKO€ YK€ CTaHOBHAOCH OOBIYHBIM. W3
KOMHAaThl HHUYEro HE MCYe3A0, KpoMe
MaTepu U cecTpbl. OmeXAy He B3dAH, JaiKe
MaTepuHO nasbro. OH [0 CHUX HOp He ObIA
BIIOAHE YBEpeH, d4YTo MaTh Imorubaa. He
HCKAIOYEHO, YTO €€ AMIIb OTIIPaBHAHU B
KaTOPXKHBIA Aarepb. YTo OO CecTpswl, TO ee
MOTAH IIOMECTUTB, KaK ¥ CaMOro YHHCTOHA,
B KOAOHHMIO [ OEeCHpH30pHBIX (9TH
«(BOCIIUTATEABHBIE LEHTPBD» BO3HHUKAHU B
pe3yAbTaTe TIpPaKOaHCKOM BOHHBI), HAH C
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homeless children (Reclamation Centres,
they were called) which had grown up as a
result of the civil war, or she might have
been sent to the labour camp along with his
mother, or simply left somewhere or other
to die.

The dream was still vivid in his mind,
especially the enveloping protecting gesture
of the arm in which its whole meaning
seemed to be contained. His mind went
back to another dream of two months ago.
Exactly as his mother had sat on the dingy
whitequilted bed, with the child clinging to
her, so she had sat in the sunken ship, far
underneath him, and drowning deeper
every minute, but still looking up at him
through the darkening water.

He told Julia the story of his mother’s
disappearance. Without opening her eyes
she rolled over and settled herself into a
more comfortable position.

“I expect you were a beastly little swine in
those days,” she said indistinctly. “All
children are swine.”

“Yes. But the real point of the story--"

From her breathing it was evident that she
was going off to sleep again. He would have
liked to continue talking about his mother.
He did not suppose, from what he could
remember of her, that she had been an
unusual woman, still less an intelligent
one; and yet she had possessed a kind of
nobility, a kind of purity, simply because
the standards that she obeyed were private
ones. Her feelings were her own, and could
not be altered from outside. It would not
have occurred to her that an action which
is ineffectual thereby becomes meaningless.
If you loved someone, you loved him, and
when you had nothing else to give, you still
gave him love. When the last of the
chocolate was gone, his mother had clasped
the child in her arms. It was no use, it
changed nothing, it did not produce more
chocolate, it did not avert the child’s death
or her own; but it seemed natural to her to
do it. The refugee woman in the boat had
also covered the little boy with her arm,
which was no more use against the bullets
than a sheet of paper. The terrible thing
that the Party had done was to persuade
you that mere impulses, mere feelings, were
of no account, while at the same time
robbing you of all power over the material
world. When once you were in the grip of

MaTephI0 B AArepb, HAH IIPOCTO OCTABHUAHM
roe-HUOyAb YMHPATE.

CHOBHIEHUE €Ile He IIOTaCA0 B TOAOBE --
0COGEHHO OOHHMAIOIINK, OXPAHHBIH KECT

MaTepH, B KOTOPOM, KazKeTcs, u
3aKAIOYaACS BeCh €ero cmbIica. Ha mamars
IIpUIIEA Apyrou COH, JBYXMECSAYHOM

JaBHOCTH. B ceromHdIinHeM OHa CHAeAa Ha
OemHOM KpoBaTh C OeAbIM IIOKPBIBAAOM,
[epXa CECTPEHKYy Ha pPyKax, B TOM TOXKe
cuaesa, HO Ha TOHyIIeM Kopabae, IaA€KO
BHM3Yy, U, C KaxXJI0M MHUHYTOH yXoad BCe
ray0oxe, cMOTpeAaa Ha HEro CHH3y CKBO3b
TEMHEIOIIMH CAOH BOMIBI.

OH pacckasaa [I:KyauH, Kak HcCYe3Aa MaTh.
He otkpbiBag raas, [xKyausa IepeBepHyAaCh
U AeTAa TIoynoGHee.

Buxky, Tbl OBIA TOrZA IOPAAOYHBIM
CBHUHEHKOM, -- IIpobopMmoTasa oHa. -- [leTu
BCE CBUHSATA.

-- [la. Ho raaBHOE TYT...

IMo gpIxaHWUIO ee OBIAO IIOHATHO, YTO OHA
CHOBa 3aceimaer. EMy XoTeaoch elle
IIOTOBOPUTE O MaTepu. M3 Toro, 4tro OH
IIOMHHA, HE CKAQIBIBAAOCH BIIEYATACHHUS O
HeM KaK O JKEHIIWHe HEOOBIKHOBEHHOH, a
TeM Gosee YMHO; HO B Hell GBIAO KaKOe-TO
6AaropofCTBO, KaKad-TO YHUCTOTAa -- IIPOCTO
IIOTOMYy, YTO HOPMBI, KOTOPBIX OHa
NIpUAEPKUBaAAACH, ObIAM AMYHBIME. YyBcTBa
ee OBIAM ee 4YyBCTBaMH, HUX HEAb3S OBIAO
M3MEHHUTh Hu3BHe. E#i He mnpumao Obl B
TOAOBY, 4To, ecAn meiicTBUe
Ge3pe3yAbTaTHO, OHO GeccMbIcaeHHO, Korma
AIOOMIIIL KOTO-TO, Thl €r0 AIOOHIID, M, €CAHU
HHYero GOABIIIE HE MOXKEIIb €My OaTh, ThI
BCe-TaKd Jaellb eMy Ao6oBb. Korma He
CTaA0 IIIOKOAQJKH, OHA IIpHKasa pebeHKa K
rpyau. I[Ipoky B 3TOM He ObIAO, 3TO HHUYETO
He MEHSIAO, 9TO He BEPHYAO LIOKOAAIKY, He
OTBPaTHAO CMEPTh -- HH €€ CMepTh, HH
pebeHKa; HO Aas Hee GBIAO €CTECTBEHHO TaK
IIOCTYIIUTE. BexXeHKa B IIAIOIIKE TaK IKe
IIPUKPbIAA peGeHKa PyKOi, XOTd pyKa Moraa
3alUTUTE OT IIyAb HE AydYIle, 9YeM AMCT
Oymaru. Y:KacHyI0 IITYKy CAeAaAa IapTHs:
ybenuasa Tebsi, 4To camMu 1o cebe UyBCTBO,
IIOPBIB HUYETO He 3HA4aT, H B TO XK€ BPeMsI
oTHsIAA y Tebsl BCAKYIO BAACTb Haj, MHPOM
MaTepHaAbHBIM. KaK TOABKO TBI IHOIAA K
HeM B AQIIbl, YTO THI YyBCTBYEIIb M 4YETO HE
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the Party, what you felt or did not feel, what
you did or refrained from doing, made
literally no difference. Whatever happened
you vanished, and neither you nor your
actions were ever heard of again. You were
lifted clean out of the stream of history.
And yet to the people of only two
generations ago this would not have
seemed all-important, because they were
not attempting to alter history. They were
governed by private loyalties which they did
not question. What mattered were
individual relationships, and a completely
helpless gesture, an embrace, a tear, a
word spoken to a dying man, could have
value in itself. The proles, it suddenly
occurred to him, had remained in this
condition. They were notloyal to a party or
a country or an idea, they were loyal to one
another. For the first time in his life he did
not despise the proles or think of them
merely as an inert force which would one
day spring to life and regenerate the world.
The proles had stayed human. They had
not become hardened inside. They had held
on to the primitive emotions which he
himself had to re-learn by conscious effort.
And in thinking this he remembered,
without apparent relevance, how a few
weeks ago he had seen a severed hand
lying on the pavement and had kicked it
into the gutter as though it had been a
cabbage-stalk.

“The proles are human beings,” he said
aloud. “We are not human.”

“Why not?” said Julia, who had woken up
again.

He thought for a little while. “Has it ever
occurred to you,” he said, “that the best
thing for us to do would be simply to walk
out of here before it’s too late, and never
see each other again?”

“Yes, dear, it has occurred to me, several
times. But I'm not going to do it, all the
same.”

“We’ve been lucky,” he said “but it can’t last
much longer. Youre young. You look
normal and innocent. If you keep clear of
people like me, you might stay alive for
another fifty years.”

“No. I've thought it all out. What you do, I'm
going to do. And don’t be too downhearted.
I'm rather good at staying alive.”

“We may be together for another six months
-- a year -- there’s no knowing. At the end

YyBCTBYEIllb, YTO ThI [EAAEIIb KM Yero He
aeaaems -- Bce paBHO. 4Yto 6Bl HH
IIPOU30IIIAO, ThI HCYE3HEIIIb, HU O Tebe, HH O
TBOMX IIOCTYIIKAaX HHUKTO HUKOLZA He
yeapimuT. Tebda BBIAEPHYAHM M3 IIOTOKA
HCTOPHUH. A BeOb AIOASIM II03AIIPOIIAOTO
TIOKOAEHHS 3TO He II0Ka3aA0Ch ObI TAKHUM YK
BaXKHBIM -- OHH HE€ IIBITAAHCH H3MEHHTH
ucroputo. OHM OBIAM CBS3aHBl AHYHBIMH
y3aM{ BEpPHOCTHM U He IIOABEPraAM HX
COMHEHHUIO. BaskHbI OBbIAU AWYHBIE
OTHOIIIEHUSI, U COBEPILIEHHO GeCIIOMOIIHbBIN
KECT, OOBATbE, CA€3a, CAOBO, CKA3aHHOE
yMuparoiieMy, ObIAH IIEHHBI caMu II0 cebe.
ITpoabl, BAPYr coobpa3ua OH, B 3TOM
COCTOSHHMHM U ocTasuch. OHH BeEpHBI He
HapTHH, HE CTpaHe, He Hee, a APYT APYTY.
BroepBble B XKHU3HU OH IIOAyMaA O HHUX 0e3
Ipe3peHus -- He KaK O KOCHOM CHAe,
KOTOpAasi OMHAXK/IBI IIPOOYIUTCS U BO3POAUT
mup. IIpoab! ocraauchk aAwapMu. OHU He
3a4yepcTBeAH BHYTpH. OHH  COXPaHHAH
IpoCTeHIline YyBCTBA, KOTOPBIM €My
IPHILIAOCE YIHUTBCHA CO3HATEeABHO. IlomymaB
06 5TOM, OH BCIIOMHHA -- Bpoze ObI U HEe K
MECTyY, -- KaK HECKOABKO HeIeAb Haszasn
yBHOEA Ha TPOTyape OTOPBAHHYIO DYKYy U
IIUHKOM OTIIBBIPDHYA B KaHaBYy, CAOBHO 3TO
ObIra KaIlyCTHAas KOYepPbIXKKA.

-- TIpoaw! -- Aromgu, -- CKa3aa OH BCAYX. --
MBI -- He AIOIH.
-- Ilouemy? -- cmpocmaa [I:KyAusd, OIIATH
MPOCHYBIIHKCE.

-- Tebe Korma-HUOYOH IIPUXOAKUAO B TOAOBY,
YTO CcaMoe AydIlee [ad Hac -- BBIATH
OTCIOfa, TOKa HE II03[HO, W OOABIIIE HE
BCTpeYaThCs?

-- [la, MUABIH, IPUXOAUAO, HE pa3. Ho g Bce
paBHO Oymy ¢ TOOOH BCTpedaThCs.

-- Ham Be3a0, HO JOATO 3TO HE IPOJAHTCH.
TwI Moaozasi. Thl BBITASIIUIIIE HOPMAABHOM U
HEHCIIOPYEHHOH. Bynems aepzKaTbCd
noJasbllle OT TaKHX, KaK €, -- MOXKeIb
TIPOKUTH €Ille ISITHAECAT AET.

-- Her. 4 Bce obmymasa. YTo ThI Aesaelllb,
TO W 9 Oymy meaats. M He yHBIBaii.
2KuBydyecTu MHe He 3aHHMATh.

-- MBI MOxKeM OBITH BMECTE €IIlE IIOATOMA...
rod... HUKOMYy 3TO He BeIoMo. B KoHIe
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we’re certain to be apart. Do you realize
how utterly alone we shall be? When once
they get hold of us there will be nothing,
literally nothing, that either of us can do for
the other. If I confess, they’ll shoot you, and
if I refuse to confess, they’ll shoot you just
the same. Nothing that I can do or say, or
stop myself from saying, will put off your
death for as much as five minutes. Neither
of us will even know whether the other is
alive or dead. We shall be utterly without
power of any kind. The one thing that
matters is that we shouldn’t betray one
another, although even that can’t make the
slightest difference.”

“If you mean confessing,” she said, “we
shall do that, right enough. Everybody
always confesses. You can’t help it. They
torture you.”

“I don’t mean confessing. Confession is not
betrayal. What you say or do doesn’t
matter: only feelings matter. If they could
make me stop loving you -- that would be
the real betrayal.”

She thought it over. “They can’t do that,”
she said finally. “It’s the one thing they
can’t do. They can make you say anything -
- anything -- but they can’t make you
believe it. They can’t get inside you.”

“No,” he said a little more hopefully, “no;
that’s quite true. They can’t get inside you.
If you can feel that staying human is worth
while, even when it can’t have any result
whatever, you've beaten them.”

He thought of the telescreen with its never-
sleeping ear. They could spy upon you
night and day, but if you kept your head
you could still outwit them. With all their
cleverness they had never mastered the
secret of finding out what another human
being was thinking. Perhaps that was less
true when you were actually in their hands.
One did not know what happened inside
the Ministry of Love, but it was possible to
guess: tortures, drugs, delicate instruments
that registered your nervous reactions,
gradual wearing-down by sleeplessness and
solitude and persistent questioning. Facts,
at any rate, could not be kept hidden. They
could be tracked down by enquiry, they
could be squeezed out of you by torture.
But if the object was not to stay alive but to
stay human, what difference did it

KOHIIOB Hac pasaydar. Thl IIpeacTaBAselb,
Kak Mbl Oyzmem omuHOoku? Korma Hac
3abepyT, HU ThI, HU SI HUYErO HE CMOXKEM
APYT [As Apyra CAeAaTb, COBCEM HHYETO.
Ecau s cos3Haioch, Tebsi pacCcTpeAsioT, He
CO3HAIOCh -- PAaCCTPEAdIOT Bce paBHO. YTo
ObI 4 HM CKa3aA U HHU CIEAAA, O YeEM Obl HH
yMoOAYaA, B Ha MIITh MHHYT TBOIO CMEPTH
He oTcpody. 9 maxke He OyLy 3HATH, KHUBa
Tbl WAV HET, W Thl He Oynaemb 3HaATh. MBI
Oynem GecCHABHBI, IIOAHOCTBIO. BazkHO ogHO
He Ipematk APYr Apyra, XOTd U 3TO
COBEpPIIEHHO HUYET0 He U3MEHHUT.

-- Ecau TBI -- O IIPU3HAHWUH, -- CKa3asa OHAa,
-- IIPU3HaAEMCd KaK MHACHBKUE. Tam Bce
IIPHU3HAIOTCA. C 3THUM HHUYEro HE
II0A€AQCIIb. Tawm mbITAIOT.

5 He o mnpuU3HaAHUHU.
IpenaTteAbcTBo. YTO TBI CKasaA HAU HeE
CKazaA -- HE BaXHO, BaXHO TOABKO
4yBCTBO. ECAM MeHsS 3acTaBaAT pa3AloOUTH
Tebsa - BOT Oynmer HaACTOLIIEe
[IPENAaTEABLCTBO.

IIpusHanue He

Omna 3aaymasack. -- 9TOro OHH HE MOTLYT, --
CKazara OHA HaAKOHeIl. -- OTOro Kak pas U
He wMoryT. CkasaTe 4YTO YTOJHO -- UMO
Y200HO -- OHU Tebs 3acTaBAT, HO IIOBEPUTH
B 5T0 He 3actaBaT. OHH He MOTYT B Tebsa
BA€3Tb.

Ma, -- OTBETHA OH YyXKe He Tak
0e3HanexXHO, -- a4, 3TO BEPHO. Bae3Ts B
TebsT OHH He MOryT. ECAM TbI YyBCTBYEIIb,
9TO OCTaBATbCH YEAOBEKOM CTOUT -- IIYCTh
5TO HUYEro He [aaeT, -- Thl BCE PaBHO HX
mobemuA,

Ou noayMaa o TeAeKpaHe, 2TOM
HempeMaHHOM yxe. OHH MOTYT CA€IMUTH 3a
TOGO¥ [OeHb W HOYb, HO, €CAH HE IIOTEPSA
TOAOBY, ThI MOKEIIb HUX NEPEXUTPUTH. [Ipu
BCeH CBOEM M3OLIPEHHOCTH OHM TaK U HeE
HAY4YHANCH y3HABaTbh, YTO YEAOBEK OyMaeT.
MozkeT OBITH, KOTZa THI Y HHUX YK€ B pyKax,

9TO HE€ COBCEM Tak. HeI/ISBCCTHO, 4qTo
TBOPHUTCA B MHHHCTEPCTBE AIO6BI/I, HO
aoragaTtbCd MOZKHO: IIBITKH, HAPKOTHKH,

TOHKHE IPUGOPBI, KOTOPHIE PETUCTPUPYIOT

TBOM HEPBHBIE pEAKIUH, U3MAThIBAHUE
OECCOHHMUIIEH, OIMHOYECTBOM u
HENPEPBIBHBIMH gorpocamu. PakTbl, BO

BCSIKOM CAyd4ae, yTauThb HEBO3MOXKHO. Hx
pacmyTarT Ha OOIIpoce, BBITIHYT U3 Tebs
neITKOM. HO ecAn 1ieab -- He OCTaThbCs
JKUBBIM, a OCTATbCS YEAOBEKOM, TOTAA
Kakas B KOHIle KOHIIOB pasHuna? YyBcTB
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ultimately make? They could not alter your
feelings: for that matter you could not alter
them yourself, even if you wanted to. They
could lay bare in the utmost detail
everything that you had done or said or
thought; but the inner heart, whose
workings were mysterious even to yourself,
remained impregnable.

VIII

They had done it, they had done it at last!

The room they were standing in was long-
shaped and softly lit. The telescreen was
dimmed to a low murmur; the richness of
the dark-blue carpet gave one the
impression of treading on velvet. At the far
end of the room O’Brien was sitting at a
table under a green-shaded lamp, with a
mass of papers on either side of him. He
had not bothered to look up when the
servant showed Julia and Winston in.

Winston’s heart was thumping so hard that
he doubted whether he would be able to
speak. They had done it, they had done it
at last, was all he could think. It had been
a rash act to come here at all, and sheer
folly to arrive together; though it was true
that they had come by different routes and
only met on O’Brien’s doorstep. But merely
to walk into such a place needed an effort
of the nerve. It was only on very rare
occasions that one saw inside the dwelling-
places of the Inner Party, or even
penetrated into the quarter of the town
where they lived. The whole atmosphere of
the huge block of flats, the richness and
spaciousness of everything, the unfamiliar
smells of good food and good tobacco, the
silent and incredibly rapid lifts sliding up
and down, the white-jacketed servants
hurrying to and fro -- everything was
intimidating. Although he had a good
pretext for coming here, he was haunted at
every step by the fear that a black-
uniformed guard would suddenly appear
from round the corner, demand his papers,
and order him to get out. O’Brien’s servant,
however, had admitted the two of them
without demur. He was a small, dark-
haired man in a white jacket, with a
diamond-shaped, completely expressionless
face which might have been that of a
Chinese. The passage down which he led
them was softly carpeted, with cream-
papered walls and white wainscoting, all
exquisitely clean. That too was
intimidating. Winston could not remember

TBOHUX OHH H3MEHHUTH HE MOTYT; €CAH Ha TO
MOIIAO, THI CaM HE MOXKEIb UX U3MEHUTD,
Jazke ecAn 3axodentb. OHH MOTYT BBIICHHUTH
[0 MEABYAMININX TOAPOOHOCTEH BCE, YTO THI
[eAan, TOBOPHMA M AyMaa, HO OyIla, YbH
OBUXKEHUS 3araflovHbl Oayke OAsd Teds
CaMoro, OCTaeTCsd HEIIPUCTYITHOH.

VIII
Yaasochk, ygasoch HaKoHeII!

OHH CTOSIAM B IAMHHOM POBHO OCBEIIEHHOM
KOMHAaTe. IIpurayieHHbIH TeAeKpPaH
CBETHACSI TYCKAO, CHHHH KOBEpP MSTKOCTHIO
cBoell HanmoMuHaA 6apxar. B apyrom KoHIile
KOMHATBI 32 CTOAOM, Y AaMIIBI C 3€A€HBIM
abaxxypom cuzea O'BpaiieH, caeBa u cupaBa
OT HEro BBICHAWCH CTOIKH [IOKyMEHTOB.
Korma cayra BBea [I3KyAuio ¥ YHHCTOHA, OH
[axKe He IIOIHAA TOAOBBI.

Yuucrou bosAcH, 9T0 HE CMOKET
3arOBOPUTH -- TAK CTY4YaAO Y HETO CEpALE.
Ymasochk, yaasoch HAKOHELL -- BOT BCE, O YeM
OH MoOr paymatb. Ilpuxoxm cioma Obla
OIPOMETYUBOCTBIO, a TO, YTO SIBUAUCH
BIIBOEM, BOOO11le Oe3yMue; [IpaB/aa, AN OHH
Pa3HBIMH JOPOTaMH U BCTPETUAUCH TOABKO
nepen nsepbio O'Bpatiena. B mom BodTH --
U To TpeGoBaAOCh IpUCyTCTBHE aAyxa. O4YeHb
penKo  [OBOOWAOCH  YEAOBEKYy  BHIETH
HU3HYTPH KUABE YAEHOB BHYTPEHHEH [TapTUH
u naxe 3abpemaTs B ux KBaprasbl. Cama
armocdepa TpPOMAHOTO [A0Ma, GOraTcTBO

€ro u IIPOCTOP, HEMPHUBBIYHBIE 3allaXy
xopourei enpl W Xopoumlero Tabaka,
GeclyMHbIE CTPEMHUTEABHBIE AUQTEI,

IEAOBHTBIE CAYTH B OeABIX MHIKAKaX -- BCE
BHyIIAAO poGocTh. XOTH OH SBHACH CIOAA
IOl BIIOAHE OCHOBATEABHBIM IIPEJAOTOM,
CcTpax He OTCTaBaA OT HETro HU Ha IIar: BOT
cefiyac H3-3a yraa MOSBUTCH OXPAHHUK B
4yepHOH copme, moTpebdyeT MOKYMEHTHI U

IpUKaxKeT youparecgd. OpHako cayra
O'BpatieHa BIIyCTHA HX 0eCIPEKOCAOBHO.
OTo OBIA IIyIABIH YeaoBEK B Oeaom

OUIKaKe, YePHOBOAOCHIH, C POMGOBUIHBIM
U COBEPIIEHHO HENPOHUIAEMBIM AUIIOM --
BO3MOXKHO, kuTaell. OH OpPOBEA UX IIO
KOPHZIOPY C TOACTBIM KOBPOM, KPEMOBBIMH
obosamu 7§ OeABIMHU TaHEASIMH,
6e3yKOPU3HEHHO YHUCTHIMH. M 3TO BHyIIaAo
poGocTb. YHHCTOH He IIOMHHA TaKOIO
KOpPHIOpa, TOe CTeHBI He ObIAKM ObI 00TEePTHI
TEeAaMHU.
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ever to have seen a passageway whose
walls were not grimy from the contact of
human bodies.

O’Brien had a slip of paper between his
fingers and seemed to be studying it
intently. His heavy face, bent down so that
one could see the line of the nose, looked
both formidable and intelligent. For
perhaps twenty seconds he sat without
stirring. Then he pulled the speakwrite
towards him and rapped out a message in
the hybrid jargon of the Ministries:

“Items one comma five comma seven
approved fullwise stop suggestion
contained item six doubleplus ridiculous
verging crimethink cancel stop unproceed
constructionwise antegetting plusfull
estimates machinery overheads stop end
message.”

He rose deliberately from his chair and
came towards them across the soundless
carpet. A little of the official atmosphere
seemed to have fallen away from him with
the Newspeak words, but his expression
was grimmer than usual, as though he
were not pleased at being disturbed. The
terror that Winston already felt was
suddenly shot through by a streak of
ordinary embarrassment. It seemed to him
quite possible that he had simply made a
stupid mistake. For what evidence had he
in reality that O’Brien was any kind of
political conspirator? Nothing but a flash of
the eyes and a single equivocal remark:
beyond that, only his own secret
imaginings, founded on a dream. He could
not even fall back on the pretence that he
had come to borrow the dictionary, because
in that case Julia’s presence was
impossible to explain. As O’Brien passed
the telescreen a thought seemed to strike
him. He stopped, turned aside and pressed
a switch on the wall. There was a sharp
snap. The voice had stopped.

Julia uttered a tiny sound, a sort of squeak
of surprise. Even in the midst of his panic,
Winston was too much taken aback to be
able to hold his tongue.

“You can turn it off!” he said.

“Yes,” said O’Brien, “we can turn it off. We
have that privilege.”

He was opposite them now. His solid form
towered over the pair of them, and the
expression on  his face was @ still

O'Bpatien pgep:kaa B IIaAbllaX AWCTOK
Oymaru W BHHUMAaTeABHO duTaa. Ero
MSICHCTOE AUIIO, [IOBEPHYTOE TAK, YTO BUAECH
OBIA OYEepK HOCa, Ka3aA0Ch U TPO3HBIM H
ymHbIM. CeKyHA MOBaauaTb OH CHOEA
HemoABUKHO. IloToM moaTaHyA K cebe
pedYenuc U Ha THUOPHUAHOM MHHHCTEPCKOM
JKaproHe OTYEeKAaHUA!

-- Tlosumuum mepBylo 3amgarad IATYIO
3amnATasd CeAbMYyI0 OJOOPHUTH CKBO3b TOYKA
IIpeIAOKEHUE o TO3UIUN LIECTH
IIAIOCIIAIOC HEAEIIOCTb rpaHu

MBICAETIPDECTYTIAEHUS TOYKa HE IIPOOAIKATH
KOHCTPYKTHBHO [0 IIOAYYE€HHSI IIAIOCOBBIX
P IEePEBBITOAHEHUS MAalIUHOCTPOEHHUS
TOYHAa KOHEIl 3aIIUCKH.

OH HETOPOIIAMBO BCTaA H3-3a CTOAA U
GecuryMHO ITOAOIIEA K HHUM II0 KOBpY.
OdurraasbHOCTE OH YaCTHYHO OTCTaBHA
BMECTE€ C HOBOS30BCKUMHU CAOBaMH, HO
rAsfeA yrpioMee OOBIYHOrO, OyaTo ObIA
HEIOBOAEH TEM, UTO €ro IOoTpeBoXuAH. K
yKacy, BAaAEeBIIEMYy YHHCTOHOM, BApPYT
IpUMeNIaAach OOBIKHOBEHHAS
pPacTepsaHHOCTE. A YTO, €CAM OH IIPOCTO
COBepIINA Aypankyio oinbky? C gero oH
B3dA, uto O'BpafieH -- DOAUTHYECKHUH
3aroBopumK? Bcero omuH B3ragn ga omHa
OBYCMBICAEHHAs ppas3a; B OCTAABHOM --
AWIIIb TafHble MEYTaHUs, IIOJAKPEINACHHBIE
pazBe uto cHoM. OH [gaxke He MOXKET
OTTOBOPUTBECS  TE€M, YTO IIPUIIlEA 34
cAroBapeM: 3adeM Torza 34ech [IXKyAudar
IIpoxonsa mumo TeaekpaHa, O'Bpatien Bapyr
CAOBHO BCIOMHHA [o) YeM-TO. OH
OCTAQHOBUACS U HaXKaAa BBIKAIOYATEAb Ha
creHe. Pazmaacga nmieadok. 'oaoc cMOAK.

Jxyanus THUXOHBKO B3BHU3THyAQ oT
YAUBAEHUS. YUHCTOH, HECMOTPsI Ha IAHUKY,
OBIA HACTOABKO IIOPAXKEH, YTO HE yAEPIKaACS
U BOCKAHKHYA!

-- BBl MOKeTe ero BbIKAIOYUTH?!

-- [a, -- ckazaa O'BpatieH, -- MBI MOXKEM HX
BBIKAIOYATH. HaM maHO Takoe IIpaso.

OH yxe crodgA pgaaoM. MaccuBHBIH, OH
BO3BBIIIIAACH HAaJ HHMH, U BBIPAKEHHE €r0
AWIlIA TIpoYecTh ObIAO HeBo3MOXKHO. C
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indecipherable. He was waiting, somewhat
sternly, for Winston to speak, but about
what? Even now it was quite conceivable
that he was simply a busy man wondering
irritably why he had been interrupted.
Nobody spoke. After the stopping of the
telescreen the room seemed deadly silent.
The seconds marched past, enormous. With
difficulty Winston continued to keep his
eyes fixed on O’Brien’s. Then suddenly the
grim face broke down into what might have
been the beginnings of a smile. With his
characteristic gesture O’Brien resettled his
spectacles on his nose.

“Shall I say it, or will you?” he said.

“I will say it,” said Winston promptly. “That
thing is really turned off?”

“Yes,
alone.”

everything is turned off. We are

“We have come here because--"

He paused, realizing for the first time the
vagueness of his own motives. Since he did
not in fact know what kind of help he
expected from O’Brien, it was not easy to
say why he had come here. He went on,
conscious that what he was saying must
sound both feeble and pretentious:

“We believe that there is some kind of
conspiracy, some kind of  secret
organization working against the Party, and
that you are involved in it. We want to join
it and work for it. We are enemies of the
Party. We disbelieve in the principles of
Ingsoc. We are thought-criminals. We are
also adulterers. I tell you this because we
want to put ourselves at your mercy. If you
want us to incriminate ourselves in any
other way, we are ready.”

He stopped and glanced over his shoulder,
with the feeling that the door had opened.
Sure enough, the little yellow-faced servant
had come in without knocking. Winston
saw that he was carrying a tray with a
decanter and glasses.

“Martin is one of us,” said O’Brien
impassively. “Bring the drinks over here,
Martin. Put them on the round table. Have
we enough chairs? Then we may as well sit
down and talk in comfort. Bring a chair for
yourself, Martin. This is business. You can
stop being a servant for the next ten
minutes.”

The little man sat down, quite at his ease,
and yet still with a servant-like air, the air

HEKOTOPOH CYpOBOCTBIO OH XKJaA, dYTO
CKaxeT YHMHCTOH -- HO O 4YE€M TIOBOPUTH?
[axke ceiiyac BIIOAHE MOXKHO OBIAO TTOHSITH
3TO Tak, 4YTO 3aHATON d4YeaoBeK O'Bpaiien
pasnpazkeH M HeZOyMeBaeT: 3adeM €ero
noTpeBOXKKUAM? HuKTO He mHOpou3HeC HHU
croBa. Teaekpan ObIA BBIKAIOYEH, U B
KOMHAaTe cTosAa MepTBas THIIUHA.
CekyHOBI IIAH OOHA 3a APYrOH, OTPOMHEBIE.
YHHCTOH C TpPyAOM CMOTpeA B Traasza
O'Bpaiieny. Bapyr yrpioMoe AWIIO XO3SHHA
CMSIYHAOCH KaK OblI OOeIlaHHeM YABIOKH.
XapaKTepHBIM JKECTOM OH IIOIIPABHA OYKHU
Ha HOCY.

-- MHe cka3aTbhb, HAW BBl CKaxKeTe? -- Hadaa
OH.

-- 41 cKaxy, -- >KMBO OTO3BaACs YHHCTOH. --
OH B caMOM JieA€ BBIKAIOYEH?

-- [1a, Bce BbIKAIOYEHO. MBI OIHH.

-- MBI IIPUIIAY C0Aa IIOTOMY, 4TO...

YHUHCTOH 3aIHyACs, TOABKO Teleph IIOHMB,
HACKOABKO CMYTHBIE ITOOYXKIAEHUS IIPUBEAU
ero croga. OH caM He 3HaA, KaKOi ITOMOIIH
xkaet ot O'BpatieHa, U 00bSICHUTD, 3a9€M OH
npuitrea, 6b1A0 HeaerkKo. Tem He MeHee OH
OpOOOAYXKaA, UYBCTBYS, 4YTO CAOBa €ro
3By4YaT HeyOeAUTEABHO U IIPETEHIINO3HO:

-- MBI mymaeMm, YTO CYIIECTBYET 3aroBOp,
Kakasg-TO TalHad opraHusaims Oopercd C
napTHed U Bl B HEH ydacTByeTe. MbI XOTUM
B Hee BCTYIIUTh U JOad Hee paboraTb. Mel
Bpard mnapTUu. Mel He BEPHUM B IIPUHITUIIBI
aHrcora. MpI MBICAEIIPECTYIIHHKH. Kpome
TOTO, MBI pas3BpaTHHUKH. [0BOpiO 3TO
OTOMy, HYTO MbI IpemaeM cebg Barei
BAaacTH. Ecam xoTuTe, 4TOOBI MBI CO3HAAUCH
ele B KaKUX-TO IPECTYNAECHHSX, MBI
TOTOBEI.

OH YMOAK U OTASIHYACSI -- €My IT0OKa3aA0Ch,
YTO C3a[U OTKPBIAHU ABepb. I B camoM feae,
MaA€HBKUM JKEATOAHIIBIH cayra Bolea 6e3
cryka. B pykax y Hero O6bIA IOZHOC C
rpacuHOM U GOKaAsaMu.

-- MaptuH cBoii, -- 6ecCcTpacTHO OOBSIICHHA
O'Bpatien. -- MapTuH, HecuTe Ccroaa.
[TocraBbTe Ha Kpyrablii croa. CrTyabeB

xBaTaeT? B TakoM caydae MBI MOXKEM CECTh
u 1mobecemoBath ¢ ymobcTBamu. MapTuH,
BOo3bMUTE cebe cTya. Y Hac meao. Ha mecarts
MUHYT MO3KeTe 3a0bITh, YTO BbI CAyTA.

MaaeHBKHIT 4YEAOBEK CE€A HENPHUHYXKAECHHO,
HO BMECT€ C TE€M IIOYTHTEABHO -- Kak
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of a valet enjoying a privilege. Winston
regarded him out of the corner of his eye. It
struck him that the man’s whole life was
playing a part, and that he felt it to be
dangerous to drop his assumed personality
even for a moment. O’Brien took the
decanter by the neck and filled up the
glasses with a dark-red liquid. It aroused in
Winston dim memories of something seen
long ago on a wall or a hoarding -- a vast
bottle composed of electric lights which
seemed to move up and down and pour its
contents into a glass. Seen from the top the
stuff looked almost black, but in the
decanter it gleamed like a ruby. It had a
sour-sweet smell. He saw Julia pick up her
glass and sniff at it with frank curiosity.

“It is called wine,” said O’Brien with a faint
smile. “You will have read about it in books,
no doubt. Not much of it gets to the Outer
Party, I am afraid.” His face grew solemn
again, and he raised his glass: “I think it is
fitting that we should begin by drinking a
health. To our Leader: To Emmanuel
Goldstein.”

Winston took up his glass with a certain
eagerness. Wine was a thing he had read
and dreamed about. Like the glass
paperweight or Mr. Charrington’s half-
remembered rhymes, it belonged to the
vanished, romantic past, the olden time as
he liked to call it in his secret thoughts. For
some reason he had always thought of wine
as having an intensely sweet taste, like that
of blackberry jam and an immediate
intoxicating effect. Actually, when he came
to swallow it, the stuff was distinctly
disappointing. The truth was that after
years of gin-drinking he could barely taste
it. He set down the empty glass.

“Then there is such a person as Goldstein?”
he said.

“Yes, there is such a person, and he is
alive. Where, I do not know.”

“And the conspiracy -- the organization? Is
it real? It is not simply an invention of the
Thought Police?”

“No, it is real. The Brotherhood, we call it.
You will never learn much more about the
Brotherhood than that it exists and that
you belong to it. I will come back to that
presently.” He looked at his wrist-watch. “It
is unwise even for members of the Inner
Party to turn off the telescreen for more

HU3ILINUH, KOTOPOMY oKasaau 4eCTb.
YuHcTOH HabAlomaa 3a HHM KpaeM raasa.
OH noayMaa, 9TO 3TOT YEAOBEK BCIO JKH3HbBb
pasbIrpblBaA pPoOAb M Telepb OouTcs
cOpOCHUTBP AWYHMHY [JaXKe Ha HECKOABKO
mrHoBeHuii. O'BpatieH B3ga rpaduH 3a
TOPABIIIKO M HAIIOAHHA CTaKaHbl TEMHO-
KpPacHOM XKHUAKOCTBIO. YHUHCTOHY CMYTHO
BCIIOMHHAACh BHJEHHAsd [AaBHBIM-IAaBHO --
TO AM Ha CT€He, TO AM Ha orpage --
rpomanHas OyTbIAKA M3 3AEKTPHYECKHX
orHed, nepeberaBIINX TakK, YTO U3 Hee Kak
O6p1 AMAOCH B crakaH. CBepxy IXKHIKOCTBb
Kaszasach IIOYTH 4YepHOH, a B rpaduHe, Ha
IIPOCBET, ropeAa, Kak pybuH. 3amax 6bia
KHUCAO-CAQKUH. [I2KyAud B3dAa CBOM CTakKaH
u c OTKPOBEHHBIM AIOGOIIBITCTBOM
IIOHIOXAaAA.

-- HasbiBaeTcs -- BUHO, -- C A€TKOH YABIGKOM
ckazaa O'Bpatien. -- Brl, 0e3ycaoBHO,
YUTAAHU O HEM B KHUTaX. BOIOChH, 4YTO YAeHAM
BHEIIIHEN [TapTHHU OHO He YaCTO JOCTAETCH. -
- AWII0 y HETO CHOBA CTAAO CEPHE3HBIM, K OH
noxHsa Ookaa. -- MHe KaxeTcs, Oyner
YMECTHO Ha4yaThb C TOCTa. 3a HAIIIETO BOXK/IS
-- OmManyaaa loancreiina.

YHUHCTOH B3sACH 3a OoKaa HertepneanBo. OH
yyTas O BHHE, MedTaa O BHHE. [lomoGHO
CTEKASTHHOMY TIPECC-TIAINIBE U ITO0AY3a0BITBIM
CTHIIKAM MucTepa YappUHITOHA, BUHO
[IPUHATAEKAAO MEPTBOMY POMAaHTUYECKOMY
[IPOIIIAOMY -- HAW, KaK YHMHCTOH HAa3bIBaA
€ero mpo cebsi, MUHYBIIUM AHAM. [louemy-TO
OH BCErga AyMaA, YTO BHUHO [OAYKHO ObITh
OYEHb CAAOKHUM, KAaK YEPHOCMOPOAWHOBBIM
oxkeM, W cpady Opocatbcs B roaoBy. Ho
MEPBBINA YK€ TAOTOK pasodapoBaa ero. OH
CTOABKO AET IIMA [XKHMH, 4TO ceHldyac, IIo
paBae TOBOPsL, M BKyca TIIOYTH HE
nouyBcTBoBaA. OH IOCTABUA IyCTOM GOKaA.

Tak 3HAYUT €CTh TAaKOM YEAOBEK --
ToamcTeiH? -- cKazaA OH.

-- [la, Takol 4eAoBeK ecThb, U OH KHUB. [ e
OH, s HE 3HAIO.

-- U 3aroBop, opraHu3amusga? I3To B CaMOM
neae? He BbIIyMKa IIOAWUIIHMY MBICACH?

He Bpigymka. Msl HasbplBaeM €€
BparcrBoMm. Bel Mmaao y3HaeTe o Bpartcrse,
KpOMeE€ TOro, 4YTO OHO CYILIECTBYeT M BBHI B
HeM cocroute. K 3TOMy # ellle BEpPHYCh. --
OH nocMmoTpea Ha dachl. -- BpeIKarodarhb
TeaeKpaH 0oabllle YeM Ha IoAdaca Aake
qAeHaM BHyTpEeHHEeN napTUH He
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than half an hour. You ought not to have
come here together, and you will have to
leave separately. You, comrade” -- he bowed
his head to Julia -- “will leave first. We have
about twenty minutes at our disposal. You
will understand that I must start by asking
you certain questions. In general terms,
what are you prepared to do?”

“Anything that we are capable of,” said
Winston.

O’Brien had turned himself a little in his
chair so that he was facing Winston. He
almost ignored Julia, seeming to take it for
granted that Winston could speak for her.
For a moment the lids flitted down over his
eyes. He began asking his questions in a
low, expressionless voice, as though this
were a routine, a sort of catechism, most of
whose answers were known to him already.
“You are prepared to give your lives?”

“Yes.”

“You are prepared to commit murder?”
“Yes.”

“To commit acts of sabotage which may
cause the death of hundreds of innocent
people?”

“YeS.”

“To betray your country to foreign powers?”

“Yes.”

“You are prepared to cheat, to forge, to
blackmail, to corrupt the minds of children,
to distribute habit-forming drugs, to
encourage prostitution, to disseminate
venereal diseases -- to do anything which is
likely to cause demoralization and weaken
the power of the Party?”

“Yes.”

“If, for example, it would somehow serve
our interests to throw sulphuric acid in a
child’s face -- are you prepared to do that?”
“Yes.”

“You are prepared to lose your identity and
live out the rest of your life as a waiter or a
dock-worker?”

“Yes.”

“You are prepared to commit suicide, if and
when we order you to do so?”

“Yes.”

“You are prepared, the two of you, to
separate and never see one another again?”
“No!” broke in Julia.

pekoMeHayeTcss. BaM He CTOHAO IIPHUXOAWUTH

BMecCTe, U yizgere BBl IIOPO3Hb. BEI,
TOBapHIll, -- OH CA€rKa IIOKAOHHUACS
Mxxyaum, -- yHzaere mnepBoii. B Hamrem

pACIIOpSIKEHUHM MUHYT ABaAlAaTh. Kak BbL
[OHUMAETe, OAS HadaAa g OOAXKEH 3a1aThb
BaM HECKOABKO BOIIPOCOB. B ofbmem u
LIEAOM, YTO BBI FOTOBBI JEAATH?

-- Bce, uro B HAIUX CHAAX, -- OTBETHUA
YUHCTOH.

O'BpaiieH caerka IIOBEPHYACS Ha CTyA€ --
AMLIOM K YuHcTOHYy, OH ©IOYTH He
obpamascs K JIKyAuwH, IioAarasi, BHIHMO,
4TO YHHCTOH TOBOPHUT U 3a Hee. IIPHUKpPBIA
Ha CeKyHAy raasa. IloroM craa 3amaBarhb
BOIIPOCBEI -- THXO, 0€3 BBIPAXKEHUS, KakK
Oyaro 3TO O6BIAO  YTO-TO  3ay4eHHOe,
KaTeXU3HC, U OTBETHI OH 3HAA 3apaHee.

-- BbI rOTOBBI ITO2KEPTBOBATH KU3HBIO?

-- Na.

-- BBI TOTOBBI COBEPIINUTE YOUNACTBO?

-- Na.

COBEpPIIIUTE BPEOUTEABCTBO, KOTOPOE

OyZeT CTOUTDH KU3HH COTHSIM HH B YEM He
IIOBUHHBIX AIOIEH?

-- Na.

- H3meHHuTs  pomuHe u CAYZKHTB
HHOCTPaHHBIM JepiKaBaMm?

-- Na.

-- Bpl TOTOBBI OOMaHBIBATB, COBEpPIIATH
IOJAOTH, IIIAHTAXKHUPOBAaTh, pPaCTAEBaTh

[IETCKUE YMBI, PACIIPOCTPAHITE HAPKOTHUKH,
CII0COGCTBOBATE IIPOCTUTYIIMK, DPAa3HOCHUTH
BEHEPHUYECKHE GOAE3HH -- [eAaTh BCE, UTO
MOrA0 OBl AEMOPAAM30BATL HACEAECHUE U
0CAaGUTEH MOTYIIIECTBO ITIAPTHUHU?

-- Na.
EcAu, wHanpumep, OAS HAIIKUX LEAeH

noTpebyeTcsl IIAECHYTb CEPHOM KHCAOTOM B
AHII0 PeOEHKY -- BBl FTOTOBEI 3TO CAEAATH?

-- Na.

Bbl TOTOBBI ITOABEPTHYTHCS I[IOAHOMY
IpEeBPAIIEHHUI0 U [0 KOHIA aHell ObITh
0(PHUIIMAHTOM HUAU IIOPTOBBIM PAabOIUM?

-- Na.

-- BBI TOTOBBI TNOKOHYUTH C COOOH IIO
HallleMy IIPHUKa3y?

-- [a.

-- T'oToBEI AM BBI -- 0Da -- paccTraTbCs U

6oABIIIe HUKOT/IA HE BUAETH APYT Apyra?
-- Het! -- BMmemranacs [IKyaud.
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It appeared to Winston that a long time
passed before he answered. For a moment
he seemed even to have been deprived of
the power of speech. His tongue worked
soundlessly, forming the opening syllables
first of one word, then of the other, over
and over again. Until he had said it, he did
not know which word he was going to say.
“No,” he said finally.

“You did well to tell me,” said O’Brien. “It is
necessary for us to know everything.”

He turned himself toward Julia and added
in a voice with somewhat more expression
in it:

“Do you wunderstand that even if he
survives, it may be as a different person?
We may be obliged to give him a new
identity. His face, his movements, the
shape of his hands, the colour of his hair --
even his voice would be different. And you
yourself might have become a different
person. Our surgeons can alter people
beyond recognition. Sometimes it is
necessary. Sometimes we even amputate a
limb.”

Winston could not help snatching another
sidelong glance at Martin’s Mongolian face.
There were no scars that he could see.
Julia had turned a shade paler, so that her
freckles were showing, but she faced
O’Brien boldly. She murmured something
that seemed to be assent.

“Good. Then that is settled.”

There was a silver box of cigarettes on the
table. With a rather absent-minded air
O’Brien pushed them towards the others,
took one himself, then stood up and began
to pace slowly to and fro, as though he
could think better standing. They were very
good cigarettes, very thick and well-packed,
with an unfamiliar silkiness in the paper.
O’Brien looked at his wrist-watch again.

“You had better go back to your Pantry,
Martin,” he said. “I shall switch on in a
quarter of an hour. Take a good look at
these comrades’ faces before you go. You
will be seeing them again. I may not.”

Exactly as they had done at the front door,
the little man’s dark eyes flickered over
their faces. There was not a trace of
friendliness in his manner. He was
memorizing their appearance, but he felt no

A YHHCTOHY IIOKa3aA0Ch, 4TO, IIPEXKIE YeM
OH OTBETHA, IIPOIIAO OYEHb MHOTO BPEMEHH.
OH Kak OyATO AWIIHACSH Aapa pedu. SI3BIK
HIEBEAMACS 0€33ByYHO, IIPHAaXKHBAdACh K
HadaAy TO OJHOTO CAOBA, TO APYTOro, OIATH
u onark. W mokyna YHHCTOH He IIPOM3HEC
OTBET, OH CaM He 3Haa, YTO CKazKeT.

-- Her, -- BbIIaBUA OH HAKOHEII.

Xoporro, d4YTo BBl CcKazaau. Ham
HeoOxoamumo 3HaTh Bce. -- O'Bpatien
IIOBEPHYACS K [IKyAMH M CIIPOCHA YK€ He
Tak GeccTpacTHO:

Brl moHuMaeTe, 4YTO, €CAM mOaxkKe OH
yIleAeeT, OH MOXKET CTaTh COBCEM OPYIHUM
4eAOBEKOM? JIOIIyCTHM, HaM I[IPHAETCI
U3MEHUTDH ero COBEPIIEHHO. Awurio,
ABHXKEHHUd, (popMa pPyK, IIBET BOAOC... axKe
roaoc Oyzetr apyroii. M BeI cama, BO3MOXKHO,
[IOABEPTHETECH TAKOMY K€ IIPEeBPAaIeHHIO.
Hamru Xupypra yMeroT H3MEHHTH JeAOBeKa
o HEy3HaBaEeMOCTH. HNuorma 3TO
HeobxoamMo. MlHOTIa MBI faKe aMITyTUPyeM
KOHEYHOCTb.

YUHCTOH He yaep:KaAcd W ellle pa3 HCKoca
B3TASIHYA Ha MOHTOAOHIHOE AHII0 MapTuHa.
Hukakux IIpaMOB OH HE Pa3TAdeA.
Jxxyaust mobaenHesa TakK, YTO BBICTYIIHAH

BECHYWIIKHM, HO cMmoTpeaa Ha O'Bpatiena
JEeP3KO. Oma  mpobopmMoTasa  YTO-TO
YTBEPAUTEABHOE.

-- Xopomro. O6 3TOM MBI YCAOBHAHUCE.

Ha croae aexxana cepebpssHag KopoOKa
curaper. C pacceagHHbiM Buaom O'Bpaiien
IOABUHYA KOPOOKYy K HHM, caM B3sA
curapery, TIOTOM TIIOAHAACA U CTaa
pacxakMBaThb II0 KOMHaTe, Kak OyaTo emy
Aerye  AymMasock Ha  xomy. Curapersl
OKa3aAUCh OYE€Hb XOPOIIMMHU -- TOACTBIE,
IIAOTHO Haburele, B HEIIPUBBIYHO
meakoBUCTOM Oymare[3]. O'BpatieH cHoBa
IIOCMOTpPEA Ha 4Yachl.

-- MapTtuH, BaM Ayd4llle BEPHYTHCA B
OydeTHyI0, -- CKasaa oH. -- Yepe3 4eTBepTh
gaca s BKalody. Iloka He  yuAm,
XOPOILIEHBKO IMPHUCMOTPHUTECH K AHIAM

ToBapulle. BaM HIpeAcTOUT elle C HUMH
BCcTpedaThbesi. MHe -- BO3MOXKHO, HET.

TouyHO TaK Ke Kak IIPH BXOAE, TEMHBIEC
rAa3a CAyru HpO6C}KaAI/I 10 UX AuLlaM. B ero
B3TrAd€ HE OBIAO U HAMeEKa Ha L[py}KeA}O6I/Ie.
OH 3arroMuHaA UX BHEIIIHOCTH, HO MHTEPECa
K HHM HE€ HCIBITBIBAA -- IIO KpaﬁHeﬁ Mepe
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interest in them, or appeared to feel none.
It occurred to Winston that a synthetic face
was perhaps incapable of changing its
expression. Without speaking or giving any
kind of salutation, Martin went out, closing
the door silently behind him. O’Brien was
strolling up and down, one hand in the
pocket of his black overalls, the other
holding his cigarette.

“You understand,” he said, “that you will be
fighting in the dark. You will always be in
the dark. You will receive orders and you
will obey them, without knowing why. Later
I shall send you a book from which you will
learn the true nature of the society we live
in, and the strategy by which we shall
destroy it. When you have read the book,
you will be full members of the
Brotherhood. But between the general aims
that we are fighting for and the immedi ate
tasks of the moment, you will never know
anything. I tell you that the Brotherhood
exists, but I cannot tell you whether it
numbers a hundred members, or ten
million. From your personal knowledge you
will never be able to say that it numbers
even as many as a dozen. You will have
three or four contacts, who will be renewed
from time to time as they disappear. As this
was your first contact, it will be preserved.
When you receive orders, they will come
from me. If we find it necessary to
communicate with you, it will be through
Martin. When you are finally caught, you
will confess. That is unavoidable. But you
will have very little to confess, other than
your own actions. You will not be able to
betray more than a handful of unimportant
people. Probably you will not even betray
me. By that time I may be dead, or I shall
have become a different person, with a
different face.”

He continued to move to and fro over the
soft carpet. In spite of the bulkiness of his
body there was a remarkable grace in his
movements. It came out even in the gesture
with which he thrust a hand into his
pocket, or manipulated a cigarette. More
even than of strength, he gave an
impression of confidence and of an
understanding tinged by irony. However
much in earnest he might be, he had
nothing of the single-mindedness that
belongs to a fanatic. When he spoke of
murder, suicide, venereal disease,
amputated limbs, and altered faces, it was

HE TIIpOABASA. YHUHCTOH IIOAyMaa, dYTO
CHHTETHYECKOE AMII0 IIPOCTO HE MOZXKET
U3MEHHUTH BhIpakeHHe. Hu caoBa He roBopst
M HHUKAaK C HHMH He IIOIpPOIIABIINCE,
MapTtuH BbIIleA W OECIIyMHO 3aTBOPHA 3a
coboit nBepb. O'BpaiieH MepHA KOMHATY
mlaraMi, OAHY pPYyKy 3acyHyB B KapMaH
4YepHOTro KOMOWHE30Ha, B MApPYrod mepzxka
curapery.

-- Bbl moHmMmaeTe, -- ckKaszaa OH, -- YTO
Oynmere cpazkaTbcd BO TbMe? Bce Bpems Bo
TbMe. DBynere mnoaydarh IpHKasbl U
BBIIIOAHATD UX, He 3Had Oad 4dero. Ilosxke a
TIOIIAI0O BaM KHUTY, U3 KOTOPOH BBl yACHUTE
HCTHHHYIO IIPUPOAY HAalllero oblecTBa U Ty
CTPaTeTHIO, IIPU IIOMOIIM KOTOPOH MBI
MOAXKHBI ero paspymuTb. Korma mpourtere
KHUTY, CTaHETe IIOAHOIPABHBIMH YAEHAMH
BparcrBa. Ho Bce, Kpome obmmx I1ieaeit
Hairei 6GopeObl W KOHKPETHBIX pabodmx
3amaHuii, 6yger oT Bac CKPBITO. 91 TOBOPIO
BaM, 4To BpaTcTBoO cyliecTByeT, HO HE MOTY
CKa3aTh, HACYUTBHIBAET OHO CTO YAEHOB HAHM
[ECATb MHAAHOHOB. [lo BallMM AWYHBIM
CBI35IM BBl HE OIIPEeAUTe AazKe, HabepeTcs
AV B HEM [ECATOK YeAOBeK. B KOHTakTe C
BaMH OyayT HaXOOUTHCH TPOE HAH YETBEPO;
€CAH KTO-TO M3 HHX HCYE3HET, Ha CMEHY
nosaBATCH HOBBIE. [IOCKOABKY 37€Ch -- Ballla
nepBas CBf3b, OHa coxXpaHUTCcH. Ecan BBl
TOAYYHAM TIPHKAa3, 3HaMTe, YTO OH HCXOAUT
or MeHd. Ecam BBl HaM moOHamobuTecs,
Halimem Bac 4epe3 MaptunHa. Korma Bac
CXBaTsT, Bbl CO3HAETECh. IJTO HEU30EKHO.

Ho TIOMHMO COBCTBEHHBIX aKkIuu,
CO3HABaThCA BaM Oy[eT IIOYTH HE B YeM.
BelmaTh BBl CMOXKET€ AWML TOPCTKY

HE3HA4YUTEABHBIX AlOfel. BepodarHo, mazxke
MeHd He CMOXKeTe BblaaTh. K ToMy BpeMeHH
s IOTHOHY MAW CTaHy APYTHM YE€AOBEKOM, C
APYTOM BHEILIHOCTBIO.

OH npomoAXaa pacxakMBaTbhb II0 TOACTOMY
KOoBpy. HecmoTpgs Ha  rpoMO3OKOCTB,
O'Bpaiien aBuUraacda C yAUBHUTEABHBIM
uzgmiectBoM. OHO CKasbIBaAOCh [aiKe B
TOM, KaK OH 3aCOBBIBaA PyKy B KapMaH, Kak
Jep:aa curapery. B HeMm dyBcTBOBasach
cHAa, HO ellle OOABIIEe -- YBEPEHHOCTb H
IIPOHUILIATEABHBIHN, UPOHUYHBIH yM.
Mep:kaacs OH HeOOBIYAMHO CEpPHE3HO, HO B
HeM He ObIAO M HaMeKa Ha Y30CTh,
CBOMCTBeHHyI0 (hbaHaTuKaM. Korma oH Bea
pedys o6 yOuiicrBe, caMoyOuiicTBe,
BEHEPHUYECKHUX 0oAe3HX, aMITyTalluu
KOHEYHOCTeH, HM3MEHEHUH AMIIa, B TOAOCE
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with a faint air of persiflage. “This is
unavoidable,” his voice seemed to say; “this
is what we have got to do, unflinchingly.
But this is not what we shall be doing when
life is worth living again.” A wave of
admiration, almost of worship, flowed out
from Winston towards O’Brien. For the
moment he had forgotten the shadowy
figure of Goldstein. When you looked at
O’Brien’s powerful shoulders and his blunt-
featured face, so ugly and yet so civilized, it
was impossible to believe that he could be
defeated. There was no stratagem that he
was not equal to, no danger that he could
not foresee. Even Julia seemed to be
impressed. She had let her cigarette go out
and was listening intently. O’Brien went on:

“You will have heard rumours of the
existence of the Brotherhood. No doubt you
have formed your own picture of it. You
have imagined, probably, a huge
underworld of conspirators, meeting
secretly in cellars, scribbling messages on
walls, recognizing one another by
codewords or by special movements of the
hand. Nothing of the kind exists. The
members of the Brotherhood have no way
of recognizing one another, and it is
impossible for any one member to be aware
of the identity of more than a few others.
Goldstein himself, if he fell into the hands
of the Thought Police, could not give them a
complete list of members, or any
information that would lead them to a
complete list. No such list exists. The
Brotherhood cannot be wiped out because
it is not an organization in the ordinary
sense. Nothing holds it together except an
idea which is indestructible. You will never
have anything to sustain you, except the
idea. You will get no comradeship and no
encouragement. When finally you are
caught, you will get no help. We never help
our members. At most, when it is
absolutely necessary that someone should
be silenced, we are occasionally able to
smuggle a razor blade into a prisoner’s cell.
You will have to get used to living without
results and without hope. You will work for
a while, you will be caught, you will
confess, and then you will die. Those are
the only results that you will ever see.
There is no possibility that any perceptible

IIPOCKaAb3bIBAAN  HACMEIIAWBBIE  HOTKH.
«29TO HEU3D0EKHO, -- TOBOPHUA €TO TOH, -- MBI
roiiieM Ha 3TO He APOTHYB. Ho He 3TUM MBI
OymeM 3aHUMaTbCs, KOILZa 3KHU3Hb CHOBAa
OyZmeT CTOWUTH TOTO, HYTOO AIOOM IKHUAWD.

YuncToH II0YyBCTBOBAA IIPHUAUB
BOCXUIIEHUS, ceiiyac OH IIOYTH
IPEKAOHSIACS nepesn O'BpaiieHoM.
Heonpeneaennaa durypa Toancreiina

OTOABHWHYAUCH Ha 3amHUM maaH. agnga Ha
moryune mnaeun O'Bpaiiena, Ha TaxKeaoe
AHIIO, rpyboe U BMeCTe c TeMm
MHTEAAUTEHTHOE, HEeAb3sl OBIAO IIOBEPHTS,
9TO 3TOT YEAOBEK IIOTEPIIUT IIOPazKeHHUeE.
Her Takoro KoBapcrBa, KOTOPOIO OH OBI He
pasragas, HET TaKOM ONACHOCTH, KOTOPOH
oH He mpeaBunea 6vl. [Jaxke Ha [:KyAUIO OH
mpous3Bes BredataeHme. OHa  caymasa
BHUMAaTEABHO, W CHrapera y Hee IOTyXAa.
O'BpatieH mpomoasKaa:

-- lo Bac, 6e3yCAOBHO, NOXOOHUAH CAYXH O
BparcrBe. 1 y Bac cAOXKHAOCH O HEM CBOE

IIPEACTAaBAECHHUE. BLI, HaBEpHOE,
BOO6pa}KaAI/I I POKOE IIOAIIOABE,
3aroBOpPIIHUKOB, KOTOPHBIE C06I/IpaIOTCH B

IoJiBaAaxX, OCTABASIIOT Ha CTEHAX HAaJIIHUCH,
y3HAIOT OPYT ApyTa 10 YCAOBHBIM (ppaszam U
0CcoOBIM zkecTaM. Hudero rmogo6Horo. YaeHs!
BparcrBa He HMEIOT BO3MOKHOCTH y3HaThb
Opyr  gpyra, KaXKAapli  3HaeT  AMIID
HECKOABKHX dYeaoBeK. Cam Toaxacreiin,
nonagd OH B PYKH IIOAHUIIMM MBbICA€H, He
cmor OBl BBIIATH CIHCOK bBparcTtBa uHau
TaKHe CBEJIEHUsI, KOTOpPhble BBIBEAH OBI ee K
aToMy cnucKy. Cnucka Her. Bparcrso
HEAb3s MCTPEOUTH IIOTOMYy, YTO OHO HE
opraHu3anys B 00bI4HOM cMmbIcae. OHO He
CKpEeIIA€HO HH4YeM, KpoMe HIeH, Hes Ke
Heuctpebuma. Bam He Ha 4ro Oyzer
omepeTbCcsi, KpomMe uaen. He Oynxer
ToBapuileii, He Oynmer obompenusa|4]. B
KOHIlE, KOI[la BacC CXBaTHT, I[IOMOIIH He
KauTe. Mbl HUKOTJa HE IIOMOTaeM HAaIllHM.
Camoe 0oOABIlIEE -- €CAH HEeODXOOUMO
00ECIIEYUTD Ybe-TO MOAYAHME -- HAM HHOTIa
yaaeTcs IIeperpaBUTh B KaMepy OpUTBY.
Bel [0AXKHBI IIPUBBIKHYTH K XKH3HH 0e3
pe3yabTaToB H 0Oe3 Hanmexapl. Kakoe-to
BpeMsl Bbl OyneTe paboTaTb, Bac CXBaTHT,
BBI CO3HAETECh, IIOCAE Yero ympere. [pyrux
pesyAbTaToB BaM He yBHAeTb. O TOM, YTO
nopu Hamed XU3HHM HaCTYIIT 3aMeTHBIE
nepeMeHbl, AyMaTh He MOPUXOAUTCd. MBI
IIOKOMHUKU. [lomaAMHHAag Halla >XKHU3Hb -- B
OynymeM. B Hee MBI BOHAEM TOPCTKOM
npaxa, obaAoMKaMu Koctel. Korma Hactymur
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change will happen within our own lifetime.
We are the dead. Our only true life is in the
future. We shall take part in it as handfuls
of dust and splinters of bone. But how far
away that future may be, there is no
knowing. It might be a thousand years. At
present nothing is possible except to extend
the area of sanity little by little. We cannot
act collectively. We can only spread our
knowledge outwards from individual to
individual, generation after generation. In
the face of the Thought Police there is no
other way.”

He halted and looked for the third time at
his wrist-watch.

“It is almost time for you to leave,
comrade,” he said to Julia. “Wait. The
decanter is still half full.”

He filled the glasses and raised his own
glass by the stem.

“What shall it be this time?” he said, still
with the same faint suggestion of irony. “To
the confusion of the Thought Police? To the
death of Big Brother? To humanity? To the
future?”

“To the past,” said Winston.

“The past is more
O’Brien gravely.

They emptied their glasses, and a moment
later Julia stood up to go. O’Brien took a
small box from the top of a cabinet and
handed her a flat white tablet which he told
her to place on her tongue. It was
important, he said, not to go out smelling of
wine: the lift attendants were very
observant. As soon as the door had shut
behind her he appeared to forget her
existence. He took another pace or two up
and down, then stopped.

“There are details to be settled,” he said. “I

assume that you have a hiding-place of
some kind?”

important,” agreed

Winston explained about the room over Mr.
Charrington’s shop.

“That will do for the moment. Later we will
arrange something else for you. It is
important to change one’s hiding-place
frequently. Meanwhile I shall send you a
copy of the book” -- even O’Brien, Winston
noticed, seemed to pronounce the words as
though they were in italics -- “Goldstein’s
book, you understand, as soon as possible.
It may be some days before I can get hold of
one. There are not many in existence, as

9T0 Oymyliee, HEBEAOMO HHUKOMY. bBbITb
MoOXKeT, depe3 ToIcady aeT. Celgac xe
HHUYTO HEBO3MOXKHO -- TOABKO IIOHEMHOLY
pacUINpATh BAQJAEHHUS 3[paBoro yma. Mul He
MOXKEM JIeHCTBOBaTh coolIia. MoxkeM AHIIb
nepenaBaTh Hallle 3HAaHHE -- OT YeAOBeKa K
YEeAOBEKYy, M3 IIOKOAEHHS B IIOKOAEHHE.
[IpoTuB HaC -- IHOAULHUSA MBICAEH, HHOTO
IIyTH y HacC HeT.

OH yMOAK U TPETHM pa3 [IOCMOTPEA Ha
Yackl.

-- BaMm, ToBapwuIl, yxKe I0pa, -- CKa3aA OH
JIKyAuH. - TTomoxxnure. I'pacdun
HAIIOAOBUHY HE BBIIUT.

OH HaroAHUA 6OKAaABI U TIOIHSIA CBOM.

-- Urak, 3a 4TO Temeps? -- cKazaa OH C TEM
XK€ AETKHMM OTTE€HKOM MpOHHMH. -- 3a
IoCpaMA€HHE IIOAMILIMU MbICAeH? 3a cMepThb
Crapumiero Bpara? 3a ueaoBeuHOCTBE? 3a
Oyny1ee?

-- 3a mpoIinoe, -- cKkaszaA YUHCTOH.

-- Ipoiroe BakHee, -- BECKO IIOATBEPAMA
O'Bpaiien.
OHu ocymman  Gokaabl, u JIXKyAusd

noxusaack. O'Bpatien B3ga co mkadyuuka
MaAeHBKYI0O KOpPOOKy m maa el Oeayro
TabaeTKy, BeaeB cocaTb. -- Heawss, 4ToOBI
OT BaC IIaxXA0 BHHOM, -- CKaszaAa OH, --
AudTephl BeCbMa HabAlO@aTeAbHBI. EnBa 3a
J>Kyauell 3akKpelaack [ABEPb, OH CAOBHO
3abbla 0 ee cyulecTBoBaHMH. CHesaB naBa-
TPH LIara, OH OCTAHOBHUACS.

-- Hazmo moroBopuThcs 0 fmeTasdx, -- cKasaa
oH. -- [Toaararo, y Bac ecTb Kakoe-Aubo pona
yb6exure?

YHUHCTOH OOBSICHHA, YTO €CThb KOMHAaTa Hal
AaBKOU Muctepa YappuHrroHa.

-- Ha nmepBoe Bpemsa rogurcd. Ilosxke Mbl
YCTPOMM Bac B JAPYyroe MecTo. YOexRHIa
HaAO0 dYacTo MEHAaTb. A TIIOKa  d4TO
IocTapaloCch KaK MOXKHO CKOpee II0CAaTh
BaM KHU2Y, -- YUHCTOH OTMETHA, YTO [aKe

O'BpaifieH OpPOMU3HOCUT 3BTO CAOBO C
HaxXuMoM, -- KHUry [loancreiina, BbI
noHumaere. Bo3MmoxkHO, # mocraHy ee

TOABKO 4Y€pe3 HECKOABKO pAHei. Kak BbI
[IOTaabIBAETECh, BK3EMIIASIPOB B HAAUYUH

155



you can imagine. The Thought Police hunt
them down and destroy them almost as fast
as we can produce them. It makes very
little difference. The book is indestructible.
If the last copy were gone, we could
reproduce it almost word for word. Do you
carry a brief-case to work with you?” he
added.

“As a rule, yes.”
“What is it like?”
“Black, very shabby. With two straps.”

“Black, two straps, very shabby -- good.
One day in the fairly near future -- [ cannot
give a date -- one of the messages among
your morning’s work will contain a
misprinted word, and you will have to ask
for a repeat. On the following day you will
go to work without your brief-case. At some
time during the day, in the street, a man
will touch you on the arm and say 1 think
you have dropped your brief-case.” The one
he gives you will contain a copy of
Goldstein’s book. You will return it within
fourteen days.”

They were silent for a moment.

“There are a couple of minutes before you
need go,” said O’Brien. “We shall meet
again -- if we do meet again--”"

Winston looked up at him. “In the place
where there is no darkness?” he said
hesitantly.

O’Brien nodded without appearance of
surprise. “In the place where there is no
darkness,” he said, as though he had
recognized the allusion. “And in the
meantime, is there anything that you wish
to say before you leave? Any message? Any
question?.”

Winston thought. There did not seem to be
any further question that he wanted to ask:
still less did he feel any impulse to utter
high-sounding generalities. Instead of
anything directly connected with O’Brien or
the Brotherhood, there came into his mind
a sort of composite picture of the dark
bedroom where his mother had spent her
last days, and the little room over Mr.
Charrington’s shop, and the glass
paperweight, and the steel engraving in its
rosewood frame. Almost at random he said:

“Did you ever happen to hear an old rhyme

that begins ‘Oranges and lemons, say the
bells of St Clement’s™?”

Mano. IToamnusa MbIcaeH pasbICKUBaeT HUX U
YHHYTOXKAET YyTh AW He TakK Ke ObICTPO,
Kak Mbl IledataeM. Ho 9To He wumeer
GoablIOro 3HadyeHHsd. KHura HeucrTpebuMa.
Ecau mOTHOHET ITOCAEIHUM HK3EMIIASID, MBI
cyMeeM BOCIIPOM3BECTH €€ IIOYTH JOCAOBHO.
Ha paboty BbI XomuTe ¢ mopTdeseM?

-- Kak nipaBuno, ga.
-- Kakoii y Bac noprdeas?

-- YepHbIH, o4eHb oOTpenaHHbId. C ABymMS
3aCTeXKaMHU.

-- YepHBIN, C AByMd 3aCTEXXKaMH, O4YE€Hb
obrpenanueiii... Xopomro. B 6Oamxkaiiniee
BpeMsd -- IE€HBb II0OKa He MOTy Ha3BaTb -- B
OQHOM M3 BalllUX yTPEHHUX 3aJaHUMN
[I0ITIaZIeTCsI CAOBO C OIEYaTKOM, U BBI
sarpebyere moBTOop. Ha caemyronmii aeHb
Bbl OTHpaBUTECh Ha pabory 6e3 moptdead.
B aTOT mEeHb Ha yAHIle Bac TPOHET 3a PYKY

4yer0BeK U ckakeT: «[Jo-moemy, BBI
obponnau mnoprdearr. OH gact Bam
noptdgeab ¢ kuHuro#i loaxacreiina. Bel
BEpPHETE €€ POBHO 4Yepe3 ABE HEIEAU.
Hactymnmao MmoadaHue.

-- o yxoma y Bac MHHYTBI TPH, -- CKaszaa

O'BpatieH. -- MBI BCTPETHUMCHI CHOBA... €CAU
BCTPETHMCH. ..
YUHCTOH IOCMOTpeA €My B Traasza. -- Tawm,

rae HeT TEMHOTBI? -- HEYBEPEHHO 3aKOHYHA
OH.

O'Bpatien KHUBHYA, HHUCKOABKO He
YAWBHUBIIHNCH. -- TaM, rae HeT TeMHOTHI, --
IIOBTOPHA OH TaK, CAOBHO 3TO0 OblA
[IOHATHBIM eMy HaMmeK. -- A IIoKa -- He

XOTeAW OBl BBl YTO-HHUOYAb CKa3aTh Iepen
yxonoM? IToxkeranme? Bompoc?

YuHcTOH 3amymascsa. CopamuBaTbk €My
ObIAO 0GOABIIIE HE O 4YeM; €Ile MEHBIIIE
XOTEAOCH U3peKaThb Ha IIpoIaHKe
BBICOKOIIapHble OaHaAbHOCTH. B roaose y
HEro BO3HUKAO HEYTO, HE CBH3aHHOE IIPSIMO
HU ¢ DBparcrBoMm, Hu c O'BpatieHoM:
BHUJIEHHE, B KOTOPOM COBMECTHAHMCH T€MHas
CHIaABHH, TZlE TIpOBeAa ITOCAEIHNUE IHU MaThb,
U KOMHAaTKa y Mwucrepa YappuHITOHA, CO
CTEKASIHHBIM IIpecC-TIallbe U TIPaBIOPOH B
pamke po30BOroO aepesa. Moyt
HEIIPOU3BOABHO OH CIIPOCHA!

BaM He IIPHUXOOHAOCE CABIMIATH OIUH
CTapbli CTHUIIOK C TaKHM Ha4daAOM:
«AIEeABCUHYUKH KaK Mel, B KOAOKOA CeHT-
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Again O’Brien nodded. With a sort of grave
courtesy he completed the stanza:

“Oranges and lemons, say the bells of St.
Clement’s,

KaemeHT ObeT»?

O'BpatieH 1 Ha 3TOT pa3 KUBHYA. AI0OE3HO
U C HEKOTOPOH BAaXXHOCTHIO OH 3aKOHYHA
cTpody:

Anenvcuruuku kax meod, B rxonoxkon Cenm-
Knemenm bbem.

You owe me three farthings, say the bells of H 3eonum Cenm-Mapmux: Omoasaii MHe

St. Martin’s,

When will you pay me? say the bells of Old
Bailey,

papmure!
U Ono-Beilinu, ox,
doswkok! -- zyoum.

cepoum. Bosspawail

When I grow rich, say the bells of Bce eepHy c¢ noayuku! — XxHbluem

Shoreditch.” KonokonvHblii 360H Illopoumua.

“You knew the last line!” said Winston. -- BpI 3HaeTe mocaegHUM cTuxX! -- cKasaa
YHuHCTOH.

“Yes, I knew the last line. And now, I am
afraid, it is time for you to go. But wait. You
had better let me give you one of these
tablets.”

As Winston stood up O’Brien held out a
hand. His powerful grip crushed the bones
of Winston’s palm. At the door Winston
looked back, but O’Brien seemed already to
be in process of putting him out of mind.
He was waiting with his hand on the switch
that controlled the telescreen. Beyond him
Winston could see the writing-table with its
green-shaded lamp and the speakwrite and
the wire baskets deep-laden with papers.
The incident was closed. Within thirty
seconds, it occurred to him, O’Brien would
be back at his interrupted and important
work on behalf of the Party.

IX

Winston was gelatinous with fatigue.
Gelatinous was the right word. It had come
into his head spontaneously. His body
seemed to have not only the weakness of a
jelly, but its translucency. He felt that if he
held up his hand he would be able to see
the light through it. All the blood and
lymph had been drained out of him by an
enormous debauch of work, leaving only a
frail structure of nerves, bones, and skin.
All sensations seemed to be magnified. His
overalls fretted his shoulders, the pavement
tickled his feet, even the opening and
closing of a hand was an effort that made
his joints creak.

He had worked more than ninety hours in
five days. So had everyone else in the
Ministry. Now it was all over, and he had
literally nothing to do, no Party work of any
description, until tomorrow morning. He
could spend six hours in the hiding-place

-- [a, g 3Hao mocaeguuii ctux. Ho 6orock,
BaM Iopa yxoauts. [ToctoiiTe. Paspemure u
BaM OaTh TabAETKY.

Yuncron Bcraa, O'Bpatien momaa pyKy.
AamoHp YuHcTOHa  ObBIAQA CMATA €0
moxaTueM. B aBepsiXx YHHCTOH OTASIHYACS:
O'Bpaiten yxxe aymaa o apyroM. OH xzaaa,
IIOAOKHUB PYKY Ha BBIKAIOYATEAb TE€ACKpaHa.
3a CnpHOM y Hero YHHCTOH BHJEA CTOA C
AQMIIOH ITOf 3€A€HBIM abazkKypoM, pedeInc u
IIPOBOAOYHBIE KOP3HUHKH, TIOAHBIE
JOKYMEHTOB. OIH30f 3akKoH4HAcH. Yepes
IIOAMHHYTBI, IHOAyMaa YHHCTOH, XO3SIHH
BEpHETCd K OTBETCTBEHHOM ITapTHUHHOMN
pabore.

IX
Ot ycrasocTH YHHCTOH IIpEBpaTHUACEA B
cryneHb. CTymeHb -- TOAXOMSINEE CAOBO.

OHO IPHIIAO €My B TOAOBY HEOXKHIAHHO.
OH 4yyBCcTBOBaA cebsi HE TOABKO APSOABIM,
KaKk  CTyAeHb, HO H  TaKUM e
OAyTIpO3payHbIM. Kaszaaoch, ecan HOOHATH
A8IOHb, oHa Oymer IPOCBEYHBATD.
TpymoBasi Oprvs BBIIHAA K3 HETr0 KPOBb U
AuMdy, ocTaBHAA TOABKO XpyTIKOe
COOpPY2KE€HHE H3 HEPBOB, KOCTEH M KOXKH.
Bce omryieHus 060CTPUANCEH YPe3BbIYANHO.
KoMmOuHE30H Tep HAedH, TPOoTyap IIEeKOTaA
CTYIIHH, [aKe KyAaK CXKaTb CTOHAO TaKOIO
TPYZAa, YTO XPYyCTEAU CyCTaBBI.

3a mnarp pgHeit oH oTpaboraa 6oablie
meBsgHocTa 4YacoB. KM Tak -- Bce B
MuHHCTepcTBe. Ho Teneprs aBpas KOHYMACH,
neAaTh OBIAO HEYEro -- COBCEM HHKAKOM
napTUHHON paboThl A0 3aBTPAIIHEro yTpa.
IIlecTs yacoB OH MOT IIPOBECTH B yOexKwHIIe
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and another nine in his own bed. Slowly, in
mild afternoon sunshine, he walked up a
dingy street in the direction of Mr.
Charrington’s shop, keeping one eye open
for the patrols, but irrationally convinced
that this afternoon there was no danger of
anyone interfering with him. The heavy
brief-case that he was carrying bumped
against his knee at each step, sending a
tingling sensation up and down the skin of
his leg. Inside it was the book, which he
had now had in his possession for six days
and had not yet opened, nor even looked at.

On the sixth day of Hate Week, after the
processions, the speeches, the shouting,
the singing, the banners, the posters, the
films, the waxworks, the rolling of drums
and squealing of trumpets, the tramp of
marching feet, the grinding of the
caterpillars of tanks, the roar of massed
planes, the booming of guns -- after six
days of this, when the great orgasm was
quivering to its climax and the general
hatred of Eurasia had boiled up into such
delirium that if the crowd could have got
their hands on the 2,000 Eurasian war-
criminals who were to be publicly hanged
on the last day of the proceedings, they
would unquestionably have torn them to
pieces -- at just this moment it had been
announced that Oceania was not after all at
war with Eurasia. Oceania was at war with
Eastasia. Eurasia was an ally.

There was, of course, no admission that
any change had taken place. Merely it
became known, with extreme suddenness
and everywhere at once, that Eastasia and
not Eurasia was the enemy. Winston was
taking part in a demonstration in one of the
central London squares at the moment
when it happened. It was night, and the
white faces and the scarlet banners were
luridly floodlit. The square was packed with
several thousand people, including a block
of about a thousand schoolchildren in the
uniform of the Spies. On a scarlet-draped
platform an orator of the Inner Party, a
small lean man with disproportionately
long arms and a large bald skull over which
a few lank locks straggled, was haranguing
the crowd. A little Rumpelstiltskin figure,
contorted with hatred, he gripped the neck
of the microphone with one hand while the
other, enormous at the end of a bony arm,
clawed the air menacingly above his head.

U elle OeBaITh -- B cBoel 1mocrean. Ilom
MSTKUM BEYEPHHUM COAHIIEM, HE TOPOISICH,
OH IlIeA II0 TPA3HOM YyAO4YKE K AaBKe
Mucrepa YappHHITOHA U, XOTh IIOTASABIBAA
HACTOPOXKEHHO, HET AW IATPyAsd, B TAyOHHE
Oyurd ObIA yBepeH, YTO CEroAHs BeYepoM
MOXKHO He 0OSTbCS, HUKTO HE OCTaHOBHT.
TskeAbI¥ HOPTQEAb CTYKAA IO KOAEHY IIpU
KazKI0M miare, u yaapbl AETKUM
MOKAABIBAHUEM OTIaBaANCH IT0 BCEH Hore. B
opTdese Aexasa KHU2a, AeKasa yKe
mrecToil [eHb, HO OO CHUX IIOp OH HE TO YTO
PacKpBITh ee -- JaxKe B3TASHYTb Ha Hee He
ycmea.

Ha mrecroit menr HemeAur HEHaBUCTHU, IIOCAE
LIECTBUH, pedyel, KPUKOB, II€HHs, AO3YHIOB,

TPAHCIIAPAHTOB, HABMOB, BOCKOBBIX
4qydes, OapabanHO# apobu, Bu3ra Tpyo,
MaplIeBOr0  TOIIOTA, Ad3ra  TAHKOBBIX

TYCEHHI], peBa 3CKaApPHUAUN U OpyAUMHOMI
IIaABOBI, IIPH 3aKAIOYHUTEABHBIX CyZOpPOTax

BceoOIllero oprasma, KOIZa HEHAaBHUCTH
IOoLIAQ OO0 TaKOTO0 KHUIIEHUS, UTO IIOIagUCh
TOAIE T€ [JBE THICIYH €BPA3UHCKUX
BOEHHBIX IIPECTYITHUKOB, KOTOPBIX
IPEOCTOSIAO IIyOAWYHO IIOBECUTH B
IIOCAE€THUH JIeHb MEPOIPUATHH, ux
HEIIPpEMEHHO pacTep3aan Obl, -- B 3TOT

caMblii IeHb ObIAO 00BABAEHO, YyTO OKeaHusa
c EBpasueii He Bower. BoiHa wuzger c
Ocrasueii. EBpa3ug -- COI03HHUK.

Hu o kakoii nepemMeHe, eCTECTBEHHO, U pe4du
He Ob1r0. ITpocTO CTAAO M3BECTHO -- BAPYT U
BCIOAY pasoM, -- 4To Bpar -- Ocrasud, a He
EBpasuga. Korma 310 mpousomiao, YUHCTOH
KaK pa3 ydJacTBoBaa B [AEMOHCTpallMU Ha
OJIHOM u3 LIEHTPaAbHBIX Ao e
NoHnoHa. Bpia yxxe Bedep, MEPTBEHHBIH
CBET IIPOXKEKTOPOB ITafaA Ha Oeable AWIA U
aaple 3HamMeHa. Ha maomanu — crosiao
HECKOABKO TBICSIY YEAOBEK, CpeAud HHX --
OPUMEPHO ThICAYA IIKOABHHUKOB, OMIHOM
rpynmno#, B dopMe paszBeqyukoB. C
3aTAHYTOH KyMadoM TPHOYHBI BBICTYIIAA
opaTop M3 BHYTPEHHEH IIapTHUH -- TOLIWM
4eAOBeYeK C  HEOOBIYaiHO  [JAMHHBIMH
pykaMu U OGOABIIOH ABICOH TOAOBOM, Ha
KOTOPOHM pPa3BEBAAUCH OTHAEABHBIE MATKHE
Oopaaku Boaoc. Kopdack OT HEHaBHCTH,
KapAHMK OJHOM pYKOH MOyIIHA 3a IIEeHKY

MHUKpPOOH, a Apyras, rpoMagHas Ha
KOCTASIBOM 3ar4cThe, YIPOXKAIOIIE
3arpebasa BO3yX HaI TOAOBOM.
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His voice, made metallic by the amplifiers,
boomed forth an endless catalogue of
atrocities, massacres, deportations,
lootings, rapings, torture of prisoners,
bombing of civilians, lying propaganda,
unjust aggressions, broken treaties. It was
almost impossible to listen to him without
being first convinced and then maddened.
At every few moments the fury of the crowd
boiled over and the voice of the speaker was
drowned by a wild beast-like roaring that
rose uncontrollably from thousands of
throats. The most savage yells of all came
from the schoolchildren. The speech had
been proceeding for perhaps twenty
minutes when a messenger hurried on to
the platform and a scrap of paper was
slipped into the speaker’s hand. He
unrolled and read it without pausing in his
speech. Nothing altered in his voice or
manner, or in the content of what he was
saying, but suddenly the names were
different. Without words said, a wave of
understanding rippled through the crowd.
Oceania was at war with Eastasia! The next
moment there was a tremendous
commotion. The banners and posters with
which the square was decorated were all
wrong! Quite half of them had the wrong
faces on them. It was sabotage! The agents
of Goldstein had been at work! There was a
riotous interlude while posters were ripped
from the walls, banners torn to shreds and
trampled underfoot. The Spies performed
prodigies of activity in clambering over the
rooftops and cutting the streamers that
fluttered from the chimneys. But within two
or three minutes it was all over. The orator,
still gripping the neck of the microphone,
his shoulders hunched forward, his free
hand clawing at the air, had gone straight
on with his speech. One minute more, and
the feral roars of rage were again bursting
from the crowd. The Hate continued exactly
as before, except that the target had been
changed.

The thing that impressed Winston in
looking back was that the speaker had
switched from one line to the other actually
in midsentence, not only without a pause,
but without even breaking the syntax. But
at the moment he had other things to
preoccupy him. It was during the moment
of disorder while the posters were being
torn down that a man whose face he did
not see had tapped him on the shoulder

MeTaaAHYEeCKHII TOAOC H3 PENPOAYKTOPOB
rpeMea 0 GECKOHEYHBIX 3BEPCTBax, OOMHAX,
BBICEACHHUSX ILIEABIX HApOIOB, Trpabekax,
HACHAUSIX, MBITKAX BOEHHOIIA€HHBIX,
GoMOapaUpPOBKAX  MHPHOTO  HAaCEAEHWUS,
MPOMAraHAUCTCKUX  BBIMBICAAX,  HATABIX
arpeccusx, HapyIIEeHHBIX JOTOBOPAX.
Caymias ero, 4yepe3 MHHYTY He IIOBEPHUTb, a
yepe3 [aBe He B30eCUTBCS OBIAO IIOYTH
HEBO3MOXKHO. TO H HEAO0 SpPOCTH B TOAIE
IepeKkurasa depe3 Kpaif, ¥ IOAOC oparopa
TOHYA B 3BEPCKOM PEBE, BBIPHIBABIIIEMCS U3
TBICSIYH TAOTOK. CBHpellee BCeX KpHUYaAH
IIKOABHHUKH. Pedb Ipomoakasach — yiKe
MHHYT [OBa[llaTh, KaK BAPYT Ha TPUOYHY
B30exkan Kypeep H IOACYHYyA OpaTopy
6ymazkKy. TOT pa3BepHyA ee M IIpodes, He
rnepecraBas TOBOPHUTb. Huuro He
H3MEHUAOCH HH B T'OAOCE €TI0, HU B IIOBAJIKE,
HU B COAEPKAHUU PEYH, HO HUMEHa BAPYT
cTaau UHBIMH. Be3 BCSIKHX CAOB IIO TOAIE
IIPOKaTHAACh BOAHA IIOHHMAaHHsA. Boroem c
Ocrasueti! B caexayroomuii MHUTI BO3HHKAA
TUraHTCcKasg CcyMaroxa. Bce IaakaTbl H
TpaHCIIapaHThI Ha IIAOIIA TN ObIAM
HempaBuAbHble! Ha 1oAOBHHe M3 HHX
coBceM He Te auna! BpenureabctBo! Pabora
roancrefiHoBCcKUxX areHToB! Brlaa OypHas
UHTEPAIOAUSI: CO CTE€H CAMPAAU IIAAKATBI,
PBaAH B KAOYbSl U TOITAAH TPAHCIAPAHTEI.
Pa3BeqYHKH IIOKAa3bIBAAHM UyZeca AOBKOCTH,
KapabKasch 10 KPBIIIaM U cpe3asi AO3YHIH,
TpeleTaBIINe MeXAy AbIMoxomaMu. Yepes
OBE-TPX MHUHYTBI BCe OBIAO KOHYEHO.
Opatop, elle [OepxKaBIIUM 3a TOPAO
MHUKPO(OH, IIPOJOAIKAA pPedb 0e3 3aMUHKH,
CyTyAsCh U 3arpebas Bo3ayx. Eume MmuHyTta -
- u TOAII& BHOBb pas3pasusachk
ePBOOBITHBIMU KPUKaMHU 3A00BI.
HenaBHCTE IpomoAXKasack KaK HH B UeM He
GBIBAAO -- TOABKO IIPEAMET CTAA APYTHM.

3aMHUM YHUCAOM YHHCTOH ITIOPA3UACH TOMY,
KaK 0opaTop CMEHHA AWHUIO OYKBaABHO Ha
noaydpase, HE TOABKO He 3aIlHyBIIHCH, HO
[aske He HapyILIWB cuHTakcuca. Ho ceituac
eMy 6b1A0 He nmo atoro. Kak pa3 Bo Bpems
CyMaTOXH, KOTZla CPhIBAAH IIAAKATBI, KTO-TO
TPOHYA €ro 3a IIAedo M IpousHec: «[Ipomry
MIPOILIEHUT, II0-MOeMy, Bbl  OOpPOHHAH
HopTdEAD». On paccesiHHO IPUHSIA
noptdeab U HHUYero He orBeTHA. OH 3HaA,
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and said, “Excuse me, [ think you've
dropped your brief-case.” He took the brief-
case abstractedly, without speaking. He
knew that it would be days before he had
an opportunity to look inside it. The instant
that the demonstration was over he went
straight to the Ministry of Truth, though
the time was now nearly twenty-three
hours. The entire staff of the Ministry had
done likewise. The orders already issuing
from the telescreen, recalling them to their
posts, were hardly necessary.

Oceania was at war with Eastasia: Oceania
had always been at war with Eastasia. A
large part of the political literature of five
years was now completely obsolete. Reports
and records of all kinds, newspapers,
books, pamphlets, films, sound-tracks,
photographs -- all had to be rectified at
lightning speed. Although no directive was
ever issued, it was known that the chiefs of
the Department intended that within one
week no reference to the war with Eurasia,
or the alliance with Eastasia, should
remain in existence anywhere. The work
was overwhelming, all the more so because
the processes that it involved could not be
called by their true names. Everyone in the
Records Department worked eighteen hours
in the twenty-four, with two three-hour
snatches of sleep. Mattresses were brought
up from the cellars and pitched all over the
corridors: meals consisted of sandwiches
and Victory Coffee wheeled round on
trolleys by attendants from the canteen.
Each time that Winston broke off for one of
his spells of sleep he tried to leave his desk
clear of work, and each time that he
crawled back sticky-eyed and aching, it was
to find that another shower of paper
cylinders had covered the desk like a
snowdrift, halfburying the speakwrite and
overflowing on to the floor, so that the first
job was always to stack them into a neat
enough pile to give him room to work. What
was worst of all was that the work was by
no means purely mechanical. Often it was
enough merely to substitute one name for
another, but any detailed report of events
demanded care and imagination. Even the
geographical knowledge that one needed in
transferring the war from one part of the
world to another was considerable.

By the third day his eyes ached unbearably
and his spectacles needed wiping every few
minutes. It was like struggling with some

4TO0 B OAMKaliue OHU eMy He yOacTCs
3arAgHyTb B nopTdeab. EaBa KoHYMAACH
JOEMOHCTpALMsI, OH IIOIIEA B MUHHUCTEPCTBO

IpaBabl, XOTd BpeMsl OBIAO -- 6e3 Yero-To
ABaaLAaTh TpPH. Bce COTPYAHHUKH
MHHHCTEPCTBA  IIOCTYIIMAHM  TaK  Ke.
PacriopsizkeHusT ~ IBUTBCA Ha  CAyXKOy,

KOTOPBIE y2Ke HECAUCH U3 TEACKPaHOB, ObIAU
HU3AHIIHU.

Okeannsa BowoerT c Ocrasueii: OkeaHus
Bcernma BoeBaana ¢ Ocrazueii. Boabinag
4acTh BCeH IIOAUTHYECKOH AMTEepaTypbl
IIOCAEHUX TIISITH A€T ycrapeaa. Bcskoro
pozma cooOOIleHMS M [JOKyMEHTBI, KHHIH,
razeTsl, OPOLIIOPEI, (PUABMBI, (DOHOTPAMMEI,
dororpadpunr -- BCE ITO  CAEOOBAAO
MOAHHEHOCHO YTOYHUTH. XOTd yKazaHHd Ha
9TOT cYeT He OBIAO, CTAAO HM3BECTHO, YTO
PYKOBOOUTEAN DEIINAM YHHUYTOXKHUTH B
TEeYeHHEe HEAEAW BCSIKO€ YIIOMHUHAHHE O
BoiiHe ¢ EBpasueit u coroze c Ocrasueit.
PaboTe1 6bIAO0 HEBIPOBOPOT, TEM 0OOA€E YTO
IIPOILIEAYPhI, C HEH CBsA3aHHBIE, HEAB3S OBIAO
Ha3pIBaTh CBOMMM HMeHaMH, B orzaeae
JOKYMEHTAaIIU! TPYAHUAUCH o
BOCEMHa[laTh YacoB B CYTKH C AByMS
TPEX4acoBBIMU IIepepbIBaMH 1A cHa. M3
II0IBAAOB IIPUHECAH MaTpPachkl U Pa3A0KHUAHN
B KOPHIOPaxX; U3 CTOAOBOM Ha TeAeXKKax
BO3UAM eny -- Oyrepbpompl u Kode
«ITobenar. K KaxxmoMy nepepwIBy YHHCTOH
cTapascs OYHCTHTBH CTOA OT palboThl, H
KasKpIi pa3, KOIa OH IIPHUIIoA3aA 00paTHO,
CO CAHIAIOIIMMHCS TAa3aMH M AOMOTOH BO
BCEM TeAe, €ro KOaA HOBBIA cyrpob
OyMazKHBIX TPyOOdYeK, IOYTH 3aBaAWBIIHI
pedenyuc M [OaxKe OCBHIIABIIMMCS Ha IIOA;
IEPBBIM AEAOM, 4TOOBI OCBOOOAHUTH MECTO,
OH cobupan ux B 0Ooaee UAM MeHee
aKKypaTHYI0 TOpPKy. Xy¥e BCEero, 4dTO
pabora OblAa OTHIOAL HE MeXaHUYecKas.
HHorma mocraTo4yHo OBIAO 3aMEHHUTH OIHO
UM OPYTHM; HO BCHKOe IIOAPOOGHOE
coobuieHne TpeboBaa0 BHHUMATEABHOCTH H
danTasuu. YToOBI TOABKO IIEPEHECTH BOMHY
U3 OHOM YacTH CBeTa B APYIYIO, U TO
Hy>KHBI OBIAM HeMaable reorpadguyecKue
IIO3HAHHUA.

Ha Tperuii neHp raasa y Hero G6oaean
HEBBIHOCHUMO, U KaK[ble HECKOABKO MHHYT
IIPUXOOHAOCH  IIPOTHUPATH  OYKH. 9To0
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crushing physical task, something which
one had the right to refuse and which one
was nevertheless neurotically anxious to
accomplish. In so far as he had time to
remember it, he was not troubled by the
fact that every word he murmured into the
speakwrite, every stroke of his ink-pencil,
was a deliberate lie. He was as anxious as
anyone else in the Department that the
forgery should be perfect. On the morning
of the sixth day the dribble of cylinders
slowed down. For as much as half an hour
nothing came out of the tube; then one
more cylinder, then nothing. Everywhere at
about the same time the work was easing
off. A deep and as it were secret sigh went
through the Department. A mighty deed,
which could never be mentioned, had been
achieved. It was now impossible for any
human being to prove by documentary
evidence that the war with Eurasia had
ever happened. At twelve hundred it was
unexpectedly announced that all workers in
the Ministry were free till tomorrow
morning. Winston, still carrying the brief-
case containing the book, which had
remained between his feet while he worked
and under his body while he slept, went
home, shaved himself, and almost fell
asleep in his bath, although the water was
barely more than tepid.

With a sort of voluptuous creaking in his
joints he climbed the stair above Mr.
Charrington’s shop. He was tired, but not
sleepy any longer. He opened the window,
lit the dirty little oilstove and put on a pan
of water for coffee. Julia would arrive
presently: meanwhile there was the book.
He sat down in the sluttish armchair and
undid the straps of the brief-case.

A heavy black volume, amateurishly bound,
with no name or title on the cover. The
print also looked slightly irregular. The
pages were worn at the edges, and fell
apart, easily, as though the book had
passed through many hands. The
inscription on the title-page ran:
THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF
OLIGARCHICAL COLLECTIVISM

By Emmanuel Goldstein

Winston began reading:

Chapter I

Ignorance is Strength

Throughout recorded time, and probably

HaITOMHHAAO KaKyI0-TO HETIOCHABHYIO
dusuyeckyro paboTy: TBI Kak OyAaTo H
MOXKeEIIb OT Hee  OTKa3aThkCs,  HO

HEPBUYECKUH a3apT IMOAXAECTHIBaeT Tebs U
TIOAXAECTBIBAeT. 3aayMBIBATBCS €My OBIAO
HEKOrJa, HO, KaXKeTCs, €ro HHCKOABKO He

TPEBOXKHUAO TO, YTO KaXKJ0e CAOBO,
CKas3aHHOe UM B PedeIlnc, KaxKIbIi pocuep:
YEepPHHUABHOTO KapaHzala --

npegHaMEpPeHHasT AOXb. Kak u Bce B
OTIeAe, OH OECITIOKOHACS] TOABKO 00 OITHOM --
4T0OBI ITOAZEeAKa Oblra OesylpedHa. YTPOM
IIECTOTO MOHA IOTOK 3aJaHHi  craa
HCCAKAaThb. 3a MoAdaca Ha CTOA HE BBIIAAO
HU OAHOM TPyOOYKU; [IOTOM OOHA -- U OIIATH
Hudero. [IpumMepHo B To e BpeMs pabora
momaa Ha cnan nosciogy. Ilo  ormeay
npoHeccs TAyOOKME M, TakK CKasaTb,
3aTaeHHBIA B3I0X. BeAWKUI HeraacHbIHA
moABUT coBeplieH. Hu oAuH YeAaOBEK Ha
cBeTe [JOKyMEHTAABHO HE€ [OKaXeT, dYTO

BoiHa ¢ EBpasmeit 6pmna. B 12.00
HEOXUIaHHO O0O'BIBHAH, 9TO 1o
3aBTPAIIIHETO yTpa COTPYAHHUKHU

MUHHCTepCcTBa cBobomubl. C KHUTOH B
noptdeae (Bo BpeMst paboThI OH AEPKAA ETO
MeXAy HOr, a KOrza claa -- IoAa coboii)
YHUHCTOH TIpUILIEA NOMOM, TTOOPHUACS U €aBa
He YCHyA B BaHHe, XOTs Boja Oblaa 4yTh
Temaas.

CAaIOCTHO XPYyCTs CyCTaBaMH, OH ITOIHSIACS
IO AECTHHIlE B KOMHATKy VY MHCTepa
YappuHITOHA. YCTaAOCTh HE€ IIpOolllAa, HO
criaTh yXe He XxXoreaock. OH pacHnaxHyA
OKHO, 3axKer TpA3HYI KEPOCHHKY H
IOCTaBHUA BOAY A Kode. [KyAHs CKOPO
nopuaer, a ImokKa -- kHuea. OH cea B
3acaseHHOE KPECAO U PACCTETHYA IOPT(EAb.

Ha camomearHOM  dYepHOM  IeperseTe
TOACTOM KHUTH 3araaBus He Obiro. [ledyaTh
TOXKE oKas3aaach cAeTKa HEPOBHOH.
CrpaHuipl, o0OTpemaHHBIE II0 Kpasw,
PACKPBIBAAUCH AETKO -- KHHUTA II00BIBaAa BO
MHOTHMX pyKaxX. Ha TUTyaApHOM AHCTE
3HAYHUAOCH:

3MMAHY3Ab 'OAICTENHH
TEOPHS H ITIPAKTHKA

OAHTAPXHYECKOI' O
KOAAEKTHBH3MA

YUHCTOH Ha4daa YUTaTh:

I'nasa 1

HesHaHue -- cuna

Ha mnporaxenuu Bceit 3adHUKCHPOBAHHOMN
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since the end of the Neolithic Age, there
have been three kinds of people in the
world, the High, the Middle, and the Low.
They have been subdivided in many ways,
they have borne countless different names,
and their relative numbers, as well as their
attitude towards one another, have varied
from age to age: but the essential structure
of society has never altered. Even after
enormous upheavals and seemingly
irrevocable changes, the same pattern has
always reasserted itself, just as a gyroscope
will always return to equilibrium, however
far it is pushed one way or the other.

The aims of these groups are entirely
irreconcilable...

Winston stopped reading, chiefly in order to
appreciate the fact that he was reading, in

comfort and safety. He was alone: no
telescreen, no ear at the keyhole, no
nervous impulse to glance over his

shoulder or cover the page with his hand.
The sweet summer air played against his
cheek. From somewhere far away there
floated the faint shouts of children: in the
room itself there was no sound except the
insect voice of the clock. He settled deeper
into the arm-chair and put his feet up on
the fender. It was bliss, it was etemity.
Suddenly, as one sometimes does with a
book of which one knows that one will
ultimately read and re-read every word, he
opened it at a different place and found
himself at Chapter III. He went on reading:
Chapter IIT

War is Peace

The splitting up of the world into three
great super-states was an event which
could be and indeed was foreseen before
the middle of the twentieth century. With
the absorption of Europe by Russia and of
the British Empire by the United States,
two of the three existing powers, Eurasia
and Oceania, were already effectively in
being. The third, Eastasia, only emerged as
a distinct unit after another decade of
confused fighting. The frontiers between the
three super-states are in some places
arbitrary, and in others they fluctuate
according to the fortunes of war, but in
general they follow geographical lines.
Eurasia comprises the whole of the
northern part of the European and Asiatic
land-mass, from Portugal to the Bering
Strait. Oceania comprises the Americas, the

HUCTOPHUU H, IIO-BUAHNMOMY, C KOHIIA HEOAUTA
B MHUpE ObIAK AIOY TPEX COPTOB: BBICIIIHE,

cpenHue nu HHUSIIIHE. prHHLI
IIOAPA3AEAAANUCH CaMbIMH PasHbIMHA
CHOCO6aMI/I, HOCHAH BCEBO3MOZXKHBIC

HAaMMEHOBAHHS, UX YHUCACHHBIE IIPOIIOPIIHH,
a TakKe B3aMMHBbIE OTHOIIEHHS OT BeKa K
BEKy MEHSAMCH; HO HEU3MEHHOH OocTaBasach
dyHOaMeHTaAbHAs CTPYKTypa OOIlecTBa.
Jlazke TI0CA€ KOAOCCAABHBIX IIOTPSICEHUH U
HeOOpaTHUMEBIX, Ka3aAoCh ObI, IIepeMeH
CTPYKTypa ara BOCCTaHABAHUBAAACH,
momo6HO TOMY KaK BOCCTAHABAWBAET CBOE
IIOAOKEHHE THPOCKOII, Kyzaa OBl ero HH
TOAKHYAH.

LleAm OTUX TpeX TCPYOI COBEPIIEHHO
HECOBMECTUMEL...

YHUHCTOH IIpepBaA YTEHHE -- TAABHBIM
obpazom mag Toro, 4ToObI elle pas

IIOYYyBCTBOBaTb: OH uumaem CIOKOMHO U C
ynobctBamu. OH OblA OOWH: HH TE€AEKpaHA,
HM yxXa y 3aMOYHOHM CKBaXKWHBI, HH
HEPBHOTO ITO3bIBA OTASIHYTBCH U IIPUKPBITH
CTPaHHILLY PYKOM. N3naneka THUXO0
NOHOCHAWCH KPHUKH JOeTel; B camMoi xe
KOMHAaTe -- HH 3ByKa, TOABKO dachbl
CTpeKOoTaAM, KakK cBepdyokK. OH yceacsd
roraybzke M IIOAOKHMA HOTH Ha KaMHHHYIO
pelreTky. Bapyr, kak OpIBaeT IpH YTEHUH,
KOrfla 3Haelllb, YTO BCE pPAaBHO KHUILY
IIPOYTELIH U [TePEUTENTb OT JOCKHU 10 JOCKH,
OH pacKphIA €e HayraJ U IIoIIaA Ha Ha4daA0
TpeThel raaBbl. OH CTaA YUTATH:

I'nasa 3
Bouna -- samo mup

Packoa Mupa Ha TpH CBepXAepzKaBbl IBUACS
coOBITHEM, KOTOpOEe MOTAO OBITH
IIpeicCKa3aHo M ObIAO IIPEACKa3aHO elle 10
cepenuHbl XX Beka. ITocae Toro kak Poccua
noraotraa EBpony, a Coemunaennsie [ITaTbr
BpuTaHCKyr0 HUMOepuio, (aKTHYECKH
CAOKHAUCH aBe M3 Hux. Tpetws, Ocrasmud,
opopMHAaCE KakK €OHHOE IIEAOE AHIIb
crycTs JECSATHAETHE, HaIlIOAHEHHOe
OecIopsOYHBIMH  BOMHaMH. I'paHuie!
MeXIy CBepxJep:KaBaMH Koe-Ife He
YCTaHOBAEHBI, KOe-T[e CABHUTAIOTCA B
3aBHCHMOCTH OT BOEHHOH (DOPTYHBI, HO B
IIEAOM  COBIIQJJal0T C  €CTEeCTBEHHBIMH
reorpacdndyeckUMH  pybexamu. EBpaszusa
3aHHUMaeT BCIO CEBEPHYIO 4acTb
€BPOINEHCKOT0 M a3MaTCKOTO KOHTHHEHTOB,
ot Iloptyraanu no Bepunrosa mpoauBa. B
OKeaHuIo BXOIST obe Amepuxku,
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Atlantic islands including the British Isles,
Australasia, and the southern portion of
Africa. Eastasia, smaller than the others
and with a less definite western frontier,
comprises China and the countries to the
south of it, the Japanese islands and a
large but fluctuating portion of Manchuria,
Mongolia, and Tibet.

In one combination or another, these three
super-states are permanently at war, and
have been so for the past twenty-five years.
War, however, is no longer the desperate,
annihilating struggle that it was in the early
decades of the twentieth century. It is a
warfare  of limited aims  between
combatants who are unable to destroy one
another, have no material cause for fighting
and are not divided by any genuine
ideological difference This is not to say that
either the conduct of war, or the prevailing
attitude towards it, has become less
bloodthirsty or more chivalrous. On the
contrary, war hysteria is continuous and
universal in all countries, and such acts as
raping, looting, the slaughter of children,
the reduction of whole populations to
slavery, and reprisals against prisoners
which extend even to boiling and burying
alive, are looked upon as normal, and,
when they are committed by one’s own side
and not by the enemy, meritorious. But in a
physical sense war involves very small
numbers of people, mostly highly-trained
specialists, and causes comparatively few
casualties. The fighting, when there is any,
takes place on the vague frontiers whose
whereabouts the average man can only
guess at, or round the Floating Fortresses
which guard strategic spots on the sea
lanes. In the centres of civilization war
means no more than a continuous shortage
of consumption goods, and the occasional
crash of a rocket bomb which may cause a
few scores of deaths. War has in fact
changed its character. More exactly, the
reasons for which war is waged have
changed in their order of importance.
Motives which were already present to some
small extent in the great wars of the early
twentieth centuury have now become
dominant and are consciously recognized
and acted upon.

To understand the nature of the present
war -- for in spite of the regrouping which
occurs every few years, it is always the

aTAaQHTHYECKHE OCTpPOBA, BKAIOYasd
Bpuranckue, ABcTpasasus U or AQpPHUKH.
Ocrasusg, HaWMEHBIIAad K3 TPEX M C He
BIIOAHE yCTaHOBHUBIIIENC 3aragHoH
rpaHulleii, BKAodaetT B cebs Kuraii, cTtpaHbl
K IOry OT Hero, SIOHCKHE ocCcTpoBa H

GoApIIe, HO He IIOCTOSHHBIE YaCTH
Manswxypuu, Monroanu u Tubera.

B TOM HMAM HHOM COYETAHHU TPH
CBEpXIEepKaBbl IIOCTOSHHO BeAyT BOUHY,

KoTopasl OAMTCS YK€ ABaAlaTh IIATb A€T.
Boitma, omgHako, yXe He TO OT4YadgHHOE,
CMepPTeABHOE IIPOTHBOOOPCTBO, KAKHUM OHAa
Oblaa B mepBoii moaoBuHe XX Beka. 91O
BOCHHBIE [JE€HCTBUA C OTPaAHHUYEHHBIMH
eAdMH, IIpuUYeM IPOTUBHUKH He B
COCTOSIHHUM  YHHYTOXKHUTB APyr  Apyra,
MaTepHaAbHO B BOIHE HE€ 3aMHTEPECOBAaHBI
Hu HE IPOTHUBOCTOAT opyr Apyry
uneonorndecku. Ho HeBepHO aymaTk, 4TO
MeToAbl BeIeHUs BOMHBI U IIpeobaanarolee
OTHOLIIEHHE K HElH CTard MEHEe XKECTOKHMMH
U KpoBaBbIMU. HampoTuB, Bo BCeX CTpaHax
BOEHHAasl HCTEepHsS HMeeT BCeoOmmMd u
IIOCTOSIHHBIM XapakTep, a TaKHhe aKThl, Kak
HACHAHE, MapoAepCcTBO, YOHHMCTBO mdeTei,
obpaiieHre Bcex KuTeaedi B pabCTBO,
pernpeccur IIPOTHUB IIAEHHBIX, [JOXOASIIHE
IO BapKH HAM IIOrpebeHHsa  KHUBBEM,
CUHTAIOTCS HOPMOH M Oaxke HOOAECTBIO --
€CAH COBEpIIEHBI CBOEH CTOPOHOM, a He
OpoTuBHUKOM. Ho dwusuyecku BoHHOM
3aHsATAa Maaasd dYacThb HACEA€HHUd -- B
OCHOBHOM XOPOIIIO 0o0yJeHHbIE
npodeccHoHaAbl, M  AIOJCKHE  IIOTEPH
CPaBHHUTEABHO HEBEAHUKH. Bou -- Korma 6ou
UAYT -- Pa3BEPTHIBAIOTCS HA OTJAAECHHBIX
rpaHuIax, O MECTOIOAOKEHHUH KOTOPBIX
PSAO0OBOM IpakIaHUH MOKET TOABKO rafaThb,
WA  BOKPYT IIA@QBalOIIMX  KPEIHOCTeH,
KOTODBIE KOHTPOAUDPYIOT MOPCKHE
KOMMYHHKaIlUU. B IeHTpax HIUBHUAHU3AIAHU
BOMHa [aeT o cebe 3HaTh AMIIL [TOCTOSSHHOMN
HEeXBaTKOM NOTPeOHUTEABCKHX TOBApPOB Aa OT
caydasd K CAyYar -- B3PBIBOM PakKeThl,
YHOCAIIIMM IIOPOM HECKOABKO JIECATKOB
KH3HeH. BolfHa, B CyIIIHOCTH, H3MEHHAA
cBoM xapakrtep. TodHee, BBIIIAN Ha IE€PBbIi
AQH TIPEXAE BTOPOCTENEHHBIE ITPUYINHBI
BOMHBI. MOTHBBI, HPHUCYTCTBOBaBIIHE [0
HEKOTOPO#l CTeleHH B OOABIIHX BOMHAX
Havasa XX BekKa, CTaau JOMHUHHPOBATh, UX
OCO3HAAHU U MU PYKOBOJCTBYIOTCSI.

J1a6bI TTIOHATE MPHUPOAY HBIHEITHEH BOHHBI --
a, HECMOTps  Ha  IEePerpynIIupoOBKHY,
MIPOUCXOAAINE pa3 B HECKOABKO A€T, 3TO
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same war -- one must realize in the first
place that it is impossible for it to be
decisive. None of the three super-states
could be definitively conquered even by the
other two in combination. They are too
evenly matched, and their natural defences
are too formidable. Eurasia is protected by
its vast land spaces, Oceania by the width
of the Atlantic and the Pacific, Eastasia by
the fecundity and indus triousness of its
inhabitants. Secondly, there is no longer, in
a material sense, anything to fight about.
With the establishment of self-contained
economies, in which production and
consumption are geared to one another, the
scramble for markets which was a main
cause of previous wars has come to an end,
while the competition for raw materials is
no longer a matter of life and death. In any
case each of the three super-states is so
vast that it can obtain almost all the
materials that it needs within its own
boundaries. In so far as the war has a
direct economic purpose, it is a war for
labour power. Between the frontiers of the
super-states, and not permanently in the
possession of any of them, there lies a
rough quadrilateral with its corners at
Tangier, Brazzaville, Darwin, and Hong
Kong, containing within it about a fifth of
the population of the earth. It is for the
possession of these thickly-populated
regions, and of the northern ice-cap, that
the three powers are constantly struggling.
In practice no one power ever controls the
whole of the disputed area. Portions of it
are constantly changing hands, and it is
the chance of seizing this or that fragment
by a sudden stroke of treachery that
dictates the endless changes of alignment.

All of the disputed territories contain
valuable minerals, and some of them yield
important vegetable products such as
rubber which in colder climates it is
necessary to synthesize by comparatively
expensive methods. But above all they
contain a bottomless reserve of cheap
labour. Whichever power controls
equatorial Africa, or the countries of the
Middle East, or Southern India, or the
Indonesian Archipelago, disposes also of
the bodies of scores or hundreds of millions
of ill-paid and hard-working coolies. The
inhabitants of these areas, reduced more or
less openly to the status of slaves, pass

BCe BpeMsd OOHA U Ta Ke BOMHA, -- HAIO0
[IpexK/ie BCEr0 YCBOUTD, YTO OHA HUKOIA He
cranmer pemawomeii. Hu oxHa wu3 Tpex
CBEPXAEPKAB HE MOXKET OBITH 3aBOEBaHA

JaxKe OOBEAWHEHHBIMH apMHUSAMH [OBYX
npyrux. CHABI HX CAHIIKOM pPaBHBI, H
eCTeCTBEHHbIH 060pOHHBIHN IIOTEHITHAA

HencyepriaeM. EBpasua sarmuiieHa CBOMMH
HeoOO3PHUMBIMH IIpocTpaHcTBaMu, OKeaHHs
WIMpuUHOH ATaaHTHYecKoro u Tuxoro
okeaHoB, OcTasug -- IAOJOBHUTOCTBIO H
TpyaoAlobueM ee HaceaeHud. Kpome Toro, B
MaTepPUAABHOM CMBICAE CpazKaThbCsl OOABIIIE
He 3a qT0. C o6pazoBaHHEM
CaMOJOCTATOYHBIX 3KOHOMHUYECKHUX CHCTEM
Goprba 3a pPBIHKH -- TAaBHAd IIPUYHUHA
TIPOILIABIX BOMH -- IIPEKPATUAACH,
COIIEpPHHYECTBO  M3-3a  CBHIPbEBBIX  0a3
IepecTas0  OBITH KHM3HEHHO  Ba’KHBIM.
Kaskmasgs w©3 Tpex mep:xKaB HACTOABKO
OrPOMHA, YTO MOXKET MAOOBITH IIOYTH BCe
HY?KHOE€ CBIpb€ Ha CBOEH TeppuTOpUU. A
€CAY YK TOBOPHUTH O YHCTO 3KOHOMHYECKHUX
LeAdX BOMHBI, TO 3TO BOMHa 3a pabouyio
cuay. Mexay rpaHuIamMu CBepXAepzKaB, He
IIpUHAOAEXKA HHU OMHOM M3 HUX IIOCTOSIHHO,
pacrioararaercs HEIIPaBUABHBIN
4eThIPEXyTOABHHUK c BEPIINHAMH B
Tamxkepe, BpaszaBuae, [apBuHe u
l'oHKOHre, B HEM MpPUXKHUBAET IIPHUMEPHO
oHA IATas  HaceAeHUd  3eMAH. 3a
obaaganue 3THUMH TYCTOHACEACHHBIMU
obaacTaMu, a TakKe apKTHYECKOY AeIdHOMI
mankod u OOproTCs IOCTOSIHHO  TPH
nepxkaBbl. PaKTHYECKHM HH OAHA N3 HHUX
HUKOTZIa IIOAHOCTBIO HE€ KOHTPOAHPOBaAad
CIIOPHYIO TEPPHUTOPHIO. YacTH ee IIOCTOSTHHO
nepexoAdaT HU3 PYK B PYKH; BO3MOXKHOCTH
3aXBaTUTh Ty MAW HHYIO 4acTb BHE3aIIHBIM
IIpeflaTeAbCKMM MaHeBpPOM KakK pa3 Hu
JOUKTYeT OECKOHEYHYIO0 CMEHY IIapTHEPOB.

Bce CIIOpHEBIE 3EMAU pacrmoaaraior
BaXKHBIMH MHHEPAABHBIMH pecypcamH, a
HEKOTOpbIe IIPOU3BOAAT ILIEHHbIE
pacTUTeAbHBbIE MPOAYKTHI, KaK, HaIIpUMeD,
KaydyK, KOTOPBIH B XOAOAHBIX CTpaHax
TIPUXOIUTCS CHUHTE3UPOBATH, opudeM
CpPaBHUTEABHO OOPOTMMHU crocobamu. Ho
camoe TAABHOE, OHU pacroaaraior
HEOTrpaHUYEHHBIM pe3epBOM JeleBott
paboueit cuapl. ToT, KTO 3axXBaTbIBAET
OKBaTOpHaAbHYIO AMPHKY, HAH CTpPaHBI
Bauxnaero BocToka, WMAM WHIOHE3HUHCKUH
apxumeaar, IpuobpeTaeT COTHH MHAAMOHOB
IpPaKTHYECKH J[JapoBBIX pabodux pyK.
Haceaenue 3TuxX pailioHOB, 60Aee UAM MeHee
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continually from conqueror to conqueror,
and are expended like so much coal or oil
in the race to turn out more armaments, to
capture more territory, to control more
labour power, to turn out more armaments,
to capture more territory, and so on
indefinitely. It should be noted that the
fighting never really moves beyond the
edges of the disputed areas. The frontiers of
Eurasia flow back and forth between the
basin of the Congo and the northern shore
of the Mediterranean; the islands of the
Indian Ocean and the Pacific are constantly
being captured and recaptured by Oceania
or by Eastasia; in Mongolia the dividing line
between Eurasia and Eastasia is never
stable; round the Pole all three powers lay
claim to enormous territories which in fact
are largely unihabited and unexplored: but
the balance of power always remains
roughly even, and the territory which forms
the heartland of each super-state always
remains inviolate. Moreover, the labour of
the exploited peoples round the Equator is
not really necessary to the world’s
economy. They add nothing to the wealth of
the world, since whatever they produce is
used for purposes of war, and the object of
waging a war is always to be in a better
position in which to wage another war. By
their labour the slave populations allow the
tempo of continuous warfare to be speeded
up. But if they did not exist, the structure
of world society, and the process by which
it maintains itself, would not be essentially
different.

The primary aim of modern warfare (in
accordance with the principles of
doublethink, this aim is simultaneously
recognized and not recognized by the
directing brains of the Inner Party) is to use
up the products of the machine without
raising the general standard of living. Ever
since the end of the nineteenth century, the
problem of what to do with the surplus of
consumption goods has been latent in
industrial society. At present, when few
human beings even have enough to eat,
this problem is obviously not urgent, and it
might not have become so, even if no
artificial processes of destruction had been
at work. The world of today is a bare,
hungry, dilapidated place compared with
the world that existed before 1914, and still

OTKPBITO  HH3BEIEHHOE [0 COCTOSHHS
pabcTBa, GecrpepbIBHO IIEPEXOMUT H3-IIOL
BAACTH OJHOIO OKKyIlaHTa IO BAACThb
OPYTOro U AUXOPAIOYHO PACXOLAYETCS HUMH,
IOO0HO YTAIO M HEPTH, YTOOBI IIPOU3BECTH
GoAbllle OpyKHUs, 4TOOBI 3aXBATHUTEH OOABIIIE
TEPPUTOPUHU, YTOOBI IIOAYYUTH OOABIIE
pabouei cHABI, 9TOOBI IIPOM3BECTH OOABIIIE
OpyKHS -- U TaK A0 OeckoHeuyHocTH. Hanmo
OTMETHTb, 4YTO 0OOeBble MAeHCTBUA BCeTaa
BeLyTCS B OCHOBHOM Ha OKpPauHAaX CIIOPHBIX
TEPPUTOPUH. Pybexu EBpaszuu
IepEMELIAIOTC  B3aJ, WU BIEPEN MEXIY
Kouro u CEBEPHBIM nobepexRbeM
Cpenu3eMHOTro MOpSI; OCTpOBa B
Unauiickom 1 TuxoM okeaHax 3axBaTbIBaeT
To Okeanuss, To Ocraszus; B MoHroauu
AMHHS ~ pasfmesa Mexny EBpasuedt u
Ocra3sueil HENOCTOsIHHA; B ADKTHKE BCe TPH
JEPKaBbl IIPETEHAYIOT Ha T'PoMagHbIE
TEPPUTOPHUU -- 110 OOABLIEH dYacTu He
3aceAeHHbIe M HE HCCAEIOBAHHBIE; OIHAKO
IpHUOAHU3UTEABHOE PaBHOBECHE CHA BCETIa

COXpaHseTcs, W  METPOIIOAMH  BCeraa
HEIIPUCTYIHBI. Boabmie Toro, MHPOBOH
9KOHOMHUKE, II0 CYIIECTBY, He HyXKHa
pabouas cuaa IKCIIAYATUPYEMBIX
Tpornu4yeckux crpaH. OHH HUYEM He
oboramaoT MHp, ubO Bce, UYTO TaM

IPOU3BOOUTCS, HAET Ha BOHHY, a 3axada
BOMHBI -- IIOATOTOBUTH AYYIIYIO IIO3HUIIHIO
[AsT HOBO# BoHBI. CBOUM pabCKUM TPYAOM

3TH CTpaHBbl IIPOCTO TI03BOASIIOT
HapaliuBaTh TEMII HEIPEPbIBHOH BOMHBI.
Ho ecam Op1 mx He ObIAO, CTPYKTypa
MHPOBOTrO coofIlecTBa M IIPOLIECCHI, ee
oAAeP>KUBAIOIIIHE, CYILIECTBEHHO He
U3MEHHAHUCH ObI.

lraBHasT 1eAb COBPEMEHHOM BOMHEBI (B

COOTBETCTBHH C IIPHHIUIIOM 080eMblCAUS
3Ta lLIeAb OJHOBPEMEHHO NPU3HAETCSI U He
IIpU3HaeTCsa PyKoOBOOSALIEH TOAOBKOM
BHYTPEHHEH IapTHH) -- H3PacxoaoBaThb
OPOAYKIIMIO MAIINHBI, HE IIOBBIIIAd OOIIErO
YpOBHA 3XHU3HHU. Bompoc, Kak ObITH C
U3AWIIKAMH IIOTPEOUTEALCKHUX TOBAapOB B
HHAYCTPHUaAbHOM  oOIIecTBe, IIOACIIYIHO
Haspea ele B KoHIle XIX Beka. HeiHe, Korna
MaA0 KTO JaXKe€ €CT [0ChITa, BOIIPOC 3TOT,
O4YE€BHIHO, HE CTOUT, BO3MOXKHO, OH He
BCcTaa ObI Jaxke B TOM CAydae, eCAW Obl He
OEHUCTBOBaAM HCKYCCTBEHHBIE IIPOLIECCHI
paspylieHud. CeromHdaIHu M MHD --
CKy[HO€, TOAOJHOE, 3allyIlleHHOE€ MECTO IIO
CpaBHEHHUIO C MHPOM, CYIIECTBOBaBIIUM M0
1914 roma, a Tem OoAaee ecAHM CpaBHHBATh
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more so if compared with the imaginary
future to which the people of that period
looked forward. In the early twentieth
century, the vision of a future society
unbelievably rich, leisured, orderly, and
efficient -- a glittering antiseptic world of
glass and steel and snow-white concrete --
was part of the consciousness of nearly
every literate person. Science and
technology were developing at a prodigious
speed, and it seemed natural to assume
that they would go on developing. This
failed to happen, partly because of the
impoverishment caused by a long series of
wars and revolutions, partly because
scientific and technical progress depended
on the empirical habit of thought, which
could not survive in a strictly regimented
society. As a whole the world is more
primitive today than it was fifty years ago.
Certain backward areas have advanced,
and various devices, always in some way
connected with warfare and police
espionage, have been developed, but
experiment and invention have largely
stopped, and the ravages of the atomic war
of the nineteen-fifties have never been fully
repaired. Nevertheless the dangers inherent
in the machine are still there. From the
moment when the machine first made its
appearance it was clear to all thinking
people that the need for human drudgery,
and therefore to a great extent for human
inequality, had disappeared. If the machine
were used deliberately for that end, hunger,
overwork, dirt, illiteracy, and disease could
be eliminated within a few generations. And
in fact, without being used for any such
purpose, but by a sort of automatic process
by producing wealth which it was
sometimes impossible not to distribute --
the machine did raise the living standards
of the average humand being very greatly
over a period of about fifty years at the end
of the nineteenth and the beginning of the
twentieth centuries.

But it was also clear that an all-round
increase in wealth threatened the
destruction -- indeed, in some sense was
the destruction -- of a hierarchical society.
In a world in which everyone worked short
hours, had enough to eat, lived in a house
with a bathroom and a refrigerator, and
possessed a motor-car or even an

ero c 06e300AaYHBIM OyAyIIMM, KOTOpOE
BOOOpaskaAu AIOAHM TOH mopbl. B Hawase XX
BeKa MedTra 0 OyaymeMm  oOIecrtse,
HEBEpPOSITHO OoraTroM, c obuamem mocyra,
yHopsaaodYeHHOM, 3(M@PEKTUBHOM -- O
CHUSIIOIIEM AaHTUCENITUYECKOM MHpe U3
CTE€KAAQ, CTaAM M CHEXHO-Oeaoro GeroHa --
KHAQ B CO3HAHUU YyTb AM HE KaXK/0ro
rpaMOTHOTO dYeAoBeKa. Hayka U TexXHHUKa
Pa3BHUBAAUCH C YAUBUTEABHOM OBICTPOTOMH, U
€CTECTBEHHO OBIAO IIPEMIIOAOKUTH, YTO TaK
oHHM u OyayT pa3BUBaTbCd. OTOrO0 He
IIPOUB0IIAO -- OTYACTH H3-3a OOHUIIAHHUS,
BBI3BAHHOTO MOAWHHOM 4Yepenod BOHH u

PEBOAIOIIHM, OTYacTH M3-3a TOTO, HYTO
Hay4HO-TEeXHUYECKUH porpecc
OCHOBBIBaACH Ha SMITHPUIECKOM

MBIIIIAEHUH, KOTOPO€ HE MOTAO YIIEAETH B
JKECTKO pPerAaMeHTHPOBaHHOM obiecTBe. B
IIEAOM MUp CErofiHd IIPUMHUTHUBHEE, YeM
OATHAECAT AET Hazam. PasBuauce
HEKOTOpbIe OTCTaAble 00AaCTH, CO3AaHBI
pa3Hoobpa3Hble HOBBIE yCTpodicTBa  --
npaBaa, TaK HWAM HHade CBA3aHHBIE C
BOWHOM U IIOAUIIEMCKOM CAEXKKOH, -- HO
IKCIIEPUMEHT U  HU300peTaTeAbCTBO B
OCHOBHOM OTMEDAH, U pa3pyxa, BbI3BaHHas
aToOMHOM BOMHOM 50-X ro/ioB, IIOAHOCTBIO HE
AUKBHAHpPOBaHA. TeM He MeHee OIIACHOCTH,
KOTOpbIE HeceT ¢ co60M MalnHa, HUKyda He
neaucb. C TOro MOMeHTa, KOTJa MalllnHa
3asgBHAa O Cebe, BCEM MBICASIIUM AIOISM
CTaAO SICHO, YTO HCYe3Aa HEOOXOMIHMMOCTH B
4yepHOU paboTe -- a 3HAYUT, U TAaBHAdA
IPEAIIOChIAKA YEAOBEYECKOT0 HEpPaBEHCTBA.
Ecan ObI MAalIHy HarpaBA€HHO
UCIIOAB30BaAU [AS 3TOM I1leAHW, TO dYepes
HECKOABKO ITOKOAEHHI OBIAO ObI TOKOHYEHO
U C TOAOZOM, U C U3HYPUTEABHBIM TPYAOM, U
C TIpd3B0, U C HErPaMOTHOCTBIO, U C
Goaesuamu. [la u He Oyaydu yrorpebaeHa
LA 3TOM 1IeAH, a, TaK CKa3aTb, CTUXUUHBIM
IOPSAKOM -- IIpOM3BoAd Oaara, KOTOpPBIE
HHOT/ZIa HEBO3MOXKHO OBIAO PACIPEOEAUTD, --
MallliHa 3a I9Th JEeCATKOB AET B KOHIle XIX
BeKa W Hadase XX pasuTeAbHO IIOAHAAA
JKU3HEHHBINA YPOBEHB OOBIKHOBEHHOTO
yeaoBeKa.

Ho Tak e iCHO 6BIAO U TO, YTO OOIIHI POCT
6AArOCOCTOSTHUSI YTPOXKAET HEPAPXUIECKOMY
ob11ecTBY TUbEABI0, 2 B KAKOM-TO CMBICAE U
ecTb yKe ero rubeab. B mupe, roe pabouwmit
[EHb KOPOTOK, I/le KaKABIH CBIT U JKUBET B
IOME C BaHHOM M XOAOIHUABLHHUKOM, BAQIEET
aBTOMOOHMAEM HAH [A¥KE CAMOAETOM, camas
oueBHOHAas, a ObBITh MOXKET, U camasd
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aeroplane, the most obvious and perhaps
the most important form of inequality
would already have disappeared. If it once
became general, wealth would confer no
distinction. It was possible, no doubt, to
imagine a society in which wealth, in the
sense of personal possessions and luxuries,
should be evenly distributed, while power
remained in the hands of a small privileged
caste. But in practice such a society could
not long remain stable. For if leisure and
security were enjoyed by all alike, the great
mass of human beings who are normally
stupefied by poverty would become literate
and would learn to think for themselves;
and when once they had done this, they
would sooner or later realize that the
privileged minority had no function, and
they would sweep it away. In the long run,
a hierarchical society was only possible on
a basis of poverty and ignorance. To return
to the agricultural past, as some thinkers
about the beginning of the twentieth
century dreamed of doing, was not a
practicable solution. It conflicted with the
tendency towards mechanization which had
become quasi-instinctive throughout
almost the whole world, and moreover, any
country which remained industrially
backward was helpless in a military sense
and was bound to be dominated, directly or
indirectly, by its more advanced rivals.

Nor was it a satisfactory solution to keep
the masses in poverty by restricting the
output of goods. This happened to a great
extent during the final phase of capitalism,
roughly between 1920 and 1940. The
economy of many countries was allowed to
stagnate, land went out of cultivation,
capital equipment was not added to, great
blocks of the population were prevented
from working and kept half alive by State
charity. But this, too, entailed military
weakness, and since the privations it
inflicted were obviously unnecessary, it
made opposition inevitable. The problem
was how to keep the wheels of industry
turning without increasing the real wealth
of the world. Goods must be produced, but
they must not be distributed. And in
practice the only way of achieving this was
by continuous warfare.

The essential act of war is destruction, not

BakHad (popMa HEPABEHCTBA yiKe HCYe3Aa.
CraB BceoOmmM, 60raTcTBO IIEpecTaeT
HOpPOXKIOAaTh pa3anudus. MOIXKHO, KOHEYHO,
B00Opas3uTh 001IECTBO, 20e 61aza, B CMBICAE
AWYHOM COOCTBEHHOCTH U YIOBOABCTBHIH,
OyLyT paclIpefeAeHbl IIOPOBHY, a 61aCmb
ocTaHeTcs y MaA€HBbKOH
IIPUBUAECTUPOBaHHON KacTel. Ho Ha ngeae
TaKoe OOIIECTBO HE MOXKET [OATO OBITH
ycroiuuBbIM. FI60 ecar 0GeCIIedeHHOCTRIO U
JOCYrOM CMOTYT HACAAXKAATBCA BCE, TO
rpoManHas Macca AMOJAeM, OTYHEBIIHX OT
HUIIETHI, CTAHET TIPAMOTHOM M HAYYHTCI
OyMaTb CaMOCTOSITEABHO; IIOCAE dYEero STH
AIOM PaHO UWAW TIIO3[AHO [OHMYT, dYTO
OPUBUAECTUPOBAHHOE  MEHBIIWHCTBO  HE
BBIIIOAHSIET HUKAKOM (PYHKIMH, U BBIOPOCAT
ero. B KoHEYHOM cueTe HepapXUIECKOE
OOILIECTBO 3UXKIETCH TOABKO Ha HHIIETE H
HeBeXXeCcTBe. BepHyTbCSI K  CEABCKOMY
06pa3y KU3HH, KaK MEYTaAH HEKOTOpPBIE
MBICAUTEAH B Hadane XX BeKa, -- BBIXO[
HepeaAbHBIH. On IIPOTHUBOPEIUT
CTPEMAEHHIO K HHAYCTPHUAAN3AINH, KOTOPOE
MOYTH IOBCEMECTHO cTano
KBa3WMHHCTHHKTOM,; Kpome TOrO,
HHIYCTPHAABHO oTcrasas cTpaHa
OecrioMoIllHa B BOEHHOM OTHOIIEHWH U
OpsSMO  HWAM  KOCBEHHO  IIONAAeT B
MOMIUHEHHE K boaee Pa3BUTHIM
COMIEPHUKAM.

He ompaBmaan ceba u apyrod croco6:
[Iep¥xKaTh MacChl B HHUIIETE, OTCPAHUYUB
OPOM3BOACTBO TOBAapOB. OTO YK€ OTYACTH
HabAIOaAOCH Ha KOHEYHOM cTaguu
KanuTaAu3Ma -- IIPUOAU3UTEABHO MEXIY
1920 u 1940 romamu. B 3KOHOMHKE MHOTHUX
crpaH OBbIA [ONIyIIEH 3acToi, 3eMAU He
BO3/IEABIBAAUCE, obopyroBaHue He
OOHOBASIAOCH, OOABIIIE TPYIIIBI HACEACHHUS
ObIAM  AWIIEHBI paboTbl M KOe-Kak
HOAAEPIKUBAAN JKUSHD 3a cyer
roCcyZapCTBEHHOM OaaroTBopuTeAbHOCTH. HO
9TO TaK¥Ke O0CAADAIAO BOEHHYIO MOIIb, H,
IIOCKOABKY  AMIIIEHHSI $IBHO He ObIAM
BBI3BAHBI HEOOXOAHMOCTBIO, HEH30EKHO
BO3HMKAaAA OIIIIO3UIIHS. 3a/iada COCTOSAA B
TOM, YTOOBI IIPOMBIIIAEHHOCTh paboTasa Ha
TOAHBIX oboporax, He yBeAUYUBasd
KOAMYECTBO MaTE€pPHUAABHBIX IIEHHOCTE#l B
mupe. ToBaphkl HAZO MIPOU3BOAWUTH, HO HE

Ha0o pacrpeneAsaTs. Ha IIpaKTHUKe
€IWHCTBEHHBIH oyTh K 3TOMY -
HEIIpepbIBHaA BOMHA.

CymHOCTE BOWHBI -- YHHUYTOXKEHHE He
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necessarily of human lives, but of the
products of human labour. War is a way of
shattering to pieces, or pouring into the
stratosphere, or sinking in the depths of
the sea, materials which might otherwise be
used to make the masses too comfortable,
and hence, in the long run, too intelligent.
Even when weapons of war are not actually
destroyed, their manufacture is still a
convenient way of expending labour power
without producing anything that can be
consumed. A Floating Fortress, for
example, has locked up in it the labour that
would build several hundred cargo-ships.
Ultimately it is scrapped as obsolete, never
having brought any material benefit to
anybody, and with further enormous
labours another Floating Fortress is built.
In principle the war effort is always so
planned as to eat up any surplus that
might exist after meeting the bare needs of
the population. In practice the needs of the
population are always underestimated, with
the result that there is a chronic shortage
of half the necessities of life; but this is
looked on as an advantage. It is deliberate
policy to keep even the favoured groups
somewhere near the brink of hardship,
because a general state of scarcity
increases the importance of small privileges
and thus magnifies the distinction between
one group and another. By the standards of
the early twentieth century, even a member
of the Inner Party lives an austere,
laborious kind of life. Nevertheless, the few
luxuries that he does enjoy his large, well-
appointed flat, the better texture of his
clothes, the better quality of his food and
drink and tobacco, his two or three
servants, his private motor-car or helicopter
set him in a different world from a
member of the Outer Party, and the
members of the Outer Party have a similar
advantage in comparison with the
submerged masses whom we call “the
proles”. The social atmosphere is that of a
besieged city, where the possession of a
lump of horseflesh makes the difference
between wealth and poverty. And at the
same time the consciousness of being at
war, and therefore in danger, makes the
handing-over of all power to a small caste
seem the natural, unavoidable condition of
survival.

War, it will be seen, accomplishes the

TOABKO YEAOBEYECKHX KHM3Hel, HO U IIAOIOB
JeAOBEYECKOro Tpyza. BoiiHa -- 3T0 criocob
pa3buBaTh  BApebe3rH,  paCHbIAITL B
crparocdepe, TOIHUTH B MOPCKOH IIydHWHE
MaTepHaAbl, KOTOPble MOTAM OBl YAYYIIHUTH
HapoAy KWU3Hb U TeM CaMbIM B KOHEYHOM
cueTe caeaaTb ero pasymHee. [lazke Korma
OpyXHe He YHHYTOXKaeTcd Ha Imoase 0od,

IIPOU3BOACTBO €ro -- YyAOOHBIH crocob
HCTPATUTh YEAOBEUECKHMI Tpyd U HeE
[IPOU3BECTH HHUYEr0 MOAd TOTPeGAEHHUS.
IMaaBaromas KPEIIOCTb, HaIpuMep,

[IOTAOTHAA CTOABKO TPYAA, CKOABKO IIOIIIAO
ObI Ha CTPOHUTEABCTBO HECKOABKHX COT
IPY30BBIX CyZOB. B KOHIle KOHIIOB OHa
ycrapeBaeT, HOET Ha AOM, He IIpHHecd
HHUKOMY MaTe€pPHAABHOM IIOAB3bI, © BHOBb C
FPOMAaAHBIMH TPYAaMHU CTPOUTCS [Apyras
rAaBaroIas KPEIoCTb. TeopeTuyecKH
BOEHHbIE YCHAUS BCeraa IAAHHUPYIOTCI TakK,
49TOOBI TIOTAOTUTH BCE H3AHIIKH, KOTOPBIE
MorAu ObI OCTATBCS IIOCAE TOTO, KakK OymayT
YOOBAETBOPEHBI ~ MHHHMAABHBIE  HYXKIbI
HaCeACHUS. [TpakTHUyeCcKH HY2K bl
HaCeAeHHs BCera HEIOOLIEHHBAIOTCH, U B
pe3yabTaTe -- XpOHHYECKas HexXBaTKa
[IPEIMETOB IIEPBOM HEOOXOAHUMOCTH; HO OHA
cyuTaeTcs IOAe3HOM. OTo obmymaHHas
[IOAUTHKA: IepKaTh nazke
IIPUBHUACTHPOBAHHBIE CAOM Ha  TI'PaHU
AWIIEHUM, 100 00Ilas CKyAOCTb MOBBIIIAET
3Ha4YeHHEe MEAKHX IIPUBHACTHH H TeM
YBEAWYHMBAET pa3AWYHS MEXAYy OOHOH
rpynmnod u apyroi. Ilo mepkam Hadasa XX
BeKa Jaxke YAeH BHYTPeHHeM InapTHUU BeaeT
ACKETHYECKYI0 U MHOTOTPYIHYIO KHU3Hb.
OnHaKO HEMHOTHE IIPEUMYIIECTBA, KOTOPhIE
eMy  [aHBI, - Goarlas, XOPOIIIO
obopymoBaHHas KBapTHpa, OAexkaa u3
Ay4IeH TKaHH, AyYIIero KadecTBa IIHINA,
Tabak W HAIIUTKH, [OBa HAH TPH CAyTH,
[IEPCOHAABHBINA aBTOMOOHADL UAU BEPTOAET --
[IPOIIACTBIO  OTAEASIIOT €ro OT dYAeHa
BHEIIIHEM HapTHH, a TOT B CBOIO O4Yepenb
UMeeT TaKHe IKe IIPEUMYILIeCTBa IIepen
GemHelIIe Maccoii, KOTOPYIO Mbl UMEHyeM
«IIPpOABD. OTO colMasbHas arMmocdepa
OCaKIIEHHOIO ropofa, IZie PasHUIla MeXKIy
foraTcTBOM U HHUIIETON 3aKAIOYaeTcs B

obaagaHuu KYCKOM KOHUHBI.
OnHOBpEMEHHO  Oaarozmapsl  OIIYIIEHHIO
BOWHBI, a CA€JIOBATEABHO, OMACHOCTH
nepenada Bcel BAACTH MaAEHbKOH

BEPXYIIKE IIPEACTABASIETCS €CTECTBEHHBIM,
HEOOXOLUMBIM YCAOBHEM BBIXKUBAHMUSI.

BOﬁHa, KakK HETPYOAHO BHIAETH, HE TOABKO
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necessary destruction, but accomplishes it
in a psychologically acceptable way. In
principle it would be quite simple to waste
the surplus labour of the world by building
temples and pyramids, by digging holes and
filling them up again, or even by producing
vast quantities of goods and then setting
fire to them. But this would provide only
the economic and not the emotional basis
for a Thierarchical society. What is
concerned here is not the morale of masses,
whose attitude is unimportant so long as
they are kept steadily at work, but the
morale of the Party itself. Even the
humblest Party member is expected to be
competent, industrious, and even
intelligent within narrow limits, but it is

also necessary that he should be a
credulous and ignorant fanatic whose
prevailing moods are fear, hatred,

adulation, and orgiastic triumph. In other
words it is necessary that he should have
the mentality appropriate to a state of war.
It does not matter whether the war is
actually happening, and, since no decisive
victory is possible, it does not matter
whether the war is going well or badly. All
that is needed is that a state of war should
exist. The splitting of the intelligence which
the Party requires of its members, and
which is more easily achieved in an
atmosphere of war, is now almost
universal, but the higher up the ranks one
goes, the more marked it becomes. It is
precisely in the Inner Party that war
hysteria and hatred of the enemy are
strongest. In his capacity as an
administrator, it is often necessary for a
member of the Inner Party to know that
this or that item of war news is untruthful,
and he may often be aware that the entire
war is spurious and is either not happening
or is being waged for purposes quite other
than the declared ones: but such
knowledge is easily neutralized by the
technique of doublethink. Meanwhile no
Inner Party member wavers for an instant
in his mystical belief that the war is real,
and that it is bound to end victoriously,
with Oceania the undisputed master of the
entire world.

All members of the Inner Party believe in
this coming conquest as an article of faith.
It is to be achieved either by gradually
acquiring more and more territory and so

OCYIIECTBAIET Hy»KHBIE€ pas3pylleHHs, HO U

OCYIIIECTBASIET uxX TICHXOAOTHYECKH
npueMAeMbIM criocoboMm. B mpuHmumne 6b1a0
OBl OYeHb IIPOCTO H3pacxogoBaTh

U30BITOYHBIN TPy Ha BO3BEAEHHUE XPAMOB U
OUpaMu, PbIThE M, a 3aT€M HX 3aCBIIKY
UAW [ayke Ha [IPOU3BOACTBO OIPOMHOIO
KOAMYECTBA TOBAapOB, C TEM YTOOBI IIOCAE
npenaBaTh HX OrHmo. OgHAKO TaK MbI
CO3HaaMM TOABKO OKOHOMHYECKYIO, a He
SMOLIMOHAABHYIO 0623y  HepapXUdecKoro
obutecrBa. [lea0 TYyT HEe B MOPAABHOM
COCTOSIHUM MAacCC -- UX HACTPOEHUS] POAU HE
UTrparoT, [OKyAa MAacChl MPUCTABAEHBI K
paboTe, -- a B MOPaABHOM COCTOSTHHH CaMoit
napruu. OT  AbOOro, ImycTb CaMOro
HE3aMeTHOTO dYAeHa mapTuu Tpebyercs
3HaHHE [eAd, TPYLOAIOOHME U Oake yM B
Y3KUX IIpeieaax, HO TaK Ke HeOoOXOIHMO,
YTOOBI OH ObIA HEBOIIPOLIAIOIINM
HEBEXKECTBEHHBIM (DAHATHUKOM U B AyILIE €TI0
TOCIIOZACTBOBAaAU CTPaX, HEHABUCTH, CAEIIOE
OKAOHEHHWE U OPTHACTUYECKHI BOCTOPT.
JpyruMu  CAOBaMH, €ro MEHTAaABHOCTH
OAYKHA COOTBETCTBOBAaTH COCTOSIHHIO
BOMHBI. HeBaxkHO, UAET AM BOMHA HA CAMOM
[eAe, W, IIOCKOABKY PEeIIUTEeABHOM IT00ennl
OBITH He MOKeT, HEBajXKHO, XOPOIIO HIAyT
neaa Ha (poHTe MAM Xyno. Hy:kHO omHO:
HaXOIUATHCS B COCTOSTHUH BOMHBI.
OCBEIOMUTEABCTBO, KOTOPOTO napTus
TpebyeT OT CBOUX YAEHOB U KOTOPOIO Aerde
nobutbcss B arMocdepe BOMHBI, IIPHUHSIAO
BCeoOILMI XapaKTeP, HO, YEM BBIIIE AU
IO TIOAOXKEHHIO, TEM AaKTHUBHEE OHO
nposiBasieTcs. VIMEHHO BO BHYTPeHHeH
HapTUU CUABHEE BCETO BOEHHAsl UCTEPUS U
HEHABUCTh K Bpary. Kak aaMuHHCTpaTOp,
YA€H BHYTPEHHE! IMapTUH HEPEOKO MOAXKEH
3HATh, YTO Ta WUAU HHAs BOEHHAsI CBOIKA HE
COOTBETCTBYET HCTHUHE, HEPEAKO EeMYy
U3BECTHO, YTO BCS BOMHA -- (PAABIIUBKA U
Aubo BoOOIIEe He BedeTcss, AMOO BemeTcs

COBCEM HE C TOM LIEABIO, KOTOPYIO
[EKAAPUPYIOT; HO TAKOE 3HAHUE AETKO
HEUTPaAAU3yeTCsT METOAOM  IBOEMBICAUSI.
[lpy BCEM OTOM HH B OIHOM YAEHE
BHYTPEHHEH [ApTUX HE  [OLIATHETCS
MHCTHYECKAss Be€pa B TO, YTO BOMHA --
HACTOAIAd, KOHYMUTCHA NOOENOHOCHO U

OxkeaHus craHeT 06e3pa3AeAbHOM XO3IHUKOH
3€MHOT0 LIapa.

Jag BCeX YACHOB BHYTPEHHEH NapTHUH 3Ta
rpaaymag  nobema  --  gorMaT  BephI.
HocturHyra oHa OymeT AMOO ITOCTENIEHHBIM
pacIINpeHHueM TEPPUTOPHUH, YTO OOECIEUUT
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building up an overwhelming
preponderance of power, or by the
discovery of some new and unanswerable
weapon. The search for new weapons
continues unceasingly, and is one of the
very few remaining activities in which the
inventive or speculative type of mind can
find any outlet. In Oceania at the present
day, Science, in the old sense, has almost
ceased to exist. In Newspeak there is no
word for “Science”. The empirical method of
thought, on which all the scientific
achievements of the past were founded, is
opposed to the most fundamental
principles of Ingsoc. And even technological
progress only happens when its products
can in some way be used for the diminution
of human liberty. In all the useful arts the
world is either standing still or going
backwards. The fields are cultivated with
horse-ploughs while books are written by
machinery. But in matters of vital
importance -- meaning, in effect, war and
police espionage -- the empirical approach
is still encouraged, or at least tolerated. The
two aims of the Party are to conquer the
whole surface of the earth and to
extinguish once and for all the possibility of
independent thought. There are therefore
two great problems which the Party is
concerned to solve. One is how to discover,
against his will, what another human being
is thinking, and the other is how to kill
several hundred million people in a few
seconds without giving warning
beforehand. In so far as scientific research
still continues, this is its subject matter.
The scientist of today is either a mixture of
psychologist and inquisitor, studying with
real ordinary minuteness the meaning of
facial expressions, gestures, and tones of
voice, and testing the truth-producing
effects of drugs, shock therapy, hypnosis,
and physical torture; or he is chemist,
physicist, or biologist concerned only with
such branches of his special subject as are
relevant to the taking of life. In the vast
laboratories of the Ministry of Peace, and in
the experimental stations hidden in the
Brazilian forests, or in the Australian
desert, or on lost islands of the Antarctic,
the teams of experts are indefatigably at
work. Some are concerned simply with
planning the logistics of future wars; others
devise larger and larger rocket bombs, more
and more powerful explosives, and more
and more impenetrable armour-plating;

II0IaBASIOIIEE IIPEBOCXOACTBO B CHAE, AHOO
Oaaromaps KaKOMY-TO HOBOMY,
HEOTpa3suMoMy oOpyzxwuio. Ilomckum HOBOro
OPYKHS IIPOMOAIKAIOTCS IIOCTOSTHHO, M 3TO
olHA U3 HEMHOTUX obaAacTeii, rae ele
MOXKET HaWTH cebe OpUMeHeHHne
U300peTaTeAbHbI# HAH TEOPETHUYECKUH YyM.
Herne B OkeaHUN HayKa B IIPEKHEM CMBICAE
IIOYTH  IIepecTasaa  cyllecTBoBaTh. Ha
HOBOSsI3€ HET CAOBA «HayKa». OMIIMPHUYECKHH
MeTO[] MBIIIA€HUS, Ha KOTOPOM OCHOBAaHEI
BCE Hay4dHble [OCTUIKEHHSI IIPOIIAOTO,
IPOTHBOPEYUT  KOPEHHBIM  IIPUHIIUIIAM
aHrcoua. M paske TeXHUYECKUH Iporpecc
IIPOUCXOOUT TOABKO TaM, TIZie Pe3yAbTaThl
€ro MOXKHO KaK-TO HCIOAB30BAaTb [IAS
COKpallleHUsl dYeAoBedeckoil cBoboabl. B
TIOA€3HBIX pPeEMecAax MHUP AHMOO CTOUT Ha
MecTe, AM0O ABHXKeTCH BCHATh. [load mamryT
KOHHBIM IIAYyTOM, a KHHUTHM COYMHSIIOT Ha

MamuHax. HO B KHM3HEHHO BaXXHBIX
obasactax, TO €CTb B BOEHHOHM U
TTOAUIIEPCKO-CBICKHOM, SMITMPHUYECKUH

METOJ, IOOLIPSIOT HAM II0O KpaiiHed Mepe
TEepnAT. Y IapTHH [B€ IEAH: 3aBOeBaTh
BECh 3€MHOM IIIap M HaBCErJa YHHYTOXHUTH

BO3MOZKHOCTb He3aBHUCHUMOI MBICAH.
ITosTomy OoHa ozabodyeHa ABYMS
npobaemamu. IlepBas -- KakK BOIpPEKH

JKEeAAaHUIO YeAOBeKa y3HaTb, 4TO OH AyMaer,
U BTOpasd -- KakK 3a HECKOABKO CEKyH[, 6e3
[IpenynpexRaeHus, yOUTb HECKOABKO COT
MHAAHUOHOB 4EeAOBEK. TaxoBBI CyTb
IpeaMETHI, KOTOPBIMHU 3aHUMAETCS
ocraBiIasca Hayka. CerogHsaIHui yIeHbIH
370 AmMb0 THOpPHMA ~ IICUXOAOTA U
WHKBHU3UTOPA, MJOTOIIHO  HCCAEAYIOLIMM
XapakTep MHMHKH, JKECTOB, WHTOHAIUN U
HCIIBITHIBAIONMH OeHCTBHE MEIUKaMEHTOB,
LIIOKOBBIX IMIPOLIEAYp, THUIIHO3a U IBLITOK B
LEASX H3BACYEHUd IIpaBAbl U3 UYEAOBEKA;
AUOO 3TO XHUMUK, (PU3UK, OHMOAOT, 3aHATHIM
HCKAIOYHUTEABHO TAKUMU OTPACASIMH CBOEM
HAyKH, KOTOPbIE CBSI3aHbI C YMEPIIBACHHUEM.
B rpoMaaHbIX Aa00paTOPUSIX MUHUCTEPCTBA
MHpAa U Ha ONIBITHBIX IIOAUTOHAX, CKPBITHIX B
Opa3MABCKHUX [IKYHIALIX, aBCTPAAUHCKON
IIyCThIHE, Ha  yeOWHEHHBIX  OCTPOBax
AHTapKTUKH, HEYTOMUMO TPYASITCS
Hay4dHble KOAAEKTUBBI. OMHU IAQHUPYIOT
MaTePUAABHO-TEXHUIECKOE obecrieuenue
Oynoylmux BOHH, ApyrHe pa3pabaThIBalOT BCe
Goaee MOIIHBIE paKeThl, BCce 60Aee CHUABHBIE
B3pbIBYATHIE BEIECTBA, BCe Ooaee IPOUHYIO
GpoHIo; TpeTbu  H300peTaroT  HOBBIE
CMEpPTOHOCHBIE TIas3bl HAH PaACTBOPHMEBIE
1bI, KOTOPbIE MOXKHO OyZeT IIPOU3BOAUTE B
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others search for new and deadlier gases,
or for soluble poisons capable of being
produced in such quantities as to destroy
the vegetation of whole continents, or for
breeds of disease germs immunized against
all possible antibodies; others strive to
produce a vehicle that shall bore its way
under the soil like a submarine under the
water, or an aeroplane as independent of its
base as a sailing-ship; others explore even
remoter possibilities such as focusing the
sun’s rays through lenses suspended
thousands of kilometres away in space, or
producing artificial earthquakes and tidal
waves by tapping the heat at the earth’s
centre.

But none of these projects ever comes
anywhere near realization, and none of the
three super-states ever gains a significant
lead on the others. What is more
remarkable is that all three powers already
possess, in the atomic bomb, a weapon far
more powerful than any that their present
researches are likely to discover. Although
the Party, according to its habit, claims the
invention for itself, atomic bombs first
appeared as early as the nineteen-forties,
and were first used on a large scale about
ten years later. At that time some hundreds
of bombs were dropped on industrial
centres, chiefly in European Russia,
Western Europe, and North America. The
effect was to convince the ruling groups of
all countries that a few more atomic bombs
would mean the end of organized society,
and hence of their own power. Thereafter,
although no formal agreement was ever
made or hinted at, no more bombs were
dropped. All three powers merely continue
to produce atomic bombs and store them
up against the decisive opportunity which
they all believe will come sooner or later.
And meanwhile the art of war has remained
almost stationary for thirty or forty years.
Helicopters are more used than they were
formerly, bombing planes have been largely
superseded by self-propelled projectiles,
and the fragile movable battleship has
given way to the almost unsinkable
Floating Fortress; but otherwise there has
been little development. The tank, the
submarine, the torpedo, the machine gun,
even the rifle and the hand grenade are still
in use. And in spite of the endless
slaughters reported in the Press and on the
telescreens, the desperate battles of earlier

TAKUX KOAWYECTBAX, YTOObl YHHUYTOXKHUTH
PACTHUTEABPHOCTDH Ha IIEAOM KOHTHHEHTE, UAU
HOBBIE BHIbI MHKPOOOB, HEYsI3BUMBIE IAs
AHTUTEA, 4YeTBEPTHIE IBITAIOTCS
CKOHCTPYHPOBAaTh TPAHCIIOPTHOE CPEACTBO,
KOTOpPO€ CMOXKEeT IIPOIINBAThL 3€MAI0, KakK
IOABOAHAS AOOKA -- MOPCKYIO TOAILY, HAW
caMOAeT, He IIPUBA3aHHBIN K aspoapoMaM H
aBHaHOCIIaM; [IThle H3y4aloT COBCEM
cpbaHTaCTUYECKHE UOEH HAomo0ue TOoTo,
4T0OBI (POKYCHPOBATb COAHEYHBIE AyYH
AWH3aMU B KOCMHUYECKOM IIPOCTPAHCTBE UAU
IPOBOLIMPOBATE  3EMACTPSICEHUSI  IIyTEM
IPOHHKHOBEHHSI K PpPacCKaAeHHOMY APy
3emMau.

Hu omuH wu3 3THX IIPOEKTOB TakK H HE
HpI/I6AI/I31/IAC$[ K OCYHIIECTBAEHUIO, U HU OQHA

U3 TpeX CBEPXIEPKaB CYIIECTBEHHOIO
IperMylllecTBa HHUKOIZa He mocturasa. Ho
caMoe yOWBHTEABHOE: BCe TPH  yKe

obramaroT aToMHO#M 6OoMOOH -- oOpyKHeM
ropasmo 6oaee MOIIHBIM, YEM TO, YTO MOTAH
Obl maTh HbIHemIHHe pas3pabotku. Xorda
napTusi, Kak 3aBeleHO, IIPUIIHCHIBAET 3TO
uzobpereHue cebe, 60MOBI ITOIBUAUCEH €Ille B
40-x romax M BIEpPBble OBIAM IIPHUMEHEHBI
MaCCHPOBaHHO A€T AeCAThb ciycrtd. Torma Ha
IPOMBIIIAEHHbIE  II€HTPBI -- TA@GBHBIM
o6pasoMm B eBpormeiickoii Poccuu, 3amnanuoit
EBporte u CeBepHoii AMepuke -- OblAH
cOpoireHsl coTHH 0Oom6. B pesyaprare
[paBdllyie TPYNIBl BCEX CTPaH yOeIHAWCE:
elle HECKOABKO 0O0OMO -- M KOHEI
OpraHu30BaHHOMY ob1iecTBy, a
CcAeIOBaTeABHO, HX BAacTH. Ilocae 9TOTO,
XOTH HUKAKOI'O O(HUIIMAABHOIO COTAALIEHHUS
He OBIAO [aXke B IIPOEKTe, aTOMHBIE
O0oMbOapoUPOBKH MPEKPaTHUAUCH. Bce Tpu
JEPKABBI IIPOJOAKAIOT AWIID IIPOU3BOIUTH
U HaKallAUBaTh aTOMHBIE GOMOBI B pacueTe
Ha TO, YTO PAHO HAH ITO3[IHO IIPEACTABHUTCS
yAOOHBIN cAy4aii, KOTAa OHU CMOTYT PEIIUTh
BOMHY B CBOIO IIOAB3y. B 1meaom xe
IOCAE€IHHE TPHUALATBE-COPOK AET BOEHHOE
HCKYCCTBO Tomdercda Ha Mecte. Illupe crasu
HUCIIOAB30BATHCS BEPTOAETEHL;
OoMOapOUPOBIIUKH IO OOABIIIEH YacCTH
BBITECHEHBI OECITMAOTHBIMH  CHAPSAIaMH,
OoeBble  KOpabAM C HX  HEBBICOKOU
KHUBYYECTBIO  YCTYIIMAM  MECTO  IIOYTH
HEIIOTOIIASIEMBIM IIAQBAIOIIMM KPEIIOCTIM; B
ocTasbHOM 0oeBasi TeXHHKa H3MEHHAACH
Maso. Tak, IogBomHAsS AOOKA, IIyAEMET,
[aske BHHTOBKA M pyd4Has TrpaHara Io-
npexxHeMy B xomy. W HecMoTpsa Ha
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wars, in which hundreds of thousands or
even millions of men were often killed in a
few weeks, have never been repeated.

None of the three super-states ever
attempts any manoeuvre which involves the
risk of serious defeat. When any large
operation is undertaken, it is usually a
surprise attack against an ally. The
strategy that all three powers are following,
or pretend to themselves that they are
following, is the same. The plan is, by a
combination of fighting, bargaining, and
well-timed strokes of treachery, to acquire a
ring of bases completely encircling one or
other of the rival states, and then to sign a
pact of friendship with that rival and
remain on peaceful terms for so many years
as to lull suspicion to sleep. During this
time rockets loaded with atomic bombs can
be assembled at all the strategic spots;
finally they will all be fired simultaneously,
with effects so devastating as to make
retaliation impossible. It will then be time
to sign a pact of friendship with the
remaining world-power, in preparation for
another attack. This scheme, it is hardly
necessary to say, is a mere daydream,
impossible of realization. Moreover, no
fighting ever occurs except in the disputed
areas round the Equator and the Pole: no
invasion of enemy territory is ever
undertaken. This explains the fact that in
some places the frontiers between the
superstates are arbitrary. Eurasia, for
example, could easily conquer the British
Isles, which are geographically part of
Europe, or on the other hand it would be
possible for Oceania to push its frontiers to
the Rhine or even to the Vistula. But this
would violate the principle, followed on all
sides though never formulated, of cultural
integrity. If Oceania were to conquer the
areas that used once to be known as
France and Germany, it would be necessary
either to exterminate the inhabitants, a
task of great physical difficulty, or to
assimilate a population of about a hundred
million people, who, so far as technical
development goes, are roughly on the
Oceanic level. The problem is the same for
all three super-states. It is absolutely
necessary to their structure that there
should be no contact with foreigners,

OEeCKOHEYHEBIE CoO0OILIEHNS o
KPOBOIIPOAUTHBIX 00X B IIpEcCCe U II0
TeAeKpaHaM, rpaHIU03HbIE CpakeHHUsl

IIPOIIIABIX BOﬁH, Korga 3a HECKOABKO HEOEABb
TUOAM COTHHU TBICSY U JAa2Ke€ MHAAHNOHBI, y2K€E
HE MIOBTOPAIOTCH.

Bce Tpu cBepxaepKaBbl
HpealpUHUMAIOT  MAaHEBPOB,  YpEeBaTbIX
PHCKOM THXKEAOTO IIopaxkeHud. Ecau u
OCYIIECTBASIETCSI KpyIIHasl OIlepalys, To,
KakK IIPaBHAO, 3TO -- BHE3aIlHOE HalaieHHe
Ha COIO3HHMKa. Bce Tpu nepzkaBbl CAEAYIOT --
HAM YBepsIoT cebs, YTO CAEAYIOT, -- OIHOM

HUKOTAa He

crparerun. Upmes ee B TOM, 9TOOBI
IIOCPEACTBOM 00€eBBIX IEMCTBUH,
[IEPETOBOPOB u CBOEBPEMEHHBIX
M3MEHHUYECKUX XO/I0B [IOAHOCTBIO

OKPY?KHUTHh IIPOTHBHHUKA KOABIIOM BOEHHBIX
6a3, 3aKAIOYUTH C HHUM IIaKT O Apyxkbe u
CKOABKO-TO A€T IIOAAEPKUBATH MHp, Aa0BI
YCBIIIUTDH BCSIKHE [I0/I03PEHUS. Tem
BpeMeHeM BO  BCeX  CTPATETrHYeCKUX
IIyHKTax MOXKHO CMOHTHPOBaTb PAKETHI C
aTOMHBIMKU OOEBBIMH YaCTIMH KW HAKOHEI[
HAHECTH MACCHPOBaHHBIM yaap, CTOAb
Pa3pPyLINTEABHBIHN, YTO IIPOTHUBHUK AHUIITHTCS
BO3MOXKHOCTH OTBeTHOro ymapa. Torma
MOKHO OyZeT IoAIUCaTh JOTOBOP O APyxKOe
Cc  TpeTbeH MUpPOBOH  nmepxKaBoH u
TOTOBUTHCS K HOBOMY HaIlaJeHHUIO.
U3AUIIIHE TOBOPUTD, YTO MAAH 3TOT -- BCETO
AWIIB Tpe3a, OH HeocyluecTBHUM. [la u Gou
€CAH BeOyTCs, TO AWIIb BOAHU3H CIIOPHBIX
obaacTet y OKBaTOpa MU Yy IIOAIOCA;
BTOPXKEHHUS Ha TEPPUTOPHIO IIPOTHBHHUKA HE
OBIAO HHKOTZA. OTHUM OOBSCHSETCI U
HEOIIPEEAEHHOCTh  HEKOTOPBIX  I'PAaHUIL
MEXIY CBepXAepKaBaMU. EBpasumn,
HalpuMep, HETPYAHO ObIAO GBI 3aXBaTHUTH
Bpuranckue  ocTpoBa, reorpadUuecKu
IpuHagAexkauye EBpore; ¢ gpyroi
cropoHsl, 1 OKeaHus Moraa Gbl OTOABUHYTH
cBou rpaHunbl K Peiiny u gaxke Bucae. Ho
Torza OblA Obl HApPYIIEH IIPUHIIUII, XOTSI H
HE IIPOBO3TAAIIEHHBIN, HO CODAIOIAEMBbIH
BCEMHU CTOPOHAMH, -- IIPUHIIUI KyABTYPHOMI
mmeaocTHocTH. Ecau OkKeaHus  3aBOIOET
obaacTtu, npexnie Ha3bIBABIIIHECS
Ppannueit u I'epmanHued, TO BO3HUKHET
HEeOOXOAUMOCTE AMOO UCTPEOUTH KHUTEAEH,
4T0 (PU3UYECKU TPYAHO OCYIIECTBHUMO, AUOO
aCCUMHAUPOBATH CTOMUAAMOHHBIN HAapoO, B
TEXHUYECKOM OTHOIIEHUH HAXOAAIIHNCS
IIPpUMEPHO Ha TOM XK€ VpPOBHE pPa3BUTHS,
yro u Okxkeanus. Ilepexn BceMu TpemMda
[ep¥kaBaMU CTOUT OHA W Ta XKe IpobreMa.
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except, to a limited extent, with war
prisoners and coloured slaves. Even the
official ally of the moment is always
regarded with the darkest suspicion. War
prisoners apart, the average citizen of
Oceania never sets eyes on a citizen of
either Eurasia or Eastasia, and he is
forbidden the knowledge of foreign
languages. If he were allowed contact with
foreigners he would discover that they are
creatures similar to himself and that most
of what he has been told about them is lies.
The sealed world in which he lives would be
broken, and the fear, hatred, and self-
righteousness on which his morale depends
might evaporate. It is therefore realized on
all sides that however often Persia, or
Egypt, or Java, or Ceylon may change
hands, the main frontiers must never be
crossed by anything except bombs.

Under this lies a fact never mentioned
aloud, but tacitly understood and acted
upon: namely, that the conditions of life in
all three super-states are very much the
same. In Oceania the prevailing philosophy
is called Ingsoc, in Eurasia it is called Neo-
Bolshevism, and in Eastasia it is called by a
Chinese name usually translated as Death-
Worship, but perhaps better rendered as
Obliteration of the Self. The citizen of
Oceania is not allowed to know anything of
the tenets of the other two philosophies,
but he is taught to execrate them as
barbarous outrages upon morality and
common sense. Actually the three
philosophies are barely distinguishable,
and the social systems which they support
are not distinguishable at all. Everywhere
there is the same pyramidal structure, the
same worship of semi-divine leader, the
same economy existing by and for
continuous warfare. It follows that the
three super-states not only cannot conquer
one another, but would gain no advantage
by doing so. On the contrary, so long as
they remain in conflict they prop one
another up, like three sheaves of corn. And,
as usual, the ruling groups of all three
powers are simultaneously aware and
unaware of what they are doing. Their lives
are dedicated to world conquest, but they
also know that it is necessary that the war
should continue everlastingly and without

Ux ycrpoiictBo, 6e3ycaoBHO, Tpebyer,
YTOOBI KOHTAKTOB C HHOCTPAHIIAMHU He ObIAO
3a MCKAIOYEHHUEM BOEHHOIIA€HHBIX U
IIBETHBIX paboB, Aa U TO B OTPAHHUYEHHOH
creneHu. C raAy0O4YaMIIMM TIOJO3PEHHUEM
CMOTPAT JaxKe Ha OPUIIMAABHOTO (B JaHHYIO
MHHYTY) COIO3HHMKA. KEcam He cuutaThb
IIA€HHBIX, IpaskaadnH OKeaHUH HUKOIJA He
BUANT rpaxknaaH EBpasum u Ocrasuu, u
3HATh HHOCTpPaHHEIE SI3BIKHU emy
3amnpeleHo. Ecan paspemuts eMy KOHTAakKT
C MHOCTPAaHIIaMH, OH OOHapy>KHT, YTO 3TO
TaKHe JKe AIOJIH, KaK OH, a paccKa3bl 0 HUX
-- o OoAblIIel 4aCTHU AOXKD. 3aKyIIOPEHHBIH
MUD, IZie OH OOHUTAET, PACKPOETCs, U CTPax,
HEHABUCTD, yOeKIeHHOCTh B cBOEH
IpaBoOTe, KOTOPBIMHU KHUB €ro I'PasKIaHCKUH
AyX, MOTYT HcHapurbcd. [loaToMy Bce Tpu
CTOPOHBI IOHUMAIOT, UTO, KaK OBbI 9aCTO HU
HepexXoauAn U3 PyK B pyku llepcua u
Eruner, 9Ba u Llefia0H, OCHOBHBIE T'PaAHUIIBI
HE [IOAKHO IlepeceKaTb HH4YTO, KpoMe
paxker.

ITom atuM ckpbIBaeTrcd (pakT, HUKOTAAa He
obCcyzKmaeMbIii  BCAYX, HO  MOAYaAHBO
IPU3HABAEMBIM UM YYUTBIBAEMBIH  IIPU
AIOOBIX MHEeHCTBHAX, a WMMEHHO: YCAOBHSA
KH3HK BO BCEX Tpex JAepxKaBax BeCbMa
cxoxku. B Okeannm rocyngapcTBEHHOE
ydeHHe HMEHyeTcs aHrcoueM, B EBpasunu --
HeoboapmeBu3sMoMm, a B Ocrasun ero
Ha3bIBAIOT KHUTANWCKUM CAOBOM, KOTOpOE
OOBIYHO IIEPEBOAUTCH KaK (KYABT CMEPTH»,
HO Ayd4Ille, IIOXKaAyH, Iepemaso OBI ero
CMBICA «CTHPaHHE AHMYHOCTH». 'paknaHuny
OKkeaHHH HE€ NO3BOAEHO 4TO-AMOO 3HATh O
JOrMax ABYX APYTHX y4EHHM, HO OH IPUBBIK
IIPOKAWHATH HX Kak BapBapCcKoe
HaZpyraTeAbCTBO HaJ MOPAaABIO U 30PaBBIM

CMBICAOM. Ha caMOM  [O€EAe 3TH TPHU
HOEOAOTHH II0YTH HEPaA3AN4YUMEBI, a
OGIJ.ICCTBCHHLIC CHUCTEMEI, Ha HHUX

OCHOBaHHEBIE, HEPAa3AWYUMEBI coBceM. Beane
Ta Xe NUpaMHOaAsbHas CTPYKTypa, TOT Ke
KYABT II0AyOOra-BOXKIA, Ta K€ SKOHOMHKA,
JKUByIlad IIOCTOAHHOM BOHMHOM W Oad
BOHHBI. OTCIOZIa CAEAYET, YTO TPH AEPKABBI
HE TOABKO HE MOTYT ITIOKOPUTB OHA APYTYIO,
HO U HE IIOAYYHAH OBI OT 3TOro HHKAaKOH
BBITO/IBI. Hanporus, HOKyZa OHU
BPaXOyIoT, OHH IIOAIIHMPAIOT APYyr Apyra
nomob6HO TpeM cHomaM. UM Kak Bceraa,
IpaB4dIlye TPYIIBI TPeX CTPaH U CO3HAIOT U
OIHOBPEMEHHO HE€ CO3HAIOT, YTO [IEAAIOT.
OHU nocBATHAU cebsl 3aBOEBAaHUIO MUpA, HO
BMECTE C TeM IIOHHMAIOT, YTO BOMHA
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victory. Meanwhile the fact that there IS no
danger of conquest makes possible the
denial of reality which is the special feature
of Ingsoc and its rival systems of thought.
Here it is necessary to repeat what has
been said earlier, that by becoming
continuous war has fundamentally changed
its character.

In past ages, a war, almost by definition,
was something that sooner or later came to
an end, usually in unmistakable victory or
defeat. In the past, also, war was one of the
main instruments by which human
societies were kept in touch with physical
reality. All rulers in all ages have tried to
impose a false view of the world upon their
followers, but they could not afford to
encourage any illusion that tended to
impair military efficiency. So long as defeat
meant the loss of independence, or some
other result generally held to be
undesirable, the precautions against defeat
had to be serious. Physical facts could not
be ignored. In philosophy, or religion, or
ethics, or politics, two and two might make
five, but when one was designing a gun or
an aeroplane they had to make four.
Inefficient nations were always conquered
sooner or later, and the struggle for
efficiency was inimical to illusions.
Moreover, to be efficient it was necessary to
be able to learn from the past, which meant
having a fairly accurate idea of what had
happened in the past. Newspapers and
history books were, of course, always
coloured and biased, but falsification of the
kind that is practised today would have
been impossible. War was a sure safeguard
of sanity, and so far as the ruling classes
were concerned it was probably the most
important of all safeguards. While wars
could be won or lost, no ruling class could
be completely irresponsible.

But when war becomes literally continuous,
it also ceases to be dangerous. When war is
continuous there is no such thing as
military necessity. Technical progress can
cease and the most palpable facts can be

MOAYKHA JAUTBECA IIOCTOIHHO, 6e3 mobemnl. A
Oaaromapsi TOMy, UYTO OIIaCHOCTb OBITH
[IOKOPEHHBIM TOCYHAPCTBY He  T'PO3UT,
CTAHOBUTCS BO3MOXKHBIM OTpHULIaHHE
JNENCTBUTEABHOCTH -- XapakKTepHas 4epTa U
aHrcolla ¥ KOHKYPHPYIOLUMX ydeHu#. 3mech
HAJO0 IIOBTOPUTH CKA3aHHOE paHee: CTaB
IIOCTOSIHHOM, BOMHa HU3MeHHAA CBOH
XapakTep.

B mpomaom BoO#MHA, MOXKHO CKasaTb, II0
OIPENEAEHUIO OblA2 YEM-TO, YTO PAHO HAHU
IIO3IHO KOHYAaAOCh -- Kak IIPaBHAO,
HECOMHEHHO# I106eqoil HAW IIOpaskKeHHUEM.
Kpowme Toro, B mpoIiaoM BoiiHa Oblaa OJHUM
U3 TAABHBIX HHCTPYMEHTOB, He QABABIINX
obmiecTBy OTOpPBATBCA OT  (PU3UYECKOH
JNENCTBUTEABHOCTH. Bo Bce BpemeHa Bce
[IPABUTEAU IBITAAUCH HABA3ATH [10IaHHBIM

AOIKHBbIE IpEeACTaBACHULA [o)
IeCTBUTEABHOCTH; HO HAAIO3UH,
IOAPBIBAIOILINX BOECHHYIO CHAY, OHHU
Io3BOAUTH cebe He wmorad. Ilokynma
mopakeHHe BAedeT 3a Cco0o#l MoTepio
HE3aBUCHUMOCTH HAHM KaKOH-TO JApyrou

pe3yAbTaT, CYUTAIONMHACT HeXKEAATEABHBIM,
IOpaxkKeHUsl HAN0 OCTEPETAThCS CaAMBIM
cepbe3HBIM ObOpa3oMm. Heab3ss UTHOPpUPOBATH
dusugeckue darkTel. B duaocodpuu, B
PEAUTHH, B 3THKE, B IIOAUTHKE ABAXKIbI ABa
MOXKET PaBHATBECH IIATH, HO €CAH BBI
KOHCTPyHpyeTe IIyILIKy HAH  CaMOAET,
OBaXKAbl [ABa [OAXKHO OBITH YETBIPE.
HeneeciocobHOE TOCYyZapCTBO paHblle HAU
11o3xe OyzeT mobeXaeHo, a AeeCIIOCOOHOCTh
HE MOKET OIHpPAThCS Ha HAAI03UH. Kpome
TOrO, 9TOOBI OBITH JIEECIIOCOOHBIM,
HeoOXOAMMO yMEHHe Y4YHTbCA Ha ypoKax
IIPOIIIAOTO, & [Ad O3TOr0 Hamo Goaee HAH
MEHEE TOYHO 3HATH, YTO IIPOUCXOAUAO B
mpomAoM. [a3eTbl U KHUTH [0 HCTOPHH,

KOHEYHO, BCeraa cTpagasu
[IPUCTPACTHOCTBIO U IIPEAB3SITOCTHIO, HO
dasscudpurams B CETOMHAIITHUX

Macirrabax npexzae 6biaa GbI HEBO3MOXKHA.
Boitna Bcerma 6Oblaa cTpazkeM 34paBOTO
paccyzika, M, €CAH TOBOPHUTH O IIPaBSIIMX
KAACCaX, BEPOSITHO, TAABHEIM CTpPazKeM.
IToka BOHHY MOXKHO OBIAO BBIUTPATh HAH
IpourpaTh, HUKAKOM MOpPaBAIIME KAAacC He
HMEA mpaBa BECTH cebs COBCEM
0e30TBETCTBEHHO.

Ho korma BoifHa CTAHOBHUTCS OYyKBaABHO
OEeCKOHEYHOH, oHa nepecraer OBITH
omacHo#. Korzma BoiiHa 6eCKOHEYHA, TAKOTO
[IOHATHSI, KaK BOEHHasd HeOOXOqUMOCTbD,
HeT. TexHH4YeCKHIlI  Iporpecc  MOKET

174



denied or disregarded. As we have seen,
researches that could be called scientific
are still carried out for the purposes of war,
but they are essentially a kind of
daydreaming, and their failure to show
results is not important. Efficiency, even
military efficiency, is no longer needed.
Nothing is efficient in Oceania except the
Thought Police. Since each of the three
super-states is unconquerable, each is in
effect a separate universe within which
almost any perversion of thought can be
safely practised. Reality only exerts its
pressure through the needs of everyday life
-- the need to eat and drink, to get shelter
and clothing, to avoid swallowing poison or
stepping out of top-storey windows, and the
like. Between life and death, and between
physical pleasure and physical pain, there
is still a distinction, but that is all. Cut off
from contact with the outer world, and with
the past, the citizen of Oceania is like a
man in interstellar space, who has no way
of knowing which direction is up and which
is down. The rulers of such a state are
absolute, as the Pharaohs or the Caesars
could not be. They are obliged to prevent
their followers from starving to death in
numbers large enough to be inconvenient,
and they are obliged to remain at the same
low level of military technique as their
rivals; but once that minimum is achieved,
they can twist reality into whatever shape
they choose.

The war, therefore, if we judge it by the
standards of previous wars, is merely an
imposture. It is like the battles between
certain ruminant animals whose horns are
set at such an angle that they are incapable
of hurting one another. But though it is
unreal it is not meaningless. It eats up the
surplus of consumable goods, and it helps
to preserve the special mental atmosphere
that a hierarchical society needs. War, it
will be seen, is now a purely internal affair.
In the past, the ruling groups of all
countries, although they might recognize
their common interest and therefore limit
the destructiveness of war, did fight against
one another, and the victor always
plundered the vanquished. In our own day
they are not fighting against one another at

OpPEeKPaTUTbCS, MOXKHO WTCHOPUPOBATHL U
OTpHULIATL camble O4YeBHAHbIE (PakThl. Kak
MBI yaKe BHJIEAU, HCCAEIOBAHUS,
Has3bIBaeMble HAy4YHBIMH, €Ille BEOyTCs B
BOEHHBIX IIEASIX, HO, II0 CYIIECTBY, 3TO
CBOEro poaa MeYTaHus, K HHUKOro He
CMyIllaeT, dYTO OHH  0e3pe3yAbTaTHEI.
JleecriocoOHOCTb M [ake BOO0eCIIOCOOHOCTEL
Goablire He HyKHbI. B OKeaHHH BCe IIAOXO
JENUCTBYET, KpoMme TIOAUIIMH MBICAEH.
[TOCKOABKY CBepXIEPKaBbI HEOOEqUMEI,
Kakaas IIPelCTaBAIeT COOOH OTHEABHYIO
BCEAEHHYIO, T/Ie MOXKHO IIpeIaBaThCs IIOYTH
AroGoMy YMCTBEHHOMY U3BPAIEHHIO.
JeldCTBUTEABHOCTE OKa3bIBaEeT JIaBAEHUE
TOABKO 4Yepe3 OOMXOIHYIO KU3Hb: HA/IO €CThb
U [OWUTh, HAAO HMETh KPOB H OHEBaThCH,
HEAL3sl TAOTATh SOOBUTLIE  BEIIECTBA,
BBIXO[UTDH YEPE3 OKHO HA BEPXHEM ITAXKE U
TakK [ngasee. Mexay KHU3HBIO H CMEPTHIO,
MexXay (PU3UYECKHM YOOBOABCTBHEM H
¢r3uyecKoii 60AbI0 pa3HHUIlA BCE-TAKHU €CThb
-- HO U TOABKO. OTpe3aHHBI OT BHEIIHETO
MHpa MW OT IIPOLIAOTO, TIpPasKIaHUH
Oxkeanuu, o06HO YEAOBEKY B
MEK3BE3MHOM IIPOCTPAHCTBE, HE 3HAET, TIE
BepX, Trae Hu3. [IpaBUTEAHM  TaKOro
rocyznapcraa obaamaoT abCOAIOTHOM
BAACTBIO, KaKoi He ObIAO HH Y Lie3apei, HU
y dapaonoB. OHU He [OO0AKHBI [OIIYCTHUTH,
4T00OBI MX IIOAOIEYHBIE MEPAH OT TOAOJA B
4Ype3MepPHBIX KOAMYECTBAX, KOTZA 3TO yKe
IpeACTaBASeT M3BECTHble HeyxoOCTBa, OHHU
JOAXKHBI ITOAEPKUBATH BOEHHYIO TEXHHUKY
Ha OIHOM HEBBICOKOM YDOBHE; HO, KOABb
CKOPO 3TOT MUHHUMYM BBIIIOAHEH, OHHU MOTYT
U3BpAllATh AENUCTBUTEABHOCTh TaK, KaK UM
3abaaropaccyaurcs.

TakuMm obOpa3oM, BOHHA, €CAH IOAXOOUTH K
HEl C MepKaMH [IpPOLIABIX BOMH, --
MollleHHH4YecTBo. OHa HAallOMHHAEeT CXBaTKU
HEKOTODPBIX JKBa4yHBIX JKUBOTHBIX, YbH pOra
pacTyT IIO[ TaKMM YTAOM, 4YTO OHH HE
CHIIOCOOHBI pPaHUTH Apyr Apyra. Ho xora
BOiHa HepeaAsbHa, OHa He OecCMBICACHHA.
OHa MOXKHpaeT U3AUIIKH 0Aar M I103BOASIET

HoAAEePKUBATH ocobyto AYIIEBHYIO
aTmocdepy, B KOTOPOH HYy>KIaeTcs
uepapxudeckoe obmecrBo. HbiHe, Kak
HETPYAHO BHIAETb, BOMHA -- OEAO YHCTO

BHyTpeHHee. B mpomiaom mpaBuTean Bcex
CTpaH, XOTd U IIOHHMMAaAW IOPO¥ OOGIIHOCTH
CBOUX HUHTEPECOB, a IIOTOMY OTPAaHUYHBAAU
Pa3pyIIUTEABHOCTE BOMH, BOEBAAU BCE-TAKHU
ApyT C ApyroM, u 1mobemuresb TpabHa
nobexxaeHHoro. B HaAIM AHW OHH APYT C
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all. The war is waged by each ruling group
against its own subjects, and the object of
the war is not to make or prevent conquests
of territory, but to keep the structure of
society intact. The very word “war”,
therefore, has become misleading. It would
probably be accurate to say that by
becoming continuous war has ceased to
exist. The peculiar pressure that it exerted
on human beings between the Neolithic Age
and the early twentieth century has
disappeared and been replaced by
something quite different. The effect would
be much the same if the three super-states,
instead of fighting one another, should
agree to live in perpetual peace, each
inviolate within its own boundaries. For in
that case each would still be a self-
contained universe, freed for ever from the
sobering influence of external danger. A
peace that was truly permanent would be
the same as a permanent war. This --
although the vast majority of Party
members understand it only in a shallower
sense -- is the inner meaning of the Party
slogan: War is peace.

Winston stopped reading for a moment.
Somewhere in remote distance a rocket
bomb thundered. The blissful feeling of
being alone with the forbidden book, in a
room with no telescreen, had not worn off.
Solitude and safety were physical
sensations, mixed up somehow with the
tiredness of his body, the softness of the
chair, the touch of the faint breeze from the
window that played upon his cheek. The
book fascinated him, or more exactly it
reassured him. In a sense it told him
nothing that was new, but that was part of
the attraction. It said what he would have
said, if it had been possible for him to set
his scattered thoughts in order. It was the
product of a mind similar to his own, but
enormously more powerful, more
systematic, less fear-ridden. The best
books, he perceived, are those that tell you
what you know already. He had just turned
back to Chapter I when he heard Julia’s
footstep on the stair and started out of his
chair to meet her. She dumped her brown
tool-bag on the floor and flung herself into
his arms. It was more than a week since
they had seen one another.

“I've got the book,” he said as they
disentangled themselves.

“Oh, you've got it? Good,” she said without

APYyroM He BOIOIOT. BoliHYy BezeT npasdilad
rpyHIia IPOTHB CBOHUX NOAMAHHBIX, U IIEABb
BOMHBI -- He wu3bexaTh 3axBara CBOeEH
TEPPUTOPHH, a COXPAHUTL OOIIIECTBEHHBIH
ctpoii. IToaToMy caMo cAOBO «BOHMHAa» BBOOUT
B  3abayxkpaeHue. Mpl, BeposATHO, He
IIOTPENINM ITPOTUB HCTHUHBI, €CAU CKasKeM,
YTO, CIEAABHINCHL IIOCTOSHHOM, BOWHaA
nepecrasra OblTb  BoiHO#. To  ocoboe
OaBA€HHE, KOTOpPOe OHa OKas3blBaaa Ha
YEAOBEYECTBO CO BPEMEH HEOAUTa U OO0
Havara XX BeKa, UCYE3A0 U CMEHUAOCH YEM-
TO COBCEM ApPyruM. Ecam ObI TpH mepzKaBbl
HE BOEBaAM, a COTAACHAMCH BEYHO KUTH B
Mupe u Kaxkaas ocTraBasach OBI
HEIIPUKOCHOBEHHOH B CBOHX TI'paHHIIAX,
pe3yabTaT OblA GBI TOT 3Ke camblii. Kaxnasa
O6b1aa ObI 3aMKHYTOH BCEA€HHOM, HaBCeraa
U30aBAEHHOH OT OTPE3BASIONIETO BAHSHUS
BHeIIHeH onacHOCTH. [lOCTOSHHBIM MHP
ObIA OBI TO XKe caMoOe, YTO IIOCTOSIHHAs
BoiiHa. BoT B 4eM rAyOMHHBIM CMBICA -- XOTS
GOABIIIMHCTBO YAEHOB IIAPTUH [IOHUMAIOT
€r0 IIOBEPXHOCTHO -- IApPTUHHOTO AO3yHTa
BOWHA -- 9TO MUP.

YuHCTOH mepecras 4uTaTb. Ilocablmasca
rpoM -- T[e-TO BJaseKe pasopBasach
pakera. BaaxkeHHOoe dYyBCTBO -- OIMH C
3alpeTHOM KHHUIOM, B KOMHare 6e3
TeAeKpaHa -- He Ipoxoanso. OUHOYECTBO U
IIOKOH OH oIylas (OU3UYECKH, TaK Ke KakK

JCTAAOCTL B TeA€, MATKOCTb KpPECAA,
BETEPOK W3 OKHA, [BLIIIABIINNA B IIEKY.
Kuura 3aBopaxkuBasa €ro, a BepHee,

yKperasiaa. B KaKOM-TO CMBICAE KHHTIa HeE
COOOIIHAA €My HUYETO HOBOIO -- HO B 3TOM-
TO U 3aKAl0YaAach ee Ipeaectb. OnHa
rOBOPHAA TO, YTO OH caM Obl MOT CKAa3aTh,
ecAn OBl CyMeA TIPUBECTH B MOPSIOK
OTPBLIBOYHBIE MBICAH. Ona D57
[IPOU3BENEHUEM yMa, IIOXOXKETO Ha €ro yM,
TOABKO TOpa3no 60oaee cuabHOTO, OoOAee
CHUCTEMATHUYECKOTO U HE HZBI3BAEHHOTO
crpaxoM. Aydinwe KHHTH, [IOHSIA OH,
roBopat TebGe TO, YTO ThI YK€ CaM 3HAEIlb.
OH XOTEeA BEPHYTLCS K IIEPBOM TAaBe, HO TYT
VCABILIAA HA AECTHHUIE iaru [KyAUH U
BCTaa, 9TOOBI ee BCTPETUTH. OHA YPOHHAA
Ha oA KOPUYHEBYIO CYMKY c
MHCTPYMEHTAMH U O6pPOCHAACh €My Ha IIEH0.
OHU HE BUIEAUCH OOABIIIE HEEAH.

KHuea y wmeHs, -- 0OOBSIBHA YHHCTOH,
KOT/Ia OHU OTILYyCTHAH APYT APyra.

-- Ha, yxe? Xopoio, -- ckazasa oHa 06e3
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much interest, and almost immediately
knelt down beside the oil stove to make the
coffee.

They did not return to the subject until
they had been in bed for half an hour. The
evening was just cool enough to make it
worth while to pull up the counterpane.
From below came the familiar sound of
singing and the scrape of boots on the
flagstones. The brawny red-armed woman
whom Winston had seen there on his first
visit was almost a fixture in the yard. There
seemed to be no hour of daylight when she
was not marching to and fro between the
washtub and the line, alternately gagging
herself with clothes pegs and breaking forth
into lusty song. Julia had settled down on
her side and seemed to be already on the
point of falling asleep. He reached out for
the book, which was lying on the floor, and
sat up against the bedhead.

“We must read it,” he said. “You too. All
members of the Brotherhood have to read
it.”

“You read it,” she said with her eyes shut.
“Read it aloud. That’s the best way. Then
you can explain it to me as you go.”

The clock’s hands said six, meaning
eighteen. They had three or four hours
ahead of them. He propped the book
against his knees and began reading:
Chapter I

Ignorance is Strength

Throughout recorded time, and probably
since the end of the Neolithic Age, there
have been three kinds of people in the
world, the High, the Middle, and the Low.
They have been subdivided in many ways,
they have borne countless different names,
and their relative numbers, as well as their
attitude towards one another, have varied
from age to age: but the essential structure
of society has never altered. Even after
enormous upheavals and seemingly
irrevocable changes, the same pattern has
always reasserted itself, just as a gyroscope
will always return to equilibnum, however
far it is pushed one way or the other

“Julia, are you awake?” said Winston.

“Yes, my love, I'm listening. Go on. It’s
marvellous.”

He continued reading:
The aims of these three groups are entirely

ocoboro wmHTEpeca M TyT K€ Crasa Ha
KOAEHHU ¥ KEPOCHHKH, YTOOBI CBAPUTEH KOe.

K pasroBopy o KHHUI€ OHH BEPHYAUCH IIOCAE
TOTO, KaK IloAdaca IIPOBEAM B IIOCTEAH.
Beuep ObIA HEXAPKUM, U OHU HATAHYAW Ha
cebs1 onesino. CHU3Y MOHOCHAOCH IIPHBBIYHOE
IeHHe U IIapKaHbe OOTHHOK IO KaMEHHBIM
nauTaM. Morydyas KpacHOpyKas KEHIIWHA,
KOTOpPYI0O YWHCTOH YBHIEA 3[I€Ch €Ille B
HepBbIi pas, OyATo U He yXoauaa Co ABOpA.
He 0Ob1AO Takoro mHg M 4aca, Korga Obl oHa
He I1arasa B3af-BIIEpe MeXy KOPBITOM H
BEPEBKOH, TO 3aTblKas cebs IMPHILENTKaMHU
Oasd GeAbsl, TO CHOBa pa3pakascChb 3bIYHOM
necHed. [I>)Kyausd HepeBepHyAach Ha OOK M
coBceM yxke 3acelnasa. OH IMOAHSA KHHUIY,
A€IKaBIIYIO Ha IIOAY, U CEA K U3TOAOBEIO.

-- Ham Hamo ee mpodecrts, -- CKazaA OH, --
Tebe Toxke. Bce, kto B BpatcTBe, MOAKHBI
ee IIPOYecTb.

Tel dywWrTaii, -- oOTO3BasaCh OHA C
3aKpBITBIMH TAa3aMu. -- Beayx. Tak aydie.
ITo mopore Oynemib MHe BCe OOBICHATE.

Yacel T1Mokas3pIBaAu IIECTh, TO €eCcTb 18.
OcraBaaock emie d4aca TpH-deTbIlpe. OH
TIOAOZKHA KHUTY Ha KOACHH U HadaA YUTaThb:

Tnasa 1
HesnaHue -- cuna

Ha nporsaxkenun Bceil 3apUKCHPOBAHHOMN
HCTOPHH U, IIO-BUANMOMY, C KOHIIA HEOAHTA
B MHpe OBIAM AIOOHM TPEX COPTOB: BBICIIHE,

cpenHue u HHU3IIHE. Ipymime:
OAPa3AEAIANCH CaMBbIMH Pa3HBIMH
criocobamu, HOCHAH BCEBO3MOIKHBIE

HAUMEHOBAHUS, UX YHCAEHHBIE IIPOIIOPIINIA,
a Tak)Ke B3aWMHbIE OTHOLIEHHS OT BeKa K
BEKy MEHSIAUCH; HO HEU3MEHHOM 0CTaBaAach
dyHmaMeHTaAbHas CTPYKTypa ofliecTBa.
Jlazke II0CA€ KOAOCCAABHBIX IIOTPACEHUH U
HeoOpaTHUMBIX, Ka3aAoCh ObI, IepeMeH
CTPYKTypa aTa BOCCTaHABAHBaAACh,
oxo0HO TOMYy KaK BOCCTAHABAMBAET CBOE
IIOAOXKEHHE THPOCKOI, Kyaa Obl €ro HU

TOAKHYAH.
-- [IXKyAusd, He COUIIB? -- CIIPOCHUA YHUHCTOH.
-- Her, Mmapiff, g caymaro. Yuraili. I9To
YyIEeCHO.

OH IIPOZIOAIKAA:

Llean aTHX

Tpex

TpymI COBEPIIIEHHO
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irreconcilable. The aim of the High is to
remain where they are. The aim of the
Middle is to change places with the High.
The aim of the Low, when they have an aim
-- for it is an abiding characteristic of the
Low that they are too much crushed by
drudgery to be more than intermittently
conscious of anything outside their daily
lives -- is to abolish all distinctions and
create a society in which all men shall be
equal. Thus throughout history a struggle
which is the same in its main outlines
recurs over and over again. For long
periods the High seem to be securely in
power, but sooner or later there always
comes a moment when they lose either
their belief in themselves or their capacity
to govern efficiently, or both. They are then
overthrown by the Middle, who enlist the
Low on their side by pretending to them
that they are fighting for liberty and justice.
As soon as they have reached their
objective, the Middle thrust the Low back
into their old position of servitude, and
themselves become the High. Presently a
new Middle group splits off from one of the
other groups, or from both of them, and the
struggle begins over again. Of the three
groups, only the Low are never even
temporarily successful in achieving their
aims. It would be an exaggeration to say
that throughout history there has been no
progress of a material kind. Even today, in
a period of decline, the average human
being is physically better off than he was a
few centuries ago. But no advance in
wealth, no softening of manners, no reform
or revolution has ever brought human
equality a millimetre nearer. From the point
of view of the Low, no historic change has
ever meant much more than a change in
the name of their masters.

By the late nineteenth century the
recurrence of this pattern had become
obvious to many observers. There then rose
schools of thinkers who interpreted history
as a cyclical process and claimed to show
that inequality was the unalterable law of
human life. This doctrine, of course, had
always had its adherents, but in the
manner in which it was now put forward
there was a significant change. In the past
the need for a hierarchical form of society
had been the doctrine specifically of the
High. It had been preached by kings and
aristocrats and by the priests, lawyers, and

HECOBMECTUMEBI. [leAb BBICIIMX -- OCTaThCH
TaMm, TAe OHH ecTb. llear cpemHUX --
[IOMEHATBCSI MECTaMU C BBICHIMMHU, IIEAD
HHU3ILINX -- KOTZA y HUX €CTh LIeAb, U00 OAs
HU3MIUX TO U XapakKTepHO, UYTO OHH

3aJaBA€HBI TAXKKHM TPyAOM H AHIIBb OT
cAy4das K CAyYal0 HAIPaBASIOT B3TASL 3a
IIpeieAbI [IOBCEIHEBHOMU JKHU3HH, -
OTMEHHUTH BC€ pa3AWYUs U  CO34AaTh
OOIIIECTBO, TAE€ BCE AIOOU OOAXKHBI OBITH

paBHbl. TakuMm 06pa3oM, Ha MPOTIKEHUHU
BCeM HMCTOPHUU BHOBbH U BHOBb. BCIIBIXHBaeT
6oprba, B 00X yepTax Bcerma
oguHaKoBas. [loaroe BpeMs BBICIIHE Kak
Oyaro ObI MPOYHO YAEPIKUBAIOT BAACTH, HO
PaHO HAUM ITO3[THO HACTYIIA€T MOMEHT, KOTIa
OHH TepdoT AuGO Bepy B cebs, aubo
CIIOCOOHOCTB yIpPaBAATh 3(PEKTUBHO, ANO0
u To U Apyroe. Torma UX CBEpraioT CpeaHue,
KOTOpBbIE IIPUBAEKAHM HHU3IIUX Ha CBOIO
CTOPOHY T€M, UYTO pAa3bIlPbIBAAH POAB
GopiioB 3a cBOOOAYy U CIIPaBEIAWBOCT.
JIOCTUTHYB CBOE€H II€AM, OHHU CTAAKHBAIOT
HHU3IINUX B IIpexHee pabCKoe IIOAOKEHHE U
CaMHM CTaHOBATCH BBICIIUMH. TeM BpeMeHeM
HOBBIE CPEIHHE OTCAAUBAIOTCH OT OJHOM U3
ABYX APYTHX IPYIII UAH OT obeux, u 6oprba
Ha4YyWHAeTCs CbI3HOBa. U3 Tpex rpymnno
TOABKO HH3IIMM HHKOTAA HE yaaercsd
JOCTHYL CBOMX IleAel, [axke Ha BpeMsd.
Bbiao 6Bl IIpeyBeAHYEHHEM CKa3aThb, YTO
HCTOPHUI He COIIPOBOXKAAAACH
MaTepPHAaABHBIM IIPOrpeccoM. Jlazke ceromHsd,
B IIE€PUOL yIIagKa, OOBIKHOBEHHBIM YeAOBEK
MAaTepPHAABHO JKUBET AY4IIle, YEM HECKOABKO
BEKOB  Ha3am. Ho  wHukakoii  poct
6AaroCcoCTosIHUS, HHUKaKOe cMAr4YeHUe
HPaBOB, HHUKaKHE PEBOAIOLIMH H PedOpPMBI
He IPUOAN3HUAN YEAOBEYECKOE PABEHCTBO HU
Ha MuasMMeTp. C TOYKH 3peHHs HH3IIHX,
BCE€ HCTOPHUYECKHE II€PEMEHBl 3HAYHAHU
HEMHOTHM 00ABlIIe, YeM CMEHa X035€B.

K koHumy XIX
HabAogaTeseit crasa
IIOBTOPSIEMOCTDH aTOH CXEMBI. Torma
BO3HHUKAHW VYE€HHSI, TOAKYIOIIHE HCTOPHIO
Kak [IUKANYECKUH Iporecc u
[MOKa3bIBAIOIIE, YTO HEPAaBEHCTBO €CTh
HEU3MEHHBIM 3aKOH YEAOBEYECKOUW KHU3HU.
Y oTo#f HOOKTPHHBI, KOHEYHO, U pAaHBIIIE
ObIAM [OpPUBEPIKEHIBI, HO TeIleph OHAa
IIPEIIOIHOCHAACH CYILIIECTBEHHO HHaJe.
Heo6XoauMOCTh  HEpapXUYecKOTO  CTPOs
npexzae Oblaa MOOKTPUHOM BhICHIUX. Ee
IPOIOBEOBAAH, KOPOAU U apUCTOKPATEHI, a
TakXke apa3suTHPOBABIIIHE Ha HUX

BEKa paviv:e MHOTHUX

OYEBUHOMN
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the like who were parasitical upon them,
and it had generally been softened by
promises of compensation in an imaginary
world beyond the grave. The Middle, so long
as it was struggling for power, had always
made use of such terms as freedom,
justice, and fraternity. Now, however, the
concept of human brotherhood began to be
assailed by people who were not yet in
positions of command, but merely hoped to
be so before long. In the past the Middle
had made revolutions under the banner of
equality, and then had established a fresh
tyranny as soon as the old one was
overthrown. The new Middle groups in
effect proclaimed their tyranny beforehand.
Socialism, a theory which appeared in the
early nineteenth century and was the last
link in a chain of thought stretching back
to the slave rebellions of antiquity, was still
deeply infected by the Utopianism of past
ages. But in each variant of Socialism that
appeared from about 1900 onwards the aim
of establishing liberty and equality was
more and more openly abandoned. The new
movements which appeared in the middle
years of the century, Ingsoc in Oceania,

Neo-Bolshevism in Eurasia, Death-
Worship, as it is commonly called, in
Eastasia, had the conscious aim of

perpetuating UNfreedom and INequality.
These new movements, of course, grew out
of the old ones and tended to keep their
names and pay lip-service to their ideology.
But the purpose of all of them was to arrest
progress and freeze history at a chosen
moment. The familiar pendulum swing was
to happen once more, and then stop. As
usual, the High were to be turned out by
the Middle, who would then become the
High; but this time, by conscious strategy,
the High would be able to maintain their
position permanently.

The new doctrines arose partly because of
the accumulation of historical knowledge,
and the growth of the historical sense,
which had hardly existed before the
nineteenth century. The cyclical movement
of history was now intelligible, or appeared
to be so; and if it was intelligible, then it
was alterable. But the principal, underlying
cause was that, as early as the beginning of
the twentieth century, human equality had
become technically possible. It was still
true that men were not equal in their native
talents and that functions had to be

CBSILIEHHUKH, IOPHUCTHI mpoywe, H
CMSIrYaAu obelaHusIMu Harpaabl B
BooOpaxkaeMoM 3arpobHom mupe. CpenHue,
moka OOpOAMCH 3a  BAacTb, BCeraa
npuberaan K IIOMOIIM TaKHUX CAOB, KakK
cBoboma, CHOpPaBEOAMBOCTb UM OparTcTBO.
Tenmepp e Ha HOEIO YEAOBEYECKOTO
GpaTcTBa OIIOAYMAUCH AIOIY, KOTODPBIE eIlle
HE pacrosaraAl BAACTBbIO, a TOABKO
HaZesIAUCh BCKOPE €€ 3aXBaTHUTh. l[Ipexkne
CpemHHE YCTPauBaAW PEBOAIOLIUH  IIOA
3HAMEHEM PaBEHCTBAa U, CBEPTHYB CTapylo
TUPaHWUIO, HEMEIACHHO  yCTaHaBAHUBAaAU
HoByro. Temepr cpemHue (PaKTHYECKHU
IIPOBO3TAACHAHN CBOIO THPAHHUIO 3apaHee.
ConmaauaM -- TeopHsd, KOTopasd BO3HHKAA B
Havare XIX Beka U 9BHAACH ITOCAEIHHUM
3BEHOM B HJAEHMHOM TpaaulluM, Beayllei
HaYaA0 OT BOCCTAHUM paboB B APEBHOCTH, -
- OBIA ellle BeCh MPOIHUTAH YTOIHYECKHMH
UOEeSIMH IIPOLIABIX BeKoB. OaHako Bce
BapHaHTBl COIHAAW3Ma, IIOSBASBIIIHECS
nocae 1900 roza, 6oaee MAM MeHee OTKPBITO
OTKa3bIBAAHCH CYHTATh CBOEH  IIEABIO
paBeHcTBO U OparctBo. HoBBIe nBHKEHUS,
BO3HUKIIIE B CEpelHHE BeEKAa, -- aHICOI] B
OxkeaHuu, HeoboabllleBU3M B EBpasuu u
KyABT CMEPTH, KaK €ro IPHUHSTO Ha3bIBAaTh,
B Ocraszuu CTaBUAU cebe LIEABIO
YBEKOBEYEHHE HeCcBOOOAbI UM HepaBEHCTBA.
OTH HOBbIE OBUKEHHS POAUANCH, KOHEYHO,
U3 [IPEeXHUX, COXPAaHHAN UX Ha3BaHUS U Ha
CAOBaX OCTAaBAAWUCH BEPHBIMH UX HIEOAOTHH,
HO LEABI0 HMX OBbIAO B HYyKHBIIi MOMEHT
OCTAHOBUTH pAa3BUTHE U  3aMOPO3UTH
UCTOpUIO. V3BECTHBIM MAaATHUK [IOAXKEH
Ka4HyThCH e€Ile pa3 -- M 3acThITh. Kak
06BIYHO,  BBICIINE  OyAyT  CBEPrHYTHI
CPeIHHUMH, U T€ CaMH CTaHyT BBICIINMH; HO
HaA O9TOT pa3 Oaaromaps IIPOAyMaHHOMN
cTpaTeruu BBICIIIHIE COXPAaHAT cBOEe
IIOAOKEHUE HaBCeraa.

u

BO3HHKHOBEHHE OTHX HOBBIX [IOKTPHH
0T4aCTH obBsicHAETCS HaKOIIACHHEM
HCTOPHYECKHUX 3HaHUHN u pocToM

HUCTOPUYECKOTO MbIlAeHud, a0 XIX Beka
HaXOUBIIIETOCS B 3aYaTOYHOM COCTOSIHHH.
MuKAWYECKUY XOO HCTOPHUU CTAA IOHATEH
UAU TIPEACTABUACH IIOHATHBIM, a pa3 OH
MOHSATEH, 3HA4YUT, Ha  HEro MOXKHO
Bo3aelicTBoBaTb. Ho OCHOBHas, rayOMHHAs
IIPeaIIoChIAKA 3aKAIOYaAach B TOM, UTO YIKe
B Hadase XX BeKa PaBEHCTBO AIOJEH CcTaao
TEXHUYECKH OCYIIIECTBHMO. BepHo,
pasyMeeTcsl, 4YTO AIOAU IIO-IIPEKHEMY He
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specialized in ways that favoured some
individuals against others; but there was
no longer any real need for class
distinctions or for large differences of
wealth. In earlier ages, class distinctions
had been not only inevitable but desirable.
Inequality was the price of civilization. With
the development of machine production,
however, the case was altered. Even if it
was still necessary for human beings to do
different kinds of work, it was no longer
necessary for them to live at different social
or economic levels. Therefore, from the
point of view of the new groups who were
on the point of seizing power, human
equality was no longer an ideal to be striven
after, but a danger to be averted. In more
primitive ages, when a just and peaceful
society was in fact not possible, it had been
fairly easy to believe it. The idea of an
earthly paradise in which men should live
together in a state of brotherhood, without
laws and without brute labour, had
haunted the human imagination for
thousands of years. And this vision had
had a certain hold even on the groups who
actually profited by each historical change.
The heirs of the French, English, and
American revolutions had partly believed in
their own phrases about the rights of man,
freedom of speech, equality before the law,
and the like, and have even allowed their
conduct to be influenced by them to some
extent. But by the fourth decade of the
twentieth century all the main currents of
political thought were authoritarian. The
earthly paradise had been discredited at
exactly the moment when it became
realizable. Every new political theory, by
whatever name it called itself, led back to
hierarchy and regimentation. And in the
general hardening of outlook that set in
round about 1930, practices which had
been long abandoned, in some cases for
hundreds of years -- imprisonment without
trial, the use of war prisoners as slaves,
public executions, torture to extract
confessions, the use of hostages, and the
deportation of whole populations -- not only
became common again, but were tolerated

and even defended by people who
considered themselves enlightened and
progressive.

It was only after a decade of national wars,
civil wars, revolutions, and counter-

ObIAM PaBHBI B OTHOILIEHHH IIPHUPOIHBIX
TaAQHTOB M paszescHHe (MYHKLIHH CTaBHAO

ObI OJTHOTO yeAOBeKa B boaee
GAAroIpHUSITHOE TIOAOXKEHHE, YeM [pPYyroro;
OTIIaAd, OOHAKO, HyXKOa B KAACCOBBIX

pasAuYuax uU B OOABIIIOM MaTepHaABHOM
HepaBeHCTBe. B Iporliable BeKa KAACCOBBIE
pazan4usg ObIAM HE TOABKO HeU30eXKHBI, HO U
JKEeAATEABHBI. 3a IMBUAW3AILMIO IIPHIIAOCH
IAQTUTHL HepaBeHCTBOM. Ho ¢ pasButuem
MAIIIMHHOTO IPOU3BOACTBA CHUTyalLHs
U3MeHHAacCh. XOTsS AIOOU II0-TIPEKHEMY
JOAYKHBI OBIAM BBIIOAHSITH HEOIUHAKOBBIE
paboTbl, Hcue3ra HEOOXOAHUMOCTE B TOM,
4TOOBI OHU CTOSIAM Ha Pa3HBIX COIMAABHBIX
U SKOHOMHYECKHX ypoBH#AX. [loaTomy c
TOYKHU 3PEHHUS HOBBIX I'PYIIII, TOTOBUBIINXCS
3aXBaTUTh BAACTb, PABEHCTBO AIOJIEN CTAAO
yKe He umeasoM, K KOTOPOMYy HaIo
CTPEMHUTECSI, & OIIACHOCTHIO, KOTOPYIO HAIO0
IpenoTBpaTuTh. B 0oAee IIPUMUTHBHBIE
BpeMeHa, KOIZa CIpaBeIAUBOE U MUPHOE
ODIIIECTBO HEAB3s OBIAO IIOCTPOUTH, B HETO
AETKO OBIAO BEPUTh. YeaoBeka
THICAYEACTUAMHU IIPECAEOBaAd MedTa o
3eMHOM pae, TOe AU OyayT IKUTH IIO-
6parcku, 6e3 3aKOHOB U 0e3 TSIKKOTO TPyZAa.
BumeHure 3TO BAUSAO [axKe Ha Te TPYIIIHI,
KOTOpPbIE BBIUTPLIBAAM OT HCTOPHUYECKUX
IepeMEH. Hacaemgauku aHTAUNCKOMH,
dpaHIly3CKOM ¥ aMEPUKAHCKON PEBOAOIIHII
ordyacTu Bepmau B cobGcrBeHHBIE (Ppas3bl O
IpaBax dYeAOBeKa, O CBobome caoBa, O
PaBEHCTBE TEpPeN 3aKOHOM U T. II. U O
HEKOTOPOM CTEIEHU [AaXkKe MOMAYHHSIAWU UM
cBoe moBemeHwe. Ho K  yeTBepTrOMy
necatuaeTuio XX BeKa BCE OCHOBHBIE
TE€YEeHUs IIOAUTHYECKOH MBICAM OBbIAM yiKe
aBTOPUTAPHBIMU. B 3€MHOM pae
Pa3yBEPUANCEH UMEHHO TOTAa, KOTJa OH CTaA
ocyiiecTBUM. Kaxkias HoBas IIOAHUTHYECKAS
TeopHsi, Kak Obl OHA HU UMEHOBaAACH, 3BaAa
Ha3al, K UEPAPXUU U peraameHTaumu. U B
COOTBETCTBHH C OOIIMM y>KECTOUYeHHEM
B3rASIZIOB, OOO3HAYMBIIMMCS IIPUMEPHO K
1930 romy, BO3POAMAWCH [OAaBHO (HHOTZA
COTHHU A€T Ha3a/) OCTaBAEHHBIE OOBIYAU --
TIOpEMHOE 3aKAlodeHHe 0e3 cyma, pabckuit
TPYZ BOEHHOIIAEHHBIX, ITyOAMYHBIE Ka3HH,
OBITKH, YTOOBI JOOUTBCS  HOPU3HAHHUS,
B3SITHE 32A0KHUKOB, BBICEAEHHE IIEABIX
HAPOJOB; MaAO TOTO: HUX TEPIIEAH U [OaXKe
OIlpaBABIBAAM  AIOAM, CUUTaBIIHe cebs
[IPOCBELIEHHBIMU U IPOTPECCUBHBIMHU.

JoAKHO OBIAO TIPOHTH eIle MOEeCSITHAETHUE,
TIOAHOE BOMH, rpaxkaIaHCKHUX BOMH,
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revolutions in all parts of the world that
Ingsoc and its rivals emerged as fully
worked-out political theories. But they had
been foreshadowed by the various systems,
generally called totalitarian, which had
appeared earlier in the century, and the
main outlines of the world which would
emerge from the prevailing chaos had long
been obvious. What kind of people would
control this world had been equally
obvious. The new aristocracy was made up
for the most part of bureaucrats, scientists,
technicians, trade-union organizers,
publicity experts, sociologists, teachers,
journalists, and professional politicians.
These people, whose origins lay in the
salaried middle class and the upper grades
of the working class, had been shaped and
brought together by the barren world of
monopoly  industry and  centralized
government. As compared with their
opposite numbers in past ages, they were
less avaricious, less tempted by luxury,
hungrier for pure power, and, above all,
more conscious of what they were doing
and more intent on crushing opposition.
This last difference was cardinal. By
comparison with that existing today, all the
tyrannies of the past were half-hearted and
inefficient. The ruling groups were always
infected to some extent by liberal ideas, and
were content to leave loose ends
everywhere, to regard only the overt act and
to be uninterested in what their subjects
were thinking. Even the Catholic Church of
the Middle Ages was tolerant by modern
standards. Part of the reason for this was
that in the past no government had the
power to keep its citizens under constant
surveillance. The invention of print,
however, made it easier to manipulate
public opinion, and the film and the radio
carried the process further. With the
development of television, and the technical
advance which made it possible to receive
and transmit simultaneously on the same
instrument, private life came to an end.
Every citizen, or at least every citizen
important enough to be worth watching,
could be kept for twentyfour hours a day
under the eyes of the police and in the
sound of official propaganda, with all other
channels of communication closed. The
possibility of enforcing not only complete
obedience to the will of the State, but
complete uniformity of opinion on all

PEBOAIOIIMI M KOHTPPEBOAIOIIHM, YTOOBI
aHTCOIl ¥ €r0 KOHKYPEHTHI 0(pOPMHANCEH KaK
3aKOHYEHHbIE ITOAHNTHYEeCKHe Teopuu. Ho y
HHUX OBIAM IIPOBO3BECTHHKH -- pa3HbIE

CHCTEMBI, BO3HHKIIIHE pPaAHEE B I3TOM XK€
BEKE u B COBOKYITHOCTH HUMEHYEMBIC
TOTAAUTAPHBIMHU; [OaBHO ObIAM SICHBI U

odepTaHWsS MHpaA, KOTOPBIA pPOAUTCS U3
HaAWYHOTO xaoca. KoMy IIpeacTOuT IIPpaBUTh
STHM MHPOM, GBIAO CTOAB K€ siCHO. HoBas
apUCTOKPATHSI COCTABUAACH B OCHOBHOM H3

BOIOPOKPATOB, Y4EHBIX, WHXKEHEPOB,
PO COIO3HBIX PYKOBOOUTEAEH,
CIIEITUAAUCTOB 110 ob6paboTke
OGIIIECTBEHHOTO MHEHUS, COIIHOAOTOB,
npenogaBaTeAeii U IPOPEeCCHOHAABHBIX
IIOAUTHUKOB. ITux AIOJIEH, o

IIPOUCXOKIEHUIO CAYKAIIMX U BEPXHUM
caoii pabouero Kaacca, CPOPMHPOBaA U
cBeA BMecCTe BBIXOAOLIIEHHBIH MHD
MOHOITOAMCTHYECKOM ITPOMBIIIAEHHOCTH U
LIEHTPaAN30BaHHOM BaacTu. IIo cpaBHEHMIO
C aHAAOTHYHBIMH TPYIIaMH IIPOIIABIX
BEKOB OHH OBIAM MeHee aA4YHBI, MeHee
CKAOHHBI K DOCKOIIH, 3aTO CHABbHee
KarKIaAU YHUCTOM BAACTH, & CAMOE T'AABHOE,
OTYETAUBEE CO3HABAAH, YTO OHH [EAAIOT, U

HacToH4YUBeE CTPEMHAUCH COKPYIIHUTD
OIMO3ULIMI0. OTO  IIOCAEJHEE  OTAUYHE
0Ka3aA0Ch pelarolyM. Pamom ¢ TeM, 49To
CYIIECTBYET  CETOMHS, BCE  THUPAHUU

IPOIIIAOTO BBITASIAEAU Obl HEPEIIUTEABHBIMHU
U pacxagbaHHbIMU. [IpaBsainpe TPYIIbI
Bcerma ObIAM Goaee WAM MeHee 3apazkeHbI
AVMOEpaAbHBIMH HIESMH, BCIOAY OCTaBASAU
AIO(PT, pearupoBaAl TOABKO Ha SBHBIE
OeficTBUS U HE HWHTEPECOBAAUCH TEM, YTO
OyMaloT UX nonnaHHble. Ilo ceromHAITHHUM
MepKaM [axke KaTOAWdecKas IIepPKOBb
CpeIHEBEKOBbS ObIAa TEePIIIMOMH.
OOBSIICHAETCS 3TO OTYACTH TEM, YTO IIPEXKIE
IPaBUTEALCTBA HE MOTAH [IEP3KATh TPaKaaH
fute)id ITOCTOSIHHBIM HaZI30POM. Korma
u300peAn IedaTh, CTAAO A€TYe VIIPABAATH
OOIIIECTBEHHBIM MHEHHEM; PaAHu0 M KHHO
TIO3BOAWIAW IIATHYTh B 3TOM HallpaBACHUH
ele JaAbIIIe. A C pa3BUTHEM
TEAEBU3UOHHOM TEXHUKH, KOLJa CTaA0
BO3MOXKHO BECTH IIPHEM U Nepeaady OTHUM
anmapaToM, 4YacTHOM  JKWU3HU  IIPHUIIIEA
KoHell. Kaxkmoro rpaxkgaHuHa, o KpaitiHe

Mepe KazKk/I0To, KTO o cBOEH
3HAYUTEABHOCTH  3aCAYyKUBAeT  CAEXKKH,
MOXKHO KpyILAble CYTKH [JepXKaTb IO

MOAWIIECKUM HaOAIONEHHEM W KpPYTAbIe
CYTKH NHUTATh OPUIINAABHOM IIpomaraHou,
IEPEKPBIB BCE OCTAAbHBbIE KaHaAbl CBH3H.
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subjects, now existed for the first time.

After the revolutionary period of the fifties
and sixties, society regrouped itself, as
always, into High, Middle, and Low. But the
new High group, unlike all its forerunners,
did not act upon instinct but knew what
was needed to safeguard its position. It had
long been realized that the only secure
basis for oligarchy is collectivism. Wealth
and privilege are most easily defended
when they are possessed jointly. The so-
called “abolition of private property” which
took place in the middle years of the
century meant, in effect, the concentration
of property in far fewer hands than before:
but with this difference, that the new
owners were a group instead of a mass of
individuals. Individually, no member of the
Party owns anything, except petty personal
belongings. Collectively, the Party owns
everything in Oceania, because it controls
everything, and disposes of the products as
it thinks fit. In the years following the
Revolution it was able to step into this
commanding position almost unopposed,
because the whole process was represented
as an act of collectivization. It had always
been assumed that if the capitalist class
were expropriated, Socialism must follow:
and unquestionably the capitalists had
been expropriated. Factories, mines, land,
houses, transport -- everything had been
taken away from them: and since these
things were no longer private property, it
followed that they must be public property.
Ingsoc, which grew out of the earlier
Socialist movement and inherited its
phraseology, has in fact carried out the
main item in the Socialist programme; with
the result, foreseen and intended
beforehand, that economic inequality has
been made permanent.

But the problems of perpetuating a
hierarchical society go deeper than this.
There are only four ways in which a ruling
group can fall from power. Either it is
conquered from without, or it governs so
inefficiently that the masses are stirred to
revolt, or it allows a strong and
discontented Middle group to come into

BniepBrie II0SIBUAACH BO3MOZKHOCTb
O0OUTBCA HE TOABKO IIOAHOTO ITOAYMHEHUS
BOAE TOCYZAapCTBa, HO M IIOAHOTO €IMHCTBA
MHEHMH I10 BCEM BOIIPOCaM.

ITocae peBoarwIMOHHOro Iepuoma S0--60-x
roioB OOIIIECTBO, KaK BCEr/a, PaCcCAOHAOCH
Ha BBICIIIUX, CPEAHUX U HHU3MINUX. Ho HOBBIE
BBICIITHE B OTAUYHE or CBOHX
[IPEIIECTBEHHUKOB [E€HMCTBOBaAM HE II0
HAWTHIO: OHH 3HAAM, YTO HAMO AEAATDH, 1a0bI
COXPAHUTHL CBOE IIOAOXKEHHUE. [IaBHO CTaa0
IOHSITHO, 4YTO €[IWHCTBEHHAas HaIexKHas
OCHOBa [IASI OAWTApPXUU -- KOAAEKTHBH3M.
BoraTcTBO M TIPUBHAETHH A€rde BCETO
3alllUTUTD, KOTJA HMH BAAIEIOT COO0O0IIA.
Tak HasbIBaeMast OTMeEHa YaCTHOM
COBCTBEHHOCTH, OCYyILIECTBAEHHAS B
CcepenrHe BeKa, HA CaMOM [IEAE O3HadyaAa
cocpenoTodeHre COOCTBEHHOCTH B PYyKax y
ropasno 6oaee y3KOH TpyHIlbl -- HO C TOH
pa3HuIleii, 9TO Telepb cCoOCTBeHHUIIeH Oblaa
rpymmna, a He Macca HHIWBUIAYYMOB.
UHAUBUAYAABHO HH OAWH YA€H ITAPTUH He
BAQIEET HUYEM, KPOME HEGOABIIIOTO AMYHOTO
umyiecTBa. KOAAEKTHBHO ITapTHS BAAJEET
B OKeaHHWH BCeM, I[IOTOMYy YTO OHA BCEM
VIIpaBASIET U PACIIOPSIKAETCS IIPOAYKTAMHU
TakK, KaK CYUTaeT HyKHBIM. B rozbl mmocae
PEBOAIOIINH oHA cMmoraa 3aHATH
TOCIIOACTBYIOLIIEE [IOAOKEHHE IOYTH
GecCIpensITCTBEHHO IIOTOMY, YTO IIPOLIECC
mea nmox  PAArOM  KOAAEKTHBHU3ALINH.
CYMTaAOCh, YTO, ECAM KAACC KAIIUTAAWCTOB
AHIIHTDL COOCTBEHHOCTH, HACTYIIUT
COITMAAM3M; U KallUTAAHUCTOB, HECOMHEHHO,
AWIIIHAN COOCTBEHHOCTH. Y HHX OTHSIAU BCE
3aBO/IbI, IIAXThI, 3€MAIO, [O0Ma,
TPAHCIIOPT; a pa3 BCe 3TO IIePecTaso ObITH
YACTHOM COOCTBEHHOCTBIO, B3HAYHUT, CTAAO
0o0IIIECTBEHHON COOCTBEHHOCTBIO. AHICOLI,
BBIPOCIIIHM U3 CTAPOTrO COLIMAAUCTUIECKOTO

IBUKEHUS u YHaCAeI0OBaBIIHHA ero
dpazeororro, B CAMOM [EA€ BBIIOAHUA
TAABHBINA IIyHKT COIIMAAHNCTUYECKOH

IIPOrPaMMBI -- C PE3yABTaTOM, KOTODPBIH OH
IpeaBHAEA M K KOTOPOMY CTPEMHACH:
9KOHOMHYECKOE HEPaBEHCTBO 6b100
3aKpeIA€HO HaBCera.

Ho 1pobaeMbI YBEKOBEUYEHUST
HepapXUdYecKoro  ofIIecTBa  OTHM  He
ncuepnbiBarorcs. [IpaBdinas rpymnmna Tepser
BAACTh [0 YETBIPEM IpuUYUHaM. AuGO ee
nobequA BHEIIHUN Bpar, AMGO OHa IIPABUT

TaK HEYMEeAO, YTO MAacChbl IIOAHUMAIOT
BOCCTaHHUE, AnbO0 oHa ITO3BOAHMAA
obpa3oBaTbCa CHABHOM ¥  HEIZOBOABHOM
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being, or it loses its own self-confidence
and willingness to govern. These causes do
not operate singly, and as a rule all four of
them are present in some degree. A ruling
class which could guard against all of them
would remain in power permanently.
Ultimately the determining factor is the
mental attitude of the ruling class itself.

After the middle of the present century, the
first danger had in reality disappeared.
Each of the three powers which now divide
the world is in fact unconquerable, and
could only become conquerable through
slow demographic changes which a
government with wide powers can easily
avert. The second danger, also, is only a
theoretical one. The masses never revolt of
their own accord, and they never revolt
merely because they are oppressed. Indeed,
so long as they are not permitted to have
standards of comparison, they never even
become aware that they are oppressed. The
recurrent economic crises of past times
were totally unnecessary and are not now
permitted to happen, but other and equally
large dislocations can and do happen
without having political results, because
there is no way in which discontent can
become articulate. As for the problem of
over-production, which has been latent in
our society since the development of
machine technique, it is solved by the
device of continuous warfare (see Chapter
III), which is also useful in keying up public
morale to the necessary pitch. From the
point of view of our present rulers,
therefore, the only genuine dangers are the
splitting-off of a new group of able, under-
employed, power-hungry people, and the
growth of liberalism and scepticism in their
own ranks. The problem, that is to say, is
educational. It is a problem of continuously
moulding the consciousness both of the
directing group and of the larger executive
group that lies immediately below it. The
consciousness of the masses needs only to
be influenced in a negative way.

Given this background, one could infer, if
one did not know it already, the general

rpymnIe CPEIHHUX, An60 norepsiaa
YBEpPEeHHOCTh B cebe M KeaaHUE IIPABUTH.
[TpuYyyHBI 5TH HEe H30AMPOBAHHBIE; OOBIYHO
B TOM MAM MHOU CTENEHHU CKa3bIBAIOTCS BCE
yeTbIpe. [IpaBammit  Kaacc, KOTOPbBIH
CMOXKET MPEAOXPAHUTBECS OT HUX, YAECPHKUT
BAACTh HaBcerza. B KoHeYHOM cueTe
pelIaIUM dakTopom ABASIETCS
TIICUXUYECKOE COCTOSIHHE CaMOI0 IIPAaBSIIIErO
KAacca.

B cepemudHe HBIHEIIHETO BeKa IiepBas
oracHOCTb (PaKTHYECKH uc4ye3aa. Tpu
[EePrKaBbl, IIOAEAUBIINE MHUP, IO CYTH [€AA,
HermobGeauMbl U 0CAabeTb MOTYT TOABKO 3a
cuer MEIAEHHBIX aemMorpaduaecKux
U3MEHEHHUH; OMHAKO IIPABUTEABCTBY C
OOABILIMMM ~ ITOAHOMOYMSAMM  AE€TKO X
IpPeNOTBPaTUTh. BTopas OmacHOCTh -- TOXKE
BCEr0  AMIIb  TeopeTudeckas.  Maccel
HUKOTZa HE BOCCTAIOT caMu 1o cebe u
HHUKOTZIa HE BOCCTAIOT TOABKO IIOTOMY, YTO
OHU yTHETEHBI. BOoABIIIE TOrO, OHH AaXKe He
CO3HAIOT, YTO YTHETEHBI, [I0KA UM HE HAAKR
BO3MOXKHOCTH CpaBHUBATH. B
TOBTOPSABIIMXCH 3KOHOMHYECKHUX KPHU3HUCAX
MIPOIIIAOTO He OBIAO HHKAKOM HYyXKOBI, H
TENepb WX  HE  [IOIMyCKAaIoT: MOTYT
POUCXOAUTH U IIPOHUCXOIAT APYTHUE CTOAB
K€ KPYIHbIE HEYPSAUIIBI, HO [IOAUTHYIECKUX
OCAEACTBHUI OHH HE UMEIOT, IIOTOMY YTO HE

OCTaBAEHO HUKaKOMU BO3MOKHOCTH
BBIPDA3UTh  HEIOBOABCTBO BO  BHATHOH
¢opme. Yro XKe 0 IpoGAEMBI

IEPENIPON3BOACTBA, MOACIYAHO 3peBIIEil B
HallleM ofILIecTBe ¢ TeX 0P, KaK Pa3BHAACH
MalllHHHAas TEeXHHKa, TO OHA pelleHa IIPHU
IIOMOIIIY HEIPEePBIBHOM BOHHBI (CM, TAaBy
3), KoTopadg TIIOA€3HA e€Ie Hu B TOM
OTHOIIIEHHH, YTO II03BOASIET IIOJOTPETH
obmiecTBeHHBIH ayx. Takum obpasom, c
TOYKH 3peHust HaIIUX HBIHEIITHUX
IpaBUTEAEN, ITOJAAHUHHbBIE OIIACHOCTH -- 3TO
o6paszoBaHUe HOBOM I'PYHIIbI CIIOCOOHBIX, HE
TOAHOCTBIO 3aHATBIX, PBYILIHUXCH K BAACTH
Afofied ¥ pocT aubepasu3Ma M CKEeITHIIH3Ma
B HX COOCTBEHHBIX panax. MHade rosopsd,
npobAeMa CTOUT BOCIHTATEABHAd. ITO
npobaema HEeNIPepPLIBHOM ¢dhopMOBKHU
CO3HAHUS HAIIPaBASIOLIEH TPyHIbl u Goaee
MHOTOYHCAEHHOM HCIIOAHUTEABHOH TI'DYIIIEI,
KOTOpasl IIOMEIIAeTCsl HEIOCPEACTBEHHO
mmon Heii. Ha co3HaHme Macc moCTaTO4YHO
BO3EHCTBOBATb AMIIbL B OTPHUIATEABHOM
rAaHe.

V3 cKa3aHHOTO BBIIIE HETPYAHO BBIBECTH --
ecau ObI KTO He 3HaA ee -- OOIIyI0 CTPYKTYPY
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structure of Oceanic society. At the apex of
the pyramid comes Big Brother. Big Brother
is infallible and all-powerful. Every success,
every achievement, every victory, every
scientific discovery, all knowledge, all
wisdom, all happiness, all virtue, are held
to issue directly from his leadership and
inspiration. Nobody has ever seen Big
Brother. He is a face on the hoardings, a
voice on the telescreen. We may be
reasonably sure that he will never die, and
there is already considerable uncertainty as
to when he was born. Big Brother is the
guise in which the Party chooses to exhibit
itself to the world. His function is to act as
a focusing point for love, fear, and
reverence, emotions which are more easily
felt towards an individual than towards an
organization. Below Big Brother comes the
Inner Party. Its numbers limited to six
millions, or something less than 2 per cent
of the population of Oceania. Below the
Inner Party comes the Outer Party, which,
if the Inner Party is described as the brain
of the State, may be justly likened to the
hands. Below that come the dumb masses
whom we habitually refer to as “the proles”,
numbering perhaps 85 per cent of the
population. In the terms of our earlier
classification, the proles are the Low: for
the slave population of the equatorial lands
who pass constantly from conqueror to
conqueror, are not a permanent or
necessary part of the structure.

In principle, membership of these three
groups is not hereditary. The child of Inner
Party parents is in theory not born into the
Inner Party. Admission to either branch of
the Party is by examination, taken at the
age of sixteen. Nor is there any racial
discrimination, or any marked domination
of one province by another. Jews, Negroes,
South Americans of pure Indian blood are
to be found in the highest ranks of the
Party, and the administrators of any area
are always drawn from the inhabitants of
that area. In no part of Oceania do the
inhabitants have the feeling that they are a
colonial population ruled from a distant
capital. Oceania has no capital, and its
titular head is a person whose whereabouts
nobody knows. Except that English is its
chief lingua franca and Newspeak its

rocyzapcraa OxkeaHud. Bepmmaa
nupamuasl -- Crapmmit Bpar. Crapiumit
Bpatr HemorpemmM M BceMoryml. Kazxkmoe
JOCTHZKEHHE, KaxKAbIi yCIeX, Kaxaad
rnobena, KakAoe HaydHOe OTKPBITHE, BCe
II03HAHUA, BCA MYAPOCTb, BCE CYaCThe, BCS
H0GAECTD -- HEIIOCPEACTBEHHO IIPOUCTEKAIOT
U3 €ro PYKOBOACTBA M UM BJIOXHOBAEHBI.
Crapirero Bpara HUKTO He Buaea. Ero auro
-- Ha IIAAKaTaxX, €ro I'OAOC -- B TeAEKpaHe.
MebI MeeM BCce OCHOBAHHUI IoAaraThb, YTO OH
HUKOIZJa HE YyMpeT, Hu YyXKe ceiyac
CYIIIECTBYET 3HAYUTEAbHAs
HEOIIPEEAEHHOCTh KacaTeAbHO MOaThl €ro
poxnenua. Crapmuit Bpar -- aTo o6pas, B
KOTOPOM TIapTHs A€AaeT IIPEeACTaTh Ilepen

mupoMm. HasHayeHne e€ro -- CAYXKHUTH
dokycoM mag AI0OBH, cTpaxa W INOYUTAHUS,
4yBCTB, KOTOpBIE Aerde oOpaTuUTh Ha

OTAEABHOE AWIIO, YeM Ha opraHusammio. [Toxg
CrapmuMm BpaTtoM -- BHYTpeHHsISI IIapTHs;
4UCAEHHOCTb €€ OrpaHHYeHa  IIeCThIO
MHAAMOHAMH -- 3TO YyTh MEHBIIE OIBYX
npoueHToB HaceaeHuss Okxkeanum. Ilox
BHYTPEHHEH NapTHeH -- BHEILIHAS IIapTHd;
€CAM  BHYTPEHHIOIO  yIOZOOHTH  MO3Ty
roCyZlapCTBa, TO BHEIIHIOIO MOXKHO Ha3BaThb
pykamu. Hwuzxke -- OeccaoBecHasg wMacca,
KOTOPYIO MBI TIPUBBIYHO HUMEHyeM
«IIpOAAMM»; OHH COCTaBALIOT, IIO-BUAUMOMY,
BOCEMB/IECAT IIATH IIPOIIEHTOB HAaCEACHHUH.
I[lo wHamredr wnpexHedl KaacCUUKAIIUSI
IIPOABI -- HHU3IIHE, nb0 pabCkoe HaceAaeHUE
3KBATOPHAABHBIX 00AacTed, IepexomsIlee
OT OIHOTO 3aBOeBaTeAs K APYroMy, HEAb3s
CYUUTATh IIOCTOSHHOM ¥  HEOOXOAUMOM
4acTbhIO OOIleCTBA.

B npuHIMIE NIPUHAAAEXKHOCTE K ONHOM M3
ATUX Tpex TPyl He SIBASIETCSI
HaCAEICTBEHHOMH. Pebenok YAEHOB
BHYTPEHHEH IapTUHM He MIPHUHAJAEXKHUT K
Hell mo mpaBy poxaeHuda. U B Ty U B
APYTYIO 4acTh NapTUHU IMIPHUHUMAIOT II0CAE
3K3aMeHa B BO3pacTe ILIeCTHaAllaTH AeT. B
IapTHUU HET IPEATIOYTEHUN HU II0 PacOBOM,
HU 110 reorpaudeckoMy NOpHU3HaKy. B
CaMBbIX BEPXHUX 3LIEAOHAX MOIKHO
BCTPETUTb U €Bped, WU Herpa, U
AaTUHOaAMEPHUKAaHIIA, U YHCTOKPOBHOIO
UHAEHIa; aaAMHHHCTPATOPOB KasKI0H
obaacTy HabUparoT U3 3TOM ke obaactu. Hu
B opgHoii yactu OKeaHHU IKUTEAH He
4yBCTBYIOT Cce0s KOAOHHAABHBIM HapOIOM,
KOTOPBIM YIIPaBAdIOT U3 OAAEKOHW CTOAUIIBI.
Croauipl B OKeaHUH HET: TAe HaXOIUTCS
HOMHMHAABHBIM TraaBa TrocydapcTBa, HHUKTO
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official language, it is not centralized in any
way. Its rulers are not held together by
blood-ties but by adherence to a common
doctrine. It is true that our society is
stratified, and very rigidly stratified, on
what at first sight appear to be hereditary
lines. There is far less to-and-fro movement
between the different groups than
happened under capitalism or even in the
pre-industrial age. Between the two
branches of the Party there is a certain
amount of interchange, but only so much
as will ensure that weaklings are excluded
from the Inner Party and that ambitious
members of the Outer Party are made
harmless by allowing them to rise.
Proletarians, in practice, are not allowed to
graduate into the Party. The most gifted
among them, who might possibly become
nuclei of discontent, are simply marked
down by the Thought Police and eliminated.
But this state of affairs is not necessarily
permanent, nor is it a matter of principle.
The Party is not a class in the old sense of
the word. It does not aim at transmitting
power to its own children, as such; and if
there were no other way of keeping the
ablest people at the top, it would be
perfectly prepared to recruit an entire new
generation from the ranks of the
proletariat. In the crucial years, the fact
that the Party was not a hereditary body
did a great deal to neutralize opposition.
The older kind of Socialist, who had been
trained to fight against something called
“class privilege” assumed that what is not
hereditary cannot be permanent. He did not
see that the continuity of an oligarchy need
not be physical, nor did he pause to reflect
that hereditary aristocracies have always
been shortlived, whereas adoptive
organizations such as the Catholic Church
have sometimes lasted for hundreds or
thousands of years. The essence of
oligarchical rule is mnot father-to-son
inheritance, but the persistence of a certain
world-view and a certain way of life,
imposed by the dead upon the living. A
ruling group is a ruling group so long as it
can nominate its successors. The Party is
not concerned with perpetuating its blood
but with perpetuating itself. Who wields
power is not important, provided that the
hierarchical structure remains always the
same.

He 3HaeT. 3a HCKAIOYEHHEM TOrO, 4YTO B
A0GOM 9acTH CTPAHBl MOXKHO OOBSICHUTHCS
Ha aHTAMMCKOM, a OPHUIIUAABHBIHA S3BIK €€ --
HOBOSI3, XKU3Hb HUKAK HE ILIEHTPaAHU30BaHA.
[IpaBUTEAM COENWHEHBI HE KPOBHBIMH
y3aMu, a [IPHUBEPKEHHOCTHIO K HOKTPHHE.

KoHeuHO, OOIIECTBO pPACCAOEHO, IIPUYEM
BeCbMa dYeTKO, X Ha [EPBBIM B3TAAL
paccaoeHue nMeeTr HACAEICTBEHHBIH

xapakTep. [IBUXKEHUsS BBEPX U BHHU3 IO
COLIMaABHOM AECTHHIIE TOpa3l0 MEHBIIIE,
yeM OBIAO TpPU KAIUTAAU3ME U OaXKeE B
JOUHAYCTPHUAABHYIO 3II0Xy. MexXnay aByMs
4acTIMH I[IApPTUH OIPENEACHHBIM OOMeH
OPOUCXOOUT -- HO AWIIL B TOH Mepe, B
KaKoOM HeoOXOAMMO HU30aBUTBCSI OT CAAOBIX
BO BHyTpeHHell mnapTuu U 00e30IacuThb
YECTOAIOOMBLIX YAEHOB BHEIIHEN, OaB HM
BO3MOXKHOCTh IIOBBIIIEHUS. [IpoAeTapusim
[0pora B IApPTHIO MIPAKTUYECKH 3aKPbITA.
CaMBbIX CIIOCOOHEIX -- T€X, KTO MOT ObI CTaTh
KaTaAu3aTOPOM HEOOBOABCTBA, -- IOAWIIUS
MBICA€H mTpocTO GepeT Ha 3aMeTKy |
ycrpausger. Ho Takoe IoaoxkeHHe mea He
OPUHIUIIHAABHO [AS CTPOS U HE SIBASETCS
HEU3MEHHBIM. [lapTus -- HE KAACC B CTApOM
cmbIcAe caoBa. OHA HE CTPEMUTCS 3aBEIIATD
BAACTb CBOMM [ETSIM KaK TAKOBBIM; U E€CAH
Ol He OblAO mgpyroro crocoba cobparthb
HABEPXy CaMbIX CIIOCOOHBIX, OHa He
Koaebasch Habpasa ObI Ileace  HOBOE
ITOKOAEHHE pykoBoauTeAeit B cpene
npoaetapuara. To, 4To mHapTud He
HACAEICTBEHHBIM KOPIIyC, B KPHUTHUYECKUE
rogpl O4YEHb IIOMOTAO HEUTPAAU30BATD
onmo3uiupo. COLMAaAM3M CTapoOro TOAKA,
IPUyYeHHBIH B6opoThCs c 4EM-TO,
HAa3bIBABIIIHMCS «KAAQCCOBBIMH
IPUBUAETHUSAMUY, IoAaraa, 4TO
HEHAaCAEICTBEHHOE He MOXKET OBITH
mocTossHHBIM. OH He IIOHMMaa, dYTO
PEEMCTBEHHOCTD OAUTAPXUH
Heoba3aTEABHO IIOAKHA OBITEH
OGHMOAOTHYECKOM, U He 3aIyMbIBaACS Ha
TEM, YTO HACAEACTBEHHBIE APUCTOKPATUH
Bcerma OBIAM HEOOATOBEYHBI, TOTIAa Kak
opraHu3alyy, OCHOBaHHBIE Ha Habope, --
KaTOAWYeCKas IIEpKOBb, HAIpUMEp, --
JEPKAAUCH COTHH, & TO U ThIca4dH AeT. CyTb
OAUTAPXUIECKOTO [IpaBAEHUS He B
HACAeIHOM Ilepenade OT OTLA K CHIHY, a B
CTOMKOCTH OIPENEAEHHOTO MHPOBO33PEHUS
u obpasza 3KW3HH, AUKTYEMBIX MEPTBBIMH
KUBBIM. [IpaBdniaa rpynmna -- g0 TeX IIop
opaBsdiliasg IPyIia, [I0Ka OHA B COCTOSHUHU
Ha3HAYaTb HAaCAETHHUKOB. [Maprusa
o3aboueHa He TeM, dYTOOBI YBEKOBEYHUTH

185



All the beliefs, habits, tastes, emotions,
mental attitudes that characterize our time
are really designed to sustain the mystique
of the Party and prevent the true nature of
present-day society from being perceived.
Physical rebellion, or any preliminary move
towards rebellion, is at present not
possible. From the proletarians nothing is
to be feared. Left to themselves, they will
continue from generation to generation and
from century to century, working, breeding,
and dying, not only without any impulse to
rebel, but without the power of grasping
that the world could be other than it is.
They could only become dangerous if the
advance of industrial technique made it
necessary to educate them more highly;
but, since military and commercial rivalry
are no longer important, the level of
popular education is actually declining.
What opinions the masses hold, or do not
hold, is looked on as a matter of
indifference. @~ They can be granted
intellectual liberty because they have no
intellect. In a Party member, on the other
hand, not even the smallest deviation of
opinion on the most unimportant subject
can be tolerated.

A Party member lives from birth to death
under the eye of the Thought Police. Even
when he is alone he can never be sure that
he is alone. Wherever he may be, asleep or
awake, working or resting, in his bath or in
bed, he can be inspected without warning
and without knowing that he is being

inspected. Nothing that he does is
indifferent. His friendships, his relaxations,
his behaviour towards his wife and

children, the expression of his face when he
is alone, the words he mutters in sleep,
even the characteristic movements of his
body, are all jealously scrutinized. Not only
any actual misdemeanour, but any
eccentricity, however small, any change of
habits, any nervous mannerism that could
possibly be the symptom of an inner
struggle, is certain to be detected. He has
no freedom of choice in any direction
whatever. On the other hand his actions
are not regulated by law or by any clearly
formulated code of behaviour. In Oceania
there is no law. Thoughts and actions

CBOIO KpOBb, a Te€M, YTOOBI yBEKOBEYUTH
cebss. KTo obaeueH BAACTBIO -- HE BaXKHO,
AMIIIB ObI HepapxudecKun CTpoH
COXPAaHSIACS HEU3MEHHBIM.

Bce BepoBaHHS, 00bIuau, BKYCHI, YyBCTBa,
B3TAS/bI, CBOMCTBEHHbIE HAIllEMy BPEMEHH,
Ha CaMOM [J€eA€ CAyKaT TOMY, YTOOBI
[IOAEPKATh TAWHCTBEHHBIM OpPEOA BOKDPYT
[IapTHH U CKPBITh IIOJAHUHHYIO IIPUPOLY
HBIHeITHero obmiectBa. Hu  dusuyeckuii
OyHT, HH [Oaxke IepBble IIIaru K OyHTY
cefiyac HEBO3MOXKHEI. [IpoaeTapreB 60aThCS
Hedero. [IpenocraBaeHHBIE caMUM cebe, OHU
U3 IIOKOACHHS B IIOKOACHHE, U3 BeKa B BEK
OyayT Bce Tak Xe paboTaTbh, IMAOAUTHECH U
yMHUpaTh, HE TOABKO He ITOKYILIAasCh Ha OYHT,
HO Jazke He IpeAcTaBAsds cebe, YTO KHU3Hb
MOXKeT ObITh aApyroii. OnacHbBIMU OHH MOTYT
CTaTh TOABKO B TOM CAydYae, €CAH IIPOrPecc
TEXHUKN [OoTpebyeT, dYTOObI UM [gaBaAu
Aydiiee  obpaszoBaHHE; HO, IIOCKOABKY
BOEHHOE U KOMMEPYECKOE COIIEPHHUYECTBO
yKe He HUIpaeT POAH, YPOBEHH HAPOIHOIO
obpazoBaHus  (PAKTHYECKH  CHHIKAETCS.
Kakux B3TAS0B IPHUAEPIKUBAIOTCS MaCChl U
KaKHX He [IPUAEPIKUBAIOTCS -
6espasanyHo. M MOXKHO IIPenoCTaBHUTH
HHTEAACKTYaABHYIO CBOOOLY, IIOTOMY YTO
HHTEAAEKTA y HHX HeT. Y mnapTuila xe,
HAaIIPpOTUB, MaAeHIlee OTKAOHEHHE BO
B3TAFaX, JaxKe II0 CAMOMY MaAOBaXKHOMY
BOIIPOCY, CYUTAETCH HETEPIIHMMBIM.

YAeH ITapTHU C POXKIAEHUS 10 CMEPTH KHUBET
Ha TraAa3ax y IIOAMLIMH MbIcaeH. [lazxke
OCTABIIIMChL OIWH, OH HE MOXKET OBbITb
yBepeH, YTO OH oauH. ['me ObI OH HH OBbIA,
CIIUT OH HAM 0OOApPCTByeT, paboTaeT HAH
OTOBIXAET, B BAHHE AH, B IIOCTEAH -- 34 HUM
MOTYT HabAIOAATh, ¥ OH He OyAeT 3HaTb, UTO
3a HuUM Habaomaror. HebGespaszamdeH HH
OOWH €ero IIOCTYIIOK. Ero apysbs, ero
pa3BaedeHusi, ero obpallleHne C KEeHOH u
OEeTBbMH, BBIpaXKEHHE AHIlA, KOIZa OH
HaeguHe C CODOM, CAOBa, KOTOPBIE OH
fopMOYET BO CHe, MOaXKe XapaKTEPHBIE
OBUXKEHHSI TeAa -- BCE 3TO TIIATEABHO
n3ydaercd. He TOABKO ITOCTYIIOK, HO AIOGOE,
IIyCTh CaMO€ HEBHHHOE 4YyqadecTBO, Aobas

HoBas TIPMUBBIYKA W HEPBHBIM  KECT,
KOTOpPbIE MOLYT OKasaThCd IIPU3HAKaMH
BHYTPEHHEH  Heypaaulbl, HEIPEeMEHHO

OynyTt 3amedeHpl. CBOOOABI BRIOOpa y HETO
HeT HM B d4eM. C [Opyroii CTOPOHEBI, €ro
IIOBEEHHE HE PErAaMEHTHPYETCsl 3aKOHOM
UAM YeTKUMHU HopMmaMmu. B OkeaHUU HeET
3akoHa. MpICAM U [AEHCTBHA, Kapaemble
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which, when detected, mean certain death
are not formally forbidden, and the endless
purges, arrests, tortures, imprisonments,
and vaporizations are not inflicted as
punishment for crimes which have actually
been committed, but are merely the wiping-
out of persons who might perhaps commit
a crime at some time in the future. A Party
member is required to have not only the
right opinions, but the right instincts.
Many of the beliefs and attitudes demanded
of him are never plainly stated, and could
not be stated without laying bare the
contradictions inherent in Ingsoc. If he is a
person naturally orthodox (in Newspeak a
goodthinker), he will in all circumstances
know, without taking thought, what is the
true belief or the desirable emotion. But in
any case an elaborate mental training,
undergone in childhood and grouping itself
round the Newspeak words -crimestop,
blackwhite, and doublethink, makes him
unwilling and unable to think too deeply on
any subject whatever.

A Party member is expected to have no
private emotions and no respites from
enthusiasm. He is supposed to live in a
continuous frenzy of hatred of foreign
enemies and internal traitors, triumph over
victories, and self-abasement before the
power and wisdom of the Party. The
discontents produced by This bare,
unsatisfying life are deliberately turned
outwards and dissipated by such devices as
the Two Minutes Hate, and the
speculations which might possibly induce a
sceptical or rebellious attitude are killed in
advance by his early acquired inner
discipline. The first and simplest stage in
the discipline, which can be taught even to
young children, is called, in Newspeak,
crimestop. Crimestop means the faculty of
stopping short, as though by instinct, at
the threshold of any dangerous thought. It
includes the power of mnot grasping
analogies, of failing to perceive logical
errors, of misunderstanding the simplest
arguments if they are inimical to Ingsoc,
and of being bored or repelled by any train
of thought which is capable of leading in a
heretical direction. Crimestop, in short,
means protective stupidity. But stupidity is
not enough. On the contrary, orthodoxy in
the full sense demands a control over one’s
own mental processes as complete as that

CMepTHI0 (ecan ux obHapyXKUAN),
oduIaAbHO He 3aIpeleHsbl, a
GECKOHEYHBIE YHUCTKH, ApPECThbl, MOCAIKH,
OBITKA U PACIIBIACHHST HMEIOT IIEABIO HE
HaKa3aThb [PECTYIIHUKA, & YCTPAHUTH TeEX,
KTO MOT ObI Koria-HuOyap B OyAyIllEM CTAThb
HPECTYHIHUKOM. Y YAE€HA IAPTUH HOAKHBI
OBITH HE TOABKO IIPABHUABHBIE BO33PEHHUS, HO
U [IPaBUABHBIE WHCTHHKTHI. TpeGoBaHud K
€ro B3rAsiaM U yGeROEHUSM 3a4acTyio He

cchopMyanpoBaHBl B SBHOM BHIAE -- UX U
HeAb3sT C(OPMyAHpPOBaTh, He OOHaXKUB
IIPOTUBOPEYUBOCTH, CBOMCTBEHHOMN
anrcony. bean d9ea0BEeK OT HOPHPOABI

paBOBEPEH (6/1G20MbICAAULULTL HA HOBOS3E),
OH TIpU BCEX OOCTOATEABCTBAX, HE
3ayMbIBasiCh, 3HAET, KaKOe yOexRIeHUe
MIPAaBUABHO M KAKOE UyBCTBO YKEAATEABLHO.
Ho B Aml6oM  cAy4ae — TIIATEABHAs
YMCTBEHHasl TPEHHPOBKA B  [ETCTBE,
OCHOBaHHAasg Ha HOBOS30BCKHX CAOBax
camocmon, 6enouepHolli U O8oembleiue,
orbuBaer |y HETOo 0XOTYy ray6oko
3ayMbIBaThCH HaJ KAKUMH ObI TO HU ObIAO
BOIIPOCAMH.

HapTHfILW HE€ IIOAOZKEHO HMETh HHKAKHX
AUYHBIX YYBCTB H HHKAKHUX II€CPEPBIBOB B

3HTy3Ha3Me. Ou JIOAZKEH JKUTDH B
[IOCTOSTHHOM HEWCTOBCTBE -- HEHaBHUIA
BHEIITHUX BparoB u BHYTPEHHHUX
H3MEHHHUKOB, TOPKECTBYH OYEePENHYIO
rnobeny, MPEeKAOHSSICh Ilepel MOTYIIECTBOM
U MyOPOCTBIO mapTUu. HemoBOABCTBO,

HOPOXKAEHHOE CKyAHOH u 0e3pamocTHOM
JKU3HBIO, IIAQHOMEPHO HAaIIPaBASIOT Ha
BHELIHWE OOBEKThI U PACCEUBAIOT IIPHU
TIOMOIIY TAaKUX IIPUEMOB, KaK AIBYXMHUHYTKAa
HEHABUCTH, & MBICAH, KOTOpBIE MOTAH OBl

IPUBECTH K CKENTHUYECKOMY UAU
MSATEXKHOMY PACIIOAOKEHHIO ayxa,
yOMBalOTCsI B  3apOofblllle  BOCIIUTAHHOH
ChI3MaAa BHYTpPEHHEH JUCIIUIIAMHOM.
ITepBaga u npocreiniaa CTYII€Hb
OUCLIUIIAMHBI, KOTOPYIO MOIYT VCBOHUTH
Oaxke [OeTH, Ha3blBaeTCsd Ha  HOBOs3€e

camocmon. CaMOCTOII 03HA4YAEeT KakK ObI
MHCTUHKTHUBHOE yMEHHE OCTAaHOBHUTHCH Ha
mopore omnacHoi wMbIicau. Cioga BXOOUT
CIIOCOOHOCTHL HE BUOETH AaHAAOTUM, He
3aMedyaTb AOTHYECKHX OLIMOOK, HEeBEPHO
HCTOAKOBBIBATh OaxKe IPOCTEUINHUH O0BOM,
ecAn OH BpaxknebGeH aHICOILly, HCIIBITHIBATH
CKyKy H¥ OTBpAallleHHE OT XOJa MBbICAEH,
KOTOPBIHl MOXKeT IIPUBECTU K epecu. Kopoue
TOBOPsI, CaMOCTOII O3HAYAeT CIIACHUTEABHYIO
raynmoctb. Ho TAymocTM  HEZOCTaTOYHO.
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of a contortionist over his body. Oceanic
society rests ultimately on the belief that
Big Brother is omnipotent and that the
Party is infallible. But since in reality Big
Brother is not omnipotent and the party is
not infallible, there is need for an
unwearying, moment-to-moment flexibility
in the treatment of facts. The keyword here
is blackwhite. Like so many Newspeak
words, this word has two mutually
contradictory meanings. Applied to an
opponent, it means the habit of impudently
claiming that black is white, in
contradiction of the plain facts. Applied to a
Party member, it means a loyal willingness
to say that black is white when Party
discipline demands this. But it means also
the ability to believe that black is white,
and more, to know that black is white, and
to forget that one has ever believed the
contrary. This demands a continuous
alteration of the past, made possible by the
system of thought which really embraces all
the rest, and which is known in Newspeak
as doublethink.

The alteration of the past is necessary for
two reasons, one of which is subsidiary

and, so to speak, precautionary. The
subsidiary reason is that the Party
member, like the proletarian, tolerates

present-day conditions partly because he
has no standards of comparison. He must
be cut off from the past, just as he must be
cut off from foreign countries, because it is
necessary for him to believe that he is
better off than his ancestors and that the
average level of material comfort is
constantly rising. But by far the more
important reason for the readjustment of
the past is the need to safeguard the
infallibility of the Party. It is not merely that
speeches, statistics, and records of every
kind must be constantly brought up to date
in order to show that the predictions of the
Party were in all cases right. It is also that
no change in doctrine or in political
alignment can ever be admitted. For to
change one’s mind, or even one’s policy, is
a confession of weakness. If, for example,
Eurasia or Eastasia (whichever it may be) is
the enemy today, then that country must

HampoTuB, OT mpaBOBEepHOro TpebyeTcsa
TaKOe K€ BAAEHHE CBOMMH YMCTBEHHBIMHU
[IpolleccaMi, KakK OT 4eAOBeKa-3MeU B
LIUpPKEe -- CBOUM TeAOM. B KoHeuyHOM cueTre
CTpOM 3HKIOETCI Ha TOM yOeXIEHHUH, YTO
Crapmnti Bpar Bcemoryiy, a napTusa
HenorpemuMa. Ho 1mockoabky Crapmui
Bpar He BceMOryIl K HENOIPEeIINMOCTh
IIapTHH He CBONCTBEHHa, Heobxomuma
HeyCTaHHAs U €XEMUHyTHas THOKOCTb B
obpamieHnu ¢ paktamMu. KaiodeBoe CAOBO
31ech -- OenouepHsiii. Kak M MHOTHe caOBa
HOBO£134, OHO obaamaer ByMSI
IIPOTHBOIIOAOKHBIMH 3HAYEHUSIMH. B
IIPUMEHEHHH K OIIIIOHEHTYy OHO O3Ha4aeT
IIPUBBIYKY OECCTBIIHO YTBEPXKAATh, YTO
4epHoe -- 9TO Oeaoe, BOIPEKH OYEBHIHBIM
dakTaMm. B mpUMeHEHUH K YAEHY [TapTHH --
GAaroHaMepeHHYI0 TOTOBHOCTbL  HAa3BaTh
gepHoe OeAbIM, e€caM Toro Tpebyer
naprufiHag OucLUnAnHa. Ho He TOABKO
Ha3BaTh: €l U 8epumb, YTO UYEPHOE -- ITO
Oeaoe, OOABIIIE TOTO, 3HAMb, YTO UEPHOE --

oT0 0Oeaoe, U 3a0BLITh, YTO KOIJA-TO ThbI
nymaa wuHade. [lag  ororo  Tpebyercs
HeIpepbIBHAS nepemneAka MIPOLIIAOTO,

KOTOPYIO IIO3BOASLET OCYILIECTBAATH CHCTEMA
MBIIIA€HHA, II0 CYTH OXBaThIBarollasd BCE
OCTaABHBIE H HMEHYEMasd Ha HOBOL3€
ABOEMBICAHUEM.

Ilepeneaka IIPOIIIAOTO HYyKHa II0 ABYM
npuaunHaM. OxHa M3 HUX, BTOPOCTEINIEHHAas
M, TakK cKazaTb, HIpodHUAAKTHIECKAsd,
3aKAlO4aeTcsa B caefdyromieM. Ilapruern, Kak
U IIpoAeTapuil, TEPIUT HbIHEIIHHUE yCAOBHS
OT4acTH IIOTOMYy, 4YTO €My He C dYeM
cpaBHHBaTh. OH N0AXKEH OBITH OTpe3aH OT
IIPOIIAOTO TaK K€, KaK OT 3apyOexKHBIX
cTpaH, ubo eMy HaZo BEPUTH, YTO OH KHUBET
Ayd1Ie IPEIKOB u 4TO YPOBEHB
MaTepHaAbHOM 00eCIIeYeHHOCTH HEYKAOHHO
noBelmiaercd. Ho  HecpaBHeHHO Goaee
BaKHas  IIpUYMHA  JAS  HCIPaBACHHS
IIPOIIAOTO -- B TOM, YTO Ha/J0 OXPaHATH
HEIIOTPENINMOCTh MapTHH. Peuun,
CTATHCTHKA, BCEBO3MOXKHBIE [JOKYMEHTBI
JOAKHBI IIOATOHSATHCS IIOJ CETOMHSIIHHUH
OeHb [Ad  [J0Ka3aTeAbCTBa TOTO, YTO
IIpeiICKa3aHusI NTapTHH BCeTa ObIAM BEPHBI.
Maao TOrO: HEAB3d IIpH3HABATh HUKAKHX
nepeMeH B [JOKTPHHE M IIOAUTHYECKOH
AVMHHHU. V160 U3MEHHUTh BO33PEHHS HAHM XOTS
OBl IIOAUTHKY -- 9TO 3HAYHUT IPU3HATBECH B
caaboctu. Ecan, Harmpumep, CerogHs Bpar --
EBpasua (uam Ocrasusg, HEBaXKHO, KTO),
3HA4YUT, OHa Bcerga Oblaa BparoM. A ecamn
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always have been the enemy. And if the
facts say otherwise then the facts must be
altered. Thus history is continuously
rewritten. This day-to-day falsification of
the past, carried out by the Ministry of
Truth, is as necessary to the stability of the
regime as the work of repression and
espionage carried out by the Ministry of
Love.

The mutability of the past is the central
tenet of Ingsoc. Past events, it is argued,
have no objective existence, but survive
only in written records and in human
memories. The past is whatever the records
and the memories agree upon. And since
the Party is in full control of all records and
in equally full control of the minds of its
members, it follows that the past is
whatever the Party chooses to make it. It
also follows that though the past is
alterable, it never has been altered in any
specific instance. For when it has been
recreated in whatever shape is needed at
the moment, then this new version is the
past, and no different past can ever have
existed. This holds good even when, as
often happens, the same event has to be
altered out of recognition several times in
the course of a year. At all times the Party
is in possession of absolute truth, and
clearly the absolute can never have been
different from what it is now. It will be seen
that the control of the past depends above
all on the training of memory. To make sure
that all written records agree with the
orthodoxy of the moment is merely a
mechanical act. But it is also necessary to
remember that events happened in the
desired manner. And if it is necessary to
rearrange one’s memories or to tamper with
written records, then it is necessary to
forget that one has done so. The trick of
doing this can be learned like any other
mental technique. It is learned by the
majority of Party members, and certainly by
all who are intelligent as well as orthodox.
In Oldspeak it is called, quite frankly,
“reality control”. In Newspeak it is called
doublethink, though doublethink comprises
much else as well.

Doublethink means the power of holding
two contradictory beliefs in one’s mind
simultaneously, and accepting both of
them. The Party intellectual knows in
which direction his memories must be

¢dakTbel roBOpAT o6paTHOe, Toraa (aKThI

Haao HU3MEHHUTD. Tak HEIIPEPBIBHO
IIEPEIINUCBIBAETCA HUCTOPHUL. Ora
€XXEeOoHEBHAadA IIOAYHUCTKA IIPOIIIAOTO,

KOTOPOM 3aHSTO MHHUCTEPCTBO IIPABMLI,
TaK e HeobXoauMa [AS YCTOMYMBOCTH
pexuMa, KakK PerpecCUBHAas U IIIMHOHCKAs
paboTa, BBIIOAHAEMAas MUHUCTEPCTBOM
AIOOBH.

U3MEHYUBOCTL  IIPOIIAOTO --  TAABHBIA
OOTMAT  aHrcola. YTBEPKAAETCS, YTO
COOBITHSI ~ IIPOLIAOTO  OOBEKTHBHO  HE
CYILIECTBYIOT, a COXPAHAIOTCH TOABKO B
OHUCHBMEHHBIX JOKYMEHTAaX U B Y€AOBEYECKUX
BOCIIOMUHaHUAX. [Ipolaoe ecTb TO, YTO
coraacyercst c 3aIHCIMH u
BOCIIOMHUHAHHUSIMU. A IIOCKOABKY NapTHS
TIOAHOCTBIO PACIIOPSIXKAETCS JOKYMEHTAMH U
yMaMHM CBOHMX YAEHOB, IIPOIIIAOE TAaKOBO,
KaKHM €ro XKeAaeT caeAaTs naprud. Orciona
K€ CAEyeT, YTO, XOTS IIPOIIIAOE U3MEHYIUBO,
€ro HM B KaKOM MOMEHT He MeHsAu. K6o
€CAM OHO BOCCO3[AHO B TOM BHIE, KAKOMI
celiuac HamOOEH, 3HAYUT, ITA HOBAs BEPCHUS
U ecmb TPOIIAOE ¥ HHUKAKOIO [APYroro
Oopoiiaoro ObITh He Morao. CkazaHHOe
CIpaBeIAMBO U TOTAA, KOTAA IIPOIIAOE
coOBITHE, KAaK HEPEeAKO ObIBaeT, MeEHSeTCs
[0 HEy3HABAaeMOCTH HECKOABKO pa3 B rox. B
Kaxk/[o€ MTCHOBEHHE [apTUsS  BAaJeeT
abCOAIOTHOM HCTHUHOM; abCOAIOTHOE K€
OYEBHUOIHO HE MOXKET OBIThH HHBIM, YEM
cetiyac. IIOHATHO TakKe, YTO YIIPaBAEHHUE
OPOIIABIM IIPEXAE BCETO 3aBUCHUT OT
TPEHUPOBKH  NaMsgaTH. llpuBecTu  Bce
JOKYMEHTBI B COOTBETCTBHE c
TpeboBaHUAMK  OHA  --  JEAO  YHCTO
MexaHudeckoe. Ho Benp HeOOXOmAMMO U
NOMHUMb, YTO COOBITHS IIPOUCXOAUAU TaK,
Kak Tpebyercsa. A ecanm HeoOXOAHUMO
HEPEUHAYUTL BOCIIOMHHAHUS U IIO[IEAATH
JOKYMEHTBI, 3HAYUT, HEOOXOAUMO 3abbimb,
YTO 3TO CAEAaHO. ITOMy (POKYCY MOIKHO
HAY4YUTBbCA TaK JKe, KaK AIOOMy MeToxy
yMCTBEHHOH paborbl. W GOABIIHHCTBO
YAEHOB IIapTHHU (4 YMHBIE U IIPABOBEPHBIE --

Bce) eMy Haydaiorcad. Ha craposize aTo
IPsIMO Ha3bIBAIOT «IIOKOPEHHEM
NeHCTBUTEABHOCTH). Ha  HoBosze -

JABOEMBICAHUEM, XOTd ABOEMBICAHE BKAIOYAET
B ce0sl 1 MHOTOE Apyroe.

[leoemuvlcnue O3Ha4aeT CITOCOOHOCTD
OOAHOBPEMEHHO JAEPXKaATBCA ABYX
IIPOTHUBOIIOAOXKHBIX y66)KI[6HHﬁ .

[TapTUHHBIH HHTEAAUT€HT 3HAET, B KaKylo
CTOPOHY MEHATb CBOM BOCIIOMHHAHWUS;
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altered; he therefore knows that he is
playing tricks with reality; but by the
exercise of doublethink he also satisfies
himself that reality is not violated. The
process has to be conscious, or it would not
be carried out with sufficient precision, but
it also has to be unconscious, or it would
bring with it a feeling of falsity and hence of
guilt. Doublethink lies at the very heart of
Ingsoc, since the essential act of the Party
is to use conscious deception while
retaining the firmness of purpose that goes
with complete honesty. To tell deliberate
lies while genuinely believing in them, to
forget any fact that has become
inconvenient, and then, when it becomes
necessary again, to draw it back from
oblivion for just so long as it is needed, to
deny the existence of objective reality and
all the while to take account of the reality
which one denies -- all this is indispensably
necessary. Even in wusing the word
doublethink it is necessary to exercise
doublethink. For by using the word one
admits that one is tampering with reality;
by a fresh act of doublethink one erases this
knowledge; and so on indefinitely, with the
lie always one leap ahead of the truth.
Ultimately it is by means of doublethink
that the Party has been able -- and may, for
all we know, continue to be able for
thousands of years -- to arrest the course of
history.

All past oligarchies have fallen from power
either because they ossified or because they
grew soft. Either they became stupid and
arrogant, failed to adjust themselves to
changing  circumstances, and  were
overthrown; or they became liberal and
cowardly, made concessions when they
should have used force, and once again
were overthrown. They fell, that is to say,
either through consciousness or through
unconsciousness. It is the achievement of
the Party to have produced a system of
thought in which both conditions can exist
simultaneously. And wupon no other
intellectual basis could the dominion of the
Party be made permanent. If one is to rule,
and to continue ruling, one must be able to
dislocate the sense of reality. For the secret
of rulership is to combine a belief in one’s
own infallibility with the Power to learn
from past mistakes.

CA€OOBaATEABHO, CO3HAET, YTO MOIIIEHHUYAaET
C I[eﬁCTBHTeAbHOCTL}O; OMHAaKO ITPHU ITOMOIITHA

ABOEMBICAHA OH YBEDPLET 0665{, q9T0
NEeUCTBUTEABHOCTD ocTasacChb
HEIIPUKOCHOBEHHA. 9tot IIPOIECC MOOAXKEH
OBITH CO3HATEABHBIM, HUHa4ye €ro HE

OCYILECTBHIIIL aKKYPATHO, HO JOAYKEH OBITH
U 6eccozHaATEABHBIM, WHA4YE€ BO3HUKHET
OLIYIUEHWE AXKH, a 3HAYUT, U BHHBL
JIBOEMBICAME -- AyIIA AHICOLA, MTOCKOABKY
[apTHs TIOAB3YETCS HAMEPEHHBIM 06MAaHOM,
TBEPAO [AepKa KypC K CBOEH LIEAH, a 3TO
TpebyeT TIOAHOM YeCTHOCTH. [OBOPHUTH
3aBENOMYIO AOXBb U OJHOBPEMEHHO B HeEe
BEpUTH, 3a0BITh AMOOOH pakT, craBIINit
Hey#OoOHBIM, U H3BA€Yb €ro u3 3abBeHusd,

eaBa OH OIATH IIOHALOOWACH, OTPHLIATH
CYIIIECTBOBaHHE 0OBEKTUBHOM
IMEeACTBUTEABHOCTH u YYHUTBIBATh

IeACTBUTEABHOCTD, KOTOPYIO OTPHIIAEID, -~
BCe 5TO abCOAIOTHO Heobxomumo. J[laxke
IIOAB3YSICH CAOBOM «IBOEMBICAHEY,
HeoOxoaMMoO 1mpuberatb K [JBOEMBICAHIO.
160, T10OAB3ysICH 3THM  CAOBOM,  TBI
[IpHU3HAEIb, 4TO0 MOIIIEHHUYAEITh [¢
MEeNCTBUTEALHOCTEIO; elle OOMH  akKT
JBOEMBICAUS -- U ThI CTEP OTO B HMAMSITH; U
Tak [0 OECKOHEYHOCTH, HPUYEM AOKDL BCE
BpeMsl Ha LIar BIEPEeOd HCTHUHBL. B
KOHEYHOM CcdYeTe HMEHHO Oaarogaps
JBOEMBICAWIO IIAPTHH yAAAOCH (M KTO 3HAET,
elmle THICAYM A€T MOXKET yAaBaThCsl)
OCTaHOBUTDH XOM UCTOPUH.

Bce mpoIlable OAUTapXUH AHUIIIAAUCH BAACTH
AMOO H3-3a OKOCTEHEHHs, AMOO H3-3a
apsioaocTy. Aub0O OHUM CTAHOBHUAUCH TYIIBIMU
u CaMOHAIEeTHHBIMH, repecTaBasu
IPUCIIOCAbAUBATHCS HOBBIM
obcroaTeABCTBAM M PYLIHAHCH, AHOO
CTAHOBHAMCH AUGEpPaAABHBIMU u
TPYCAUBBIMH, IIIAH Ha YCTYIIKH, KOTAa HAMO
OBIAO TIPUMEHUTH CHAY, -- U OIATH-TAKH
pyumanchk. HMHaye roBops, TIybwaa UX
CO3HATEABHOCTb WAH, HaobopoT, arpodus
CO3HaHUs. YCHEXU MAPTUU SUKAITCH Ha
TOM, YTO OHA CO3/aAa CHUCTEMY MBIIIACHUS,
rme oba COCTOSTHHS CYILIECTBYIOT
OfHOBpeMEHHO. [ HHM Ha KakKOH Apyron
UHTEAAEKTYaAbHON OCHOBE €€ BAAbIYeCTBO
HEPYLIUMBIM OBITH He Morao. Tomy, KTO
IpaBAT W HaMeEpeH I[IPaBUTh HAABIIE,
HeoOXOAMMO yMEHHE KCKaXKaThb YyBCTBO
peaabHOCTH. HOO CEKpeT BAQABIYECTBA B
TOM, 4TOOBI BEPA B CBOIO HEMOTPEIINMOCTDH
COYeTarach C YMEHHEM YUUThSI Ha IIPOIIABIX
omnrubKax.

K

190



It need hardly be said that the subtlest
practitioners of doublethink are those who
invented doublethink and know that it is a
vast system of mental cheating. In our
society, those who have the best knowledge
of what is happening are also those who are
furthest from seeing the world as it is. In
general, the greater the understanding, the
greater the delusion; the more intelligent,
the less sane. One clear illustration of this
is the fact that war hysteria increases in
intensity as one rises in the social scale.
Those whose attitude towards the war is
most nearly rational are the subject peoples
of the disputed territories. To these people
the war is simply a continuous calamity
which sweeps to and fro over their bodies
like a tidal wave. Which side is winning is a
matter of complete indifference to them.
They are aware that a change of
overlordship means simply that they will be
doing the same work as before for new
masters who treat them in the same
manner as the old ones. The slightly more
favoured workers whom we call “the proles”
are only intermittently conscious of the
war. When it is necessary they can be
prodded into frenzies of fear and hatred,
but when left to themselves they are
capable of forgetting for long periods that
the war is happening. It is in the ranks of
the Party, and above all of the Inner Party,
that the true war enthusiasm is found.
World-conquest is believed in most firmly
by those who know it to be impossible. This
peculiar linking-together of opposites --
knowledge with ignorance, cynicism with
fanaticism -- is one of the chief
distinguishing marks of Oceanic society.
The official ideology abounds with
contradictions even when there is no
practical reason for them. Thus, the Party
rejects and vilifies every principle for which
the Socialist movement originally stood,
and it chooses to do this in the name of
Socialism. It preaches a contempt for the
working class unexampled for centuries
past, and it dresses its members in a
uniform which was at one time peculiar to
manual workers and was adopted for that
reason. It systematically undermines the
solidarity of the family, and it calls its
leader by a name which is a direct appeal
to the sentiment of family loyalty. Even the
names of the four Ministries by which we
are governed exhibit a sort of impudence in
their deliberate reversal of the facts. The

W3AuillHE TOBOPUTH,
BAQIEIOT [IBOEMBICAMEM TE€,
OBOEMBICAME U  IIOHUMAeT €ro Kak
TPaHINO3HYIO cucTeMy YMCTBEHHOTO
HaayBaTeAbCTBA. B HalleM OOIIecTBeE Te,
KTO AydlIIe BCex OCBEIOMAEH o
IPOUCXOMSIIEM, MEHBIIIE BCEX CIIOCOOHBI
YBHOETH MUpP TaKUM, KakKOB OH ecTh. B
obuiemM, 4YeM OOABIIE IIOHHMMAHUS, TEM
CHAbHEE UHAAIO3HH: YeM yMHee, TeM
GesymHee. HaragaHelf npuMep -- BOeHHAast
HUCTEpPHsI, HApacTarllasl [0 MEPE TOro, Kak
MBI IOHUMAEMCSI o COLIMaABHOM
aectHuile. Hanboaee pazymMHOe OTHOIIIEHHE
K BOIHe -- y IIOKOPEHHBIX HApOJOB Ha
CIIOPHBIX TEPPUTOPHUAX. [IAd 3TUX HAPOAOB
BOMfHa -- IIPOCTO HECKOH4YaeMmoe OencTBHE,
CHOBA U CHOBa MPOKATBLIBAIOILIEECS II0 HX
TeaaM, IMOHOOHO IyHaMmu. Kakas cTopoHa
nobexxnmaer, uM O6e3pasanyHo. OHU 3HAIOT,
YTO IIPH HOBBIX BAACTUTEAdIX OYAyT HAEAATh
OpexXHIOI paboTy M obpamarbcad C HHUMH
OynyT Tak ke, Kak Ipexzae. Haxomammecs
B 4YyTh AydYIIEM IIOAOXKEHUH pabouue,
KOTOPBIX MBI  HA3BIBAEM  «IIPOAAMMY,
3aMeYaloT BOHHY AHIIL BPEMS OT BPEMEHHU.
Korma Hamo, WX MOXKHO BO30YyAUTH 10
HCCTYIIAEHHOTO THeBa HAHU CTpaxa, Ho,
OpenocTaBA€HHBIE caMuM  cebe, OHH
3a0BIBAIOT O BeAyLIEHCS BOMHE HAIJOATO.
I[TonanHHBIN  BOEHHBIH  3HTY3HMa3M MBI
HabalomaeM B psaax IapTHH, OCODEHHO
BHyYTpPEeHHeH mnaptuu. B 3aBoeBaHune Mmupa
DOOABIIIE BCEX BEPSIT T€, KTO 3HAET, YTO OHO
HEBO3MOXKHO. OTO IPHUYYIAHUBOE CLIETIACHUE
HPOTUBOIIOAOKHOCTEMN - 3HAHUS c
HEBEXKECTBOM, LUHUYHOCTU C (PAHATU3MOM
-- OgHA U3 OTAWYUTEABHBIX OCOOEHHOCTEH
Hamrero obmecrBa. OduiiasbHOe y4eHHe
HU300HAYET IIPOTUBOPEYUSIMH AaXKe TaM, Te
B HHUX HeT peaAbHOI Hyxapl. Tak, maptus
OTBEpraeT W YEPHUT BCE MIPUHIUIIBI, HA
KOTOPBIX [IEPBOHAYAABHO CTOSIA COLIMAAU3M,
-- U 3aHUMAETCS 3THUM BO UM COLIMAAHU3MA.
OHa mporoBeAyeT IIpe3peHHe K pabodemy
KAACCy, HEBHIaHHOE B MUHYBIIINE BeKa, - U
oeBaeT CBOMX YAEHOB B popMy, HEKorza
OPUBBIYHYIO AT AIOAEl (PU3UIECKOro TPyaa
U [PUHATYI0O HMEHHO II0 3TOM IIPHUYHHE.
Ona CUCTEMATHYECKHU IOAPBIBAET
CIIAOYEHHOCTH CEMBH -- U 30BET CBOETO
BOXK/S HMEHEM, IIPSIMO AaIlleAAUPYIOLMM K
4yBCTBY ceMeiHOW Oausoctu. J[laxke B
HA3BaHUAX YEeThIPEX MHUHHCTEPCTB, KOTOPHIE
HaMH  YIOPaBASIOT, -- 0€e33acTeH4YHnBOe
ornpokuabiBanue (akToB. MHHHCTEPCTBO
MHpa 3aHUMAaeTCss BOMHOM, MHUHHCTEPCTBO

YTO TOHBIIE BCEX
KTO wu300pea
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Ministry of Peace concerns itself with war,
the Ministry of Truth with lies, the Ministry
of Love with torture and the Ministry of
Plenty with starvation. These contradictions
are not accidental, nor do they result from
ordinary hypocrisy; they are deliberate
exercises in doublethink. For it is only by
reconciling contradictions that power can
be retained indefinitely. In no other way
could the ancient cycle be broken. If
human equality is to be for ever averted -- if
the High, as we have called them, are to
keep their places permanently -- then the
prevailing mental condition must be
controlled insanity.

But there is one question which until this
moment we have almost ignored. It is; why
should human equality be averted?
Supposing that the mechanics of the
process have been rightly described, what
is the motive for this huge, accurately
planned effort to freeze history at a
particular moment of time?

Here we reach the central secret. As we
have seen. the mystique of the Party, and
above all of the Inner Party, depends upon
doublethink But deeper than this lies the
original motive, the mnever-questioned
instinct that first led to the seizure of power
and brought doublethink, the Thought

Police, continuous warfare, and all the
other necessary paraphernalia into
existence afterwards. This motive really
consists...

Winston became aware of silence, as one
becomes aware of a new sound. It seemed
to him that Julia had been very still for
some time past. She was lying on her side,
naked from the waist upwards, with her
cheek pillowed on her hand and one dark
lock tumbling across her eyes. Her breast
rose and fell slowly and regularly.

“Julia.”

No answer.

“Julia, are you awake?”

No answer. She was asleep. He shut the
book, put it carefully on the floor, lay down,
and pulled the coverlet over both of them.

He had still, he reflected, not learned the
ultimate secret. He understood how; he did
not understand why. Chapter I, like
Chapter III, had not actually told him
anything that he did not know, it had

IIPaBIbl -- AOXKbBIO, MHHHCTEPCTBO AIOOBH --
IBITKAMH, MHUHHUCTEPCTBO H300HMAMS MOPUT
TOAOJIOM. Takue TIPOTUBOPEYHS He
CAy4alHBI W IIPOUCXOAAT HE IIPOCTO OT
AWIIEMEPHS: 3TO ABOEMBICANE B HOEHCTBHH.
60 AMUIIb [IPUMUPEHHE IIPOTHBOPEYHHI
II03BOASIET YAEePXUBATh BAACTb
HEOTPaHUYEHHO AO0ATrO0. [To-uHOMY U3BE4YHBIH
IIUKA TIpEpBaTh HeAb3d. Ecam deaoBedeckoe
PaBEHCTBO Ha0 HaBCceraa caesaThb
HEBO3MOXKHBIM, €CAH BBICIIHNE, KaK MBI HX
Ha3bIBAa€M, XOTAT COXPAHUTbL CBOE MECTO
HaBEeKH, TOrAA TOCIIOCTBYIOLIIM
OYLIEBHBIM COCTOSIHHEM [OAXKHO  OBITH
yrpaBasieMoe be3yMmue.

Ho ects oauH BOIpOC, KOTOPBIHA MBI 0 CHX
op He 3arparuBaasu. [Touemy HaAIO CHEAATH
HEBO3MOXHBIM pPaBeHCTBO AFOZIEN?
[JormycTuM, MexXaHHKa IIpoIlecca OIIHcaHa
BEPHO -- KAaKOBO K€ BCE-TAKH MOOyKaeHHe
K aToH KOAOCCaABHOH, TOYHO
CIIAAHUPOBAHHOM JeITeAbHOCTH,
HaIIpaBA€HHO# Ha TO, YTOOBI 3aMOPO3UTH
HCTOPHIO B OIIPEIEACHHOH TOYKE?

3meck MBI IIOAXOAMM K TAABHOH 3arajike.
Kak MpBI yXe BHOEAH, MHUCTHYECKHI Opeoa
BOKpPYI'  IapTHUH, MW  IIpeXAe  BCETo
BHyTpPEHHEH napTHH, obycaoBAeH
nBoembIcaveM. Ho mom aTHM  Kpoercs
HCXOIHBIN MOTHB, HENCCAEIOBAHHBIH
WHCTHUHKT, KOTOPBIH IIpHBEA CIIEpBa K
3axBaTy BAACTH, a 3aTeM IOpPOAHA H
OBOEMBICAME, U TIOAWIIHIO MbICAEH, U
IIOCTOSHHYIO BOIHY, u Ipoyue
obs3aTeAbHBlE  IIPUHAIAECXKHOCTH  CTPOH.
MOTHB 3TOT 3aKAIOYAETCH. ..

YUHCTOH OLIyTHA THUIINHY, KaK OIIylIaellb
HOBBIHM 3BYK. EMy mokasaaock, 4To [IxKyaus
OaBHO He IIeBeanTcd. OHa Aexkasa Ha OOKy,
[0 TIIosica Troaad, IIONAOXKHMB A3[IOHB IIOZ
LIEKy, U TeMHas IIpsab yrasa eii Ha raasa.
I'pyas y Hee B3agbIMasach MEIACHHO H
MEpPHO.

-- [IXKyAus.

Her oTBera.

-- [IXKyAusi, Tbl HE CIIHUIIL?

Her orBera. OHa cntana. OH 3aKpbIA KHUTY,
OIIyCTHA Ha IIOA, A€T M HATIHYyA IIOBBILIE
OZIesIAO -- Ha Hee U Ha cebd.

OH moayMmas, YTO Tak M HE 3HAeT TAAaBHOTO
cekpera. OH IIOHMMAA KaK; OH HE IIOHHMaA
3auem. IlepBasg raaBa, KakK M TpeThd, HE
OTKpBIAA EMY, B CYIIIHOCTH, HUYEIO HOBOTO.
OHa @pocTO IIpUBEAA €ro 3HAHHA B
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merely systematized the knowledge that he
possessed already. But after reading it he
knew better than before that he was not
mad. Being in a minority, even a minority
of one, did not make you mad. There was
truth and there was untruth, and if you
clung to the truth even against the whole
world, you were not mad. A yellow beam
from the sinking sun slanted in through the
window and fell across the pillow. He shut
his eyes. The sun on his face and the girl’s
smooth body touching his own gave him a
strong, sleepy, confident feeling. He was
safe, everything was all right. He fell asleep
murmuring “Sanity is not statistical,” with
the feeling that this remark contained in it
a profound wisdom.

X

When he woke it was with the sensation of
having slept for a long time, but a glance at
the old-fashioned clock told him that it was
only twenty-thirty. He lay dozing for a
while; then the usual deep-lunged singing
struck up from the yard below:

“It was only an ‘opeless fancy,

It passed like an Ipril dye,

But a look an’ a word an’ the dreams they
stirred

They ‘ave stolen my ’eart awye!”

The driveling song seemed to have kept its
popularity. You still heard it all over the
place. It had outlived the Hate Song. Julia
woke at the sound, stretched herself
luxuriously, and got out of bed.

“I'm hungry,” she said. “Let’s make some
more coffee. Damn! The stove’s gone out
and the water’s cold.” She picked the stove
up and shook it. “There’s no oil in it.”

“We can get some from old Charrington, I
expect.”

“The funny thing is I made sure it was full.
I'm going to put my clothes on,” she added.
“It seems to have got colder.”

Winston also got up and dressed himself.
The indefatigable voice sang on:

“They sye that time ’eals all things,

They sye you can always forget;

But the smiles an’ the tears acrorss the
years

They twist my ’eart-strings yet!”

As he fastened the belt of his overalls he
strolled across to the window. The sun

cucremy. OpfHAaKO KHHra OKOHYATEABLHO
ybenuaa ero B TOM, 4YTO OH He Oe3yMell.
EcAM TbI B MEHBIIHHCTBE -- U OaXKe€ B
€OMHCTBEHHOM YHCAE, -- 9TO HE 3HAYUT, YTO
TbI 6e3ymeH. EcTh mpaBaa U ecTh Helpasaa,
U, €CAU Tbl MOEPKUIIbCH IIPaBObl, IIyCTb
HaIlepekop BCEMY CBeTy, Tbl He Oe3yMeH.
2KeATbIN Ayd 3aKaTHOTO COAHIIA IPOTAHYACH
OT OKHa K IIOAyLIKE. YHHCTOH 3aKpbIA
raaza. OT COAHEYHOTO TeENAA Ha AHIIE,
OTTOTO, YTO K HEMY IIPHKACAAOCH TAAIKOE
JKEHCKOE TEAO, UM OBAAMEAO CIIOKOMHOE,
COHHOE YyBCTBO YBEPEHHOCTH. UM HHUYTO He
rpo3ur... Bce xopouro. OH ycHya, 6opmoya:

«3apaBeI  pPacCymoK -- IIOHATHE He
CTAaTHUCTHYECKOe», -- U €My Ka3aAaoCh, YTO B
9THX caoBax 3aKAIOYEeHa raybokas
MYZPOCTB.

X

ITpocHyacS OH C OIIYLIEHHEM, YTO CIIaA
JOATO, HO II0 CTAPHUHHBIM  4acam

oAy49aAoCh, 9To ceifdyac Toapko 20.30. Om
OIIATH 3af[peMaa, a IIOTOM BO ABOpE 3alleA
3HaKOMBIi I'PyIHOH IOAOC:

[lasHo Yok Hem meumaHuii, cepouy MUNbLX.
OHu npownu, Kax nepsslii 0eHb 8ecHubl.
Ho nosabbims 51 U menepob He 8 CUNAX

BoLnvix Hadexko gonHyouue cHot!

Mypalikas ImeceHKa, KaxkKeTcs, He BBIIIAA U3
monbl. Ee meanm mo Bcemy ropomy. OnHa
nepexusa «IlecHIO HEHaBHUCTH». J[IXKyAHs,
pas30yzKeHHas IIEHHEM, CAa[KO IIOTSIHYAACh
U BBIA€3AA U3 IIOCTEAH.

-- Xouy ecTh, -- CKaszaaa oHa. -- CBapuM
eme Kope? YepT, KEPOCHHKA IToracaa, Boaa
octeira. -- OHa moOmHAAA KEPOCHHKY H
noboaTaaa. -- Kepocuny Her.

- HaBepHoe, MOZKHO IIOIIPOCUTH Y CTapHUKa.

-- YauBAgioch, OHa y MeHs OblAa IIOAHAd.
Hamo ometbcsa. IToxoaomano Kak OyaTo.

Yuucron TOXKE BCTaA u omeAcd.
HeyroMoHHBII roAOC IIPOOAZXKAA TIETh:

ITycmob 2080psim mHe: 8pems. 8ce usieuum,
ITycme 2080psim: cmpadaHusi 3a6Yy0b.
Ho my3ssika dagHo 3a6bimoti peuu

Mne u cezo0Hs paspwleaem 2pyob!

3acTerHyB MosiC KOMOWHE30Ha, OH IIOJIOIIEA
K OKHy. COAHIIE OIIyCTHAOCH 3a JoMa -- yKe
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must have gone down behind the houses; it
was not shining into the yard any longer.
The flagstones were wet as though they had
just been washed, and he had the feeling
that the sky had been washed too, so fresh
and pale was the blue between the
chimney-pots. Tirelessly the woman
marched to and fro, corking and uncorking
herself, singing and falling silent, and
pegging out more diapers, and more and
yet more. He wondered whether she took in
washing for a living or was merely the slave
of twenty or thirty grandchildren. Julia had
come across to his side; together they gazed
down with a sort of fascination at the
sturdy figure below. As he looked at the
woman in her characteristic attitude, her
thick arms reaching up for the line, her
powerful mare-like buttocks protruded, it
struck him for the first time that she was
beautiful. It had never before occurred to
him that the body of a woman of fifty,
blown up to monstrous dimensions by
childbearing, then hardened, roughened by
work till it was coarse in the grain like an
over-ripe turnip, could be beautiful. But it
was so, and after all, he thought, why not?
The solid, contourless body, like a block of
granite, and the rasping red skin, bore the
same relation to the body of a girl as the
rose-hip to the rose. Why should the fruit
be held inferior to the flower?

“She’s beautiful,” he murmured.

“She’s a metre across the hips, easily,” said
Julia.

“That is her style of beauty,” said Winston.

He held Julia’s supple waist easily encircled
by his arm. From the hip to the knee her
flank was against his. Out of their bodies
no child would ever come. That was the one
thing they could never do. Only by word of
mouth, from mind to mind, could they pass
on the secret. The woman down there had
no mind, she had only strong arms, a warm
heart, and a fertile belly. He wondered how
many children she had given birth to. It
might easily be fifteen. She had had her
momentary flowering, a year, perhaps, of
wild-rose beauty and then she had
suddenly swollen like a fertilized fruit and
grown hard and red and coarse, and then
her life had been laundering, scrubbing,
darning, cooking, sweeping, polishing,
mending, scrubbing, laundering, first for
children, then for grandchildren, over thirty
unbroken years. At the end of it she was

HEe CBETHAO Ha aBop. KaMeHHBIE NAHUTEHI
OBIAM MOKpBIE, KaK OyATO HX TOABKO YTO
BBIMBIAH, M €My II0Ka3aA0Ch, YTO HeOO ToxKe
MBIAH -- TaK CBEXKO U YHCTO IOAyOeAO OHO
MeXAy AbIMoxoAaMHu. Be3 ycraam marasa
KEHINWHA B3aZl U BIeEpel, 3aKylnopHBasa
cebe pPOT M paCKyIopHBasa, 3aleBaa,
yMoOAKara U BCE Belllaaa IIEA€HKH, Bellaaa,
Bemrasra. OH moxmymaa: 3apabaTbIBaeT OHa
CTUPKO#H UAH IIPOCTO obcTHpBIBaET
OBaalaTb-TPUALATH BHYKOB? JKyans
IoAOILIAA M CTajsa PAAOM: MOIIHAas (urypa
BO [BOpPE IIPUKOBBIBAasa B3rasa. Bot
JKEHIIMHA OIATh IIPHUHAAA OOBIYHYIO IIO3Y --
IIPOTSAHyAA TOACTBIE PYKH K BEPEBKE,
OTCTAaBUB MOILYYHUH KpyI, MW YHHCTOH
BIIEPBbIE IIOZlyMaa, YTO OHa KpacHBa. Emy
HUKOTZ]a He IIPHUXOAHUAO B TOAOBY, YTO TEAO
MIATUAECITUACTHEN JKEHIIMHBI, YyJTOBHIIHO
pasnaBlIeecss OT MHOTHX pPOJOB, a IIOTOM
3arpy0OeBlliee, 3aTBepAeBIlee OT pPaboTEHI,
caeasaBllleecs IIAOTHBIM, KaK pena, MOXKeT
6pITH KpacuBo. Ho oHO 6bIAO KpacuBo, U
YuHCTOH  moaymaa: a  IIo4eMy  Obl,
cobcrBeHHo, Her? C mIepmiaBo¥d KpacHOM
KOXKel, npoyHoe u OecchopMeHHOE, CAOBHO
rpaHUTHAad I'AbIOA, OHO TaK 2Ke IIOXOAHAO Ha
JEBUYbE TEAO, KaK SIroja IIWIIOBHUKA -- Ha
nBeTok. Ho KTO cKaszaa, 4TO IIAOL XyKe
I[BETKA?

-- OHa KpacuBasi, -- IPOLIEIITAaA YHHCTOH.

-- Y uee Gempa nBa merpa B obxBarte, --
0TO03BaAaCh [IKyAus.

-- [la, 9T0 KpacoTra B IPYIOM POJE.

OH pgep:kaa ee, 0OOXBATUB KPYroM TaAWH
onHOM pykoii. Ee 6epo mpuKUMaroCh K €ro
b6enpy. Mx Teaa HHKOrga He HIPOU3BELYT
peberka. Ortoro uM He ngaHO. TOABKO
YCTHBIM CAOBOM, OT pasymMa K pasyMmy,
nepefanyT OHHM [OaAbllle CBOHM ceKper. Y
JKEHIIIMHBI BO ABOpPE HET pa3yMa -- TOABKO
CUABHBIE PYKH, ropsiaee cepaie,
IIAOZOHOCHOE upeBo. OH IOAyMaA: CKOABKHX
oHa poausa? Takasg cBoGoOAHO Moraa u
IIOATOpA MAECSATKa. BhlA M y Hee HeTOATHH
pacuser, Ha rofm KaKOH-HUOyIb
pacIycTHaach, CAOBHO AUKasl po3a, a IOTOM
BApYyT Habyxaa, Kak 3aBA3b, CTasa TBEPAOH,
KpacHOM, LIeplIaBoOM, M IIOLIAO: CTHPKA,
ybopKa, IITOIKA, CTPSIHS, II0AMETaHUe,
HATHUpKa, [OYMHKA, y0OOpKa, CTHpPKA --
criepBa Ha OeTed, IIOTOM Ha BHYKOB, -- H
TaK TPUALATE AeT 6e3 mepeapItku. U mocae
3TOTO ele IIOET. MucTHUYECKOE
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still singing. The mystical reverence that he
felt for her was somehow mixed up with the
aspect of the pale, cloudless sky, stretching
away behind the chimney-pots into
interminable distance. It was curious to
think that the sky was the same for
everybody, in Eurasia or Eastasia as well as
here. And the people under the sky were
also very much the same -- everywhere, all
over the world, hundreds of thousands of
millions of people just like this, people
ignorant of one another’s existence, held
apart by walls of hatred and lies, and yet
almost exactly the same -- people who had
never learned to think but who were storing
up in their hearts and bellies and muscles
the power that would one day overturn the
world. If there was hope, it lay in the proles!
Without having read to the end of the book,
he knew that that must be Goldstein’s final
message. The future belonged to the proles.
And could he be sure that when their time
came the world they constructed would not
be just as alien to him, Winston Smith, as
the world of the Party? Yes, because at the
least it would be a world of sanity. Where
there is equality there can be sanity.
Sooner or later it would happen, strength
would change into consciousness. The
proles were immortal, you could not doubt
it when you looked at that valiant figure in
the yard. In the end their awakening would
come. And until that happened, though it
might be a thousand years, they would stay
alive against all the odds, like birds,
passing on from body to body the vitality
which the Party did not share and could
not kill.

“Do you remember,” he said, “the thrush
that sang to us, that first day, at the edge
of the wood?”

“He wasn’t singing to us,” said Julia. “He
was singing to please himself. Not even
that. He was just singing.”

The birds sang, the proles sang. the Party
did not sing. All round the world, in London
and New York, in Africa and Brazil, and in
the mysterious, forbidden lands beyond the
frontiers, in the streets of Paris and Berlin,
in the villages of the endless Russian plain,
in the bazaars of China and Japan --
everywhere  stood the same  solid
unconquerable figure, made monstrous by
work and childbearing, toiling from birth to
death and still singing. Out of those mighty
loins a race of conscious beings must one

OAaroroBeHue nepen HeH KaKk-TO
HAAOXKHAOCH Ha KAPTHHY YHUCTOIO OA€IHOTO
Heba Han [ABIMOXOJAMHU, VXOOAUBIIETO B
OeckoHeuHyI0 masb. CTpaHHO OBIAO AyMarTh,
uyro HebO y BCEX TO JKe caMoe -- U B
EBpasuu, u B Ocrasuu, u 3meck. U aroaum
nox HeOOM Te Ke caMble -- BCIOAY, I10 BCEMY
CBETy, COTHH, TBICSYU MHUAAHOHOB AIOZEH,
TaKHUX XK€, KaK JTa: OHH HE BEIAIOT O
CYILIECTBOBaHHUU OpyrT apyra, OHHU
pas3neAeHbl CTEHAMH HEHABUCTU U AXKHU U
BCE K€ TIOYTH OOWHAKOBBLI: OHH HE
HAy4YHUAHUCH AyMaTb, HO KOIST B CepAllax, U
ypecaax, Y MBIIIIAX MOIIb, KOTOpas
omHaXKpl IiepeBepHeT MHp. Ecau ecrThb
HaAEeX)aa, To OHA -- B IIpoaax. OH 3HaA, YTO
TakoB OyzeT u BbIBoA loancreiiHa, XoTd He
[oodeA KHUTY [0 KOHIA. DByaymee 3a
IposaMH. A MOXKHO AU OBITH yBEPEHHBIM,
4TO, KOTJA MNPUAET WX BPEMsl, OAS HETO,
Yuncrona CMmura, MUp, UMHU CO3JaHHBIHN, HE
OyZeT TaKuM Ke YyKHUM, KaK MUP ITapTHU?
Ma, MmoxHO, 100 HOBBIH MUp OyAeT HaKOHeI]
MHPOM 3[paBOro paccyaka. Iae ecTb
paBEeHCTBO, TaM MOXKeT ObITb 3ApaBbIi
paccymoxk. Pano HAHU IO3IHO 3TO
OpOU30HAET -- CHAA IIPEBPATUTCS B
CO3HAaHUE. IIpoast GeccMepTHBI:
repoudeckas (UIypa BO OBOPE -- Aydlllee
[OoKas3aTeAbCcTBO. U moka 5To He mpousonaeT
-- IyCTh HAMAO KOATH €ILIe THICAYY AT, --
OoHH OyOyT KUTH HAIEPEKOp BCEMy, Kak
OTUIBI, IlepeaaBasg OT TeAa K TeAy
KU3HEHHYIO CHAY, KOTOPOM ITapTHUS AHUIIIEHA
U KOTOPYIO OHa HE MOXKET YOUTE.

-- Tbl NOMHHUIIB, -- CIIPOCHA OH, -- KakK B
OEPBBI [EHb HA I[IPOTAaAMHE HaM IIeA
nposa?

-- OH He HaM IIea, -- ckasaaa [Ixyaud. -- OH
meA [Ad COOGCTBEHHOIO YAOBOABCTBHS. U
[azke He Oas atoro. ITpocTo mea.

[ToroT MHTHUIBI, IIOIOT IIPOABI, IIAPTHUA He
moet. [To Bcett 3emae, B AoHmoHe u Hrpro-
Mopke, B Adpuke u DBpasuaum, B
TAWHCTBEHHBIX 3allPETHBIX CTpaHax 3a
rpaHuled, Ha yaunax [lapuzxa u Bepauna,
B [EpeBHSX Ha OecKpaliHMX paBHHHAaX
Poccuu, Ha 6Gazapax Kutraga u SAnonunm --
BCIOZly CTOWUT 3Ta Kpenkasd HernobeauMmast
KEHIUHA, 4YyJOBUIIHO pasaaBlIascd OT
POZIOB M BEKOBEYHOTIO TPYZA, -- U BOIIPEKHU
BCceMy noeT. 13 3Toro MouHoro A0Ha Koraa-
HUOYIb MOXKET BBINTH IIAEMS CO3HATEABHBIX
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day come. You were the dead, theirs was
the future. But you could share in that
future if you kept alive the mind as they
kept alive the body, and passed on the
secret doctrine that two plus two make
four.

“We are the dead,” he said.

“We are the dead,” echoed Julia dutifully.

“You are the dead,” said an iron voice
behind them.

They sprang apart. Winston’s entrails
seemed to have turned into ice. He could
see the white all round the irises of Julia’s
eyes. Her face had turned a milky yellow.
The smear of rouge that was still on each
cheekbone stood out sharply, almost as
though unconnected with the skin beneath.

“You are the dead,” repeated the iron voice.
“It was behind the picture,” breathed Julia.

“It was behind the picture,” said the voice.
“Remain exactly where you are. Make no
movement until you are ordered.”

It was starting, it was starting at last! They
could do nothing except stand gazing into
one another’s eyes. To run for life, to get
out of the house before it was too late -- no
such  thought occurred to  them.
Unthinkable to disobey the iron voice from
the wall. There was a snap as though a
catch had been turned back, and a crash of
breaking glass. The picture had fallen to
the floor uncovering the telescreen behind
it.

“Now they can see us,” said Julia.

“Now we can see you,” said the voice.
“Stand out in the middle of the room. Stand
back to back. Clasp your hands behind
your heads. Do not touch one another.”

They were not touching, but it seemed to
him that he could feel Julia’s body shaking.
Or perhaps it was merely the shaking of his
own. He could just stop his teeth from
chattering, but his knees were beyond his
control. There was a sound of trampling
boots below, inside the house and outside.
The yard seemed to be full of men.
Something was being dragged across the
stones. The woman’s singing had stopped
abruptly. There was a long, rolling clang, as
though the washtub had been flung across

cymecTB. Tl -- MepTBel; Oyayliee -- 3a
HUMH. Ho TBI MOXKeIb NPHYACTHUTBCH K
3TOMy OyAyILEMY, €CAM COXPaHHIIb KHUBBIM
pa3yM, KaK OHH COXPaHHMAH TE€AO, H
Iepefallb AaAbllle TaHHOEe y4eHHEe O TOM,
4TO ABAXKABI ABA -- YETBIPE.

-- MBI -- TOKOMHHUKH, -- CKA3aA OH.

-- Mbl -- TIIOKOMHHKH, -- IIOCAYILIHO
coraacuaachk [IXKyAud.

-- BBl NOKOWHUKU, -- pa3gaAcCs KEA€3HBIH
rOAOC y HHUX 3a CIIMHOH.

Onu OTIIPIHYAU opyr or opyra.

BHYTPEHHOCTH y HEro IIpeBPaTHAUCH B A€l.
OH yBHIeA, KaK pPaCHIMPHANUCH TAa3a y
JKyann. AHUILI0 CTAaa0 MOAOYHO-2KEATBIM.
PymsiHa Ha CKyaax BBICTYIIMAM dpde, Kak
YTO-TO OTAEABHOE OT KOXKH.

-- BBl NIOKOMHUKH, -- IIOBTOPHA KEAE3HBIM
ToAOC.

OTO0 3a KapTUHKOH, --
JKyAns.

IIpoLIEIITaAa

-- 9T0 3a KapTUHKOH, -- IIPOU3HEC TOAOC. --
OcTaBaTbCs Ha CBOMX MecTax. [IBHrartbcs
TOABKO IIO IIPHKA3y.

Bor ono, Hadaaoce! Hawaaoce! Ounu He
MOTAW IIOHIEBEAUTHCH U TOABKO CMOTPEAH
npyr Ha gpyra. Croacarbcsa 6GerctsoM,
yApaTh U3 A0Ma, IIOKa He IT03HO, -- 3TO UM
JaxKe B TOAOBYy He Hpumao. Hembicammo
OCAyIIATBCH 3KEAE€3HOTO TIoAoCa U3 CTEHBI.
TTocabItaacs IIIEAYOK, Kak bynro
OTOOBUHYAHU IIIEKOALY, 3a3BEHEAO pas3buroe
cTrekao. I'paBropa ynasa Ha IIoA, U OO HEH
OTKPBIACS] TEAEKPAH.

-- Temephb OHH HaC BHOAT, -- CKaszaaa
JKyAns.

-- Temmepb MBI Bac BUOUM, -- CKa3aA TOAOC. --
Bcranpre B 1eHTpe KoMmHaThl. CToSThb
criMHOMt K cnmuHe. Pykm 3a roaoBy. He
npukKacaTbCcsd APYT K APYTY.

YuHCTOH He mpuKacascd K [XKyAudu, HO
4yBCTBOBaA, KaK OHA APOXKHUT BCEM TEAOM.
A MoxkeT, 3TO OH caM ApoxKaa. 3ybaMu OH
elle MOT He CTy4daTb, HO KOAE€HH €ro He
CAyILIaAMCh. BHH3Y -- B loMe U CHapy=XKH --
TONAAW TsaXKeable OammMaku. oM OGyaro
HAaIIOAHHACH AIOABMH. [l0 IAUTaM TallMAK

KakoH-To 1mipeaMeT. IlecHa  >KEHIIUHBI
obopBasack. YTO-TO  3arpoMbIXan0  IIO
KaMHAM -- Kak Oyaro depe3 BeCh OBOP
IIBBIPHYAH  KOPBITO, IIOTOM  IIOJHSIACS

rasfesx, 3aKOHYUBIIHUICSI KPUKOM O0AH.
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the yard, and then a confusion of angry
shouts which ended in a yell of pain.

“The house is surrounded,” said Winston.
“The house is surrounded,” said the voice.

He heard Julia snap her teeth together. “I
suppose we may as well say good-bye,” she
said.

“You may as well say good-bye,” said the
voice. And then another quite different
voice, a thin, cultivated voice which
Winston had the impression of having
heard before, struck in; “And by the way,
while we are on the subject, Here comes a
candle to light you to bed, here comes a
chopper to chop off your head!”

Something crashed on to the bed behind
Winston’s back. The head of a ladder had
been thrust through the window and had
burst in the frame. Someone was climbing
through the window. There was a stampede
of boots up the stairs. The room was full of
solid men in black uniforms, with iron-shod
boots on their feet and truncheons in their
hands.

Winston was not trembling any longer.
Even his eyes he barely moved. One thing
alone mattered; to keep still, to keep still
and not give them an excuse to hit you! A
man with a smooth prize-fighter’s jowl in
which the mouth was only a slit paused
opposite him balancing his truncheon
meditatively between thumb and forefinger.
Winston met his eyes. The feeling of
nakedness, with one’s hands behind one’s
head and one’s face and body all exposed,
was almost unbearable. The man protruded
the tip of a white tongue, licked the place
where his lips should have been, and then
passed on. There was another crash.
Someone had picked up the glass
paperweight from the table and smashed it
to pieces on the hearth-stone.

The fragment of coral, a tiny crinkle of pink
like a sugar rosebud from a cake, rolled
across the mat. How small, thought
Winston, how small it always was! There
was a gasp and a thump behind him, and
he received a violent kick on the ankle
which nearly flung him off his balance. One
of the men had smashed his fist into Julia’s
solar plexus, doubling her up like a pocket
ruler. She was thrashing about on the floor,
fighting for breath. Winston dared not turn
his head even by a millimetre, but
sometimes her livid, gasping face came

-- JloM OKpyzK€H, -- CKa3aa YUHCTOH.
-- JloM OKpyzK€H, -- CKa3aa I'OAOC.

OH ycABIIIaA, KaK AI3THYAH 3yObI ¥ [IXKyAHH.
-- Kaxerca, Mpl MOX€M IIOIpPONIATHCH, --
CKaszana OHa.

-- MoxeTte mompoluaThCd, -- CKa3aa TOAOC.
Tyt BMemraacss APYrofi roAaoC -- BBICOKHH,
UHTEAANTEHTHBIH, IOKa3aBIINHCA YUHCTOHY
3HAKOMBIM: -- 1 pa3 y>K MbI KOCHYAHCE 3TOMH
TeMBbl: «BOT 3axry g mapy CBe4Y -- Thl B
IOCTEABKY MOXKEIIb A€Yb, BOT BO3BMYy S
OCTPBIH M€Y -- ¥ TOAOBKA TBOS C IIAE€T.

[lozdagum YWHCTOHA dYTO-TO CO 3BOHOM
IIOCBHIIIaAOCH Ha KpOBaTh. B 0KHO npocyHyAn
AECTHHILy, U KOHeEIl ee Top4uaa B pame. KTo-
TO Ae3 K OKHy. Ha aecrHunme B nome
TIOCABIIIIAACS TOIIOT MHorux Hor. KomHarty
HAIIOAHHUAM KpPENKHEe MYKYHHBI B YepHOH
¢dopmMe, B KOBaHBIX OalIMakax U C
AyOMHKaMH HAaroToBe.

YuncToH Goabllle He ApoxKaa. [laxke raaza y
HEro0 TIIOYTH OCTAHOBUAUCHE. OnHO 6BIAO
BayKHO: HE IIIEBEAUTHCS, HE IIIEBEAUTHCS,
4yToOBI y HHX He OblAO IIOBOZa OuTh!
3amyMYyHBO IIOKAYUBAsg B [OBYX IIAABbLIAX
OyOWMHKY, Iepes HUM OCTAHOBHUACS YEAOBEK
C TSKEAOM YEeAICTbI0 OOKcepa U IIEABIO
BMECTO pTa. YHHCTOH BCTPETHUACH C HUM
B3ragaoM. OlirylieHre HaroTbl OTTOrO, YTO
ThI CTOHIIB, CLENIUB PYKH Ha 3aTbIAKe, a
AVII0 U TEAO HE 3allMINEHBI, OBIAO MOYTH
HEIlepeHOCUMBIM. YeAOBEK BBICYHYA KOHYUK
Oeaoro s3blKa, OOAM3HYyA TO MECTO, THe
I0AATaAOChH OBITH r'ybaM, U IIPOIIEA JaABIIIE.
Omnare paspmasca Tpeck. Kro-To B3ga co
CTOAA CTEKASIHHOE IIpecc-Tiarbe U Bapebe3ru
pa3bua o KaMHUH.

[To mOAOBHKY ITPOKATHACS OCKOAOK KOpassa
KpPOXOTHAd pO30Basg MOPIIUHKA, KakK
KyCO4eK Kapamean C TopTa. Kakoi
MaA€HBKHMM, IoAyMaAa YHHCTOH, KakKoOH ke
OH ObIA MaseHbKHiI! C3aaM IOCABIIIAACH
yAap II0 YeMy-TO MSTKOMY, KTO-TO OXHYA;
YHHCTOHA C CHAOH NIHYAW B AOABIKKY, UyThb
He cObuB c HoOr. OOAWH U3 TMTOAUIIEMCKUX
yaapua [IKyAuio B COAHEYHOE CIIA€TEHHE, H
OHa cAoOXKHAachk morionaM. OHa KOpPYHAACH
Ha IIOAY ¥ HE MOTAA B3I0XHYTb. YHUHCTOH HeE
OCMEAUBAACS IIOBEPHYTH TOAOBY Ha
MHUAAHUMETD, HO ee OECKpOBHOE AHIIO0 C
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within the angle of his vision. Even in his
terror it was as though he could feel the
pain in his own body, the deadly pain
which nevertheless was less urgent than
the struggle to get back her breath. He
knew what it was like; the terrible,
agonizing pain which was there all the
while but could not be suffered yet,
because before all else it was necessary to
be able to breathe. Then two of the men
hoisted her up by knees and shoulders,
and carried her out of the room like a sack.
Winston had a glimpse of her face, upside
down, yellow and contorted, with the eyes
shut, and still with a smear of rouge on
either cheek; and that was the last he saw
of her.

He stood dead still. No one had hit him yet.
Thoughts which came of their own accord
but seemed totally uninteresting began to
flit through his mind. He wondered whether
they had got Mr. Charrington. He wondered
what they had done to the woman in the
yard. He noticed that he badly wanted to
urinate, and felt a faint surprise, because
he had done so only two or three hours ago.
He noticed that the clock on the
mantelpiece said nine, meaning twenty-one.
But the light seemed too strong. Would not
the light be fading at twenty-one hours on
an August evening? He wondered whether
after all he and Julia had mistaken the
time -- had slept the clock round and
thought it was twenty-thirty when really it
was nought eight-thirty on the following
morning. But he did not pursue the
thought further. It was not interesting.

There ws another, lighter step in the
passage. Mr. Charrington came into the
room. The demeanour of the black-
uniformed men suddenly became more
subdued. Something had also changed in
Mr. Charrington’s appearance. His eye fell
on the fragments of the glass paperweight.

“Pick up those pieces,” he said sharply.

A man stooped to obey. The cockney accent
had disappeared; Winston suddenly
realized whose voice it was that he had
heard a few moments ago on the telescreen.
Mr. Charrington was still wearing his old
velvet jacket, but his hair, which had been
almost white, had turned black. Also he
was not wearing his spectacles. He gave
Winston a single sharp glance, as though
verifying his identity, and then paid no
more attention to him. He was still

Pa3suHyTBIM DPTOM OYyTHAOCE B IIOAE€ €rO
3peHuda. HecmoTpa Ha yzKac, OH CAOBHO
4yBCTBOBaA €€ 0OAb B CBOEM TeAe --
CMEpPTEABHYI0 00Ab, M BCe K€ He TaKyIo
HEBBIHOCHUMYIO, KakK yayumbse. OH 3HaA, 4TO
9TO Takoe: 00OAb yxKacHasg, My4YHUTeAbHad,
HUKaK He OTCTylarolas -- HO TepIeTh ee
elle He HaMo, IIOTOMY 4YTO BCE 3aIllOAHEHO
omHuM: Bo3ayxy! Ilorom aBoe IOAXBaTHAHM
€e 3a KOAGHHM M 3a IIA€YH M BBIHECAH H3
KOMHAaTbhl, KaK MeIIoK. Ilepexn YuHCTOHOM
MEABKHYAO €€ AMIO, 3allpOKHHYBIIIEecd,
HCKaKE€HHOE, JKEATOe, C  3aKPbITBIMHU
raazaMyd U MDATHAMH PyMsSH Ha IIEeKax; OH
BHJIEA €€ B IIOCAETHHUH pas3.

Oun 3acThIA Ha MecTe. [ToKa 4To ero He OHUAH.

B roaoBe 3aMeAbKaAM MBICAH, COBCEM
HEeHy>KHble. B3gan wnam HeT MHCTepa
Yappuarrona? Yrto OHH caesasm  C

KEHIIIMHON Bo nBope? OH 3aMeTHA, UTO eMy
O4YEeHBb XOYEeTCH II0 MaAOH HyK[Ae, U 3TO €ro
CA€TKa yAWBHAO: OH ObIA B yOOpPHOM BCero
[OBa-TpH daca Haszal. 3aMeTHA, YTO Yachkl Ha
KaMUHe [IOKa3bIBalOT AEBATh, TO ecTh 21.
Ho Ha nBope 6b1A0 coBceM cBeTao. Pasee B
aBrycre He TeMHeeT K [ABAMIATH OJHOMY
qacy? A MoxeT ObITh, OHH C [[Xyaneil Bce-
TaKH [epelyTarn BpeMs -- IIPOCIIaAH
IIOACYTOK, B ObIa0 TOorma He 20.30, Kak OHH
nymanu, a yxe 8.30 yrpa? Ho pasBuBaTh
9Ty MBICAB He cTaa. OHa ero He 3aHHMaAa.

B Kopuaope IIOCABINIAAMCH €IIe YBH-TO
maryu, Ooaee aerkme. B KoMHary Bolrea
muctep YappuHITOH. AIOAU B Y4EPHOM Cpa3y
nputuxau. 1 cam mucrep YappHUHITOH Kak-
TO U3MEHHACH. B3rasgz ero ynaa Ha OCKOAKHU
IIpecc-Tarbe.

-- [Togbepure CTEKAO, -- PE3KO CKA3aA OH.

OnuH  4YeAOBEK  IIOCAYIIHO  HAarHyACH.
IIpocToHaponHbIHi AOHAOHCKHI BBITOBOD Y
XO03gMHA HCYe3; YHUHCTOH BAPYT COOOpasHa,
9TO 3TO €r0 TOAOC TOABKO YTO 3By4YaA B
TeaekpaHe. Mucrep YappuHITOH  IIO-
IpexHeMy ObIA B crapoM 6apxaTHOM
MUKaKe, HO €ro BOAOCHI, IIOYTH COBCEM
cefple, CTaAH YepHbIMHU. M 0OYKOB Ha HEM He
6p1a0. OH KHHYA Ha YHHCTOHA OCTPBIM
B3TASIZI, KaK ObI OIIO3HaBasg €ro, U OOABIIE
UM He mHTepecoBaacd. OH ObIA ITOXOXK Ha
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recognizable, but he was not the same
person any longer. His body had
straightened, and seemed to have grown
bigger. His face had undergone only tiny
changes that had nevertheless worked a
complete  transformation. The  black
eyebrows were less bushy, the wrinkles
were gone, the whole lines of the face
seemed to have altered; even the nose
seemed shorter. It was the alert, cold face
of a man of about five-and-thirty. It
occurred to Winston that for the first time
in his life he was looking, with knowledge,
at a member of the Thought Police.

PART III

I

He did not know where he was. Presumably
he was in the Ministry of Love, but there
was no way of making certain. He was in a
high-ceilinged windowless cell with walls of
glittering white porcelain. Concealed lamps
flooded it with cold light, and there was a
low, steady humming sound which he
supposed had something to do with the air
supply. A bench, or shelf, just wide enough
to sit on ran round the wall, broken only by
the door and, at the end opposite the door,
a lavatory pan with no wooden seat. There
were four telescreens, one in each wall.

There was a dull aching in his belly. It had
been there ever since they had bundled him
into the closed van and driven him away.
But he was also hungry, with a gnawing,
unwholesome kind of hunger. It might be
twenty-four hours since he had eaten, it
might be thirty-six. He still did not know,
probably never would know, whether it had
been morning or evening when they
arrested him. Since he was arrested he had
not been fed.

He sat as still as he could on the narrow
bench, with his hands crossed on his knee.
He had already learned to sit still. If you
made unexpected movements they yelled at
you from the telescreen. But the craving for
food was growing upon him. What he
longed for above all was a piece of bread.
He had an idea that there were a few
breadcrumbs in the pocket of his overalls.
It was even possible -- he thought this
because from time to time something
seemed to tickle his leg -- that there might
be a sizeable bit of crust there. In the end

cebs mpexHeEro, HO 93TO0 OblA APyroi
geaoBeK. OH BBINIPSIMHACS, Kak OyATO cTaa

KpylnHee. B AWIle mNpoH30LIAM  TOABKO
MEAKHE H3MEHEHHUs -- HO IIPH 3TOM OHO
peobpas3uaoch COBEPIIIEHHO. YepHbIE

OpOBH Ka3aAWUCh HE TAKHUMH KYCTHUCTBIMH,
MOPIIMHBI HCYE3AH, H3MEHHACS H O4YepK
AWIA; [Oaske HOC CTaa Kopode. ITo 6ObIAO
AWII0 HACTOPOXKEHHOI'O0  XAQJHOKPOBHOTO
YeAOBeKa A€T TPUALATH IIGTH. YHHCTOH
noayMaa, 4TO BIIEPBBIE B JKW3HH BHIUT
mepen coboOl C TIOAHOHM OIIPEEA€HHOCTHIO
COTPYIHHKA ITOAWUIIHH MBICAEH.

TpeTna
I

YUHCTOH He 3Haa, rae OH. BepoarHo, ero
OpUBE3AM B MHHUCTEPCTBO AIOOBH, HO
YAOCTOBEPUTBECS B 3TOM He OBIAO HHUKaKOH
BO3MOKHOCTH.OH HaxXoOHUACH B Kamepe 0e3
OKOH, C BBICOKHM IIOTOAKOM U O€ABIMH,
CUSIOLITIMH Ka(eAbHbIMHU CTeHaMHU.
CKpBITBIE AQMIIBI 3aAHMBAAW €€ XOAOIHBIM
CBETOM, U CABIIIAAOCH POBHOE THXOE
TyA€HUE -- OH PEIHA, YTO 3TO BEHTHUAGIIHS.
Bmoab Bcex CTE€H, C IPOMEKYTKOM TOABKO B
ABEPH, TAHyAaCh TO AM CKaMbs, TO AH
IIOAKAa, KakK pa3 TakKod IIHUPUHBI, YTOOBI
CecTb, a B [aAbHEM KOHIlE, HAaIpOTHUB
IOBEPU, CTOSIAO BeApo 06e3 cryapdyaka. Ha
KaxKIo0# CcTeHe OBbIA0 II0 TEAeKpaHy --
YeThIpe IUTYKH.

OH 4YyBCTBOBaA TYIIyIO 0OAB B IKHBOTE.
3aboaeao elre TOrAAa, KOraa YHWHCTOHA
3aIUXHyAH B (QYpProH U I1oBe3an. Ewmy
XOTEAOCH €CTh -- TO0AOA OBbIA COCYIIHi,
He31opoBeIH. OH He eA, HABEepHOe, CyTKH, a
TO U HoAaTopa cyToK. OH TakK U He IIOHSA, U
CKOpee BCEro He IIOMMET, KOTZa K€ €ero
apecToBasd, BeYepoM HAM yTpoM. I[locae
apecTa eMy He 1aBaAd €CTb.

Kaxk MOXKHO THIILIE OH CEA HA Y3KYIO CKAMBIO
M CAOXKHMA DPYKH Ha KoaeHe. OH yxe
HAy4YUACS CHOETH THUXO. ECAM [OeAaellib
HEOXUIAHHOE [ABUXKEHHE, Ha Telsd KPUIUT
TeAeKpaH. A TOAOL MHOHMMAaA BCE 3A€e€.
Boarliie Bcero emy xoTeaock xaeba. OH
[IpearioAaras, YTo B KapMaHe KOMOHHE30Ha
3aBaAsIANCH KPOIIKHU. VAu maske -- 4TO elre
TaM MOTAO IIIEKOTATH HOIY? -- KYCOK KOPKH.
B KOHIIE KOHIIOB HCKYIIEHHE IIEPECHAUAO
CTpax; OH CYHyA PYKY B KapMaH.
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the temptation to find out overcame his
fear; he slipped a hand into his pocket.

“Smith!” yelled a voice from the telescreen.
“6079 Smith W! Hands out of pockets in
the cells!”

He sat still again, his hands crossed on his
knee. Before being brought here he had
been taken to another place which must
have been an ordinary prison or a
temporary lock-up used by the patrols. He
did not know how long he had been there;
some hours at any rate; with no clocks and
no daylight it was hard to gauge the time. It
was a noisy, evil-smelling place. They had
put him into a cell similar to the one he
was now in, but filthily dirty and at all
times crowded by ten or fifteen people. The
majority of them were common criminals,
but there were a few political prisoners
among them. He had sat silent against the
wall, jostled by dirty bodies, too
preoccupied by fear and the pain in his
belly to take much interest in his
surroundings, but still noticing the
astonishing difference in demeanour
between the Party prisoners and the others.
The Party prisoners were always silent and
terrified, but the ordinary criminals seemed
to care nothing for anybody. They yelled
insults at the guards, fought back fiercely
when their belongings were impounded,
wrote obscene words on the floor, ate
smuggled food which they produced from
mysterious hiding-places in their clothes,
and even shouted down the telescreen
when it tried to restore order. On the other
hand some of them seemed to be on good
terms with the guards, called them by
nicknames, and tried to wheedle cigarettes
through the spyhole in the door. The
guards, too, treated the common criminals
with a certain forbearance, even when they
had to handle them roughly. There was
much talk about the forced-labour camps
to which most of the prisoners expected to
be sent. It was “all right” in the camps, he
gathered, so long as you had good contacts
and knew the ropes. There was bribery,
favouritism, and racketeering of every kind,
there was homosexuality and prostitution,
there was even illicit alcohol distilled from
potatoes. The positions of trust were given
only to the common criminals, especially
the gangsters and the murderers, who
formed a sort of aristocracy. All the dirty
jobs were done by the politicals.

CMmut! -- rapkHyaO H3 TeA€KpaHa. --
IllecTpmecsar -- cembaecaT aeBaATb, Cvurt Y.!
Pyku 13 KapMaHOB B KaMmepe!

OH OIITH 3aCTBIA, CAOKHB PYKH Ha KOAEHE.
Ilepen TeM Kak MOMACTh CIOAA, OH IMOOBIBAA
B OPYrOM MECTEe -- He TO B OOBIKHOBEHHOM
TIOpBME, HE TO B KaMepe IIpeABapUTEALHOIO
3aKAIOYEHHUS y NaTpyAbHbIX. OH He 3HaAa,
JOATO AM TaM IIPOOBIA -- BO BCSIKOM CAyd4ae,
He OIMH 4Yac: 0e3 OKHa U 0e3 dYacoB O
BpeMEHH TPYOHO Cyautrb. Mecrto ObIAO
HIyMHOe, BOHIoYee. Ero mnomectuan B
KaMepy BpoOAe O9TOi, HO OTBPATHUTEABHO
IPSI3HYIO0, U TECHHAOCH B Hell He MeHbIle
JeCSaTH -- NITHAOIATH  4EeAOBeEK. B
GOABIIIMHCTBE OOBLIKHOBEHHBIE YIOAOBHHUKH,
HO ObIAM H ToauTHdYeckue. OH MoAYa CHIEA
Yy CTEHBI, CTUCHYTBIH T'PA3HBIMU TEAAMHU, OT
cTpaxa u 60AM B XKHBOTE IIOYTH He obpariiaa
BHUMAHHUS HA COKAMEPHUKOB -- U TEM HE
MeHee YAUBHUACS, [0 YEero I10-Pa3HOMYy BEAYT
cebsl MapTUMLBI U OCTaAbHBIE. [lapTUHIEI

OBIAM  MOAYAAWBBRI W  HAIyTaHBbI, a
YTOAOBHHUKH, Ka3aAoCh, He 00OSTCS HHKOTO.
Ouu BBIKPHUKHBAAN ocKopbAeHUS

HAA3UpaTeAdIM, SPOCTHO COIIPOTHUBASIAVCE,
KOI/la y HUX OTOHPAaAH IIOKUTKH, [IHCAAN Ha
II0AY HEIIPUCTONHOCTH, eAn ITHIITY,
[IPOHECEHHYIO KOHTpabaHmaoi u
CIIPATAHHYI0 B HEIMOHATHBIX MeECTax IIOX
OIEK IO, u JIasKe OrpPBI3AaAUCH Ha
TEA€KpaHbl, IPU3BIBABIINE K nopanky. C
OPYTO¥i CTOPOHBI, HEKOTOPBbIE M3 HUX KakK
Oynro OblAM  Ha APY:KECKOM Hore c
HAA3UPATEASIMU, 3BaAM UX II0 KAUYKAM H
Jepe3 IAA30K KASHYHWAM y HHUX CHTapeThl.
Hapg3upaTeAn OTHOCHAMCH K YTOAOBHHUKAM
CHHCXOIUTEABHO, [aKe KOT[a IIPUXOAHUAOCH
IIPpUMEHSATh K HHUM CHAY. MHOro 6bIAO
pPa3roBOpOB O KATOPKHBIX Aarepsx, Kyaa
IIPELCTOSIAO  OTIPABUTHCH  OOABIINHCTBY
apecTOBAHHBIX. B Aarepsx «HOPMAABHOY,
[IOHSIA YUHCTOH, €CAHM 3HAELIb YTO K YeMy U
HMeelllb CBa3W. TaMm mHoakym, 6aat u
BCSIYECKOE BBIMOTATEALCTBO, Tam
negepacThsd UM IPOCTHUTYLMS U Jaxe
CaMOroH H3 KapTowKu. Ha mJOoAKHOCTIX
TOABKO YTOAOBHHKH, OCOOEHHO OaHAWTHI U
youipl -- 9T0 apucrokparus. Camasa
gepHasa paboTa JOCTAETCH ITOAUTHYIECKUM.
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There was a constant come-and-go of
prisoners of every description: drug-
peddlers, thieves, bandits, black-
marketeers, drunks, prostitutes. Some of
the drunks were so violent that the other
prisoners had to combine to suppress
them. An enormous wreck of a woman,
aged about sixty, with great tumbling
breasts and thick coils of white hair which
had come down in her struggles, was
carried in, kicking and shouting, by four
guards, who had hold of her one at each
corner. They wrenched off the boots with
which she had been trying to kick them,
and dumped her down across Winston’s
lap, almost breaking his thigh-bones. The
woman hoisted herself upright and followed
them out with a yell of “F-- bastards!” Then,
noticing that she was sitting on something
uneven, she slid off Winston’s knees on to
the bench.

“Beg pardon, dearie,” she said. “I wouldn’t
’a sat on you, only the buggers put me
there. They dono ’ow to treat a lady, do
they?” She paused, patted her breast, and
belched. “Pardon,” she said, “I ain’t meself,
quite.”

She leant forward and vomited copiously on
the floor.

“Thass better,” she said, leaning back with
closed eyes. “Never keep it down, thass
what I say. Get it up while it’s fresh on your
stomach, like.”

She revived, turned to have another look at
Winston and seemed immediately to take a
fancy to him. She put a vast arm round his
shoulder and drew him towards her,
breathing beer and vomit into his face.

“Wass your name, dearie?” she said.
“Smith,” said Winston.

“Smith?” said the woman. “Thass funny.
My name’s Smith too. Why,” she added
sentimentally, “I might be your mother!”

She might, thought Winston, be his
mother. She was about the right age and
physique, and it was probable that people
changed somewhat after twenty years in a
forced-labour camp.

No one else had spoken to him. To a
surprising extent the ordinary criminals
ignored the Party prisoners. “The polits,”
they called them, with a sort of
uninterested contempt. The Party prisoners
seemed terrified of speaking to anybody,

Yepe3 KaMepy HENPEPBIBHO TEKAH CaMble

pa3Hble apecTaHThI: TOPTOBIIBI
HapPKOTUKAMH, BODEI, OaHaIUTEI,
CIIEKYASIHTBI, bSHUIIBI, IIPOCTUTYTKH.
[IbssHMIBI MHOrAA OysdHMAM Tak, dTO
OCTaABHBIM IIPUXOAHAOCH YCMHPSATH HX

coobira. YerTBepo Ham3upareAseil BTAIIHAH,
pacTgaHyB 3a YeThIpe KOHEYHOCTH,
TPOMajHyI0 pacTep3aHHyl 06abunyy aAer
LIECTHUAECATH, C OOABILION BHCAOH TPYABIO;
OHa KpH4aaa, ApbIrasa HOTaMH, U OT BO3HH
ee ceable BOAOCHI PAaCCBINIAAUCH TOACTBIMU
U3BHUAMCTBIMH IIpsimaMu. OHa Bce Bpems
HOPOBHAA ITHYTh HaJ3UpPaATEAEH, U, COpBaB C
Hee GOTHMHKH, OHH CBaAHAH €€ Ha YUHCTOHA,
4yTh HE CAOMAaB eMy Horu. 2KeHIIMHa ceaa U
KPHUKHyAQ UM BJIOTOHKY: «3a...nbil» ITorom
IOYyBCTBOBaAa, YTO CHUAWUT Ha HEPOBHOM, H
CIIOA3AA C €T0 KOAEH Ha CKaMBbIO.

-- U3BuHH, roayboK, -- ckasasa oHa. -- 9 He
cama Ha Tebsl ceaa -- TTApPa3UThI MTOCATUAH.
Bupnaa, uto ¢ keHumHoOH TBopaT? -- OHa
3aMoAYaasa, IIoxAomasa cebs 1o TIpyau u
peIrHyAQ. -- M3BuHAI0CHE. CamMa He CBOS.

OHa HAKAOHHAACh, U €€ OOHMABHO BBIPBAAO
Ha II0A.

Bce rmoserye, -- ckKazasa OHa, C
3aKPBITBIMH  TAA3aMH  OTKHHYBIIMCH K
cTeHe. -- 4 Tak roBOpIO: HUKOIZa B cebe He
3amep:kuBaii. Beimyckaii, 4To6 B KHUBOTE HE
3aKHCAO.

OHa caAerka 0xHAa, IIOBEPHyAaCh, €Ile pas
B3TASHyAa Ha YHHCTOHA M MOMEHTAABHO K
HEMy pacloaoXuAacb. ToacTod pydwmieH
OHa OOHSAA €ro 3a IA€YH M IIPUTAHyAd K
cebe, OblIllIa B AUIIO IIHBOM K PBOTOH.

-- 3BaTh-TO TebA KaK, FOAyOOK?
-- Cmur, -- cKasaa YUHCTOH.

-- Cvmur? Cwmotpu Tbl. 1 a Cwmur. -- W,
pacdyBCTBOBAaBIIHUCH, mobaBuaa: -- 9 Tebe
MAaTepbio MOrAa OBITE.

Moraa OBITE ¥ MaTePbiO, IOAYMaA YHHCTOH.
Y 1o Bo3pacry, U II0 TEAOCAOXKEHHUIO -- a 3a
ABaalaTh A€T B Aarepe dYeAoBeK, Hamo
rnoaaraTth, MEHAETCH.

BoAbILlIE HUKTO C HHM HE 3aroBapHBaA.
VYOUBUTEABHO GBIAO, HACKOABKO YTOAOBHHKH
UTHOPUPYIOT MapTUHHbIX. Ha3bIBaAu OHU HUX
C HECKPBHIBAEMBIM MIPE3PEHUEM (ITOAUTHKH».
ApecToBaHHbIE TAPTUHIBI BOOOIIE GOSAUCH
pasroBapuBath, a APYyr C APYyrOM -- B
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and above all of speaking to one another.
Only once, when two Party members, both
women, were pressed close together on the
bench, he overheard amid the din of voices
a few hurriedly-whispered words; and in
particular a reference to something called
“room one-oh-one”, which he did not
understand.

It might be two or three hours ago that they
had brought him here. The dull pain in his
belly never went away, but sometimes it
grew better and sometimes worse, and his
thoughts expanded or contracted
accordingly. When it grew worse he thought
only of the pain itself, and of his desire for
food. When it grew better, panic took hold
of him. There were moments when he
foresaw the things that would happen to
him with such actuality that his heart
galloped and his breath stopped. He felt the
smash of truncheons on his elbows and
iron-shod boots on his shins; he saw
himself grovelling on the floor, screaming
for mercy through broken teeth. He hardly
thought of Julia. He could not fix his mind
on her. He loved her and would not betray
her; but that was only a fact, known as he
knew the rules of arithmetic. He felt no love
for her, and he hardly even wondered what
was happening to her. He thought oftener
of O’Brien, with a flickering hope. O’Brien
might know that he had been arrested. The
Brotherhood, he had said, never tried to
save its members. But there was the razor
blade; they would send the razor blade if
they could. There would be perhaps five
seconds before the guard could rush into
the cell. The blade would bite into him with
a sort of burning coldness, and even the
fingers that held it would be cut to the
bone. Everything came back to his sick
body, which shrank trembling from the
smallest pain. He was not certain that he
would use the razor blade even if he got the
chance. It was more natural to exist from
moment to moment, accepting another ten
minutes’ life even with the certainty that
there was torture at the end of it.

Sometimes he tried to calculate the number
of porcelain bricks in the walls of the cell. It
should have been easy, but he always lost
count at some point or another. More often
he wondered where he was, and what time
of day it was. At one moment he felt certain
that it was broad daylight outside, and at
the next equally certain that it was pitch

ocobennoctu. TOABKO pa3, Koraa MOByX
MapTUMHBIX JKEHIIWH PUTHCHYAHU OPYT K
OPYKKE Ha CKaMbe, OH YCABILIAA B OOIIEM
roMOHE OOPBIBKHA WX TOPOIIAHUBOIO IIIENIOTA -
- B YACTHOCTH, O KAaKON-TO «KOMHATE CTO
OIWH», YTO-TO COBEPIIEHHO HEITOHSTHOE.

B HOBOM KaMepe OH CHAEA, HABEPHO, yKe
aBa 4daca, a To U Tpu. Tynasg 60Ab B JKUBOTE
He IIPOXOAMAa, HO BpeMeHaMH ocaabeBasa,
a BpeMEHaMH ycuAuBaAach -
COOTBETCTBEHHO MBICAU ero TO
PacIIpoCTPaHsIAUCh, TO CheKHUBaAUCh. Korma
60Ab yCHAMBaAACh, OH AyMaA TOABKO O He#l 1
0 TOM, dYTO XoueTcs ecTb. Korma oHa
OTCTyIlara, €ro OXBaThbIBasa IaHHKa. MHOH
pa3 TIpeACTOsIllee PHCOBAaAOCh €My Tak
fCHO, YTO AyX 3aHHMaAcs U CepJlle HECAOCh
Bckayb. OH OIIyllIaA yaapbl AyOHHKH IIO
AOKTIO U IIOAKOBAHHBIX callor -- IIO
IIIUKOAOTKAM; BH/IEA, KaK IIOA3A€T II0 IIOAY
U, BBINIAEBBIBAdA 3yObl, KPHYIUT «He Hamol. O
J>KyAuH OH IIOYTH He Aymaa. He Mor Ha Hel
cocpenoTounThca. OH AIOOMA €€ B OH ee He
opegact; HO 93TO ObIA  TIpocTo  (hakT,
U3BECTHBIM, KakK  M3BECTHO  IIPaBHAO
apudwmeruku. AI0OBH OH He YyBCTBOBaA U
Jaxke He 0COOEHHO oyMaa O TOM, 4TO ceidac
npoucxonutr c¢ [xyaweti. O'BpatieHa oH
BCIIOMHMHaA dallle -- WU C IpobaeckaMu
Hanexapl. O'BpatieH oAKeH 3HaThb, YTO €T0
apecroBasu. BpaTcTBO, CKa3zaa OH, HUKOTAA
He TIIBITAeTCs BBIPYYUTH CBouxX. Ho --
OpPUTBEHHOE A€3BHE; €CAM YOacCTCs, OHH
nepenanyT eMy 6purBy. IToka Haz3uparean
npuberyT B KaMepy, NPoHaeT CeKyH.H IITh.
Ae3Bre BOIBETCS OOKUTAIOIIMM XOAOAOM, H
JazKe TIIaAbIbl, CXKaBIIME €ro, OyayT
IIpope3aHbl 10 KOCTH. Bce 3To OH omrymaa
SBCTBEHHO, a HW3Myd4eHHOE TEeAO0 M TakK
OpPO3KaAO U CKHUMAAOCH OT Maaeiiieil GoAu.
YHHCTOH He ObIA yBEPEH, YTO BOCIIOAB3YETCS
OpUTBOM, HaKe €CAH MOAYYHUT €€ B PYKH.
YeroBEeKy CBOMCTBEHHO KHTH MTI'HOBEHHUEM,
OH COTAACHTCA IPONAUTH XKU3HB XOThb Ha
JEeCSaTh MHHYT, faKe 3Has HaBEpHSKa, 4TO
B KOHIIE €r0 XKJET IbITKA.

HeckoAbKO pa3 OH MHBITAACH COCYHUTATH
HU3paslbl Ha CTeHax Kamepbl. Kazaaock 65,
IIPOCTOE MEeAO, HO BCAKHH pa3 oH cOMBaaca
co cuera. Yalle oH AyMaA O TOM, Kyda ero
[IocagyuAu M Kakoe ceifyac BpeMs CYTOK.
MuHyTy Haszaz OH OBbIA yBepeH, 4TOo Ha
yAHIlE O€eHb B pasrape, a celdac Tak XKe
TBEPAO -- YTO 3a CTEHaMH TIOPBMBI T'AyXas
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darkness. In this place, he knew
instinctively, the lights would never be
turned out. It was the place with no
darkness: he saw now why O’Brien had
seemed to recognize the allusion. In the
Ministry of Love there were no windows. His
cell might be at the heart of the building or
against its outer wall; it might be ten floors
below ground, or thirty above it. He moved
himself mentally from place to place, and
tried to determine by the feeling of his body
whether he was perched high in the air or
buried deep underground.

There was a sound of marching boots
outside. The steel door opened with a clang.
A young officer, a trim black-uniformed
figure who seemed to glitter all over with
polished leather, and whose pale, straight-
featured face was like a wax mask, stepped
smartly through the doorway. He motioned
to the guards outside to bring in the
prisoner they were leading. The poet
Ampleforth shambled into the cell. The door
clanged shut again.

Ampleforth made one or two uncertain
movements from side to side, as though
having some idea that there was another
door to go out of, and then began to wander
up and down the cell. He had not yet
noticed Winston’s presence. His troubled
eyes were gazing at the wall about a metre
above the level of Winston’s head. He was
shoeless; large, dirty toes were sticking out
of the holes in his socks. He was also
several days away from a shave. A scrubby
beard covered his face to the cheekbones,
giving him an air of ruffianism that went
oddly with his large weak frame and
nervous movements.

Winston roused hirnself a little from his
lethargy. He must speak to Ampleforth, and
risk the yell from the telescreen. It was even
conceivable that Ampleforth was the bearer
of the razor blade.

“Ampleforth,” he said.

There was no yell from the telescreen.
Ampleforth paused, mildly startled. His
eyes focused themselves slowly on Winston.
“Ah, Smith!” he said. “You too!”

“What are you in for?”

“To tell you the truth --.” He sat down
awkwardly on the bench opposite Winston.
“There is only one offence, is there not?” he
said.

HO4Yb. HCTHHKT ITOACKa3bIBaA, YTO B TAKOM
MecCTe CBET BOOOIle He BBIKAIOYAIOT. MecTo,
TZile HET TE€MHOTHI; TeIlepb €My CTaAO SCHO,
nodemy O'BpatieH kak OyaTo cpasy MOHSA
3THU cAOBa. B MuHHCTEPCTBE AIOOBU He OBIAO
OoKOH. Kamepa ero Mozxker OBITH U B cepeake
3[1aHUs, U y BHEIIHEH CTEeHBI, MOXKeT ObIThb
non 3eMAeil Ha [ecATOM 3TaKe, a MOXKET --
Ha TpHAnaroM Hazx 3eMaedl. OH MBICAEHHO
ABUTAACSI C MecTa Ha MeCTo -- He
TOACKAaXKeT AM TEAO, TZie OH, BBICOKO Haj
yaullei uau rorpebeH B Hepax.

CHapyKM TIOCABIIIAACH MEPHBIH TOIOT.
CrasnbHad OBEPb C AF3TOM paclaxHyAach.
BpaBo Bomiea MoaomoH odHIlEp B AATHOM
YEepPHOM MYHAVPE, BECh CHUSIIOIIMI KOXKeH, C
OA€IHBIM IPaBHUABHBIM AWIIOM, ITIOXOXKHM Ha
BOCKOBYI0O MacKy. OH 3HaKOM IIpHKasaa
HaA3UpaTeAIM 3a JBEPBIO BBECTH
apecroBaHHOro. CIIOTBIKasCh, BOIIEA IIO3T
Amnadopr. [IBEpE C ATI3TOM 3aXAOIIHYAACH.

[ToaT HEyBEpPEHHO TKHYACHA B OOHY CTOPOHY
U B [OPYIrylo, CAOBHO nAyMas, 4YTO TZE-TO
Oymer elle omHA ABEPb, BBIXOZ, & IIOTOM
cTaa XOOWUTBH B3aJ M BIEped II0 KaMepe.
YuHCcTOHA OH erre He 3aMETHA.
BcTpeBOKEHHBIH B3TASIZT €r0 CKOAB3HUA IIO
CTEeHe Ha MeTp BBIIIEe T'OAOBbI YHHCTOHA.
Amnacopr 6BIA pasyT; M3 ABIPp B HOCKaxX
BBITAGAbIBAAN KpPYIIHBIE T'PA3HBIE IIAABIIBI.
OH HECKOABKO OHel He Opuacd. Auiio, oo
CKyA 3apocliee ILIETUHOH, mpHoOpeAo
pas3boHUYuY BUA, He BA3aBUIUNCH C €ro
OoablION  pacxasbaHHOH  durypodr u
HEPBHOCTBIO IBUKEHUH.

YHHCTOH cTapascd CTPSXHYTH OLlETIEHEHHUE.
OH [oAXKEH IIOTOBOPHUTE C AMIAGOPTOM --
[axKe €CAHM 3a OTHUM II0CAEAyeT OKPUK H3

TeaekpaHa. He  HCKAIOYEHO, YTO C
AwmriacpopToM mpucaasu OPUTBY.

-- AMmacopT, -- cKasaa OH.

Teaekpan Moa4Yaa. AMIAQOpPT, CAerKa
OITEIIINB, OCTaHOBHACH. B3ragn  ero

MeIAeHHO CHOKYCHPOBaACH Ha YHHCTOHE.
-- A-a, Cmurt! -- ckaszaa oH. -- U BeI TyT!
-- 3a yTo Bac?

-- Ilo mpaBme rosops... -- OH HEYKAIOXKE
OIIyCTHACS Ha CKaMbIO HAIIPOTHUB YHHCTOHA.
-- Beib €CTB TOABKO OZHO NIPECTYIIACHHE?
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“And have you committed it?”
“Apparently I have.”

He put a hand to his forehead and pressed
his temples for a moment, as though trying
to remember something.

“These things happen,” he began vaguely. “I
have been able to recall one instance -- a
possible instance. It was an indiscretion,
undoubtedly. We were producing a
definitive edition of the poems of Kipling. I
allowed the word ‘God’ to remain at the end
of a line. I could not help it!” he added
almost indignantly, raising his face to look
at Winston. “It was impossible to change
the line. The rhyme was ‘Tod’. Do you
realize that there are only twelve rhymes to
‘rod’ in the entire language? For days I had
racked my brains. There was no other
rhyme.”

The expression on his face changed. The
annoyance passed out of it and for a
moment he looked almost pleased. A sort of
intellectual warmth, the joy of the pedant
who has found out some useless fact,
shone through the dirt and scrubby hair.

“Has it ever occurred to you,” he said, “that
the whole history of English poetry has
been determined by the fact that the
English language lacks rhymes?”

No, that particular thought had never
occurred to Winston. Nor, in the
circumstances, did it strike him as very
important or interesting.

“Do you know what time of day it is?” he
said.

Ampleforth looked startled again. “I had
hardly thought about it. They arrested me -
- it could be two days ago -- perhaps three.”
His eyes flitted round the walls, as though
he half expected to find a window
somewhere. “There is no difference between
night and day in this place. I do not see
how one can calculate the time.”

They talked desultorily for some minutes,
then, without apparent reason, a yell from
the telescreen bade them be silent. Winston
sat quietly, his hands crossed. Ampleforth,
too large to sit in comfort on the narrow
bench, fidgeted from side to side, clasping
his lank hands first round one knee, then
round the other. The telescreen barked at
him to keep still. Time passed. Twenty
minutes, an hour -- it was difficult to judge.
Once more there was a sound of boots

-- U BBI €70 COBEPIIINAU?
-- OueBUIHO, OA.

OH mnoxHec PyKy KO A0y M CXKaa IaAbLIAMH
BHUCKH, CAOBHO YTO-TO IIPUIIOMUHAS.

-- Takoe cay4daeTcs, -- HEYBEpPEHHO Hadaa
OH. -- 5 wMoOry TDIIpUIIOMHHUTB OXHO
06CTOATEABCTBO. .. BO3MOZKHOE

obcrosaTeabcTBO. HeocTOpoKHOCTE C Moel
CTOPOHBI -- 3TO HECOMHEHHO. MBI TOTOBUAU
KaHOHUYECKOE U3MaHHe CTUXOB Kumauura.
9 ocTtaBHA B KOHIIE CTPOKH CAOBO
«<MOAUTBa». Hwudyero He w™or caeaatb! --
mobaBUA OH IIOYTH C HETOAOBAHHEM H
IIOAHSIA TAA3a Ha YHUHCTOHA. -- HeBO3MOXKHO
OBIAO HM3MEHHUTH CTPOKY. PrdmoBasochk c
«OuTBOM». BaM H3BECTHO, YTO C «OUTBOM»
pudMyroTca Bcero TpPpH caoBa? Aomaa
TOAOBY HECKOABKO maHed. He Oblao mpyroit
pudMbL.

BrIpazkeHue ero auiia M3MEHHAOCH. [locana
yiiaa, ¥ cefidac BHUZ Y HEro ObIA YyTh AU HE
NO0BOABHBIM. CKBO3b TIpsi3b W ILIETHHY
IIPOTASIHYA SHTY3Ha3M, pPaJoCTh II€aHTa,
OTKOIIaBIIIETO KaKOMU-TO OecroAe3HbIN
dakTUK.

-- Bam korzma-HuOyAb IIPHXOMHAO B TOAOBY,
4TO BCEe pa3BHUTHE  HAled  II093UH
OIIPEeNEeAdAOCH OeTHOCTBIO PU(MM B S3BbIKE?

Her, asta MbBICAB YHHCTOHY HHKOIZa HeE
IpuUxoAydAa B TOAOBYy. UM B HBIHEIIHHUX
00CTOATEABCTBaX OHA TOXKE HE IT0KA3aAach
eMy 0COGEHHO MHTEPECHOMH U BasKHOM.

-- Brl He 3HaeTe, KOTOPEBIM 4ac? -- CIIPOCHA
OH.

Awmriacpopt omaThk omemHa. -- 91 06 atom
KaK-TO He 3ayMBIBAACS. Mensa
apecToBaAH... [HA ABaA Ha3ad... HAU TPH. --
OH OKHMHYA B3LASIIOM CTE€HBI, CAOBHO BCeE-
TaKH HaOesACd YBHUIETb OKHO. -- TyT OeHb
OT HOYM He OTAMYHIIb. He moHHMMalo, Kak
TYT MOXKHO OIIPEAEAUTH BPeMsI.

OHHU TTOTOBOPUAU OECCBA3HO €Ile HECKOABKO
MUHYT, a II0TOM, 0e3 BCHKO# BHIUMOMI
OPUYUHBI TEACKpaH pPaBKHyA Ha HHX:
3aMoAdYaTh. YHHCTOH 3aTHX, CAOXKHB PYKH
Ha KoaeHe. Boapiiomy Ammagopty ObIAO
HeynoOHO Ha Y3KOM CKaMbe, OH ep3aa,
COBUTAACS BA€BO, BIIpaBo, 0OXBaThIBaA
XyABIMH PYKaMH TO OHO KOAE€HO, TO APYToe.
TeaekpaH CHOBa PSBKHYA: CHAETH THXO.
Bpema mao. [IBaauare MHHYT, dYac --
HOHATH ObIAO TpyaHo. CHapyXKH OIATH
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outside. Winston’s entrails contracted.
Soon, very soon, perhaps in five minutes,
perhaps now, the tramp of boots would
mean that his own turn had come.

The door opened. The cold-faced young
officer stepped into the cell. With a brief
movement of the hand he indicated
Ampleforth.

“Room 101,” he said.

Ampleforth marched clumsily out between
the guards, his face vaguely perturbed, but
uncomprehending.

What seemed like a long time passed. The
pain in Winston’s belly had revived. His
mind sagged round and round on the same
trick, like a ball falling again and again into
the same series of slots. He had only six
thoughts. The pain in his belly; a piece of
bread; the blood and the screaming;
O’Brien; Julia; the razor blade. There was
another spasm in his entrails, the heavy
boots were approaching. As the door
opened, the wave of air that it created
brought in a powerful smell of cold sweat.
Parsons walked into the cell. He was
wearing khaki shorts and a sports-shirt.

This time Winston was startled into self-
forgetfulness.

“You here!” he said.

Parsons gave Winston a glance in which
there was neither interest nor surprise, but
only misery. He began walking jerkily up
and down, evidently unable to keep still.
Each time he straightened his pudgy knees
it was apparent that they were trembling.
His eyes had a wide-open, staring look, as
though he could not prevent himself from
gazing at something in the middle distance.

“What are you in for?” said Winston.

“Thoughtcrime!” said Parsons, almost
blubbering. The tone of his voice implied at
once a complete admission of his guilt and
a sort of incredulous horror that such a
word could be applied to himself. He
paused opposite Winston and began eagerly
appealing to him: “You don’t think they’ll
shoot me, do you, old chap? They don’t
shoot you if you haven’t actually done
anything -- only thoughts, which you can’t
help? I know they give you a fair hearing.
Oh, I trust them for that! They’ll know my
record, won'’t they? You know what kind of
chap I was. Not a bad chap in my way. Not

3aTomasu GammMaku. Y YHHCTOHA CXBaTHAO
KUBOT. CKOpPO, OUYEHb CKOPO, MOXKET OBbITH,
Yyepes3 NATh MUHYT 3aTONAlOT TakK Ke, U 3TO
OyZeT 3HA4YUTh, YTO HACTAA €T0 YePes.

OTkpriaack aBepb. Oduriep ¢ 6e3ydacTHBIM

AWIIOM  BOLIeA B  Kamepy. Aerkum
OBMKEHHEM pPYyKH OH  IIOKa3aa  Ha
Awmrniacpopra.

-- B KOMHATY CTO OfUH, -- IIPOU3HEC OH.
AmMniadopr B CMyTHOM  TpeBOre H

HEIOYMEHUN HEYKAIOXKE BBIIIEA C [ABYMS
Ha3UPATEAIMH.

[Ipomao kKak OyAaTo MHOTO BPEMEHH.
YuHcTOHA fOHHUMaAa 60AB B JXKUBOTE. MbIcAU
CHOBa U CHOBa IIOA3AM IIO OAHHM H TEM IKe
npeaMeTraM, KakK IIapUK, BCE BpeMs
3acTpeBalolMi B OMHUX M TEX K€ AyHKax.
MsIcaeit y Hero ObIAO mIecTh. BoAHT KHMBOT;
Kycok xaeba; KpoBb u Bomau; O'Bpaiien;
Ixxyaus; O6purBa. 2KMBOT OIIATH CXBATHAO:
TSIKEABIM TOIOT GallIMaKOB IIPHUOAMIKAACS.
JIBeprs pacnaxHyAach, U YHHCTOHa 0012aA0
3amaxoM cTaporo mora. B kamepy Boirea
[Mapcouc. OH ObIA B LIOPTaxX 3aIlUTHOTO
1BeTa U B MaMKe.

OT M3yMA€HHSI YUHCTOH 3a0bla 060 BCeM.

-- BoI 31ech! -- ckazaa oH.

[Mapconc 6Opocua Ha YHHCTOHA B3TALL, B
KOTOpOM He OBIAO HH HHTepeca, HH
VAUBAEHHSI, & TOABKO NPHUIINOA€HHOCTh. OH
HEPBHO 3axXOQHWA II0 KaMmMepe -- IIOo-
BHUANMOMY, HE MOT CHOETb CIIOKOMHO.
3aMeTHO OBIAO, KaK OPOXKAT €ro ILyXAbIe
KoaeHHU. IIIMpoKO  pacKpbITBle  Taasa
HEIIOIBUKHO CMOTPEAU BIIEPEJ, CAOBHO HeE
MOTAH OTOPBAThCHA OT KaKOTO-TO IIpeaMeTa
BlIaACKE.

-- 3a dYTo Bac apecToBasu? -- CIIPOCHA
YHHCTOH.

-- MeIcaenpectynaeHue! -- ckasaa [lapcoHc,
4yTh HEe IAa4a. B roaoce ero CAbIIIAAOCH M
raybokoe packKasgHHE M CMEIIaHHBIH C
U3YMAEHHEM y¥Kac: HEYXKEAHW 35TO CAOBO
oTHocuTcg K HeMmy? OH cTaa HaIpPOTHUB
YHUHCTOHA M CTPACTHO, YMOASIOIIE Ha4vaA: --
Benp MeHS He pacCTPEAdIOT, CKaxKHTe,
CMur? Y Hac Xe HE€ pacCTPEeAHuBaloOT, €CAU
TBI HUYETO HE CHAEAAA... TOABKO 3a MBICAH, a
MBICASIM BeZlb HE IIPHUKaxKelIb. 51 3Halo, Tam
pasbepyTcsi, BBICAYIIAIOT. B 3T0 s TBepmo
Bepro. Tam 3XKe 3HAIOT, Kak g crapaascsd. BeI-
TO 3HaeTe, 4YTO d 3a YeAoBeK. Hemaoxoi 1mo-
cBoeMy. YMa, KOHEYHO, HeOOABIIOro, HO
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brainy, of course, but keen. I tried to do my
best for the Party, didn’t I? I'll get off with
five years, don’t you think? Or even ten
years? A chap like me could make himself
pretty useful in a labour-camp. They
wouldn’t shoot me for going off the rails
just once?”

“Are you guilty?” said Winston.

“Of course I'm guilty!” cried Parsons with a
servile glance at the telescreen. “You don’t
think the Party would arrest an innocent
man, do you?” His frog-like face grew
calmer, and even took on a slightly
sanctimonious expression. “Thoughtcrime
is a dreadful thing, old man,” he said
sententiously. “It’s insidious. It can get hold
of you without your even knowing it. Do
you know how it got hold of me? In my
sleep! Yes, that’s a fact. There I was,
working away, trying to do my bit -- never
knew I had any bad stuff in my mind at all.
And then I started talking in my sleep. Do
you know what they heard me saying?”

He sank his voice, like someone who is
obliged for medical reasons to utter an
obscenity.

“Down with Big Brother!” Yes, I said that!
Said it over and over again, it seems.
Between you and me, old man, I'm glad
they got me before it went any further. Do
you know what I'm going to say to them
when I go up before the tribunal? ‘Thank
you,’ I'm going to say, ‘thank you for saving
me before it was too late.™

“Who denounced you?” said Winston.

“It was my little daughter,” said Parsons
with a sort of doleful pride. “She listened at
the keyhole. Heard what I was saying, and
nipped off to the patrols the very next day.
Pretty smart for a nipper of seven, eh? I
don’t bear her any grudge for it. In fact I'm
proud of her. It shows I brought her up in
the right spirit, anyway.”

He made a few more jerky movements up
and down, several times, casting a longing
glance at the lavatory pan. Then he
suddenly ripped down his shorts.

“Excuse me, old man,” he said. “I can’t help
it. It’s the waiting.”

He plumped his large posterior into the

lavatory pan. Winston covered his face with
his hands.

yBAedeHHbIH. CHA [Ad NApTHH HE JKaAeA,
npasaa Beas? Kak gymaeTte, IIAThIO rogaMU
otmeaarock? Hy, myckaii mecsartwro. Takoi,
KakK s, MOXKET IIPHHECTHU IIOAB3y B Aarepe.
3a TO, YTO OOWH pa3 CIOTKHYACS, BeAb He
paccTpeasoT?

-- Bl BUHOBATBI? -- CIIPOCHA YHUHCTOH.

-- Koneuno, BuHoBart! -- BcKpu4aa IlapcoHc,
Io060CTPACTHO B3TASHYB Ha TEAEKPaH. --
Heyzxean xe napTua apecTyeT
HEBHHOBATOro, Kak, IIo-BameMmy? -- Ero
ASITYIIIAYbE AWII0 CTAAO 4UyThb CIIOKOHHeH, U
Ha HEM [aKe IIOSIBHAOCh XaHIKEeCKoe
BbIpazK€HHeE. -- MBICAENIPECTYTIACGHHE -- 3TO
KyTKasl mTyKa, CMHT, -- HPaBOYYHUTEABHO
npousHec oH. -- KoBapHad. Hananaer Taxk,
4TO HE 3aMeTUIlb. 3HaeTe, KaKk Ha MeEHS
Hamaro? Bo cHe. BepHo BaMm roBopio.
PaGoTraa BOBCIO, BHOCHA CBOIO A€NTY -- H
JazKe He 3Haa, YTO B TOAOBE y MEHH €CTb
Kakad-TO APsHb. A IIOTOM CTaa BO CHE

pasroBapuBaThb. 3HaeTe, YTO OT MEHS
YCABIIIIAAN?

OH TMOHH3MA TOAOC, KaK  YEAOBEK,
BBIHY2KI€HHBIH o MEIULIMHCKHUM
CoObpazKeHUIM IIPOU3HECTH
HEIIPUCTONHOCTB:

-- Hoao#t Crapmero Bpara! Bor uyro a
roeopua. M Kaxkercdg, MHoro pas. Mexnay
HaMHu, 9 paj, 4To MeHs 3abpaau, IoKa 3TO
JaAbllle He 3alllAo. 3HaeTe, 4TO I CKaxy,
KOTZla MEHs IIOCTaBAT IIepeld TPHUOyHasoM?
9 ckaxy: «Cmacubo Bam. Cmacubo, 4TO
CIIacAW MEHSI BOBPEMSI».

-- KT0 0 Bac coolIIUA? -- CIIPOCHA YHHCTOH.

-- [oyypka, -- CO CKOPOHOH TOPIOCTHIO
orBetua Ilapconc. -- IloxmcaymmnBasa B
3aMOYHYI0 CKBaXKHHY. YcCAbIllana, dYTO S
roBOpIO, U Ha APYrod Xe AeHb -- IIacTh K
narpyaaMm. HemypHo 1masg  ceMHAeTHeH
nouraaunel, a? 5 Ha Hee He B o0OUIE.
Hao6opoT, ropKyck. OTO IIOKa3bIBAET, YTO I
BOCITHTaA €€ B IPABUABHOM yXe€.

OH HECKOABKO pa3 CyIOpPOXKHO IIPHCEA, C
TOCKOH  IOragaplBasg Ha  BEAPO  JAd
3KCKpPEeMEeHTOB. Y BAPYT CAepHYA IIOPTHI.

-- Ilpomy mnpomenus, crapuHa. He wMory
6oabllie. OTO OT BOAHEHHSI.

OH NAIOXHYACH IIBIIIHBIMH SATOAWUIIAMH Ha
B€APO. YHUHCTOH 3aKPbIA AHIIO AQOHAMHU.
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“Smith!” yelled the voice from the
telescreen. “6079 Smith W! Uncover your
face. No faces covered in the cells.”

Winston uncovered his face. Parsons used
the lavatory, loudly and abundantly. It then
turned out that the plug was defective and
the cell stank abominably for hours
afterwards.

Parsons was removed. More prisoners came
and went, mysteriously. One, a woman,
was consigned to “Room 1017, and,
Winston noticed, seemed to shrivel and
turn a different colour when she heard the
words. A time came when, if it had been
morning when he was brought here, it
would be afternoon; or if it had been
afternoon, then it would be midnight. There
were six prisoners in the cell, men and
women. All sat very still. Opposite Winston
there sat a man with a chinless, toothy face
exactly like that of some large, harmless
rodent. His fat, mottled cheeks were so
pouched at the bottom that it was difficult
not to believe that he had little stores of
food tucked away there. His pale-grey eyes
flitted timorously from face to face and
turned quickly away again when he caught
anyone’s eye.

The door opened, and another prisoner was
brought in whose appearance sent a
momentary chill through Winston. He was
a commonplace, mean-looking man who
might have been an engineer or technician
of some kind. But what was startling was
the emaciation of his face. It was like a
skull. Because of its thinness the mouth
and eyes looked disproportionately large,
and the eyes seemed filled with a
murderous, unappeasable hatred of
somebody or something.

The man sat down on the bench at a little
distance from Winston. Winston did not
look at him again, but the tormented, skull-
like face was as vivid in his mind as though
it had been straight in front of his eyes.
Suddenly he realized what was the matter.
The man was dying of starvation. The same
thought seemed to occur almost
simultaneously to everyone in the cell.
There was a very faint stirring all the way
round the bench. The eyes of the chinless
man kept flitting towards the skull-faced
man, then turning guiltily away, then being
dragged back by an irresistible attraction.

Cmut! -- pIBKHyA TeAeKpaH. --
IIlecTpmecar -- cembaecaTr aeBdTb, Cmut Y.!
OTkpoiite auro. B KkKamepe AuIl0 He
3aKpbBIBATH!

YuHcToH orycTuA pyKu. [lapcoHC 0OMABHO U
LIyMHO oOIIpocTascs B Beapo. [lorom
BBIICHHAOCBH, YTO KpBIIIKa IIOAOTHAHA
IIAOXO, U €Ille HECKOABKO 4YacoB B KaMepe
CTOsIAA yKacHas BOHb.

[MTapconca 3abpaamn. TauHCTBEHHO
MOSIBASIAUCH M HCYE3aAM BCE  HOBBIE
apecTaHThl. YHHCTOH 3aMeTHA, KAk OIHa

JKEHIIMHA, HallpaBA€HHasI B «KOMHaTy 101»,
CBEXHAACh U IO0OA€IHEAd, YCABIINIAB STH
croBa. Ecam ero mpuBeau croma yTpoM, TO

cefiyac yxe Oblaa, HaBEpPHO, BTOpas
TIOAOBHHA [HS; & €CAHU IIPHUBEAN THEM -- TO
noaHO4Yb. B Kamepe ocTasock IIECTb

apecToBaHHBIX, MYXK4YMH M 3KEHIIWH. Bce
cuzeAn o4deHb Tuxo. HampoTtuB YHHCTOHa
HaXOMUACS YEAOBEK C JAWHHBIMHU 3y0aMu Hu

moutu 0Oe3 mombopomKa, IIOXOXKWH Ha
KaKoro-To 60ABIIOro 6e300MIHOTO IPbI3yHA.
Ero TOACTEIE KparmJyartble IIEKH

OTTONBIPUBAAUCH CHH3y, W OYEeHb TPYIAHO
OBIAO OTHEAATHCS OT OIIYIIEHUs, YTO Y HETO
TaM cHopgaraHa ena. CBeTao-cepble raasa
OyrAMBO Ilepeberasm C OLHOTO AWIA Ha
OpPyroe, a BCTPETHUB YeH-TO B3rAsi, TYT Ke
YCTPEMASIAUCE IIPOYb.

OTKpBIAGCE OBEpPb, K BBEAH HOBOTO
apecraHTa, IpPH BHAE KOTOPOrO YHUHCTOH
TIOXOAOJIEA. 910 OBIA  OOBIKHOBEHHBIN
HENPUATHBIA YEeAOBEK, KakoH-HUOy b

WHKEHED UAW TEXHHUK. [l0pasuTeAbHOM Ghira
U3MOKIEHHOCTE ero AWIIA. Ono
HaAllOMHHAAO depen. M3-3a XymoObl POT U
raasa Ka3aAUCh HEITPOIIOPIIHOHAABHO
GoApIIIMH, a B TAa3ax OyaTo 3acTblaa
CMepTeAbHas, HEYKPOTHMAas HEHABHUCTh K
KOMY-TO MAH YEMY-TO.

HoBplit cea Ha CKaMbIO HENOJAAEKY OT
YuHcToHa. YUHCTOH 6OABIIIE HE CMOTpEA Ha
HEro, HO H3MYy4YE€HHOE AWIIO-Yepen TaK H
crossao mepen  raazamu. OH  BOPYT
coobpa3sua, B 4eM AeA0. YeAOBEK yMHpaA OT
roaosa. 3ta MBICAb, IIO-BHAUMOMY, IIPHIIIAA
B TOAOBY BCEM OOHTATEASIM KaMephl IIOYTH
OHOBPEMEHHO. Ha BCceit CKaMbe
IIPOM30IIIAO AETKOe ABHKeHHe. YeaoBek Ge3
noxbopoAKa TO H OEAO IIOTAGAbIBAA Ha
AWIIO-YEpell, BHHOBATO OTBOAHA B3TAAd M
CHOBa CMOTpeA, Kak OyaTo 3TO AHIO
OPUTATHBAAO ero Heyaepxumo. OH Hadaa
ep3aTb. HakoHen  BcTaa, BIEPEBAAKY
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Presently he began to fidget on his seat. At
last he stood up, waddled clumsily across
the cell, dug down into the pocket of his
overalls, and, with an abashed air, held out
a grimy piece of bread to the skull-faced
man.

There was a furious, deafening roar from
the telescreen. The chinless man jumped in
his tracks. The skull-faced man had quickly
thrust his hands behind his back, as
though demonstrating to all the world that
he refused the gift.

“Bumstead!” roared the voice. “2713
Bumstead J! Let fall that piece of bread!”

The chinless man dropped the piece of
bread on the floor.

“Remain standing where you are,” said the
voice. “Face the door. Make no movement.”

The chinless man obeyed. His large pouchy
cheeks were quivering uncontrollably. The
door clanged open. As the young officer
entered and stepped aside, there emerged
from behind him a short stumpy guard
with enormous arms and shoulders. He
took his stand opposite the chinless man,
and then, at a signal from the officer, let
free a frightful blow, with all the weight of
his body behind it, full in the chinless
man’s mouth. The force of it seemed almost
to knock him clear of the floor. His body
was flung across the cell and fetched up
against the base of the lavatory seat. For a
moment he lay as though stunned, with
dark blood oozing from his mouth and
nose. A very faint whimpering or squeaking,
which seemed unconscious, came out of
him. Then he rolled over and raised himself
unsteadily on hands and knees. Amid a
stream of blood and saliva, the two halves
of a dental plate fell out of his mouth.

The prisoners sat very still, their hands
crossed on their knees. The chinless man
climbed back into his place. Down one side
of his face the flesh was darkening. His
mouth had swollen into a shapeless cherry-
coloured mass with a black hole in the
middle of it.

From time to time a little blood dripped on
to the breast of his overalls. His grey eyes
still flitted from face to face, more guiltily
than ever, as though he were trying to
discover how much the others despised him
for his humiliation.

The door opened. With a small gesture the

[IOZOIIIEA K CKaMbe HAIIPOTHB, 3aA€3 B
KapMaH  KOMOMHE30HAa W  CMYLIEHHO
MIPOTSIHYA YEAOBEKY-UEPEIy TPSI3HBIN KYCOK
xnaeba.

Teaekpan 3arpeMmea APOCTHO,
oraymmreabHo. YeaoBek 6e3 mombopomka
B3ZPOTHYA BceM TeAaoM. YeaoBeK-uepen
OTZAEPHYA PYKH U CIIPATAaA 3a CIIHHY, KakK OBl
IIOKa3blBasi BCEMY CBETY, YTO He IIPHHSA
nap.

-- Bamcren! -- mporpemMeao U3 TeAeKpaHa, --
[BaniaTtek ceMb -- TpUALIATh oAUH, Bamcren
[.! BpocbTre xaeb!

YeaoBek 6e3 Imoabopoaka YpPOHHA xAaeb Ha
TIOA.

-- Croarp Ha Mecte! Aunom k aBepu. He
JBUTATHCS.

YenaoBek 6e3 momboponka ImmomduHUACH. Ero
OIyTAOBaThIE IIEKH 3aMETHO Apoxasu. C
ASI3TOM  pacmaxHyAach ABepb. Moaomoit
ocpH1IEP BOIIEA U OTCTYIIMA B CTOPOHY, & HU3-
3a €ro CHOUHBI T[IOSIBUACS KOPEHACTBIA
Haa3upaTeAb C MOTYYMMH pyKaMH H
raedamu. OH CTaA IPOTUB apeCTOBAHHOIO U
$5(0) 3HAKY oduriepa HaHec eMy
COKPYILIHUTEABHBIH yaap B 3yObl, BAOXKUB B
3TOT yHap BeCh CBOM BeC. APeCTOBAHHOIO
O6ynro moxbpocuao B Bo3ayx. OH oTaeTeAa K
IIPDOTUBOIIOAOKHOM CTE€HE U CBAAMACH Y
Benpa. OH AeKaA TaM, OTAYILIEHHBIH, a H30
pTa U HOCa y HEro TeKAa TeMHAas KpOBb.
IToroM OH CTaA HE TO IIOBH3THMBATb, HE TO
XHBIKATh, KakK Obl elle B 0OecrHaMsaTCTBE.
IToroM IlepeBepHyACS Ha  JKHUBOT U
HEYyBEPEHHO BCTAA HA 4YeTBEpPEeHbKHU. K30
PTa CO CAIOHOM M KPOBBIO BBIBAAHUAUCH [BE
IIOAOBHUHKU 3yOHOTO IIpoTe3a.

ApecToBaHHBIE CHIEAN OYEHBb THXO, CAOXKHB
PyKH Ha KoaeHAX. YeaoBek Oe3 mombopoaka
3abpaacg Ha cBoe Mecro. OmHa CTOpOHA
AWIla Y HEro yxe TeMHeaa. PoT pacmyx,
[IPEeBPATHUBIINCH B 6ecdopmeHHyIO,
BHUIIIHEBOIO I[BE€TA MAaCCy C YEPHOMU ABIPOH
IIoCepeauHe.

Bpemsi OT BpeMeHH Ha TPyAb €ro
KOMOMHe30Ha Iazasa Karasg KpoBu. Ero
cepble raa3a OIATH Ilepeberasn ¢ Aulia Ha
AWIIO, TOABKO ellle 6oAee BHHOBATO, CAOBHO
OH IIBITAACS IIOHATH, HACKOABKO IIPE3HPAOT
€ro OCTaABHBIE 38 ATO YHUXKEHHUE.

,E[Bepb OTKpPbIAACK. AerkuM OBUXKEHHEM
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officer indicated the skull-faced man.
“Room 101,” he said.

There was a gasp and a flurry at Winston’s
side. The man had actually flung himself on
his knees on the floor, with his hand
clasped together.

“Comrade! Officer!” he cried. “You don’t
have to take me to that place! Haven’t I told
you everything already? What else is it you
want to know? There’s nothing I wouldn’t
confess, nothing! Just tell me what it is and
I'll confess straight off. Write it down and
I'll sign it -- anything! Not room 101!”

“Room 101,” said the officer.

The man’s face, already very pale, turned a
colour Winston would not have believed
possible. It was definitely, unmistakably, a
shade of green.

“Do anything to me!” he yelled. “You've
been starving me for weeks. Finish it off
and let me die. Shoot me. Hang me.
Sentence me to twenty-five years. Is there
somebody else you want me to give away?
Just say who it is and Ill tell you anything
you want. I don’t care who it is or what you
do to them. I've got a wife and three
children. The biggest of them isn’t six years
old. You can take the whole lot of them and
cut their throats in front of my eyes, and I'll
stand by and watch it. But not Room 101!”
“Room 101,” said the officer.

The man looked frantically round at the
other prisoners, as though with some idea
that he could put another victim in his own
place. His eyes settled on the smashed face
of the chinless man. He flung out a lean
arm.

“That’s the one you ought to be taking, not
me!” he shouted. “You didn’t hear what he
was saying after they bashed his face. Give
me a chance and I'll tell you every word of
it. He’s the one that’s against the Party, not
me.” The guards stepped forward. The
man’s voice rose to a shriek. “You didn’t
hear him!” he repeated. “Something went
wrong with the telescreen. He’s the one you
want. Take him, not me!”

The two sturdy guards had stooped to take
him by the arms. But just at this moment
he flung himself across the floor of the cell
and grabbed one of the iron legs that

PYKH odHIiep IToKa3aA Ha YeAOBeKa-deperna.

- B KOMHAaTy CTO OAWH, -- PACIIOPAOUACH
OH.

PanoM ¢ YHHCTOHOM IIOCABILIAACS IIIYMHBIH
B3/I0X M BO3HHA. ApPEecTaHT yraas Ha KOAEHH,
YMOASIIOIIIE CAOZKHB AQIOHU Iepes] TPYABIO.

-- ToBapumt! Oduuriep! -- 3aroaocua OH. --
He ornpaBagiite menda tyna! Passe g He Bce
BaM pacckazaa? Yro elie BBl XOTHUTE
y3HaTh? 51 BO BCEM IIPHU3HAIOCh, YTO BaM
Hamo, Bo BceM! TOABKO CKaXKHTE, B YEM, U I
cpady Opu3Hawch. Hamwummumre -- 4
nmomnunty... 4ro yroxHo! Toarko He B
KOMHATy CTO OOUH!

-- B KoMHaTy cTO 0aMH, -- CKa3aA opULIED.

u 6e3 Toro OaemHOE,
TakKOM IIBET, KOTOPBIH
YHHCTOHY [0 CHX TIOPp IIPENCTaBASIACH
HEBO3MOXKHBIM. OHo mpuobpeao
OTYETAUBBIN 3€A€HBIN OTTEHOK.

Auio apecrasra,
OKpPacHAOCH B

-- [leaaiiTe co MHOH 4TO yromHo! -- BOIIHA
OH. -- BBI HemeA MM MOPHAH MEHS T'OAOIOM.
JoBenuTe Aeao A0 KOHIA, AaHTe yMEPETb.
Paccrpeagaitte menda. Ilosecere. Ilocaaure
Ha OBaalAaTh II9Th AeT. Koro elre s moAKeH
BbIAATh? TOABKO Ha30BHUTE, I CKaxXy BCE,
YTO BaM Hazo. MHe Bce paBHO, KTO OH ¥ 4YTO
BBl C HUM caeAraeTe. Y MeHd JK€Ha U Tpoe
nerei. CrapiieMy IIECTH HE HCIIOAHHAOCEH.
3abepuTe UX BCEX, IEPEPEKBTE UM TAOTKHU Y
MeHd Ha raazax -- g Oy4y CrodaTh Hu
cMoTpeTh. TOABKO He B KOMHATY CTO OAHH!

-- B KoMHaTy cTO 0aMH, -- CKa3aA opULIED.

BesyMHBIM  B3TAG[OM YEAOBEK  OKHMHYA
OCTaABHBIX apEeCTaHTOB, CAOBHO 3aayMaB
HOACYHYTB BMeCTO cebsi IOpPYIyI0 KEpPTBY.
I'ra3a ero oCTaHOBHAWCH Ha pas3bHUTOM AHIA
6e3 monmboponka. OH BCKHHYA MCXYZAAAYIO
PYKY.

-- Bam He MeHs, a BOT KOro Hamo B3AThb! --
KPUKHYA OH. -- BBI He cCABINIaAHM, YTO OH
TOBOPHA, Korja eMmy pasbuam aumo. 51 Bce
BaM II€PECKaKy CAOBO B CAOBO, Pa3peIINTE.
OTO0 OH IPOTHUB IApTHUH, a He d. -- K HeMy
IaTHyAH Hazasuparteau. Ero roaoc B3BHACH
o Bu3ra. -- Bel ero He cabiraau! Teaekpan
He cpaboraa. Bor kTo Bam HyxkeH. Ero
Gepure, He MeHs!

JlBa [IOKUX HaOA3UPAaTeAs HarHyAHUCH, YTOOBI
B34Th €ro Inox pyku. Ho B aTy cekyHOy oH
OpocHuACSd Ha IIOA U BIEIHACH B JKEAE3HYIO
HOXKKy cKaMbu. OH 3aBblA, KaK KHBOTHOE,
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supported the bench. He had set up a
wordless howling, like an animal. The
guards took hold of him to wrench him
loose, but he clung on with astonishing
strength. For perhaps twenty seconds they
were hauling at him. The prisoners sat
quiet, their hands crossed on their knees,
looking straight in front of them. The
howling stopped; the man had no breath
left for anything except hanging on. Then
there was a different kind of cry. A kick
from a guard’s boot had broken the fingers
of one of his hands. They dragged him to
his feet.

“Room 101,” said the officer.

The man was led out, walking unsteadily,
with head sunken, nursing his crushed
hand, all the fight had gone out of him.

A long time passed. If it had been midnight
when the skull-faced man was taken away,
it was morning: if morning, it was
afternoon. Winston was alone, and had
been alone for hours. The pain of sitting on
the narrow bench was such that often he
got up and walked about, unreproved by
the telescreen. The piece of bread still lay
where the chinless man had dropped it. At
the beginning it needed a hard effort not to
look at it, but presently hunger gave way to
thirst. His mouth was sticky and evil-
tasting. The humming sound and the
unvarying white light induced a sort of
faintness, an empty feeling inside his head.
He would get up because the ache in his
bones was no longer bearable, and then
would sit down again almost at once
because he was too dizzy to make sure of
staying on his feet. Whenever his physical
sensations were a little under control the
terror returned. Sometimes with a fading
hope he thought of O’Brien and the razor
blade. It was thinkable that the razor blade
might arrive concealed in his food, if he
were ever fed. More dimly he thought of
Julia. Somewhere or other she was
suffering perhaps far worse than he. She
might be screaming with pain at this
moment. He thought: “If I could save Julia
by doubling my own pain, would I do it?
Yes, I would.” But that was merely an
intellectual decision, taken because he
knew that he ought to take it. He did not
feel it. In this place you could not feel
anything, except pain and foreknowledge of
pain. Besides, was it possible, when you
were actually suffering it, to wish for any

6e3 caoB. Hansuparean CXBaTHAH €ro,
XOTEAN OTOPBaTh OT HOXKKH, HO OH IIE€TIASIACS
3a Hee C TIIopa3uTeAbHOM cuaoit. OHH
OBITAANCH OTOPBATh €ro CEKYHI ABaallaTh.
ApecToBaHHBIE CHIEAN THUXO, CAOXKHUB PYKH
Ha KOACHSX, U TAFIIEAH IIPSIMO Iepes COOOH.
Boif cMOAK; CHA Y Y4€AOBEKA OCTAAOCH TOABKO
Ha TO, YTOOBI LiemAATHCA. [loToM pasmascsa
COBCEM [pyroil KpHK. YmapoMm OGaiiMaka
HaA3UpaTeAb CAOMaA €My Iaablbl. IloToM
B/IBOEM OHM ITOJHSIAHM €T0 Ha HOTH.

-- B koMHAaTy cTO OOUH, -- CKa3aa OPHULED.

ApecTOBaHHOTO BBIBEAH: OH 0OAbllle He
IIPOTUBHACS U IIIEA €A€-€A€, [IOBECHB I'OAOBY
U IIOAIePKUBAsI U3YBEYEHHYIO PYKY.

IIpomao mMHoOro BpemeHu. Ecan
AWIIOM-YEPErIOM YBEAH HOYbIO,
OBIAO yTPO; €CAH YBEAH YTPOM
IpubAMKascad Bedep. YHUHCTOH OBIA OIHH,
yKe HECKOABKO dYacoB Opia oxuH. OT
CHIEHHs Ha y3KOH CKaMbe HHOTAA
Ha4YWHaAacCh Takad 00Ab, YTO OH BCTABaA U
XOIHUA II0 KaMepe, U TeAEKpPaH He KpHUdaA Ha
Hero. Kycok xaeba [0 CHX IIOp AeXKaA TaM,
IZle €ro yPOHUA 4YeAOBeK 0e3 moaboponaxa.
Bradaae ObIAO OYEHBH TPYAHO HE CMOTPETH
Ha xaeb, HO B KOHIlE KOHIIOB TOAOL
OTTECHHAA XKaxKaa. Bo pry OBIAO AMIIKO K
IIPOTHUBHO. M3-3a I'yieHUs 1 POBHOIO GEAOTO
CBeTa OH 4YyBCTBOBaA AYPHOTY, KaKyIO-TO
IIycToTy B roaoBe. OH BCcTaBaa, Korza 60Ab B
KOCTSIX OT HEeyIOOHOM AaBKH CTAHOBHAACH
HEBBIHOCHUMOM, H TIIOYTH Cpasdy CHOBa
CaaHACs, TIOTOMY YTO KPY:KHAACh I'OAOBA U
oH Gosiaca ymactk. Ctonao emy Goaee MAH
MeHee OTBAEYBCH OT YHCTO (PUIUYECKUX
HEIIPUATHOCTEH, Kak BO3BpalllaaCd yzKac.
Huoorma, co caaberomieii HaOexXOoOM, OH
nyMmaa o 6purse u O'Bpatiene. OH momyckaa
MBICAB, YTO OPUTBY MOIYT IepefaTh B €[e,
ecau eMy BoobGue maayt ectb. O [IKyauu oH
aymaa 6oaee cmyTHOo. Tak MAM HMHade, OHA
cTpagaeT U, MOXKeT ObITh, 0oAbllle ero.
Mozxert ObITB, B 9Ty CEKyHAY OHa KPHYHUT OT
6oau. OH momymaa: «Ecau GBI S MOT CIiacTH
JI3KyAWIO, yOABOHUB COGCTBEHHbBIE MYyYEHHS,
coraacuacs Obl g Ha 3T0? [la, coraacuacs
6. Ho pemreHwe 3TO0 OBIAO  YHCTO
YMCTBEHHOE H IIPUHSATO IIOTOMY, 4YTO OH
CYUTAA HYKHBIM €ro IpuHATb. OH €ro He
yyecmeosasl. B TakoM MecTe YyBCTB He
OCTaeTCsl, €CTh TOABKO OOAb ¥ IIPEIIyBCTBHE
6oau. [la ¥ BO3MOXKHO AW, UCHBLITBIBAsS OOAB,

YyeAoBEKa C
TO cenyac
-- 3HAYUT,
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reason that your own pain should increase?
But that question was not answerable yet.

The boots were approaching again. The
door opened. O’Brien came in.
Winston started to his feet. The shock of
the sight had driven all caution out of him.
For the first time in many years he forgot
the presence of the telescreen.

“They’ve got you too!” he cried.

“They got me a long time ago,” said O’Brien
with a mild, almost regretful irony. He
stepped aside. From behind him there
emerged a broad-chested guard with a long
black truncheon in his hand.

“You know this, Winston,” said O’Brien.
“Don’t deceive yourself. You did know it --
you have always known it.”

Yes, he saw now, he had always known it.
But there was no time to think of that. All
he had eyes for was the truncheon in the
guard’s hand. It might fall anywhere; on the
crown, on the tip of the ear, on the upper
arm, on the elbow--

The elbow! He had slumped to his knees,
almost paralysed, clasping the stricken
elbow with his other hand. Everything had
exploded into yellow light. Inconceivable,
inconceivable that one blow could cause
such pain! The light cleared and he could
see the other two looking down at him. The
guard was laughing at his contortions. One
question at any rate was answered. Never,
for any reason on earth, could you wish for
an increase of pain. Of pain you could wish
only one thing: that it should stop. Nothing
in the world was so bad as physical pain. In
the face of pain there are no heroes, no
heroes, he thought over and over as he
writhed on the floor, clutching uselessly at
his disabled left arm.

II

He was lying on something that felt like a
camp bed, except that it was higher off the
ground and that he was fixed down in some
way so that he could not move. Light that
seemed stronger than usual was falling on
his face. O’Brien was standing at his side,
looking down at him intently. At the other
side of him stood a man in a white coat,
holding a hypodermic syringe.

Even after his eyes were open he took in his
surroundings only gradually. He had the
impression of swimming up into this room

JKeAaTh M0 KAaKO# ObI TO HU OBIAO IIPUYHHE,
uTo6BI OHa ycuanaacs? Ho Ha 9TOT Bompoc
OH ITOKa HE MOT OTBETHUTD.

CHoBa IIOCABIIIIAAUCH IIary. IBepb
oTKkpblrack. Bomrtea O'Bpaties.
YuHCTOH BCKOYMA Ha Horu. OH ObIA

HaACTOABKO IIOpazKe€H, 4YTO 3a0bIA BCHLKYIO
OCTOPOZKHOCTB. BHCPBLIC 3a MHOI'O A€T OH
HE IIOAyMaA O0-TOM, 9TO PAAOM TEAEKPAaH.

-- U BBI y HuX! -- 3aKpHYIaA OH.

-- 9 maBHO y HuX, -- orBeTHA O'Bpatien c
MSTKOY MPOHHEH, IIOYTH C coxkaseHueM. OH
OTCTyIIMA B CTOpPOHy. M3-3a ero cHOuHBI
MOSBHUACH IIMPOKOIIACYHH HaA3UpaTeAb C
JAWHHOM YepHO# NyOMHKOM B pyKe.

Ber 3Haam 9TO, YHHCTOH, -- CKasaa

O'Bpatien. -- He obwmaubiBaiiTe cebs. Bbr
3HAAM HTO... BCETZA 3HAAU.

Mla, Ternepb OH IIOHSA: OH BCErJa 3TO 3HAA.
Ho ceiiyac 06 atoMm Hekorma 6bIAO AyMaTb.
Ceiiuac OH BHIEA TOABKO OJHO: AYOWHKY B
pyke Han3upareasd. OHa MOKET OOPYILIHUTHCS
KyZa YTOAHO: Ha MakylIKy, Ha yxXo, Ha
TIA€Y0, Ha AOKOTb...

[To aokrtio! ITouTH mapasn30BaHHEBIH GOABIO,
Yuucron IIOBaAMACS Ha KOA€HH,
CXBaTHBILIHUCh 3a AOKOTH. Bce BCHIBIXHYAO
JKEATBIM CBeToM. HeMpIcAMMO, HEMBICAMMO,
4TOOBl OAMH yAap MOr HNPHUYHHHUTL TAaKYIO
6oab! 2KeAThIi CBET yIllea, U OH YBUIEA, UTO
[BOE CMOTPAT Ha Hero cBepxy. OXpaHHUK
cMmesiacd  Haz ero Kopdamu. OpfHO IO
KpatiHel mepe cTaao sgscHo. Hu 3a 4To, HU 3a
YTO Ha CBEeTe Thl HE 3axXOo4elllb, YTOObI
ycuanaach 60ab. OT GOAM XOYeIllb TOABKO
OIHOTrO: YTOOBI OHA KOHYHAACh. HeT HHYero
XyKe B XKHU3HU, 4deM (Quandeckas OOAb.
ITepen auroM 60AM HET IepoeB, HET I'ePOEB,
CHOBa M CHOBa IIOBTOPSIA OH Hpo cebs u
KOPYHMACS Ha IOAy, AEpKachk 3a OTOWUTHIH
AEBBIH AOKOTB.

11

OH Aexkaa Ha YEM-TO BpPOJE I1apyCHHOBOM
KOWKH, TOABKO OHa Oblaa BBICOKasg U
yCTpoeHa Kak-TO TakK, 4YTO OH He MOr
HoIIeBeAUThCH. B AnIlo emy 6ua cBet, Goaee
CHUABHBIM, dYeM O0ObI4HO. Pamom crosa
O'BpaiieH U IPHUCTaABHO CMOTPeEA Ha HEro
cBepxy. Ilo APYIyI0 CTOPOHY CTOSIA YEAOBEK
B 0eAOM U [epiKaA IIIPHIL.

XoTa raa3a y Hero ObIAM OTKPBITHI, OH HeE
cpa3y cTaa IOHHUMAaTh, TAe HaxomuTcd. Ere
COXPaH{AOCH BIIEYATACHHE, YTO OH BIIABIA B
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from some quite different world, a sort of
underwater world far beneath it. How long
he had been down there he did not know.
Since the moment when they arrested him
he had not seen darkness or daylight.
Besides, his memories were not
continuous. There had been times when
consciousness, even the sort of
consciousness that one has in sleep, had
stopped dead and started again after a
blank interval. But whether the intervals
were of days or weeks or only seconds,
there was no way of knowing.

With that first blow on the elbow the
nightmare had started. Later he was to
realize that all that then happened was
merely a  preliminary, a routine
interrogation to which nearly all prisoners
were subjected. There was a long range of
crimes -- espionage, sabotage, and the like
-- to which everyone had to confess as a
matter of course. The confession was a
formality, though the torture was real. How
many times he had been beaten, how long
the beatings had continued, he could not
remember. Always there were five or six
men in black uniforms at him
simultaneously. Sometimes it was fists,
sometimes it was truncheons, sometimes it
was steel rods, sometimes it was boots.
There were times when he rolled about the
floor, as shameless as an animal, writhing
his body this way and that in an endless,
hopeless effort to dodge the kicks, and
simply inviting more and yet more kicks, in
his ribs, in his belly, on his elbows, on his
shins, in his groin, in his testicles, on the
bone at the base of his spine. There were
times when it went on and on until the
cruel, wicked, unforgivable thing seemed to
him not that the guards continued to beat
him but that he could not force hirnself
into losing consciousness. There were times
when his nerve so forsook him that he
began shouting for mercy even before the
beating began, when the mere sight of a fist
drawn back for a blow was enough to make
him pour forth a confession of real and
imaginary crimes. There were other times
when he started out with the resolve of
confessing nothing, when every word had to
be forced out of him between gasps of pain,
and there were times when he feebly tried
to compromise, when he said to himself: “I
will confess, but not yet. I must hold out till
the pain becomes unbearable. Three more

9Ty KOMHATY W3 COBCEM [pPYyroro MHpa,
KaKOro-TO [IOIBOTHOTO Mupa,
PACIIOAOXKEHHOTO NAAEKO BHHU3Y. [IOATO AM
OH TaM ITpobbiA, OH He 3HaA. C TexX Mop Kak
€r0 apecToBaAW, He CYILIECTBOBAAO HH
JHEBHOIO CBETAa, HU ThMBI. Kpome Toro, ero
BOCIIOMHUHAHHSL HE OBbIAUM HENPEPHIBHBIMU.
WHorma co3HaHWE -- [aXKe TaKoe, KaKoe
OBIBAET BO CHE, -- BHIKAIOYAAOCH TIOAHOCTBIO,
a IOTOM BO3HHUKAAO CHOBA IIOCAE IIyCTOTO
nepepeiBa. HO HOAMAWCH 3TH TIEPEPBIBBI
[HSIMH, HENEASIMH HAM TOABKO CEKYHIAMH,
IOHSATH OBIAO HEBO3MOKHO.

C TOro mepBOrO yIapa II0 AOKTIO HAYAACS
romrmap. Kak OH Io3xKe IIOHSIA, BCE, YTO C

HUM TIPOUCXOIUAO, ObIAO AHIIB
IOTOTOBKOM, OOBIYHBIM ZIOIIPOCOM,
KOTOPOMY  IIOABEPTalOTCs  IIOYTH  BCE
apecroBaHHble. Kaxnapiifi moAXkeH ObIA
IPU3HATHCS B JOAVHHOM CITUCKE
IPECTYIIACHUHN - B HINTHOHAaXKe,
BpEOUTEABCTBE U IpodeM. IIpusHaHue ObIAO
¢OpPMaABHOCTEIO, HO OBITKU -

HacrosaumMu. CKOABKO pa3 €ro OHAM H
[IOZOATY AM, OH HE MOT BCIIOMHUTE. KaxkapIit
pa3 UM 3aHHUMAAWCH YEAOBEK IISTH HAM
mrecTs B 4epHOM ¢opme. Bram Kysakamu,
6uam  aybmHKaMu, OHAHM  CTaABHBIMH
NpPyTEsIMH, OHMAM Horamu. BpIBaso Tak, 4To
OH KaTaACd II0 II0AYy, OeCCTBIOHO, Kak
JKUBOTHOE, M3BHUBAACH Y3KOM, TIIETHO
[IBITAsICh YKAOHUTBLCS OT [IHUHKOB, U TOABKO
BBI3BIBAA 3THM BCE HOBBIE IIHHKH -- B
pebpa, B KHBOT, I10 AOKTSIM, 10 AOABIKKAM,
B I1aX, B MOIIIOHKY, B KpecTell. BriBaso Tax,
YTO 9TO [OAHMAOCH KM IAHUAOCH 0e3 KOHIA, U
caMbIM JKECTOKHUM, CTPAIIHEIM,
HEIIPOCTHUTEABHBIM Ka3aA0Ch €My HE TO, YTO
€ro IPOOOAXKAIOT OWTH, & TO, YTO OH HE
MOXKET IMOTEPSATH CO3HAHME. BBIBAAO Tak,
YTO MYyKECTBO COBCEM IIOKHUAAAO €r0, OH
Ha4YWHAA MOAWTH O IOLIAZE €Ile A0 M0GOEB
¥ IIPX OLHOM TOABKO BHIE IIOLHSITOIO
KyAaKa KasiACS BO BCEX IPeXax, IIOJAMHHBIX

u BBIMBIIIIACHHBIX. BriBaso Tak, 49TOo
Ha4YUHaA OH C TBEPABIM DPEIICHUEM HHYETO
HE IIpU3HaBaTh, u KazKnaoe CAOBO

BBITSITUBAAM W3 HET0 BMECTe CO CTOHAMH
6oAm; OBIBAAO M TaK, YTO OH MAaAOIYIIIHO
3aKAI0O9aA ¢ co0OM KOMIIPOMMCC, TOBOPHA
cebe: «j1 mpusHaroch, HO He cpasy. Byay
noep:kaTtbCsg, II0Ka 00Ab He  CTaHeT
HeBBIHOCHMOM. Eme Tpu ymapa, eme asa
ymapa, ¥ S CKaxy BCe, 4YTO HM Hamo».
Unorma mocae n3bueHHs OH eBa CTOSA Ha
HOTax; ero 6pocaau, KaK MEIIOK KapTodeAs,
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kicks, two more kicks, and then I will tell
them what they want.” Sometimes he was
beaten till he could hardly stand, then
flung like a sack of potatoes on to the stone
floor of a cell, left to recuperate for a few
hours, and then taken out and beaten
again. There were also longer periods of
recovery. He remembered them dimly,
because they were spent chiefly in sleep or
stupor. He remembered a cell with a plank
bed, a sort of shelf sticking out from the
wall, and a tin wash-basin, and meals of
hot soup and bread and sometimes coffee.
He remembered a surly barber arriving to
scrape his chin and crop his hair, and
businesslike, unsympathetic men in white
coats feeling his pulse, tapping his reflexes,
turning up his eyelids, running harsh
fingers over him in search for broken
bones, and shooting needles into his arm to
make him sleep.

The beatings grew less frequent, and
became mainly a threat, a horror to which
he could be sent back at any moment when
his answers were unsatisfactory. His
questioners now were not ruffians in black
uniforms but Party intellectuals, little
rotund men with quick movements and
flashing spectacles, who worked on him in
relays over periods which lasted -- he
thought, he could not be sure -- ten or
twelve hours at a stretch. These other
questioners saw to it that he was in
constant slight pain, but it was not chiefly
pain that they relied on. They slapped his
face, wrung his ears. pulled his hair, made
him stand on one leg, refused him leave to
urinate, shone glaring lights in his face
until his eyes ran with water; but the aim of
this was simply to humiliate him and
destroy his power of arguing and reasoning.
Their real weapon was the merciless
questioning that went on and on, hour after
hour, tripping him up, laying traps for him,
twisting everything that he said, convicting
him at every step of lies and self-
contradiction until he began weeping as
much from shame as from nervous fatigue
Sometimes he would weep half a dozen
times in a single session. Most of the time

they screamed abuse at him and
threatened at every hesitation to deliver
him over to the guards again; but

sometimes they would suddenly change
their tune, call him comrade, appeal to him
in the name of Ingsoc and Big Brother, and

Ha II0OA KaMepbl U, [aB HECKOABKO YacoB
HEePEeapIIIKH, YTOOBI OH OIIOMHHACS, CHOBa
yBomuau 6uTh. Caydasuck u Oosee moarve
nepeprIBbl. 11X OH IIOMHHA CMYTHO, IIOTOMY
YTO IIOYTH BCE BPEMs CIIaa MAU IIpeObIBaA B
ouerieHeHnn. OH TIIOMHHA KaMepy C
[OLIATOM A€XKaHKOM, IPUOUTOM K CTeHe, U
TOHKOH ZKEAE3HOH PaKOBHHOH, IIOMHHA €Iy
-- ropauuii cyn c xaeboMm, uMHOTZA KOde.
[ToMHMA, KakK YrpIOMBIH  IIapUKMaxep
CKOOAMA €My HOAOOPOJOK M CTPUT BOAOCHI,
KakK [EAOBHUTHIe, 0Oe3pasAnyHbIE AU B
0eAOM CYHTaAM y HEro IIyABC, IIPOBEPSAU
pedaeKCchl, OTBOpPAYMBAAH BEKH, IIyIAaAH
JKECTKMMMU TaAblIaMU -- HE CAOMaHa AH TIe
KOCTB, KOAOAH B PYKY CHOTBOPHOE.

Bute craaun pexe, OutbeM 0oablle
YIPOXKAAU: €CAH GYAET TIAOXO OTBEYATH, 3TOT
yxKac B Ar00yIO MUHYTY MOXKET

BO300HOBUTECH. [loIpalliBasl ero Tellepb
He XyAWTaHbl B 4epHBIX MYyHAHpaxX, a
CA€IOBATEeAH-TIAPTHHALIBI -- MEAKHE KPYTABIE
MYy?KYHHBI C OBICTPBIMH [OBIKEHHSIMH, B
n00AECKHUBAOIINX 0YKaxX; OHH paboTasu C
HHUM, CMeHHd APYT ApyTra, HHOTAA II0 AECATH
-- [BEHAAUATh YacoB IOAPSA -- TaK eMy
Kas3aAoChb, TOYHO OH He 3HAA. OTH HOBBIE
CAelOBATeAH CTapaAuCh, dYTOOBI OH BCce
BpeMsl HCIIBIThIBAA HEGOABLIYIO GOAB, HO HE
60ABb ObIAA MX TAABHBIM MHCTpyMeHTOM. OHHU
OHAM €ro Io ILIeKaM, KPYTHAU YILUH, AePTasu
3a BOAOCBI, 3aCTaBASIAM CTOSITb Ha OMHOM
HOTe, He OTIIyCKaAH IIOMOYHTLCS, AEPKaAU
OX SPKHM CBETOM, TaK dYTO Vy HEro
CA€3MAWCH TAA3a; OMHAKO [IEAaAOCH 3TO
AWIIIb [IAS TOTO, YTOOBI YHHU3UTH €ro H
AMIIUTD CII0OCOOHOCTH CIIOPUTH u
paccyxzaath. [IOIAMHHBIM HX OpyKHeM ObIA
6€33KaA0CTHBIM MHOIOYacoBOM [OIIPOC: OHHU
IyTaAl €ro, CTaBHAH €My AOBYILUKH,
IepeBHUPaAH BCE, YTO OH CKas3aa, Ha KaxKI0M
mIary JOKasbIBaAH, UTO OH AXKET U caM cebe
IPOTHUBOPEYUT, IIOKyZa OH He HaYHHAA
AAKaTh -- U OT CThIOA, U OT HEPBHOTO
ucrouteHus. CAy4aA0Ch, OH ITAGKAA II0 MATH
LIeCTb pa3 Ha IPOTIXKEHUU  OIHOIO
pompoca. Yaie BCero oHH Ipydbo KpHYasu
Ha HEro MW M[pH MaseHmed 3aMHUHKe
YIpoKasu CHOBa OTAATb OXPAaHHHUKAM; HO
UHOTAA BAPYI MEHSIAU TOH, HA3BIBAAH €r0
TOBapHILEM, 3aKAMHAAHU UMEHEM aHrcola U
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ask him sorrowfully whether even now he
had not enough loyalty to the Party left to
make him wish to undo the evil he had
done. When his nerves were in rags after
hours of questioning, even this appeal
could reduce him to snivelling tears. In the
end the nagging voices broke him down
more completely than the boots and fists of
the guards. He became simply a mouth that
uttered, a hand that signed, whatever was
demanded of him. His sole concern was to
find out what they wanted him to confess,
and then confess it quickly, before the
bullying started anew. He confessed to the
assassination of eminent Party members,
the distribution of seditious pamphlets,
embezzlement of public funds, sale of
military secrets, sabotage of every kind. He
confessed that he had been a spy in the pay
of the Eastasian government as far back as
1968. He confessed that he was a religious
believer, an admirer of capitalism, and a
sexual pervert. He confessed that he had
murdered his wife, although he knew, and
his questioners must have known, that his
wife was still alive. He confessed that for
years he had been in personal touch with
Goldstein and had been a member of an
underground organization which had
included almost every human being he had
ever known. It was easier to confess
everything and implicate everybody.
Besides, in a sense it was all true. It was
true that he had been the enemy of the
Party, and in the eyes of the Party there
was no distinction between the thought and
the deed.

There were also memories of another kind.
They stood out in his mind disconnectedly,
like pictures with blackness all round
them.

He was in a cell which might have been
either dark or light, because he could see
nothing except a pair of eyes. Near at hand
some kind of instrument was ticking slowly
and regularly. The eyes grew larger and
more luminous. Suddenly he floated out of
his seat, dived into the eyes, and was
swallowed up.

He was strapped into a chair surrounded
by dials, under dazzling lights. A man in a
white coat was reading the dials. There was
a tramp of heavy boots outside. The door
clanged open. The waxed-faced officer
marched in, followed by two guards.

Crapiiero Bpara u OTOPYEHHO
CIIpAIINBAAN, HEYKEAH U CeMdYac B HEM HeE
3aroBopHAa TMPEJAHHOCTE HAPTUH U OH HE
XO4YeT HUCIPABUTH BECh MPUUYUHEHHEBIA UM

Bpen? Hepsel, UCTpENaHHbIe
MHOT'04YaCOBBIM JOTIPOCOM, He
BBIAEPKHMBaAd, U OH MOT pacllAaKaThbCs

[axke OT TAKOro IpHU3biBa. B KOHIIE KOHIIOB
CBapAUBBIE T[OAOCA CAOMAAH €O ELIE XYKE,
YeM KyAaK{ M HOTH OXPAHHHUKOB. OT HETo
OCTAAWCH TOABKO POT M pPyKa, TOBOPUBIIIHMA
YW TIOANHCHIBABIIAS BCE, 4TO TPeGOBAAOCH.
AUIIb OHO €ro 3aHUMAAO: YSICHUTH, KAKOTO

IpU3HAHUS OT HEro XOTAT, H CKopee
OIpu3HAThCS, IIOKA CHOBa He Ha4daAu
uzBoauth. OH 1Ipu3Hasca B yOuiicTBe
BUIHBIX nedareseit apTHH, B

pacupocTpaHeHUH IIOAPBIBHLIX OpOIIIOp, B
IIPUCBOEHUU OOIIECTBEHHBIX (POHAOB, B
Ipoazke BOEHHBIX TaliH M BCIKOIO pPoaa
BpeauteabcTBe. OH IIPHU3HAACS, YTO CTaA
naaTHbIM HITHoHOM Octaszuu enie B 1968
rony. IlpusHaaca B TOM, YTO OH BEPYIOILUH,
4YTO OH CTOPOHHHK KaIIUTaAW3Ma, 4YTO OH
usBpaileHell. [IpusHaacs, 4To yOUA KeEHY --
XOTsl OHA ObIAQ KHBa, U CAEOOBATEASIM 3TO
HaBepHdKa ObIA0 U3BeCcTHO. [Ipu3Haacs, 94To
MHOI'O A€T AMYHO CBsI3aH C loaacTeifHOM U
COCTOUT B IOAIOABHOH  OpraHu3alii,
BKAIOUAIOIEH# IIOYTH BceX Alomed, C
KOTOPBIMU OH 3HAKOM. /Aerde GbIAO BO BCEM
IpuU3HaAThCH U BCcexX npuiryrats. Kpome Toro,
B KaKOM-TO CMBICAE 3TO0 ObIA0 mpaBmoii. OH,
npaBaa, ObIA BparoM MapTHH, a B TAa3ax
IapTHH HEeT Pas3HHLBl MEXKAy AeTHHEM H
MBICABIO.

CoxpaHHANCHE BOCIIOMHMHAHUA U OPYyTOro
poma. Mexnay coboifi He CBsa3aHHBIE --
KapTUHKH, OKPY>KEHHbIE YEPHOTOH.

OH ObIA B KaMepe -- CBETAOM HAM TEMHOH,
HEH3BECTHO, IIOTOMY 4YTO OH HE BHJEA
HUYEro, KpoMme Iapsl raas. PamoM MemaeHHO
M MEpPHO THKaA Kakoi-To mpubop. I'aasza
POCAM U CBETHAHUCH BCE CHABbHee. BApyr oH
B3AETEA CO CBOETO MECTa, HBIPHYA B rAasa, U
OHHU €0 IIOTAOTHAH.

OH OBbIA IIPUCTETHYT
OCAETIUTEABHBIM  CBETOM U OKPYKeH
mkaaaMu TIpubopoB. YeaoBek B Oeaom
caenua 3a mKasamu. CHapyXKH paszmascs

K KpECAy IIoQaQ

TOIIOT TAMKEABIX OalMakoB. IBepb
pacnaxHyAach C AS3roM. B compoBoxkaeHHH
IBYX OXPaHHHKOB BOIIeA oOduIEep C
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“Room 101,” said the officer.

The man in the white coat did not turn
round. He did not look at Winston either;
he was looking only at the dials.

He was rolling down a mighty corridor, a
kilometre wide, full of glorious, golden light,
roaring with laughter and shouting out
confessions at the top of his voice. He was
confessing everything, even the things he
had succeeded in holding back under the
torture. He was relating the entire history of
his life to an audience who knew it already.
With him were the guards, the other
questioners, the men in white coats,
O’Brien, Julia, Mr Charrington, all rolling
down the corridor together and shouting
with laughter. Some dreadful thing which
had lain embedded in the future had
somehow been skipped over and had not
happened. Everything was all right, there
was no more pain, the last detail of his life
was laid bare, understood, forgiven.

He was starting up from the plank bed in
the half-certainty that he had heard
O’Brien’s voice. All through his
interrogation, although he had never seen
him, he had had the feeling that O’Brien
was at his elbow, just out of sight. It was
O’Brien who was directing everything. It
was he who set the guards on to Winston
and who prevented them from killing him.
It was he who decided when Winston
should scream with pain, when he should
have a respite, when he should be fed,
when he should sleep, when the drugs
should be pumped into his arm. It was he
who asked the questions and suggested the
answers. He was the tormentor, he was the
protector, he was the inquisitor, he was the
friend. And once -- Winston could not
remember whether it was in drugged sleep,
or in normal sleep, or even in a moment of
wakefulness -- a voice murmured in his
ear: “Don’t worry, Winston; you are in my
keeping. For seven years I have watched
over you. Now the turning-point has come.
I shall save you, I shall make you perfect.”
He was not sure whether it was O’Brien’s
voice; but it was the same voice that had
said to him, “We shall meet in the place
where there is no darkness,” in that other
dream, seven years ago.

He did not remember any ending to his
interrogation. There was a period of
blackness and then the cell, or room, in

BOCKOBBIM AHIIOM.
-- B KoMHaTy cTO O0nMH, -- CKa3aa odHIep.
YeaoBek B Oeaom He oragHyacd. Ha
YuHCTOHA TOXKE€ HE IIOCMOTPEA; OH CMOTPEA
TOABKO Ha IIIKaABI.

OH KaTHACH II0 TUTMaHTCKOMY, B KHAOMETD
HIMPUHOM, KOPHUAOPY, 3aAUTOMY 4YyAECHBIM
30A0TBIM CBETOM, 'POMKO XOXOTaA M BO BCE

TopAO  BBIKPHKHBas  IpusHanHud. O=n
IPU3HABAACS BO BCEM -- JaXKe B TOM, YTO
CyMeA  CKpBITb 1ox  meITKamMu. OH

pacckasbpIBaa BCIO CBOIO JKHU3Hb -- IIyOAHKE,
KoTOpass U Tak Bce 3Haaa. C HUM OblaH
OXPaHHUKH, CAEIOBATEAH, AIOOAU B OeaoM,
O'Bpaiten, [Ixxyaus, Mucrep YappHHITOH --
BCE BaAMAHUCH II0 KOPHAOPY TOANOH H
TPOMKO  XOXOTaAH. YTO-TO  yzKacCHOe,
MO/KUABIIIEE €T0 B OyAyIleM, eMy yAaA0Ch
IIPOCKOYHUTH, U OHO He cOblaOCh. Bce 6b1a0

XOPOILIO, HE  CTaao 6oAH, Kaxkaas
moOpPOOHOCTE €ro  JKW3HU  OOHAXKHAACH,
00BSICHUAACH, ObIAA TIPOIIIEHA.

B3aporHyB, OH IPHUBCTAA C [OOLIATOH

A€XKAHKH B IIOAHOM YBEPEHHOCTH, HYTO
cabrmiaa roaoc O'Bpatiena. O'BpatieH Hu
pas3y He MOSBHACHA Ha [OOIIpocax, HO Bce
BpeMsd ObIAO OLIyIlleHHEe, YTO OH TyT, 3a
CIIHHOH, IIPOCTO €r0 He BHAHO. JTO OH BCEM
pykoBoguT. OH HaIycKaeT Ha YHHCTOHA
OXPaHHUKOB, U OH HM HE II03BOASET €r0
youts. OH pelraeT, KOraa YHUHCTOH JIOAXKEH
3aKpuyaTh OT 00AM, KOrjga €My [OaThb
HEepPeapIlIKy, KOTZla €ro HaKOPMHTh, KOTraa
eMy craTh, KOI/Ja BKOAOTH €My B PYKY
HaproTuk. OH 3amaBan BOIIPOCHI U
npenaaraa orBerbl. OH OBIA My4YUTEAb, OH
OBbIA 3allUTHUK, OH OBIA HHKBHU3UTOD, OH
ObIA Apyr. A omHaXKAObl -- YHHCTOH He
TIOMHHA, OBIAO 3TO B HApPKOTHYECKOM CHE,
HAHW IIPOCTO BO CHE, MAW [aKe HadgBy, --
roroc ImpomenTas eMy Ha yxo: «He
BOAHYHTECh, YHHCTOH, BBl Ha MOEM
mortedeHur. CeMb AET s HAOAIOAA 34 BAMH.
Hacraa mepeaomHsbIii 4ac. §1 cmacy Bac, g
cheaar0 Bac coBepuieHHBIM». OH He ObIA
yBeEpeH, 9TO TOAOC IPUHAOAEKUT
O'BpaiieHy, HO UIMEHHO 3TOT TOAOC CKasaa
eMy CeMb AeT Ha3az, B ApPyroM cHe: «Mbl
BCTPETHUMCS TaM, IZie HET TEMHOTED.

OH He IIOMHHUA, ObIA AH KOHEIL[ AOIIPOCY.
HaC’I”yHI/IAa Ye€pHOTa, a IIOTOM H3 HEEe
IIOCTEIIEHHO MaT€puaAru3oBasaChb KaMepa
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which he now was had gradually
materialized round him. He was almost flat
on his back, and unable to move. His body
was held down at every essential point.
Even the back of his head was gripped in
some manner. O’Brien was looking down at
him gravely and rather sadly. His face, seen
from below, looked coarse and worn, with
pouches under the eyes and tired lines
from nose to chin. He was older than
Winston had thought him; he was perhaps
forty-eight or fifty. Under his hand there
was a dial with a lever on top and figures
running round the face.

“I told you,” said O’Brien, “that if we met
again it would be here.”

“Yes,” said Winston.

Without any warning except a slight
movement of O’Brien’s hand, a wave of pain
flooded his body. It was a frightening pain,
because he could not see what was
happening, and he had the feeling that
some mortal injury was being done to him.
He did not know whether the thing was
really happening, or whether the effect was
electrically produced; but his body was
being wrenched out of shape, the joints
were being slowly torn apart. Although the
pain had brought the sweat out on his
forehead, the worst of all was the fear that
his backbone was about to snap. He set his
teeth and breathed hard through his nose,
trying to keep silent as long as possible.

“You are afraid,” said O’Brien, watching his
face, “that in another moment something is
going to break. Your especial fear is that it
will be your backbone. You have a vivid
mental picture of the vertebrae snapping
apart and the spinal fluid dripping out of
them. That is what you are thinking, is it
not, Winston?”

Winston did not answer. O’Brien drew back
the lever on the dial. The wave of pain
receded almost as quickly as it had come.

“That was forty,” said O’Brien. “You can see
that the numbers on this dial run up to a
hundred. Will you please remember,
throughout our conversation, that I have it
in my power to inflict pain on you at any
moment and to whatever degree I choose? If
you tell me any lies, or attempt to
prevaricate in any way, or even fall below
your usual level of intelligence, you will cry
out with pain, instantly. Do you

HAM KOMHAaTa, IZle OH AeXKaa. Aexaa OH
HaB3HWYb U HE MOT IIolleBeAuThCd. Teao ero
OBIAO 3aKpENAEHO B HECKOABKHUX MECTaX.
Jaxke  3aTBIAOK  KaK-TO  IIPUXBATHAH.
O'BpatieH CcTOsIA, TASIE CBEPXY CEPBE3HO U
He 06e3 coxaseHusa. Auro O'Bpaiitena c
ONYXIIMMH  IIOATAA3BAMHU U PE3KHUMH
HOCOTYOHBIMHM CKAQIKaMH Ka3aA0Ch CHH3Y
rpyObIM M yTOMAE€HHBIM. OH BBITASIIEA
craplle, 4eM YWHCTOHY IIOMHHAOCH; €My
OBIAO, HaBEPHO, AET COPOK BOCEMb HAH
naTbaecaT. Pyka ero aexaasa Ha pbldare C
KPYTOBOM IIIKAAOM, pa3MedeHHON U pamu.

9 ckazaa Bawm, obpaTuacg OH K
YHHCTOHY, -- YTO €CAH MBI BCTPETHMCS, TO -
- 3ECh.

-- [1a, -- OTBETHUA YUHCTOH.

Be3 BCcAKOro npeaynpesuTeAbHOTO CHUTHAAA,
€CAH HE€ CYUTAThb AETKOI'O IBMKEHUS DPYKH
O'BpatieHa, B TeA0 ero xablHyaAa 60ab. Boab
ycTpamarmouas: OH He BHJEA, YTO C HUM
TBOPHUTCS, U ¥ HETO OBIAO YyBCTBO, YTO €My
NPUYMHAIOT CMEPTEAbHyI0 TpaBMmy. OH He
IIOHMMAaA, Ha CaMOM AHM  JEA€  3TO
IIPOUCXOAUT HAM OIIYILIEHHS BbI3BAHBI
IAEKTPUUECTBOM; HO TeAO ero 6e3o0pas3Ho
CKpy4YMBaAOCh U  CyCTaBbl  MEIACHHO
paspeiBaauck. OtT 6oam Ha a0y y Hero
BBICTYIIHA IIOT, HO XyKe 0oau ObIA CTpax,
4TO XpebeT y Hero BOT-BOT II€PEAOMHUTCH.
OH CTHCHyA 3yOBI M TSXKEAO IBIIIAA Yepe3
HOC, PEIIMB He KpU4aTh, II0Ka MOXKHO.

Ber Gourech, -- ckazaa O'Bpaties,
HabAlOZas 3a €ro AWIIOM, -- 4YTO cedyac y
Bac 4YTOo-HHUOyab aAomHeT. W ocobeHHO
Gourech, 4TO AOIHET Xpeber. BwI dAcHO
BHUAUTE KAPTHHY, KAK OTPBIBAIOTCS OAUH OT
OPYroro TO3BOHKH M M3 HHUX KarAeT
CIIMHHOMO3roBasl KUAKOCTb. BbI Beab 00
9TOM AyMaeTe, YUHCTOH?

Yuncror He otBetua. O'BpaiieH orTBea
pbryar Ha3an. Boab CXABIHyAA IIOYTH TaK Ke
OGBICTPO, KaK HAYAAACH.

-- 910 6BIAO COpPOK, -- ckazaa O'BpatieH. --
BuauTe, mkasa mporpaaydupoBaHa 0 CTa.
B xXoze Haiei 6ecenbl TIOMHMUTE,
IoXKaAy#cTa, 4YTO s HMEI BO3MOXKHOCTB
IIPUYHUHUTE BaM OOAb KOrZa MHE YTOAHO M
Kakyio yromHo. Ecam Oymere araTe HAHM
YKAOHATBC OT OTBE€TA HAWU  IIPOCTO
OKaKeTeCh TAyIlee, 4YeM II03BOALIOT Balllk
YMCTBEHHBIE CIIOCOGHOCTH, BBl 3aKpHUYUTE
oT 60AHM, HEMeOAEHHO. BbI MEHSI TTOHSIAU?
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understand that?”
“Yes,” said Winston.

O’Brien’s manner became less severe. He
resettled his spectacles thoughtfully, and
took a pace or two up and down. When he
spoke his voice was gentle and patient. He
had the air of a doctor, a teacher, even a
priest, anxious to explain and persuade
rather than to punish.

“l am taking trouble with you, Winston,” he
said, “because you are worth trouble. You
know perfectly well what is the matter with
you. You have known it for years, though
you have fought against the knowledge.
You are mentally deranged. You suffer from
a defective memory. You are unable to
remember real events and you persuade
yourself that you remember other events
which never happened. Fortunately it is
curable. You have never cured yourself of
it, because you did not choose to. There
was a small effort of the will that you were
not ready to make. Even now, I am well
aware, you are clinging to your disease
under the impression that it is a virtue.
Now we will take an example. At this
moment, which power is Oceania at war
with?”

“When I was arrested, Oceania was at war
with Eastasia.”

“With Eastasia. Good. And Oceania has
always been at war with Eastasia, has it
not?”

Winston drew in his breath. He opened his
mouth to speak and then did not speak. He
could not take his eyes away from the dial.

“The truth, please, Winston. Your truth. Tell
me what you think you remember.”

“I remember that until only a week before I
was arrested, we were not at war with
Eastasia at all. We were in alliance with
them. The war was against Eurasia. That
had lasted for four years. Before that--"
O’Brien stopped him with a movement of
the hand.

“Another example,” he said. “Some years
ago you had a very serious delusion indeed.
You believed that three men, three one-time
Party members named Jones, Aaronson,
and Rutherford men who were executed for
treachery and sabotage after making the
fullest possible confession -- were not guilty
of the crimes they were charged with. You

-- [a, -- cKkazaa YUHCTOH.

O'BpaiieH  HECKOABKO  cMmdArduacgd. OH
3ayMYUBO IIOIIPABUA OYKHU U IIPOIIIEACS II0
KoMHare. Temepb ero roaoc 3By4aa MATKO U
TeprneanBo. OH cTaa IOXO0XK HA Bpada HAU
[aXe CBSIIEHHUKA, KOTOPBIA CTPEMUTCH
y6exxnaTh 1 0OBbSCHATE, 2 HE HAKA3bIBATh.

-- 4 Tpady Ha Bac BpeMsl, YHHCTOH, --
CKa3aa OH, -- [IOTOMY YTO BBI 3TOTO CTOHTE.
Bel OTAMYHO CcO3HaeTe, B YeM Ballle
HecyacTbe. BBl JaBHO O HeM 3HaeTe, HO
CKOABKO YK€ A€T He KeaaeTe cebe B 3TOM

IPU3HATHCH. Ber TICHUXUYECKU
HEHOPMAaABHBI. Ber cTpazaere
paccTpoiicTBOM ~mamMdaTH. Bel  He B

COCTOSIHUY BCIIOMHHUTBH IIOJAUHHBIE COOBITHS
u ybemman cebsi, 4TO MOMHHTE TO, HYEro
HUKOTAa He Oblao. K cuacTeio, 3TO
u3A€9YUMO. BbI cebsl He IT0XKEAAAU U3AEUUTD.
JlocTaTo4YHO GHIAO HEGOABIIIOTO YCUANS BOAH,
HO BBI €ro He caeaasd. [lake Teleps, s
BUXKY, BBl IIEIIAGETECHh 3a CBOIO 0O0OA€3HB,
moaarasi, 4To 3To m0baectb. Bo3sMeM Takoit
npuMep. C Kako¥ cTpaHOl BOlOeT ceifyac
OxkeaHuda?

Korma wmensa apecroBaam, OKeaHHs
BoeBana ¢ Ocrasuei.

-- C Ocrasueii. Xopouro. OkeaHus Bcermga
BoeBasa ¢ Ocrasuel, BEpHO?

YuHCTOH TrAyOOKO B3m0oxHyA. OH OTKpPBIA
pOT, YTOOBI OTBETUTH, -- U He oTBeTHA. OH
HE MOT OTBECTH T'Aa3a OT IIKAaABI.

-- Bynpre mobpel, npaBay, YuHcTOH. Bamry
npaBay. CkaxuTe, 4YTO BbI, II0 BalleMy
MHEHHIO, IOMHHUTE?

-- 9l IOMHIO, YTO BCETO 3a HEMEAI0 OO0 MOETro
apecta MBI BoBce He BoeBaau ¢ Ocrasmei.
Mbr ObIAM C Hell B coro3e. BoifHa 1iaa c
EBpasueti. OHa namaack 4detbIpe roza. [o
3TOTO...

O'BpaiieH 0CTaHOBHA €0 3KECTOM,

Jlpyroii mpuMmep, -- CKa3aA OH. --
HecKOABKO A€T HA3aa BBl BIIAAM B OYEHb
cepbesHoe 3abayxkaeHue. Bbl pemmam, 4To
TPHU YEAOBEKA, TPU OBIBIIMX YAEHA TIAPTHUH -
- xoHc, AponHcoH u Pesepdopa, --
Ka3HEHHBIE 324 BPEAUTEABCTBO K H3MEHY
IIOCAE TOTO, KK OHH IIOAHOCTBIO BO BCEM
CO3HAAWCH, HEIIOBHHHBI B TOM, 3a YTO HX
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believed that you had seen unmistakable
documentary evidence proving that their
confessions were false. There was a certain
photograph about which you had a
hallucination. You believed that you had
actually held it in your hands. It was a
photograph something like this.”

An oblong slip of newspaper had appeared
between O’Brien’s fingers. For perhaps five
seconds it was within the angle of
Winston’s vision. It was a photograph, and
there was no question of its identity. It was
THE photograph. It was another copy of the
photograph of Jones, Aaronson, and
Rutherford at the party function in New
York, which he had chanced upon eleven
years ago and promptly destroyed. For only
an instant it was before his eyes, then it
was out of sight again. But he had seen it,
unquestionably he had seen it! He made a
desperate, agonizing effort to wrench the
top half of his body free. It was impossible
to move so much as a centimetre in any
direction. For the moment he had even
forgotten the dial. All he wanted was to
hold the photograph in his fingers again, or
at least to see it.

“It exists!” he cried.

“No,” said O’Brien.

He stepped across the room. There was a
memory hole in the opposite wall. O’Brien
lifted the grating. Unseen, the frail slip of
paper was whirling away on the current of
warm air; it was vanishing in a flash of
flame. O’Brien turned away from the wall.

“Ashes,” he said. “Not even identifiable
ashes. Dust. It does not exist. It never
existed.”

“But it did exist! It does exist! It exists in
memory. I remember it. You remember it.”

“I do not remember it,” said O’Brien.

Winston’s  heart sank. That was
doublethink. He had a feeling of deadly
helplessness. If he could have been certain
that O’Brien was lying, it would not have
seemed to matter. But it was perfectly
possible that O’Brien had really forgotten
the photograph. And if so, then already he
would have forgotten his denial of
remembering it, and forgotten the act of
forgetting. How could one be sure that it
was simple trickery? Perhaps that lunatic
dislocation in the mind could really
happen: that was the thought that defeated

ocymuau. Bbl pemmnan, OyaTO BHIAEAH
JOKYMEHT, 0€3yCAOBHO [0KA3bIBABIIHM, YTO
UX IIpU3HAHUA ObIAM  AOXKBIO. Bam
OpuBHAeAaCh HeKasa ¢ororpacdus. Brl
pelInAM, dYTO [ep:KaAu ee B pyKax.
dororpacusa B TAKOM pOJIE.

B pyke y O'BpaiieHa mosiBHAach raseTHas
BbIpe3ka. CeKyHa IdaTh OHA HaXOOHWAACh
mepes TAa3aMH  YHHCTOHA. OTo Oblaa
¢dororpadpuss -- U HE  IIPUXOOUAOCH
COMHeBaThCs, Kakad HMeHHo. Ta camad.
Ixxonc, Aponcon u Pesepdopn Ha
HMapTHHHBIX TOp:kecTBax B Hplo-Mopke --
TOT CHHUMOK, KOTOPBIH OH CAy4alHO IOAYYHA
OOWHHAAIIATH AT Hazaxg U  cpasy
yHU4YTOXKHUA. OTHO MTHOBEHHE OH ObIA TIepes
raazaMH YHHCTOHA, a IIOTOM €ro He CTaAo.
Ho oH BHaeA CHHMMOK, HECOMHEHHO, BHIEA!
OT4yadHHBIM, MYy4YUTEABHBIM ycuaneM
YUHCTOH IIOIBITAACS OTOPBATh CIIMHY OT
Hoiku. Ho He wMor caBuHyTbCA HH Ha
CaHTHMETpP, HH B KakKylo CTOpoHy. Ha mmur
OH maxke 3a0bla 0 ImKase. Celyac oH xXoTea
OIHOI'0: CHOBa IOAEpXaThb (ororpaduio B
PyKe, X0Td Obl pa3TASEThH ee.

-- OHa cymiecTByeT! -- KPUKHYA OH.
-- Her, -- ckazaa O'Bpaiien.

OH orolrea. B cTeHe HANIPOTHUB GBIAO THE3IO
namaTtu. O'BpaiieH IIogHSA IITPOBOAOYHOE
3abpaao. HeBUmuMBIEE  A€TKHE  KAOYOK
OyMaru yHOCHACS IIPOYb C IIOTOKOM TEIIAOTO
BO3[yxXa: OH HCYe3an B APKOM IIAAMEHH.
O'BpatieH OTBEPHYACSE OT CTEHBI.

-- Ilemmea, -- ckazaa oH. -- [la U mernaa He
PasrAgAUNIb. [Ipax. dororpacdus He
cymiectByeT. Hukorza He cyniecrBoBasa.

-- Ho ona cymecrBoBasa! CymecrByer! OHa
CyLIeCTByeT B naMaTH. 5 ee moMHIo. Bbl ee
IIOMHHUTE.

-- 51 ee He IOMHIO, -- cka3aa O'BpatieH.

YUHCTOH OILYTHA IIyCTOTY B IPyAH. ITO --
aBoembIcave. VM oBaameao  9IyBCTBO
cMepTeAbHOH OecriomornHocTH. Ecamn 6p1 oH
6p1a yBepeH, uTo O'BpaiieH coaraa, 3To He
Ka3aAaoCh OBl TaKWM BaKHBIM. Ho oueHB
MoxeT 6Ob1Th, yTo O'BpatieH B camoMm aeae
3a6b1A (poTorpaduio. A ecAu Tak, TO OH yKe
3a0bIA U TO, KaK OTPHIIAA, YTO €€ IIOMHHUT, U
4TO 3TO 3abblA -- TOXKe 3a0bla. MOXKHO AHM
OBITH YBEPEHHBIM, YTO 3TO IIPOCTO (POKYCHI?
A BApyr Takoil 6e3yMHBIH BBIBUX B MO3Tax
Ha caMOM JeA€ IIPOUCXOOUT? -- BOT YUTO
IIPUBOAMAO YUHCTOHA B OTYasSHHUE.
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him.

O’Brien was looking down at him
speculatively. More than ever he had the air
of a teacher taking pains with a wayward
but promising child.

“There is a Party slogan dealing with the
control of the past,” he said. “Repeat it, if
you please.”

“Who controls the past controls the future:
who controls the present controls the
past,” repeated Winston obediently.

“Who controls the present controls the
past,” said O’Brien, nodding his head with
slow approval. “Is it your opinion, Winston,
that the past has real existence?”

Again the feeling of helplessness descended
upon Winston. His eyes flitted towards the
dial. He not only did not know whether
“yes” or “no” was the answer that would
save him from pain; he did not even know
which answer he believed to be the true
one.

O’Brien smiled faintly. “You are no
metaphysician, Winston,” he said. “Until
this moment you had never considered
what is meant by existence. I will put it
more precisely. Does the past exist
concretely, in space? Is there somewhere or
other a place, a world of solid objects,
where the past is still happening?”

“No.”

“Then where does the past exist, if at all?”

“In records. It is written down.”
“In records. And--?"
“In the mind. In human memories.”

“In memory. Very well, then. We, the Party,
control all records, and we control all
memories. Then we control the past, do we
not?”

“But how can you stop people remembering
things?” cried Winston again momentarily
forgetting the dial. “It is involuntary. It is
outside oneself. How can you control
memory? You have not controlled mine!”

O’Brien’s manner grew stern again. He laid
his hand on the dial.

“On the contrary,” he said, “you have not
controlled it. That is what has brought you
here. You are here because you have failed

O'BpaiieH 3aQyM4YHBO CMOTPEA Ha HETO.
Boarlre, yeM Korma-aubo, OH HaIlOMHUHAaA
ceryac yauTeAd, OBIOIIIETOCH c
HEIIOCAYIIHBIM, HO CIIOCOOHBIM YYEHHKOM.

-- EcTp mapTUIHHBII AO3YHT OTHOCHUTEABHO
yOpaBAE€HHsS MPOIIABIM, -- CKa3aa OH. --
Bynpre Aro6e3HBI, IIOBTOPUTE €TO.

«KTO yIpaBAdeT IPOIIABIM, TOT YIIPaBASET
OyaylMM; KTO yIpaBASeT HACTOSIIUM, TOT

yOpaBASIEeT  IIPOLIABIM»,  --  IIOCAYIIHO
IIPOHU3HEC YHUHCTOH.

-- «Kto ympaBager HacTOAIMM, TOT
yIpaBAdeT IIPOIIABIM», -- OHOOPHUTEABHO
KUBHYB, noBropua O'Bpatien. -- Tak BbI
cyHTaeTe, YuHCTOH, 9T0 IIPOIIIAOE

CYILIECTBYET B AeHACTBUTEABHOCTH?

YuHCTOH  CHOBa  IIOYyBCTBOBaa  cebs
G6ecrmomoIriHbIM. OH CKOCHA rAa3a Ha IIKaAY.
Maao Toro, 4To OH He 3HaA, KAKOW OTBET,
«HET» UAU «Oda» U30aBUT ero oT OOAU; OH He
3HaA Yy¥Ke, KaKOi OTBET caM CuYHUTaeT
pPaBUABHBIM.

O'BpatieH caerka yAbIOHYACs. -- BbI maoxoit
MeTaU3uK, YHUHCTOH. [l0 CHUX IIOp BBI HU
pasy He 3aayMbIBaAMCh, UYTO 3HAYUT
«cymectBoBaTh».  CdopMyaupyro  siCHee.
CyIlecTByeT AHM IIPOIIAOE KOHKPETHO, B
npocrpaHcTBe? EcTb AM rae-HHOynp Takoe
MECTO, TakKo# Mup (PU3UIECKUX OOBEKTOB,
TZIe TIPOIIIAOE BCE €IIle IIPOUCXOIUT?

-- Her.

-- Torma rme OHO CyIIECTBYET, €CAHM OHO
CYLIECTBYET?

-- B nokymenTax. OHO 3aIIuCcaHo.
-- B nokymenrax. H...?
-- B yme. B BocllOMHHaHUAX YEAOBEKA.

-- B mamaru. Oyenp xopoirro. MbI, mapTud,
KOHTPOAUDPYEM BCE JOKYMEHTBI u
yIpaBAs€M BOCIIOMHUHAHHUSMU. 3HA4YUT, MBI
yIIpaBAsieM IIPOILIABIM, BEPHO?

-- Ho &Kak BbBI TIIOMelIaeTe AIOOIM
BCIIOMHHATL? -- 3aKpHU4YaA YHHCTOH, OIITH
3abBIB IIPO IIIKAAY. -- OTO K€ IIPOUCXOIUT

IIOMHMO BOAH. OTO OT Tebs He 3aBUCHT. Kak
BBl MOKETE YIIPaBAATH ITaMATbIO? Moeil xe
BBI He yIIpaBageTe?

O'Bpaiien cHOBa mocypoBea. OH OIIyCTHA
PYKY Ha pbIyar.

-- Hannpotus, -- cka3aa oH. -- OTO BbI €10 HE
ynpaBasiete. [ToaToMy BBI U 3ech. BbI 3nech
IIOTOMYy, YTO HE€ HaIlIAU B cebe CMHUpEeHHd U
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in humility, in self-discipline. You would
not make the act of submission which is
the price of sanity. You preferred to be a
lunatic, a minority of one. Only the
disciplined mind can see reality, Winston.
You believe that reality is something
objective, external, existing in its own right.
You also believe that the nature of reality is
self-evident. When you delude yourself into
thinking that you see something, you
assume that everyone else sees the same
thing as you. But I tell you, Winston, that
reality is not external. Reality exists in the
human mind, and nowhere else. Not in the
individual mind, which can make mistakes,
and in any case soon perishes: only in the
mind of the Party, which is collective and
immortal. Whatever the Party holds to be
the truth, is truth. It is impossible to see
reality except by looking through the eyes
of the Party. That is the fact that you have
got to relearn, Winston. It needs an act of
self-destruction, an effort of the will. You
must humble yourself before you can
become sane.”

He paused for a few moments, as though to
allow what he had been saying to sink in.

“Do you remember,” he went on, “writing in
your diary, Freedom is the freedom to say
that two plus two make four™?”

“Yes,” said Winston.

O’Brien held up his left hand, its back
towards Winston, with the thumb hidden
and the four fingers extended.

“How many fingers am I holding up,
Winston?”

“Four.”

“And if the party says that it is not four but
five -- then how many?”

“Four.”

The word ended in a gasp of pain. The
needle of the dial had shot up to fifty-five.
The sweat had sprung out all over
Winston’s body. The air tore into his lungs
and issued again in deep groans which
even by clenching his teeth he could not
stop. O’Brien watched him, the four fingers
still extended. He drew back the lever. This

CaMOIUCLIUIIAUHBI. Bbr HE 3aX0TeAH
IIOAYUHHUTECH -- & 3a 3TO MNAATIT AYLIEBHBIM
3M0pOBBEM. BrlI npearnoydan ObITE Ge3yMIieM,
OCTaThbCsI B MEHBIIIUHCTBE, B €MUHCTBEHHOM
YUCAE. ToabKO JOUCITUTIAUHUPOBAHHOE
CO3HAHUE BUIUT IOeHACTBUTEABHOCTD,
YuHcToH. JeficTBUTEABHOCTD BaM
IIPEACTAaBASIETC  4YE€M-TO  OOBEKTUBHBIM,
BHEIIHHM, CYIIIECTBYIOIINM HE3aBHCHMO OT
Bac. Xapaxkrep IMEeACTBUTEABHOCTH
IPEeNCTABASIETCSI BaM  CAMOOYEBUIHBIM.
Korma, o6bmaneiBag cebsi, BBl aymaere,
OyaTO YTO-TO BHAWUTE, BaM KaxKeTcd, UTO
BCe€ OCTaAbHBIE BHOAT TO e camoe. Ho
rOBOPIO BaM, YHHCTOH, AEHCTBUTEABHOCTBH
He eCTh He4YTO BHellHee. /JeliCTBUTEABHOCTD
CYLIECTBYeT B YEAOBEYECKOM CO3HAHHUH U
boarille Hurge. He B wHHAMBHAYaABHOM
CO3HAHWH, KOTOPOE MOKET OIIHOATBECSI U B
AIOOOM CAydae IIPEXOAsIlEe, -- TOABKO B
CO3HAHWH  HapTHUH, KOAAEKTUBHOM U
6eccmeptHoM. To, YTO mapTUd CUHUTAET
npaBioid, U ecTh IHpaBaa. HeBO3MOXKHO
BUOETh MOEeHCTBUTEABHOCTH HHAYe, Kak
radag Ha Hee raazaMu naptuu. M asrtomy
BaM BHOBb IIPEJICTOUT HAYYHUTHCS, YHHCTOH.

Has 3TOTO TpebyeTcst aKT
CaMOYHHYTOXKEHHH, YCHAHE BOAH. BrI
JOAXKHBI CMHPHUTH cebs, IIpexae dYeM
CTaHeTe IICUXUYECKH 3J0POBBIM.

OH yMOAK, Kak Obl BbIKHAAS, KOIIa
YHUHCTOH YCBOHT €I'0 CAOBA.

-- Brl IoMHHUTE, -- CHOBa 3aroBOPHA OH, --

KakK HallucaAau B AHeBHHKe: «CBobonma -- 9TO
BO3MOZKHOCTb CKa3aTh, YTO ABaXKAbl Ba --
qeThIpe»?

-- [a.

O'BpatieH IIOAHSA A€BYIO PYKY, TBIABHOH

CTOPOHOM K YWHCTOHY, CIpATaB O00ABIIOH
MaAell ¥ PACTONBIPUB YETBIPE.

--  CKOABKO
YuHcTOH?

-- YetsIpe.

-- A ecau mapTud TOBOPUT, 4YTO HUX HeE
4eThIpe, a IATh, -- TOT/Ia CKOABKO?

g IIOKa3bIBaro IIaABLIEB,

-- YetsIpe.

Ha mocaemseM caore OH OXHyA OT 0o0AH.
Crpeaka Ha  IIKase IOACKOYHMAA K
OATUOECATH HOaTH. Bce Teao YHHCTOHA

[IOKPBIAOCEH IIOTOM. B031yX BpBIBAACSI B €TO
A€TKHE U BBIXOAHA OOPATHO C TSIKEABIMH
CTOHAMH -- YHWHCTOH CTHCHyA 3yObl U BCe
paBHO He Mor ux caepxarb. O'Bpatien
HabAlOlaA 3a HHM, IIOKasblBad YeThbIpe
nasbnia. OH oTBea peryar. Ha aTor pas 6oab
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time the pain was only slightly eased.
“How many fingers, Winston?”

“Four.”

The needle went up to sixty.

“How many fingers, Winston?”

“Four! Four! What else can I say? Four!”

The needle must have risen again, but he
did not look at it. The heavy, stern face and
the four fingers filled his vision. The fingers
stood up before his eyes like pillars,
enormous, blurry, and seeming to vibrate,
but unmistakably four.

“How many fingers, Winston?”

“Four! Stop it, stop it! How can you go on?
Four! Four!”

“How many fingers, Winston?”

“Five! Five! Five!”

“No, Winston, that is no use. You are lying.

You still think there are four. How many
fingers, please?”

“Four! five! Four! Anything you like. Only
stop it, stop the pain!”

Abruptly he was sitting up with O’Brien’s
arm round his shoulders. He had perhaps
lost consciousness for a few seconds. The
bonds that had held his body down were
loosened. He felt very cold, he was shaking
uncontrollably, his teeth were chattering,
the tears were rolling down his cheeks. For
a moment he clung to O’Brien like a baby,
curiously comforted by the heavy arm
round his shoulders. He had the feeling
that O’Brien was his protector, that the
pain was something that came from
outside, from some other source, and that
it was O’Brien who would save him from it.

“You are a slow learner, Winston,” said
O’Brien gently.

“How can I help it?” he blubbered. “How
can I help seeing what is in front of my
eyes? Two and two are four.”

“Sometimes, Winston. Sometimes they are
five. Sometimes they are three. Sometimes
they are all of them at once. You must try
harder. It is not easy to become sane.”

He laid Winston down on the bed. The grip
of his limbs tightened again, but the pain
had ebbed away and the trembling had
stopped, leaving him merely weak and cold.
O’Brien motioned with his head to the man

AWIIB CAETKA YTHXAA.
-- CKOABKO TTAABIIEB, YUHCTOH?

-- YernIpe.

Crpeaka moIisa O0 MIeCTHAECATH.

-- CKOABKO TTaAbILIEB, YUHCTOH?

Yro eme g MOry

Yetsipe! Yetsipe!
ckaszats? YerwIpe!

Crpeaka, HaBEPHO, OINATH IIOIIOA3AA, HO
Yuncron He cmorpea. OH BHIEA TOABKO
TSKEAOE, CYPOBOE AMIIO M YETHIPE MAABLA.
[TaABLIBI CTOSIAM TIEPEN €0 TAA3aMH, Kak
KOAOHHBI: TPOMa/IHbIE, OHU PACIIABIBAAUCH K
OyATO ApPOXKaAU, HO UX OBIAO TOABKO YETBIPE.

-- CKOABKO TTaAbILIEB, YUHCTOH?

-- Yetrnipe! [lepecrannste, nepecranbte! Kak
BbI MoxkeTe? Yetripe! YeTnIpe!

-- CKOABKO TTaAbILIEB, YUHCTOH?
-- [Iate! [Tarte! Ilars!

-- Her, manpacHo, YuHCcTOH. BBl AkeTe. Brl
BC€ PaBHO AyMaeTe, YTO HUX dYeThIpe. Tak
CKOABKO IIaABIIEB?

-- Yerrpipe! Ilare! Yerwipe! CrOABKO Bam
Hy>KHO. TOABKO IIepecTaHbTe, IepecTaHbTe
JeAaTb DOABHO!

Bapyr oka3zaaocs, uTo oH cugut u O'Bpatien
obHHUMaeT ero 3a maedu. [lo-BuaumMoMy, OH
Ha HECKOABKO CEKYH[l IIOTEPsSIA CO3HAHHUE.
3axBaThl, [OepKAaBIIHE €ro TeAO, ObIAU
oTnyuieHbl. EMy GBIAO OYEHB XOAOAHO, OH
Tpsicca, 3yObl CTyd4aAHW, II0 ILIEKaM TEKAH
cae3pl. OH mnpuabHyAa K O'BpatlieHy, kKak
MAQeHell; TsXKeaas pyKa, OOHHMaBIIas
TA€YH, IIOYEeMy-TO yTelasa ero. Ceifuac emy
Kaszaaock, yro O'BpailieH -- ero 3alllUTHUK,
4TO0 GOAB IIPUIIAA OTKYAA-TO CO CTOPOHBI,
YTO y Hee APYyroe IIPOUCXOKIEHUE U CIiaceT
ot Hee -- O'BpaiieH.

-- BBl -- HENOHATAWBBIH YYE€HHUK, -- MSATKO
ckazaa O'Bpatien.

-- Yro g wMoOry cmeaaTb? -- CO CAe3aMH
IpoA€IleTan YHHCTOH. -- Kak s Mory He

BUIETH, YTO y MEHS EPeN raazaMu? [Isa u
[Ba -- YETBIPE.

-- HWuorma, YunctoH. HWHoOrma -- TIIgTh.
Wnuorma -- Tpu. MHorma -- BCE, CKOABKO
ecTb. Bam Hamo mocraparbcd. BepHyTb

OyIIeBHOE 3[J0POBbE HEAETKO.

OH yaoxkuA YHHCTOHA. 3axBaThl HA pyKax H
HOraxX CHOBAa CXKAAHCh, HO GOAB IIOTHXOHBKY
OTCTYIIHAA, APO3KB IIPEKPATHAACE, OCTAAACH
TOABKO caabocTh 1 03HOO. O'BpaiieH KUBHyA
4eAOBEKy B 0eaoM, Bce 3TO BpeMs
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in the white coat, who had stood immobile
throughout the proceedings. The man in
the white coat bent down and looked
closely into Winston’s eyes, felt his pulse,
laid an ear against his chest, tapped here
and there, then he nodded to O’Brien.
“Again,” said O’Brien.

The pain flowed into Winston’s body. The
needle must be at seventy, seventy-five. He
had shut his eyes this time. He knew that
the fingers were still there, and still four.
All that mattered was somehow to stay alive
until the spasm was over. He had ceased to
notice whether he was crying out or not.
The pain lessened again. He opened his
eyes. O’Brien had drawn back the lever.

“How many fingers, Winston?”

“Four. I suppose there are four. I would see
five if I could. I am trying to see five.”

“Which do you wish: to persuade me that
you see five, or really to see them?”

“Really to see them.”

“Again,” said O’Brien.

Perhaps the needle was eighty -- ninety.
Winston could not intermittently remember
why the pain was happening. Behind his
screwed-up eyelids a forest of fingers
seemed to be moving in a sort of dance,
weaving in and out, disappearing behind
one another and reappearing again. He was
trying to count them, he could not
remember why. He knew only that it was
impossible to count them, and that this
was somehow due to the mysterious
identity between five and four. The pain
died down again. When he opened his eyes
it was to find that he was still seeing the
same thing. Innumerable fingers, like
moving trees, were still streaming past in
either direction, crossing and recrossing.
He shut his eyes again.

“How many fingers am 1 holding up,
Winston?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know. You will kill me
if you do that again. Four, five, six -- in all
honesty I don’t know.”
“Better,” said O’Brien.

A needle slid into Winston’s arm. Almost in
the same instant a blissful, healing warmth
spread all through his body. The pain was
already half-forgotten. He opened his eyes
and looked up gratefully at O’Brien. At
sight of the heavy, lined face, so ugly and

CTOSIBIIIEMY HEINOJBHIKHO. YeaoBeK B GeaoMm
HAKAOHUACS, 3arAsSHyB YHWHCTOHY B TrAasa,
[IPOBEPUA IIYABC, IIPHAOXKHA yXO K TPYIH,
IIPOCTyKAaA TaM M CAM; IIOTOM KHBHYA
O'Bpatieny.

-- Emte pas, -- ckazaa O'BpaiieH.

B Teao YuHCTOHa XAbIHyAa 60AB. CTpeaka,
HaBEpPHO, CTOsgAa Ha  CEMHOECATH  --
ceMugecarTu IigaTH. Ha atoT pa3 oH
3askMypHrAcg. OH 3HaA, YTO MAABIIBI IIEepes
HHUM, HUX IO-IIpeXXHeMy dYeThIpe. BaskHO
OBIAO OOHO: KaK-HHUOyAb IIEPEXUTH OTH
cymoporu. OH yKe He 3Haa, KPUYHUT OH HAH
HeT. Boab omatek yruxaa. OH OTKpPBIA TAasa,
O'BpatieH oTBea pbryar.

-- CKOABKO ITaABbIIEB, YUHCTOH?

-- Yetsipe. HaBepHoe, yeTbIpe. 51 yBuaea 6v1
4Tk, €ecAM 6 Mor. S crapaioch yYBHIETh
I9Th.

-- Yero BBI XOTUTE: YOEOUTH MEHS, YTO
BHAUTE II9Th, HAH B CAMOM JEA€ YBHUIAETH?

-- B camoMm nmeae yBUIEeTE.

-- Eme pas, -- ckazaa O'Bpatien.

CTpeaka OCTaHOBHAACh, HaBepHOe, Ha
BOCBMHU/IECATH -- AEBAHOCTA. YUHCTOH AHIIIBb
HU3penKa IIOHHMaa, IodeMy eMy 0oAbHO. 3a
CXKATBIMH BEKaMH H3BHBAACd B KaKOM-TO
TAHIlE A€C IIaABLIEB, OHH MHOXKHAHCH H
pemeAu, uCYe3aAd OOWH II03aaU APYroro Hu
[OSIBASIAUCH  cHOBa. OH  IBITAACd HX
CcoCYuTaTh, a4 3a4eM -- caM He IToMHHA. OH

3HaA TOABKO, 9TO COCYHTATH ux
HEBO3MOXKHO II0 IIPUYHHE  KAaKOIO-TO
TauHCTBEHHOTO TOXKIECTBa MeXIY

YeTBIPbMSI M NATHIO. BOAL CHOBa 3aTHxAa.
OH OTKpPBIA TAA3a, U OKa3aA0Ch, YTO BUIUT
TO e caMmoe. BecuyncAeHHBIE MAABLBI, Kak
OXKUBIIIME [EPEBBS, CTPOHMAUCH BO BCE
CTOPOHBI, CKPEIIWBAAUCE KM PACXOIUAKCE.
OH OmIATH 3a3KMYPHA TAQ34A.

CKOABKO
YunHcToH?

IIaABLIEB g IIOKa3bpIBalo,

-- He 3naro. Be! yOreTe MeHs, ecad elle pas
BKAIOUMTE. YeThIpe, NATh, LIECTh... YECTHOE
CAOBO, HE 3HaIO.

-- Ayuire, -- ckasaa O'Bpaiien.

B pyky YuHCTOHa Bomlaa uraa. M ceitdac xe
10 TEAY Pa3AMAOCEH OAQIKEHHOE, LIEAUTEABHOE
Terno. Boap yxke moutn 3abemack. OH
OTKpPBIA TAa3a U 6AarofapHO IIOCMOTPEA Ha
O'Bpatiena. Ilpu Bume TIKEAOTO, B
CKAQJKaX, AW, TaKOI0 YPOJAUBOTO H
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so intelligent, his heart seemed to turn
over. If he could have moved he would have
stretched out a hand and laid it on O’Brien
arm. He had never loved him so deeply as
at this moment, and not merely because he
had stopped the pain. The old feeling, that
at bottom it did not matter whether O’Brien
was a friend or an enemy, had come back.
O’Brien was a person who could be talked
to. Perhaps one did not want to be loved so
much as to be understood. O’Brien had
tortured him to the edge of lunacy, and in a
little while, it was certain, he would send
him to his death. It made no difference. In
some sense that went deeper than
friendship, they were intimates: somewhere
or other, although the actual words might
never be spoken, there was a place where
they could meet and talk. O’Brien was
looking down at him with an expression
which suggested that the same thought
might be in his own mind. When he spoke
it was in an easy, conversational tone.

“Do you know where you are, Winston?” he
said.

“I don’t know. I can guess. In the Ministry
of Love.”

“Do you know how long you have been
here?”

“l don’t know. Days, weeks, months -- I
think it is months.”

“And why do you imagine that we bring
people to this place?”

“To make them confess.”

“No, that is not the reason. Try again.”

“To punish them.”

“No!” exclaimed O’Brien. His voice had
changed extraordinarily, and his face had
suddenly become both stern and animated.
“No! Not merely to extract your confession,
not to punish you. Shall I tell you why we
have brought you here? To cure you! To
make you sane! Will you understand,
Winston, that no one whom we bring to this
place ever leaves our hands uncured? We
are not interested in those stupid crimes
that you have committed. The Party is not
interested in the overt act: the thought is
all we care about. We do not merely destroy
our enemies, we change them. Do you
understand what I mean by that?”

He was bending over Winston. His face
looked enormous because of its nearness,

TAKOTO YMHOIO, y HEro OTTasAO CepAIle.
Ecam OBl OH MOrI' IIOIIEBEAHUTHCS, OH
OPOTSHyA OBl PYKy M TPOHyA OBI 3a PYKY
O'Bpaiiena. Hukorga ere oH He AIOOHMA €T0
TaK CHABHO, KaK ceifdyac, -- U He TOABKO 3a
To, uro O'Bpatien 1npekpatua 0O0Ab.
BepHyaoch IIpexkHee dYyBCTBO: HEBaXKHO,
npyr O'Bpaiien mam Bpar. O'Bpatien -- Tor,
C K€M MOXKHO pa3roBapHBaTb. MoxeT ObITb,
YeAOBEK He TaK HyXKIAeTCsl B AIOOBH, KakK B
noHuManuu. O'BpaiieH nbITaa €ero U IIOYTH
CBeA C yMa, a BCKOpe, HECOMHEHHO,
OTIPaBHUT €ro Ha CMEPTb. OTO HE HMEAO
3Ha4YeHusda. B  KakKoM-TO CMbICAE  HX
COEIMHSAO HEYTO OoAblllee, 4eM ApyzKOa.
Ouu OblAM OAM3KH; OBIAO TE-TO TaKoe
MECTO, T/€ OHHM MOTAH BCTPETUTBCHA U
TIOTOBOPHUTH -- IIyCTh [ayKe CAOBa He OyayT
npousHeceHbl BcayX. O'Bpatien cmoTpea Ha
HEro CBEPXY C TaKHM BBIpaXKEHHEM, KakK
OyaTo mymaa o TOM ke camoM. U roaoc ero
3a3BydYas MHUPHO, HEIIPHUHYKAEHHO.

-- BbI 3HaeTe, rae HaXOOUTECh, YUHCTOH? --
CIIPOCHA OH.

He 3HAalo.
MUHHCTEPCTBE AIOOBH.

JloraapiBaiocChk. B

-- 3HaeTe, CKOABKO BPEMEHH BBI 3/1€CH?

He 3nar. [HH,
MeCHIp], g AyMaro.

HEOEAH, MEeCHIEL...
-- A Kak BBI AymaeTe, 3a4€M Mbl AEPIKHUM
3/1eCh AIOEH?

-- YTo6BI 3aCTaBUTH UX IIPU3HATHCH.

-- Het, He mag sToro. [logymaiite elie.

-- YroObl UX HAKa3aTh.

-- Het! -- Bockankuya O'Bpaiien. I'onoc ero
HU3MEHHACS [0 HEy3HaBaeMOCTH, a AHI0
BAPYT CTAAO U CTPOTHUM U BO30YKIEHHBIM. -
- Her! He mas Toro, 4robbl Haka3aThb, U HeE
TOABKO [IASI TOrO, YTOOBLI MOOHUTHCA OT Bac
npusHaHusda. X0TUTe, 1 00BSICHIO, 3aYeM Bac
3neck pAepxkar? YtoObl Bac H3AEYUTH!
CneaaThs Bac HopMaabHBIM! Brel nmoHHMaeTe,
YUHCTOH, 4TO TOT, KTO 3IeCh IOObIBaA, HeE
YXOAUT U3 HAIIUX PYK HeHn3sedeHHBIM? Hawm
HEWHTEPECHBI BAIllU TAYIIbIE IIPECTYIIACHHUS.
[MapTtuio He O6ECHOKOAT sdBHBIE NEUCTBUSL;
MBICAH -- BOT O 4eM Haila 3abora. Mbl He
IIPOCTO YHHUYTOXKAEM HAIIUX BParoB, Mbl HX
ucnpaBasgeM. Bl ToHHMaeTe, O dYeM
TOBOPIO?

OH HAKAOHHACA HaJ YHUHCTOHOM. AHIIO €To,
OorpoMHOEe BOAH3H, KA3aA0CHh OTTAAKHUBAIOIIE
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and hideously ugly because it was seen
from below. Moreover it was filled with a
sort of exaltation, a lunatic intensity. Again
Winston’s heart shrank. If it had been
possible he would have cowered deeper into
the bed. He felt certain that O’Brien was
about to twist the dial out of sheer
wantonness. At this moment, however,
O’Brien turned away. He took a pace or two
up and down. Then he continued less
vehemently:

“The first thing for you to understand is
that in this place there are no martyrdoms.
You have read of the religious persecutions
of the past. In the Middle Ages there was
the Inquisitlon. It was a failure. It set out to
eradicate heresy, and ended by
perpetuating it. For every heretic it burned
at the stake, thousands of others rose up.
Why was that? Because the Inquisition
killed its enemies in the open, and killed
them while they were still unrepentant: in
fact, it killed them because they were
unrepentant. Men were dying because they
would not abandon their true beliefs.
Naturally all the glory belonged to the
victim and all the shame to the Inquisitor
who burned him. Later, in the twentieth
century, there were the totalitarians, as
they were called. There were the German
Nazis and the Russian Communists. The
Russians persecuted heresy more cruelly
than the Inquisition had done. And they
imagined that they had learned from the
mistakes of the past; they knew, at any
rate, that one must not make martyrs.
Before they exposed their victims to public
trial, they deliberately set themselves to
destroy their dignity. They wore them down
by torture and solitude until they were
despicable, cringing wretches, confessing
whatever was put into their mouths,
covering themselves with abuse, accusing
and sheltering behind one another,
whimpering for mercy. And yet after only a
few years the same thing had happened
over again. The dead men had become
martyrs and their degradation was
forgotten. Once again, why was it? In the
first place, because the confessions that
they had made were obviously extorted and
untrue. We do not make mistakes of that
kind. All the confessions that are uttered
here are true. We make them true. And
above all we do not allow the dead to rise
up against us. You must stop imagining

YPOIAUBBIM OTTOTO, YTO YHHCTOH CMOTDPEA
Ha Hero cHu3y. Y Ha Hem Oblaa HamucaHa
OEPXKHUMOCTh, CYMAaCIIEAIIHH  BOCTOPT.
Cepaile YUHCTOHA CHOBa CXKAaAOCh. EcAM GBI
MOZKHO OBIAO, OH 3apbIAcsl ObI B KOMKy. OH
6r1A yBepeH, uTo ceiiuac O'Bpatien mepHer
peI¥ar IIpocTo nad pasBaedeHud. OmHaAKO
O'Bpatien OTBEPHYACS. On coeaan
HECKOABKO IIaroB Tyza u obpatHo. IToToMm
IpoaoAXKaA 6e3 MPeKHEro UCCTYIIACHHUS:

-- PaHbIle BCero BaM CAeyeT YCBOHUTH, UTO
B 9TOM MecTe He ObIBaeT My4YE€HHKOB. BBI
YUTAAH O PEAWTHO3HBIX IIPECACIOBAHHUAX
mpoiaoro? B cpenHue Beka CylecTBOBajsa

MHKBHU3HUIIYS. Ona oKasaach
HECOCTOSITEABHOH. Ona CTPEMHAACH
BBIKOpYEBATb €PECH, a B pe3yAbTaTe UuX
yBeKoBedHAa. 3a KaXIbIM E€PEeTHKOM,

COXKKEHHBIM Ha KOCTPE, BCTaBaAWU ThHICAYH
HOBBIX. [Toyemy? I[loToMy YTO HHKBH3UIIHS
ybrBasa  BparoB  OTKpBITO, YyOuBasa
HepacKasiBIIMXCSH; B CYIIHOCTH, IIOTOMY H
ybuBasa, 4TO OHH HE€ pacKasgAuCh. AU
YMHPaAH 3a TO, YTO HE XOTEAM OTKa3aThbCs
oT cBoux ybOexneHuii. EcTecTBeHHO, Bcs
caraBa J[IOCTaBasach JKEpPTBE, a II030p --
UHKBU3UTODY, Narady. [To3xke, B ABaAIaTOM
BeKe, ObIAHM TakK Ha3blBaeMble TOTAAUTAPHBIE
pexXuMbl. BbBIAM TrepMaHCKHE HaIlUCThl U
pycckue KOMMYHHCTBI. Pycckue
IIpecAeloOBaAl €epeck 0e3KaaoCTHee, dYeM
WHKBHU3UIUA. V] OHH nyMaaH, YTO HU3BAEKAH
YPOK M3 OIIMOOK IIPOILIAOIO; BO BCSKOM
CAy4dae, OHH IIOHSAM, 4YTO MY4YEHHKOB
co3nmaBaTh He Hamo. [Ipexze 4eM BBIBECTH
KEPTBY Ha OTKPBITBIH IIpOILIECC, OHU
CTPEMHAMCH AWIIMTE €€ JOCTOMHCTBA.
ApecToBaHHBIX H3MaTbIBaAM IIBITKAMH U
OOWHOYECTBOM M IIpPEBpAlllaAl B KAAKHX,
paboAerTHbIX AIO[THIIIEK, KOTOpbIE
IIPHU3HABAANCh BO BCEM, 9T0 UM
BKAQBIBAAU B yCTa, 00AMBaAu cebsl rpsa3bio,
CBaAMBaAW BUHY APYT HA APyra, XHbIKAAU U
mpocuamn momaznel. M, omHako, Bcero depes
HECKOABKO A€T IIPOM30IIIAO0 TO K€ CaMoe.
KasHueHHbIE cTasu My4YeHHUKaMHU,
HUYTOXKECTBO HX 3a0bIa0oCh. OIATBH-TaKH --
noyeMmy? IIpexkme Bcero MHOTOMY, YTO HX
IIpU3HAHUA OBIAM SIBHO BBIPBAHBI CHAOH H
AKUBBI. MBI TaKUX OIIMOOK He meaaeM. Bcece
IIPHU3HAHUA, KOTOPBIE 3/1eCh IIPOM3HOCATCH,
npaBaa. IIpaBmod ux ageaaeM Mbl. A
caMoe TAaBHOE, MBI He MOIIyCKaeM, 4TOOBI
MepPTBBIE BOCCTaBaAM IIPpOTUB Hac. He
BooOpazkaiiTe, YHMHCTOH, 4To Oynylee 3a
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that posterity will vindicate you, Winston.
Posterity will never hear of you. You will be
lifted clean out from the stream of history.
We shall turn you into gas and pour you
into the stratosphere. Nothing will remain
of you, not a name in a register, not a
memory in a living brain. You will be
annihilated in the past as well as in the
future. You will never have existed.”

Then why bother to torture me? thought
Winston, with a momentary bitterness.
O’Brien checked his step as though
Winston had uttered the thought aloud. His
large ugly face came nearer, with the eyes a
little narrowed.

“You are thinking,” he said, “that since we
intend to destroy you utterly, so that
nothing that you say or do can make the
smallest difference -- in that case, why do
we go to the trouble of interrogating you
first? That is what you were thinking, was
it not?”

“Yes,” said Winston.

O’Brien smiled slightly. “You are a flaw in
the pattern, Winston. You are a stain that
must be wiped out. Did I not tell you just
now that we are different from the
persecutors of the past? We are not content
with negative obedience, nor even with the
most abject submission. When finally you
surrender to us, it must be of your own free
will. We do not destroy the heretic because
he resists us: so long as he resists us we
never destroy him. We convert him, we
capture his inner mind, we reshape him.
We burn all evil and all illusion out of him;
we bring him over to our side, not in
appearance, but genuinely, heart and soul.
We make him one of ourselves before we
kill him. It is intolerable to us that an
erroneous thought should exist anywhere
in the world, however secret and powerless
it may be. Even in the instant of death we
cannot permit any deviation. In the old
days the heretic walked to the stake still a
heretic, proclaiming his heresy, exulting in
it. Even the victim of the Russian purges
could carry rebellion locked up in his skull
as he walked down the passage waiting for
the bullet. But we make the brain perfect
before we blow it out. The command of the
old despotisms was ‘Thou shalt not’. The
command of the totalitarians was ‘Thou
shalt’. Our command is ‘Thou art. No one
whom we bring to this place ever stands
out against us. Everyone is washed clean.

BaCc OTOMCTHUT. Bymylee o Bac HHUKOrzZa He
ycapImmuT. Bac  BBIAEPHYT U3 IIOTOKAa
ucropuy. MpeI IIpeBpaTMUM Bac B ra3 ©
BBIIIyCTUM B crpatocdepy. OT Bac HHUYETO
HE OCTaHEeTCs: HM HMEHHM B CIIMCKaxX, HH
nmamMdaTH B pa3yMe XKHBBIX Alofei. Bac
COTPYT U B IIpoOLIAOM U B Oyaymiem. Byner
TaK, KaK €CAH Obl BbI HHUKOTZA HE XKHAHM Ha
cBeTe.

-- 3ayeM Torza TPYAUTHCS, IIBITATh MEHI? --
c ropednio momymMaa YuHCTOH. O'Bpatien
IpepBaa CBOIO pedYb, CAOBHO YHHCTOH
nopousHec 93TO BcAyxXx. OH mpubAM3HA K
YuHcToHy O0OABILIIOE VPOOAMBOE AHIO, H
raasa ero Cy3HAHUChH.

-- Bel mymaere, -- CKa3aa OH, -- YTO Pa3 MbI
HaMepeHbl YHHYTOXHTH Bac M HH CAOBa
Ballld, HU JeAd HUYEro He OyAyT 3HAYUTE,
3a4yeM TorZa MbI B3sAM Ha cebda Tpynd Bac
JonpamuBatk? Bel Begp 06 3ToM aymaere,
BEPHO?

-- [1a, -- OTBETHA YHUHCTOH.

O'BpatieH caerka yAbIOHyAcd. -- Bwl --
U3bIH B O0OIlleM IOpsiaKe, YHUHCTOH. BbI --
OSITHO, KOTOPOE HAO0 CTepeTh. Pa3Be g He
OOBSICHHMA BaM, YE€M MBI OTAHMYAEMCS OT
TIPEKHUX KapaTtesen? Mer1 He
JIOBOABCTBYEMCSI HEeTraTHUBHBIM
IIOCAYILIAHHUEM H JaKe CaMOM YHHXKEHHOH
TOKOPHOCTHIO. KoT/ia BBl OKOHYATEALHO HAM
COaauTeCch, Bbl COAOUTECH 110 COOCTBEHHOM
BoA€. MBI YHHYTOXXKAeM €peTHKa He IIOTOMY,
YTO OH HaM COIIPOTHBASIETCS; IIOKyAa OH
COIIPOTHUBASIETCS, MBI €ro He YHHYTOXKHM.
Mbl 0OpaTuM ero, Mbl 3aXBaTUM €r0 AYIILY
o0 caMoro aHa, MBI ero IepeaeaaeM. Mel
BBIXKKEM B HEM BCE 3A0 U BCE HAAIO3UH; OH
IPUMET Hallly CTOPOHY -- He (DOPMaAbHO, a
HCKpeHHe, ymMoM U cepaueM. OH craHeT
OMHUM W3 HAaC, U TOABKO TOTJa MBI €ro
yobem. MBI He moTepHuM, 4TOOBI IAE-TO B
MHpE CYIIECTBOBaAO 3abAyKaeHUe, IIyCThb
TafiHoe, MycTb OeccuabHoe. Mbl He
[OIIYCTUM OTKAOHEHHUS [a’kKe B MHUI' CMEPTH.
B mpexHHe OHU €pPeTHK BCXOIHA Ha KOCTEP
BCE €Ille E€PEeTUKOM, IIPOBO3TAAIlIasl CBOIO
epecb, BocTOprasich emo. J[axke XKepTBa
PYCCKHMX HYHCTOK, HAd II0 KOPHAOPY H
OoXHujas IIyAH, MOTAa XPaHUTb  IIOA
KPBIIIKOM Yeperna OYHTApPCKYI0 MBICAb. MBI
JKe, IPeXKAe YeM BBIIINOUTH MO3TH, AeAaeM
ux 0e3yKOpU3HEHHBIMH. 3amoBelb CTapbIX
IIECIIOTUH HadYyMHaAach caoBaMH: «He cmetir.
3amoBenb TOTAAHTAPHBIX: «ThI MOAIKEH».
Haina 3amoBenp: «Twl ecTh». Hu oauH U3 TEX,
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Even those three miserable traitors in
whose innocence you once believed --
Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford -- in the
end we broke them down. I took part in
their interrogation myself. I saw them
gradually worn down, whimpering,
grovelling, weeping -- and in the end it was
not with pain or fear, only with penitence.
By the time we had finished with them they
were only the shells of men. There was
nothing left in them except sorrow for what
they had done, and love of Big Brother. It
was touching to see how they loved him.
They begged to be shot quickly, so that they
could die while their minds were still
clean.”

His voice had grown almost dreamy. The
exaltation, the lunatic enthusiasm, was still
in his face. He is not pretending, thought
Winston, he is not a hypocrite, he believes
every word he says. What most oppressed
him was the consciousness of his own
intellectual inferiority. He watched the
heavy yet graceful form strolling to and fro,
in and out of the range of his vision.
O’Brien was a being in all ways larger than
himself. There was no idea that he had ever
had, or could have, that O’Brien had not
long ago known, examined, and rejected.
His mind contained Winston’s mind. But in
that case how could it be true that O’Brien
was mad? It must be he, Winston, who was
mad. O’Brien halted and looked down at
him. His voice had grown stern again.

“Do not imagine that you will save yourself,
Winston, however completely you surrender
to us. No one who has once gone astray is
ever spared. And even if we chose to let you
live out the natural term of your life, still
you would never escape from us. What
happens to you here is for ever. Understand
that in advance. We shall crush you down
to the point from which there is no coming
back. Things will happen to you from which
you could not recover, if you lived a
thousand years. Never again will you be
capable of ordinary human feeling.
Everything will be dead inside you. Never
again will you be capable of love, or
friendship, or joy of living, or laughter, or
curiosity, or courage, or integrity. You will

KOTO IIPUBOAAT CIOfa, HE MOXKET YCTOHATH
OpOTHB Hac. Bcex mnpoMbIBaloT moducra.
[axke 3THUX KaAKUX IIpenareseil, KOTOPBIX
BBl CYHTAAU HEBUHOBHBIMH -- J[I3KOHCa,
Aponcona u Pesepdopra -- mgaxke UX MBI B
KOHIIe KOHIIOB CAOMaAH. 51 caMm y4acTBOBaA
B pompocax. 1 BHAeA, KaK UX IEPETHUPAaAH,
KaK OHHM CKYAHAH, IIPECMBIKAANCH, ITAAKAAU
-- ¥ moJ KOHell He OT 60AH, He OT cTpaxa, a
TOABKO OT packasHusi. Korma Mbl 3aKOHYHAR
C HHMH, OHU OBIAM TOABKO OOOAOYKOM
Afofe#i. B HUX HHUYEro He OCTaAOCh, KpoOMe
COXKaAeHUM O TOM, YTO OHHU CHAEAAAH, U
Ar06Bu K Crapiremy Bpaty. TporareabHO
OBIAO BHETH, KaK OHH €ro Amomau. OHH
YMOASIAM, YTOOBI HX CKOpEe YBEAM Ha
paccrpea, -- XOTeAU YMEePEeTh, ITI0Ka UX AYIIN
eIre YHUCTHI.

B roaoce ero CABIIIAAUCH Me4YTaTeAbHBIE
UHTOHAIIMK. AHIO0 T[O-IIPEXKHEMY TOPEAO
BOCTOPIOM, PETHUBOCTBIO CyMacCIIEAIIero.
OH He IPUTBOPLIETCH, IOAYMaA YHUHCTOH; OH
HE AWIIEMEp, OH yOeXAeH B KaKJIOM CBOEM
caoBe. Boablie Bcero YHMHCTOHa YTHETaAO
CO3HaHUE cBoeU YMCTBEHHOU
HEIIOAHOIIEHHOCTH. O'Bpaiien c
TSXKEAOBECHBIM H34AIIECTBOM PaCXasKHUBaA
IO KOMHATEe, TO IIOABAASACH B IIOAE€ €r0
3penud, To ucuesasd. O'Bpaiien Obia Ooabliie
€ro BO BCexX OTHoOIleHuax. He ponuaoce u He
MOTAO POAUTHCS B €r0 TOAOBBI TaKO¥ HIEH,
KoTOpass He Oblna OBl [OaBHO U3BECTHA
O'BpatieHy, B3BellleHA UM U OTBEPrHyTa. YM
O'Bpatiena codeprkan B cebe ero ym. Ho B
TakoM caydae kak O'Bpaiien moxkeT ObITH
cymacmenmuM?  CyMacIIealnuM —[OAYKEH
6bITE OH, YuHcToH. O'Bpaiien ocraHoBuHACH,
nocMoTpea Ha Hero. W onars 3aroBopua
CYPOBBIM TOHOM:

-- He BooGpakaiiTe, 4TO BBl CIIACETECH,
YuHCTOH, -- aske LIeHOH TIOAHOM
ranuTyadarmi. Hu omuH u3 cOMBIINXCS C
IIyTH yIleAeTh He MoxKeT. M ecam maszke MbI
IO3BOAMM BaM [HOXUTH [0 €CTECTBEHHOM
CMepTH, BBl OT Hac He cmaceTech. To, YTO
MlEAAETCSI C BaMH 3[I€Ch, JEAAETCS HaBEYHO.
3HaiiTe 5T0 Hanepen. MBI COMHEM Bac Tak,
4TO BBl yKe HHKOrza He IomgHuMerechb. C
BaMH IIPOH30HUIET TaKOe, OT Yero HeAb3s
OIIPaBUTHCSH, ITPOKHUBH BEI €I11€ XOThb THICHIIY
AeT. Bel Hukorzma He OyzaeTe CIIOCOOHBI HAa

OOBIKHOBEHHOE  YEAOBEYECKOE  UyBCTBO.
BuyTpu y Bac Bce oToMpeT. A0OOBB,
apy=x0a, pamocThb KU3HH, CcMex,
AIOOOIBITCTBO, XpabpoCTh, YECTHOCTL --

BCEr0 3TOr0 y BacC yxKe HHUKOrzna He Oyner.
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be hollow. We shall squeeze you empty, and
then we shall fill you with ourselves.”

He paused and signed to the man in the
white coat. Winston was aware of some
heavy piece of apparatus being pushed into
place behind his head. O’Brien had sat
down beside the bed, so that his face was
almost on a level with Winston’s.

“Three thousand,” he said, speaking over
Winston’s head to the man in the white
coat.

Two soft pads, which felt slightly moist,
clamped themselves against Winston’s
temples. He quailed. There was pain
coming, a new kind of pain. O’Brien laid a

hand reassuringly, almost kindly, on his.

“This time it will not hurt,” he said. “Keep
your eyes fixed on mine.”

At this moment there was a devastating
explosion, or what seemed like an
explosion, though it was not certain
whether there was any noise. There was
undoubtedly a blinding flash of light.
Winston was not hurt, only prostrated.
Although he had already been lying on his
back when the thing happened, he had a
curious feeling that he had been knocked
into that position. A terrific painless blow
had flattened him out. Also something had
happened inside his head. As his eyes
regained their focus he remembered who he
was, and where he was, and recognized the
face that was gazing into his own; but
somewhere or other there was a large patch
of emptiness, as though a piece had been
taken out of his brain.

“It will not last,” said O’Brien. “Look me in
the eyes. What country is Oceania at war
with?”

Winston thought. He knew what was meant
by Oceania and that he himself was a
citizen of Oceania. He also remembered
Eurasia and Eastasia; but who was at war
with whom he did not know. In fact he had
not been aware that there was any war.

“I don’t remember.”

“Oceania is at war with Eastasia. Do you
remember that now?”

“Yes.”

“Oceania has always been at war with
Eastasia. Since the beginning of your life,
since the beginning of the Party, since the
beginning of history, the war has continued
without a break, always the same war. Do

Brl cranere moaviM. MbI BBIZAaBHM H3 Bac
BCE 10 KallAX -- a II0TOM 3aIIOAHHM COOOMH.

OH YyMOAK U CeAaA 3HAK YEAOBEKY B OeAOM.
YHHCTOH HOYyBCTBOBaA, YTO C33aaU K €ro
TOAOBE IIoABEAHN KaKOM-TO TSIKEABIA
anmnapar. O'BpaiieH cea y KOHKH, U AHIO
€ro O0Ka3aA0Ch IIOYTH BPOBEHL C AWIIOM
YuHcTOHA.

-- Tpu ThICAYH, -- CKA3aA OH 4Yepe3 TOAOBY
VYHHCTOHA YEAOBEKY B GEAOM.

K BHCKaM YHHCTOHA IPHUAETAH [ABE MSTKUE
MOAYLIEYKH, KakK Oyaro Baaxkuele. OH
cxkaaca. CHoBa Oymer 6oab, Kakas-TO
apyrasg 6oab. O'Bpaiien ycrokoua ero,
IIOYTH AACKOBO B3SIB 3a PYKY:

-- Ha aToT pa3 6oabHO He Oymer. CMoTpHTe
MHE B raasa.

[Ipou3soiiea YyAOBHUILHBINA B3pBIB -- HAHR
YTO-TO IIOKAa3aBIlleecs €My B3PBIBOM, XOTH
OH He ObIA YBEPEH, YTO 3TO COIIPOBOXKIAAOCH
3ByKOM. Ho ocaenmuTeapHass BCHBIIIKA OblAa
HECOMHEHHO. YHWHCTOHA He ymmbao, a
TOABKO OIIPOKHHYAO. XOTSI OH yXKe AexkKaa
HaB3HUYb, KOTZA 3TO IIPOM3OIIAO, YyBCTBO
OBIAO TaKOe, OyATO ero OpOCHAM Ha CIIHHY.
Ero pacmaacraa ykacHblii 6e360Ae3HEHHBIMN
yaap. Y uro-To mpousoiinro B rorose. Korma
3pEeHHe IIPOSCHUAOCH, YHHCTOH BCIIOMHHA,
KTO OH U I/le HaXOOWUTCs, y3HaA TOTO, KTO
IIPUCTAABHO CMOTPEA €My B AHIIO; HO TZIE-TO,

HENOHATHO TIZe, CyllecTBoBasa 006aacTb
IIyCTOTBI, CAOBHO KYCOK BBIHYAHM M3 €ro
Mo3ra.

-- Oto mpoiimer, -- ckazaa O'Bpaiien. --

CMmorpure MHe B raasa. C Kakoil cTpaHOH
BoroeT OKeaHusa?

YuHctoH gymas. OH HOHHMAaA, YTO O3HAYAEeT
«OKeaHus» ¥ YTO OH -- TpPaXXKAaHUH
Oxkeanunu. I[lomHHMA oOH u EBpasuio c
Ocrasueil; HO KTO C KEM BOIOET, OH HE 3HaA.
OH pgaxke He 3HaA, YTO Oblaa Kakada-To
BOMHA.

-- He nmomHI0.

-- Oreanunda BoweT ¢ Ocrasuedi. Teriepps BBI
BCIIOMHUAU?

-- [a.

-- Oreanuda Bcerzma BoeBasa ¢ Ocrasueii. C
IepBOTO AHS Ballled KHU3HU, C [I€PBOTO THS
mapTHH, C IIEPBOTO AHA UCTOPHUH BOMHA IIIAQ
0Oe3 mepepbIBa -- BCe Ta K€ BOHHA. ITO BEI
IIOMHUTE?
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you remember that?”
“Yes.”

“Eleven years ago you created a legend
about three men who had been condemned
to death for treachery. You pretended that
you had seen a piece of paper which proved
them innocent. No such piece of paper ever
existed. You invented it, and later you grew
to believe in it. You remember now the very
moment at which you first invented it. Do
you remember that?”

“Yes.”

“Just now I held up the fingers of my hand
to you. You saw five fingers. Do you
remember that?”

“Yes.”

O’Brien held up the fingers of his left hand,
with the thumb concealed.

“There are five fingers there. Do you see five
fingers?”

“Yes.”

And he did see them, for a fleeting instant,
before the scenery of his mind changed. He
saw five fingers, and there was no
deformity. Then everything was mnormal
again, and the old fear, the hatred, and the
bewilderment came crowding back again.
But there had been a moment -- he did not
know how long, thirty seconds, perhaps --
of luminous certainty, when each new
suggestion of O’Brien’s had filled up a
patch of emptiness and become absolute
truth, and when two and two could have
been three as easily as five, if that were
what was needed. It had faded but before
O’Brien had dropped his hand; but though
he could not recapture it, he could
remember it, as one remembers a vivid
experience at some period of one’s life when
one was in effect a different person.

“You see now,” said O’Brien, “that it is at
any rate possible.”

“Yes,” said Winston.

O’Brien stood up with a satisfied air. Over
to his left Winston saw the man in the
white coat break an ampoule and draw
back the plunger of a syringe. O’Brien
turned to Winston with a smile. In almost
the old manner he resettled his spectacles
on his nose.

“Do you remember writing in your diary,”

-- [a.

-- OmuHHAOIATH AET Has3a/ Bbl COYHHUAHU
AETEHIy O TPOUX AIOJSAX, IIPUTOBOPEHHBIX 3a
h3MeHy K CMEpPTHOM KasHH. Brigymaaw,
Oynro BUOEAU KAOYOK Oymarm,
MOKAa3LIBABIIMM HX HEBHMHOBHOCTB. Takoit
KAOYOK OyMaru HHKOTZA He CYIIECTBOBAA.
9T0 OBIA Balll BEIMBICEA, & IIOTOM BbI B HETO

noBepuau. Temepp BBl BCIOMHHAH Ty
MHUHYTY, KOTZa 9TO OBIAO BBILYMAHO.
BcnmomHHAU?

-- Na.

-- ToABPKO 4YTO 9 MOKa3bIBaA BaM IMaABIIBI.
Ber Bumean 1mgTh IasblieB. Bbr 3TO
IOMHUTE?

-- a.

O'BpatieH moKazaa €My A€BYIO DYKY,

cupsTaB GOABIION ITaserl.
-- [Tate maabnieB. Bel BUAUTE IG9TH ITAABLIEB?

-- [a.

W oH wuxX BHAEA, OZHO MHMOAETHOE
MTHOBEHHE, O TOrO, KaK B TOAOBE y HETO
Bce crano Ha cBou Mecra. OH BHIEA IATH
IaAblleB KM HHKAaKOIO HMCKaKeHHsS He
3aMedaa. [ToTom pyKa IIPHUHSIAA
€CTEeCTBEHHBIH BHZ, M pPa30M HaXABIHYAH
MIpeKHUH cTpax, HEHaBUCTD,
3aMmeniareabcTBo. Ho Obla Takoil mepwuo,
OH He 3HaA, [OOATHM AH, MOXKeT OBITh,
IIOAMUHYTHI, CBETAOH OIIPEeNeACHHOCTH,
Korza Kasknoe HoBoe BHylueHue O'Bpatiena
3aIl0AHSAO IIyCTOTY B TOAOBE M CTAHOBHAOCH
abCOAIOTHOM MCTHHOM, KOTia iBa U ABa TakK
3K€ AETKO MOTAH CTaTh TPEMs, KaK U IIATBHIO,
ecan TPeboBaAOCE. DTO COCTOSIHHE IIPOIIIAO
pausle, yeM O'BpaiieH OTIIyCTHA €ro PYKY;
U, XOTd BEPHYTRCA B OTO COCTOSHHE
YUHCTOH He MOI, OH €ro IIOMHHA, Kak
IIOMHHIIBL APKHUH cAydail U3 nHaBHEM KMU3HH,
Korma Thl ObIA, IIO CYINECTBY, MOPYTUM
4EAOBEKOM.

-- Tertepr BBI IO KpaliHel Mepe IIOHHUMAaeTe,
-- ckazaa O'BpaiieH, -- 4TO 3T0O BO3MOKHO.

-- [1a, -- oro3Baacd YHUHCTOH.

O'BpatieH ¢ YyIOOBAETBOPEHHBIM BHIOM
BCTaA. YUHCTOH YBHIEA, YTO CA€Ba YEAOBEK
B 0eAOM caoMaa aMIIyAy U Habupaer u3 Hee
B mmpul. O'BpaiieH ¢ yapIOKO# obparTuacs
K YHHCTOHy. IlodTH Kak paHbllle, OH
IIoIIpaBHUA Ha HOCY OYKH.

- HOMHI/ITC, KakK BbI HaIlMCaAUu IIPO MEHI B
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he said, “that it did not matter whether I
was a friend or an enemy, since I was at
least a person who understood you and
could be talked to? You were right. I enjoy
talking to you. Your mind appeals to me. It
resembles my own mind except that you
happen to be insane. Before we bring the
session to an end you can ask me a few
questions, if you choose.”

“Any question I like?”

“Anything.” He saw that Winston’s eyes
were upon the dial. “It is switched off. What
is your first question?”

“What have you done with Julia?” said
Winston.

O’Brien smiled again. “She betrayed you,
Winston. Immediately-unreservedly. I have
seldom seen anyone come over to us so
promptly. You would hardly recognize her if
you saw her. All her rebelliousness, her
deceit, her folly, her dirty-mindedness --
everything has been burned out of her. It
was a perfect conversion, a textbook case.”

“You tortured her?”

O’Brien left this
question,” he said.

“Does Big Brother exist?”

unanswered. “Next

“Of course he exists. The Party exists. Big
Brother is the embodiment of the Party.”

“Does he exist in the same way as I exist?”

“You do not exist,” said O’Brien.

Once again the sense of helplessness
assailed him. He knew, or he could
imagine, the arguments which proved his
own nonexistence; but they were nonsense,
they were only a play on words. Did not the
statement, “You do not exist”, contain a
logical absurdity? But what use was it to
say so? His mind shrivelled as he thought
of the unanswerable, mad arguments with
which O’Brien would demolish him.

“l think I exist,” he said wearily. “I am
conscious of my own identity. I was born
and I shall die. I have arms and legs. I
occupy a particular point in space. No other
solid object can occupy the same point
simultaneously. In that sense, does Big
Brother exist?”

[JHEBHUKE: HEBayKHO, APYT OH HMAW Bpar --
9TOT YEAOBEK MOIKET XOTs OBbI IIOHATH MEHS,
C HHMM MOXKHO pas3roBapuBaTh. Bbl OblAu
IpaBBbl. Mue HpPaBUTCS c BaMH
pasroBapuBaTb. MeHsI IIPHUBAEKAET Balll
cKaan yMa. MBI ¢ BaMH ITOXO3KE MBICAUM, C
TOM TOABKO pPAa3HHUIIEH, YTO BBl OE3yMHBI.
ITpexkne dYeM MBI 3aKOHYHMM Oeceny, BbI
MoOXKeTe 3a7laTh MHE HECKOABKO BOIIPOCOB,
€CAU XOTUTE.

-- Arobble BOIpoCHI?

Kakwe yromuo. -- OH yBHOea, dTO
YunHcToH CKOCHACS Ha LIKAAY. -
OtkaroueHo. Bam nepseIif Boripoc?

-- Yto BEI cmensaau c [IxKyanei?
YUHCTOH.

-- CIIPOCHA

Ona
Cpaasy,
CAy4aAOCh
KHBO IIIEA
AL y3HAAU.

O'Bpatien cHoBa
npegasa Bac, YHHCTOH.
G6esoroBopoyHo. MHe penko
BHIETH, 4TOOBI KTO-HUOYOL TaK
HaM HaBcTpedy. Bbl GbI ee Bpsan
Bce ee OyHTapCTBO, AYKHUBOCTb,
6e3paccyacTBO, UCIIOPYEHHOCTH -- BCE 3TO
BBIKXKEHO K3 Hee. OTO OBIAO HOEAABHOE
obpaireHue, IpsaMo AT yIeOGHUKOB.

yABIOHyACS.  --

-- BeI ee mbITaau?

Ha o510 O'BpatieH He OTBeTHA. --
Caenyromui BOIIpoc, -- CKa3aa OH.

-- Crapumii Bpart cymiectByert?

- KoneuHo, CyIIIECTBYET.
CYILIECTBYET. Crapimi
OAMIIETBOPEHHE MTapTHH.

IMaptua
Bpar --

-- CyliecTByeT OH B TOM CMBICAE, B KaKOM
CYIIECTBYIO €7
-- BblI He cyiiecTByeTe, -- ckasaa O'Bpatien.

CHoBa Ha HETO HaBaAHAACh
6eciomorHocTs. OH 3HaA, MOT IIPEACTABUTH
cebe, KaKHUMU aprymMeHTaMu OynyT
JOKa3bIBaTh, YTO OH He CYIIECTBYET, HO BCE
OHH -- OecCcMbICAMIIA, IIPOCTO HTIPa CAOB.
Passe B YTBEPKIACHUU: «BrI HE

CYILIECTBYyeTe» -- HEe COLEPIKUTCS AOTHYecKast
HeaermocTb? Ho 4YTO TOAKYy TrOBOPUTE 006
3TOM? YM €ro CBEXKUACH IIPU MBICAM O
HEOIIPOBEPKUMBIX, 0E€3yMHBIX apryMeHTax,
KoTOpbIMH ero paszrpomut O'BpatieH.

[To-moeMy, 4 CylecTBYyIO, ycTaso
ckasaa OH. -- 9 co3Haro cebs. 9 poauacsa u g
yMpy. Y MeHd eCTb pPyKHM HU Horu. S
3aHUMAalo OIlpeeACHHBIH o6BeM B
npocrpaHcTBe. Hukakoe TBepmoe Teao He
MOXKET 3aHUMAaThb 3TOT obpeM
OJHOBPEMEHHO CO MHOH. B aToM cmbIcae
cymectByeT Crapiuuit Bpar?
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“It is of no importance. He exists.”
“Will Big Brother ever die?”

“Of course not. How could he die? Next
question.”

“Does the Brotherhood exist?”

“That, Winston, you will never know. If we
choose to set you free when we have
finished with you, and if you live to be
ninety years old, still you will never learn
whether the answer to that question is Yes
or No. As long as you live it will be an
unsolved riddle in your mind.”

Winston lay silent. His breast rose and fell
a little faster. He still had not asked the
question that had come into his mind the
first. He had got to ask it, and yet it was as
though his tongue would not utter it. There
was a trace of amusement in O’Brien’s face.
Even his spectacles seemed to wear an
ironical gleam. He knows, thought Winston
suddenly, he knows what I am going to ask!
At the thought the words burst out of him:
“What is in Room 101?”

The expression on O’Brien’s face did not
change. He answered drily:

“You know what is in Room 101, Winston.
Everyone knows what is in Room 101.”

He raised a finger to the man in the white
coat. Evidently the session was at an end. A
needle jerked into Winston’s arm. He sank
almost instantly into deep sleep.

III
“There are three stages in your
reintegration,” said O’Brien. “There is

learning, there is understanding, and there
is acceptance. It is time for you to enter
upon the second stage.”

As always, Winston was lying flat on his
back. But of late his bonds were looser.
They still held him to the bed, but he could
move his knees a little and could turn his
head from side to side and raise his arms
from the elbow. The dial, also, had grown to
be less of a terror. He could evade its pangs
if he was quick-witted enough: it was
chiefly when he showed stupidity that
O’Brien pulled the lever. Sometimes they
got through a whole session without use of
the dial. He could not remember how many
sessions there had been. The whole process
seemed to stretch out over a long, indefinite
time -- weeks, possibly -- and the intervals
between the sessions might sometimes

-- Ot0 He BaxkHO. OH CyIIIECTBYET.

-- Crapumit Bpat Korma-HUOYAb yMpPeT?

-- Koneuno, mer. Kak OH MOXKeT yMepeTh?
Caenmyromui BOIIpocC.

-- BparcTBo cyiiecTByeT?

A a3TOro, YWHCTOH, BBl HUKOrga He
y3HaeTe. EcAM MBI pelmruM BBIIYCTHUTH Bac,
KOrZla KOHYMM, ¢ Bbl [OXKHWBETE [0
JEBSHOCTA AET, Bbl BCE PaBHO He y3HAaETe,
KaK OTBETHUTH Ha ATOT BOIPOC: HET HMAU 1a.
CKOABKO BBI ZKHBETE, CTOABKO U Oyzere
OUTHCA HA TOM 3araKoii.

YHHCTOH AexkaAa Moada. Temepb ero rpyab
[IOAHUMAAACh U OIyCKAaAach 4yTh yaie. OH
TaK U HE 3a7aA BOIIPOCA, KOTOPBIHM IEPBLIM
mnpuitea eMy B ToAoBy. OH [OAXKEH €ro
3a1aTh, HO $H3BIK OTKA3BIBAACH CAYXKHUTH
emy. Ha aune O'Bpatiena kak 6yaro
[IPOMEABKHyAA HacMelka. J[laxke OdYKH Y
Hero OaecHyan wupoHudecku. OH 3Haer,
BAPYT MOAyMaA YHUHCTOH, 3HAET, 4TO s XO4y
cripocuts! U TyT K€ y HEro BEIPBAAOCK!

-- YT0o meaaroT B KOMHATE CTO OAUH?

Awnrio O'BpatieHa He U3MEHUAO BBIPAKEHUSI.
OH CyX0 OTBETHA:

-- YUHCTOH, BBl 3HAETE, YTO MEAAETCH B
KOMHaTe CTO OAuWH. Bce 3HawT, 4YTO
neAaeTcsd B KOMHATE CTO OJHH.

OH caesan ImaAblieM 3HaK YE€AOBEKY B OeAOM.
Becena, oueBumHO, moaolnaa K KOHIYy. B
PYKy YHHCTOHY BOTKHyAach uraa. M moutu
cpa3sy OH YCHYA FAYOOKHM CHOM.

III

-- B Bamrem BOCCTaHOBACHHMH TPH JTala, --
ckazaa O'Bpaiten, -- Yueba, nmoHumaHue u
npudarue. [lopa nepedT KO BTOPOMY ITaIly.

Kak Bcerma, YUHCTOH aAexkaa Ha criuHe. Ho
3axBaThl AEPKAAH €ro He Tak Tyro. OHHU I10-
IIpexXHeMy IIPUTATMBAaAHM €ro K KOHKe,
OQHAKO OH MOT CA€rKa Ccrubarh HOTH B
KOAEHSX, II0BOPAYUBATH TOAOBY BAEBO H
BIIPABO U IIOAHHUMATH PYKH OT AOKTS. U
IIKaAa C pblYaroM He BHYyIIaAd IIPEKHETO
ykaca. Ecau oH coobpazkaa OGbICTPO, TO MOT,
usbexare paspanoB; Temneps O'Bpatien
Opaacs 3a peIYar yalle BCEro TOrAa, KOTha
ObIA HEIOBOAEH €ro TAYIOCThIO. Ilopoio Bce
cobecenoBaHue IIPOXOOUAO 0€3 eIUHOTO
yoapa. CKOABKO HX ObIAO, OH YK€ HE MOT
3aIIOMHUTL. Bechb 93TOT MPOLECC TIHYACS
JIOATO -- HABEPHO, y2Ke He OJIHY HEZEAIO, - &
IepephIBBI  MeEXKAy OecemaMu  ObIBaAu
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have been days, sometimes only an hour or
two.

“As you lie there,” said O’Brien, “you have
often wondered -- you have even asked me -
- why the Ministry of Love should expend
so much time and trouble on you. And
when you were free you were puzzled by
what was essentially the same question.
You could grasp the mechanics of the
Society you lived in, but not its underlying
motives. Do you remember writing in your
diary, ‘1 wunderstand how: I do not
understand why'? It was when you thought
about ‘why’ that you doubted your own
sanity. You have read the book, Goldstein’s
book, or parts of it, at least. Did it tell you
anything that you did not know already?”

“You have read it?” said Winston.

“I wrote it. That is to say, I collaborated in
writing it. No book is produced individually,
as you know.”

“Is it true, what it says?”

“A description, yes. The programme it sets
forth is nonsense. The secret accumulation
of knowledge -- a gradual spread of
enlightenment -- ultimately a proletarian
rebellion -- the overthrow of the Party. You
foresaw yourself that that was what it
would say. It is all nonsense. The
proletarians will never revolt, not in a
thousand years or a million. They cannot. I
do not have to tell you the reason: you
know it already. If you have ever cherished
any dreams of violent insurrection, you
must abandon them. There is no way in
which the Party can be overthrown. The
rule of the Party is for ever. Make that the
starting-point of your thoughts.”

He came closer to the bed. “For ever!” he
repeated. “And now let us get back to the
question of ‘how’ and ‘why. You
understand well enough how the Party
maintains itself in power. Now tell me why
we cling to power. What is our motive? Why
should we want power? Go on, speak,” he
added as Winston remained silent.

Nevertheless Winston did not speak for
another moment or two. A feeling of
weariness had overwhelmed him. The faint,
mad gleam of enthusiasm had come back
into O’Brien’s face. He knew in advance
what O’Brien would say. That the Party did
not seek power for its own ends, but only

HHOTZA B HECKOABKO MHEM, a HHOrga dac-

OPYTOM.
-- Tloka BBI 30€Chb A€XaAu, -- CKas3aa
O'BpaiieH, -- BBl 4YacTo 3a/aBaAHCh

BOIIPOCOM -- U MEHA CIIpallliBaAH, -- 3a49€M

MHHHCTEPCTBO AIOOBH TpaTHUT Ha Bac
CTOABKO TpPyZOB ¥ BpeMeHu. Korma
OCTaBaAMCh OOHM, Bac 3aHHUMaaA, B

CYILHOCTH, TOT K€ CcaMbli Bompoc. Bel
IOHUMaeTe MEXaHHKy Hallero oblecTsa,
HO HE IIOHHMMaAW IOOYAUTEABHBIX MOTHBOB.
I[TomHUTE, KAk BBI 3allUCaAU B JHEBHUKE: «J
IOHUMAIO KaK; He IOHUMar 3auem? Korma
BBI [yMaAHu 00 9TOM «3a4eM», BOT TOTAA BbI U
COMHEBAaAHUCh B CBO€H HOPMaAbHOCTH. BrI
IpOoYAM KHU2Y, KHUTY loancrediHa, -- IIO
KpaiiHell Mepe KaKHe-TO r'AaBbl. [IpodAm BBI
B HeM 4YTo-HHOyAh TakKoe, 4ero He 3HaAu
paHbIie?

-- BbI ee ynTaau? -- ckazaa YUHCTOH.

5 ee mnucaa. Bepnee, y4dacTBoBaa B
HamucaHuu. Kak BaM H3BECTHO, KHUTH He
IHIIYTCS B OAUHOYKY.

-- To, 4TO TaM cKasaHo, -- IpaBaa?

B ONHCATEABHOHM  4YacCTH --  pga.
[IpenaozkeHHad nporpamMma -- B3aop. TaifHo
HaKallAuBaTb 3HaHUA... IIPOCBEIATH
MAacChl... 3aT€M IIPOAETapPCKOe BOCCTAHUE...
CBEpPKEHHUE HapTHH. Ber camMu
JOTaAbIBAAMCh, YTO TaM CKas3aHO [JAaABblIIe.
[IposeTapun HUKOTZA HE BOCCTaHY HHU
4yepes TBhICAYY AET, HU Yepe3 MHUAAMOH. OHH

HE MOryT BoccTarb. IlpuynHy Bam
OOBACHATE HE Hamo; Bbl camMu 3HaeTe. U
ecan BBI TEIIHAUCH MedYTaMH o
BOOPY?KEHHOM BOCCTAaHHH -- OCTaBbTE HX.

Hukako#i BO3MOXKHOCTH CBEPrHYTBH ITapTHIO
HeT. BaacTe maptuu -- HaBeku. Bospmurte
9TO 3a OTHpPaBHYI0 TOYKy B BalllUX
PAa3MBIIIIAECHUSIX.

O'Bpaiien momomea 6AmKe K KOUKe. --
Haseku! -- noBTOpHMA OH. -- A Temepsb
BEpPHEMCH K BOIIPOCaM «KaK?» M «3adeM?»r.
Brl Ooaee mMAM MeHee IIOHSIAM, KaK IapTHs
COXpaH{eT CBOIO BAACThb. Temeprp CKaxkuTe
MHE, [AS YE€TO MBI JEPXKHMCH 3a BAACTb.
KakoB 1o0yaureabHbIEi MOTHB? [oBopuTe
Ke, -- IPUKa3aA OH MOAYABIIIEMY YHUHCTOHY.

YuHcToH wMenaua. Ero
IEeperoAHsAa yCTaaoCTb. A B raasax
O'Bpatiena  omarh  3axKercd  TYCKABIH
Ge3ymHBIN OoroHek 3HTy3nasma. OH 3apaHee
3HaaA, 4yTo ckKaxkerT O'BpatieH: uTo maptusa
HUIIET BAACTH He pagu Hee caMo#, a pagu
Oaara GoapmnHCTBa. MIeT BAacTH, IIOTOMY

Tem He MeHee
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for the good of the majority. That it sought
power because men in the mass were frail
cowardly creatures who could not endure
liberty or face the truth, and must be ruled
over and systematically deceived by others
who were stronger than themselves. That
the choice for mankind lay between
freedom and happiness, and that, for the
great bulk of mankind, happiness was
better. That the party was the eternal
guardian of the weak, a dedicated sect
doing evil that good might come, sacrificing
its own happiness to that of others. The
terrible thing, thought Winston, the terrible
thing was that when O’Brien said this he
would believe it. You could see it in his
face. O'Brien knew everything. A thousand
times better than Winston he knew what
the world was really like, in what
degradation the mass of human beings
lived and by what lies and barbarities the
Party kept them there. He had understood
it all, weighed it all, and it made no
difference: all was justified by the ultimate
purpose. What can you do, thought
Winston, against the lunatic who is more
intelligent than yourself, who gives your
arguments a fair hearing and then simply
persists in his lunacy?

“You are ruling over us for our own good,”
he said feebly. “You believe that human
beings are not fit to govern themselves, and
therefore--”

He started and almost cried out. A pang of
pain had shot through his body. O’Brien
had pushed the lever of the dial up to
thirty-five.

“That was stupid, Winston, stupid!” he
said. “You should know better than to say a
thing like that.”

He pulled the lever back and continued:

“Now I will tell you the answer to my
question. It is this. The Party seeks power
entirely for its own sake. We are not
interested in the good of others; we are
interested solely in power. Not wealth or
luxury or long life or happiness: only
power, pure power. What pure power
means you will understand presently. We
are different from all the oligarchies of the
past, in that we know what we are doing.
All the others, even those who resembled
ourselves, were cowards and hypocrites.
The German Nazis and the Russian
Communists came very close to us in their
methods, but they never had the courage to

4TO AW B Macce CBoed -- caalble,
TPYCAUBBIE CO3HAHHS, OHHU HE MOLYT
BBIHOCHUTH CBOOOLY, HE MOTYT CMOTPETH B
AWILIO0 TpaBae, II09TOMY HMHU JOAXKHBI
[IPaBUTH u CHCTEMATUYECKH ux
oOMaHBIBaTh Te€, KTO CHABHee HX. 4YTo
4eAOBEYECTBO CTOHT Ilepesl  BBIOOPOM:
cBobOa MAM CYACTHE, U AAS IIOaBASIOIIETO
GOABIIMHCTBA CYACTbe -- Aydmie. Yrto
mapTusl -- BEYHBIM ONEKyH CAabBbIX,
[IpeJaHHbId Haee OpHAEH, KOTOPbIM TBOPUT
3A0 BO UMs H00pa, }KepPTBYeT COGCTBEHHBIM
cyacTbeM paau cdacTbs Apyrux. Camoe
yKacHoe, IyMaA YHHCTOH, caMoe y»KacHOe -
- gyro, Korma O'BpaiieH cKazKeT 3TO, OH caM
cebe MOBEPHUT. OTO BHIOHO IO €r0 AHIL.
O'Bpatien 3HaeT Bce. 3HaeT B ThICAYY pas
Aydllle YHHCTOHA, B KaKOM YO0OKecTBe
JKUBYT AIOOU, KAKOH AOKBIO H JKECTOKOCTBIO
[IapTHusl yAEPKUBAET UX B 9TOM COCTOSIHUH.
OH T1IOHSIA Bce, BCe OLEHHA U He
rmokoaebaacss B CBoHX YOeXKIOEHHUSX: BCe
olnpaBAaHO KOHEYHOH 1eApro. YTO ThI
MOXKEeIlIb CAeAaTh, AyMaA YHHCTOH, IIPOTHB
Gesymiia, KOTOpBIH yMmHee Tebs, KOTOpPBIi
GecrpucTpacTHO BBICAYIIIUBAET TBOU
apryMeHTBI H IIPOJOAKAET YIIOPCTBOBATEH B
cBoeM Ge3ymuun?

-- Bbl nipaBuTE HaMU OAS Halllero 6aara, --
cAabbIM TOAOCOM CKasaa OH. -- BbI cuuTaere,
YTO AIOAU HE CIIOCOOHBI IIPaBUTH CO0O#H, U
II03TOMY...

OH B3APOTHYA M YyTh He 3aKpHyas. Boab
npoHsuaa ero Tteao. O'BpafieH mnocraBua
pbIYar Ha TPUALATH IISTh.

-- I'aymio, YuHcTOH, rayno! -- ckaszaa oH. -- 4
OKH/laA OT BacC AYYIIIETO OTBETA.

OH 0TBeA pbIYar 00pPaTHO K IIPOJLOAIKAA:

-- Tenmepr & cam oTBe4Yy Ha 3TOT BOIIPOC.
Bor kak. Ilaptua crpeMuTrcd K BAACTH
HCKAIOYHUTEABHO pangu Hee camoii. Hac He
3aHHUMaeT 4yxKoe 0aaro, Hac 3aHHUMaeT
TOABKO BAacTh. Hu 6oraTcTBO, HH POCKOIIIB,
HU [oATas »KHU3Hb, HHU CYACTBE -- TOABKO
BAACTb, 4YHCTasd BAACTh. 4YTO O3Ha4YaeT
4ucTasgd BAACTb, BBl CKOPO TIIioiimere. MbI
3HaeM, 4TO [eAAEM, U B 3TOM Hallle OTAUYHE
OT BCEX OAMrapxuii mnpomaoro. Bce
OCTaAbHbIE, aXKe Te, KTO HallOMHHaA Hac,
OBIAM TpPYCBI M AHLEMEpBI. l'epMaHCKHe
HaIUCTBI ¥ PYCCKHE KOMMYHHCTBI OBIAU y2Ke
o4YeHb OAM3KH K HaM II0 METOZaM, HO Y HUX
He XBaTHAO MyXKecTBa pa3obpaTbCcs B
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recognize their own motives. They
pretended, perhaps they even believed, that
they had seized power unwillingly and for a
limited time, and that just round the corner
there lay a paradise where human beings
would be free and equal. We are not like
that. We know that no one ever seizes
power with the intention of relinquishing it.
Power is not a means, it is an end. One
does not establish a dictatorship in order to
safeguard a revolution; one makes the
revolution in order to establish the
dictatorship. The object of persecution is
persecution. The object of torture is torture.
The object of power is power. Now do you
begin to understand me?”

Winston was struck, as he had been struck
before, by the tiredness of O’Brien’s face. It
was strong and fleshy and brutal, it was
full of intelligence and a sort of controlled
passion before which he felt himself
helpless; but it was tired. There were
pouches under the eyes, the skin sagged
from the cheekbones. O’Brien leaned over
him, deliberately bringing the worn face
nearer.

“You are thinking,” he said, “that my face is
old and tired. You are thinking that I talk of
power, and yet I am not even able to
prevent the decay of my own body. Can you
not understand, Winston, that the
individual is only a cell? The weariness of
the cell is the vigour of the organism. Do
you die when you cut your fingernails?”

He turned away from the bed and began
strolling up and down again, one hand in
his pocket.

“We are the priests of power,” he said. “God
is power. But at present power is only a
word so far as you are concerned. It is time
for you to gather some idea of what power
means. The first thing you must realize is
that power is collective. The individual only
has power in so far as he ceases to be an
individual. You know the Party slogan:
‘Freedom is Slavery’. Has it ever occurred to
you that it is reversible? Slavery is freedom.
Alone -- free -- the human being is always
defeated. It must be so, because every
human being is doomed to die, which is the
greatest of all failures. But if he can make
complete, utter submission, if he can
escape from his identity, if he can merge
himself in the Party so that he is the Party,
then he is all-powerful and immortal. The
second thing for you to realize is that power

cobcTBeHHBIX MOoTHBax. OHH [eaaAu BUI H,
BEPOSITHO, [aXK€ BEPHUAHM, UYTO 3aXBATUAU
BAACTh BBIHYXKIEHHO, Ha OTPaHHYEHHOE
BpeMsl, a BIIeped, pPYKOH I[oaaTh, yiKe
BHUAEH pai, rae Aroau OyayT CBOOOAHBI U
paBHbl. Mpl He Takue. Mbl 3HaeMm, YTO
BAACTh HUKOT/A HE 3aXBaThIBAIOT [IASI TOTO,
4yTOOBI OT HEEe OTKas3aThCsa. Baactp -- He
CpPenCcTBO; OHa -- IeAb. JIUKTaTypy
Y4IPEKIAIOT HE AT TOrO0, YTOOBI OXPAaHSTH
PEBOAIOLINIO; PEBOAIOILIUIO COBEPILIAIOT MIAS
TOro, 4TOOBI yCTAHOBUTH OUKTATYpPy. Lleanb
pernipeccuii -- pempeccud. lleap OBITKH --
neiTKa. Lleab BaacTu -- BaacTh. Temeph BEBI
MEHS HEMHOTO [TIOHHMAaeTe?

YuHCTOH OBIA TTIOPazKeH, U y2Ke He B IIEPBBIi
pas, ycrasocteio Ha aulle O'Bpaitena. OHO
OBIAO CUABHBIM, MSICHCTBIM U IPyObIM, B HEM
BHAEH ObIA YM M CHEpXHBaeMasl CTPacTh,
mepes KOTOPOM OH 4YyBCTBOBaA cebg
GECCHABHBIM; HO 3TO OBIAO YCTAAOE AHIIO.
ITom raazamm HaOyXAW MEIIKH, U KOXKa IO
ckyaaMu obBucaa. O'BpatieH HaKAOHHACS K
HEMY -- HApO4YHO IIPHUOAWU3HA YTOMAEHHOE
AHIIO.

-- Bl nymaere, -- ckasaa OH, -- 4YTO AHIIO Y
MeHd cTapoe U ycraaoe. Bel gymaere, 4To g
paccyzKzalm O BAACTH, a caM He B CHAax
IPEeOTBPATUTh JazKe paclajl COOCTBEHHOIO
Teaa. Heykean BBI He TIOHHMaeTe, YHHCTOH,
YTO MHAWUBHJM -- BCErO AHWIIb KAETKa?
YcTasrocTe KAETKH -- OHEPIHd OpraHusMa.
BrI ymupaere, Korga CTpHUKETE HOITH?

OH oTBepHyAcsa OT YHHCTOHA M Hadaa
pacxakuBaTh II0 KaMepe, 3acyHyB OOHY
PYKYy B KapMaH.

-- MeI -- Xpenpl BAACTH, -- CKa3aa OH. --
Bor -- sTo Baacte. Ho uTo Kacaercda Bac,
BAACTb -- IOKyZa TOABKO caoBo. Ilopa
OOBACHUTE BaM, YTO 3HAYUT «BAACTH).
[Ipexxnme Bcero BBl [OAXKHBI IIOHSTH, YTO
BAACTh KOAAGKTHBHad. VMHauBuza obaamaer

BAACTBIO  HACTOABKO,  HACKOABKO  OH
nmepecraa OBITH HHAWBHIOM. Bbl 3Haere
napTufiHeii  Ao3yHr: «CBoboma --  3TO

pabctBO». BaM He PHXOAMAO B TOAOBY, YTO
€ro MOXKHO IepeBepHyTb? PabcTBO -- 3TO
cBoboma. OmuH -- CBOOOOHBIA -- YEAOBEK
BCerga TepnuT ImopaxkeHwe. Tak U MOAXKHO
ObITH, HWOO KaXXIbIii YeAOBEeK obpedeH
yMepeThb, U 9TO €ro CaMbIii GOABIION H3BSH.
Ho ecAn oH MOXKeET ITOAHOCTBIO, 6€3 ocTaTrka
TIOAYUHUTHCS, €CAM OH MOXKET OTKa3aThCs
OoT cebsI, ecCAM OH MOXKET PACTBOPUTHCS B
napTHH TakK, YTO OH cmaHem IIapTHEH,

233



is power over human beings. Over the body
but, above all, over the mind. Power over
matter -- external reality, as you would call
it -- is not important. Already our control
over matter is absolute.”

For a moment Winston ignored the dial. He
made a violent effort to raise himself into a
sitting position, and merely succeeded in
wrenching his body painfully.

“But how can you control matter?” he burst
out. “You don’t even control the climate or
the law of gravity. And there are disease,
pain, death--"

O’Brien silenced him by a movement of his
hand. “We control matter because we
control the mind. Reality is inside the skull.
You will learn by degrees, Winston. There is
nothing that we could not do. Invisibility,
levitation -- anything. I could float off this
floor like a soap bubble if I wish to. I do not
wish to, because the Party does not wish it.
You must get rid of those nineteenth-
century ideas about the laws of Nature. We
make the laws of Nature.”

“But you do not! You are not even masters
of this planet. What about Eurasia and
Eastasia? You have not conquered them
yet.”

“Unimportant. We shall conquer them when
it suits us. And if we did not, what
difference would it make? We can shut
them out of existence. Oceania is the
world.”

“But the world itself is only a speck of dust.
And man is tiny helpless! How long has he
been in existence? For millions of years the
earth was uninhabited.”

“Nonsense. The earth is as old as we are,
no older. How could it be older? Nothing
exists except through human
consciousness.”

“But the rocks are full of the bones of
extinct animals -- mammoths and
mastodons and enormous reptiles which
lived here long before man was ever heard
of.”

“Have you ever seen those bones, Winston?
Of  course not. Nineteenth-century
biologists invented them. Before man there

TOr@a OH BCEMOryIl K OeccmepreH. Bo-
BTOPBIX, BaM CA€AYET IOHATH, YTO BAACTD --
9TO BAACTb HaJ AIOABMH, HaJ TEAOM, HO
caMoe TAaBHOE -- HaJ pa3dyMoM. BaacTe Hafm
MaTepHer -- Had BHEMIHEH peaabHOCTHIO,
KaKk Bbl OBl €€ Has3BaAW, -- HE HMeeT
3Ha4YeHHd. MaTepuro MBI yXKe IIOKOPHAH
IIOAHOCTBIO.

Ha mur YusHcTOH 3a0bIA 0 IIKase. Hampsaras
BCE CHABI, OH IIOIIBITAACSI CECTb, HO TOABKO
creaan cebe BOABHO.

-- [la KaK BBl MOKETE ITOKOPUTH MaTEPUIO? -
- BBIPBAAOCH y HEro. -- BbI maxke KAuMMaT,
3aKOH TATOTEHHS He IIOKOPHAH. A €CTb ellle
6oae3HU, 60Ab, CMEPTb...

O'BpatieH 0CTaHOBHA €r0 ABHKEHHEM PYKH.
-- MBI IOKOPHAH MAaTEPHIO, IIOTOMY YTO MBI
TIOKOPHAH CO3HaHUe. [lefiCTBUTEALHOCTh --
BHyTpH dYepemna. Bbl 3TO IIOCTEIIEHHO
YACHUTE, YHUHCTOH. [Iass HAc HET HHYEro
HEBO3MOXHOTO. HEBUAUMOCTE, A€BUTAILIUS -
- yro yrogHo. Ecau 6rvI g moxkeaaa, s MOT GBI
B3AETETh ceHldyac C IoAa, KaK MbIABHBIH
y3bIpb. 5l 3TOro He XKeAal, IIOTOMY YTO
3TOr0 HE JIKeAaeT IapTHs. BBl [JOAKHBI
n30aBUTHCS orT IpeacTaBACHUH
MEBSITHAILIATOTO BeEKa OTHOCHTEABHO
3aKOHOB MHpHUpoabl. Mbl co3maeM 3aKOHBI
TIPUPOLBI.

-- Kak e BblI co3maere? Bbpl maxke Ha
naaHeTe He xo3seBa. A EBpasua, Ocrasua?
Bre1 1x moka He 3aBoeBaAH.

-- He Baxwmo. 3aBoroeM, Korma HaMm OyzeT
Hamgo. A ecAu He 3aBOIOEM -- Kakas
pasHuna? MBI MOXEM MCKAIOYUTH HUX U3
Hamrel xxu3Hu. OKeaHHUs -- 9TO BECb MHD.

-- Ho Mup cam -- Bcero Auub IObIAMHKA. A
4eAOBEK Maa... OecriomorreH! /laBHO AM OH
cymiecTByeT? MuaAMOHBI AeT 3eMast Oblaa
HeobuTaema.

-- Yemyxa. 3eMA€ CTOABKO K€ AET, CKOABKO
HaM, OHa He crapire. Kak oHa MOXKeT ObITh
crapiie? BHe 4YeAOBEYECKOrO CO3HAHHUSI
HHYEro He CYyILIECTBYET.

Ho B

3eMHBIX IIOpoflaXx -- KOCTH
BBIMEPIITHX KUBOTHBIX... MaMOHTOB,
MaCTOMOHTOB, OIPOMHBIX PENTHAHN, OHH
KHUAW 3aJI0ATO [I0 TOTO, KaK CTaAO U3BECTHO
0 YEAOBEKE.

-- Brl korma-HHUOyAb BHIOEAHM 3TH KOCTH,
Yuncror? Her, koHewyHo. lX BblaymMasu
Groaoru IEeBATHAOLIATOTO BeKa. o

234



was nothing. After man, if he could come to
an end, there would be nothing. Outside
man there is nothing.”

“But the whole universe is outside us. Look
at the stars! Some of them are a million
light-years away. They are out of our reach
for ever.”

“What are the stars?” said O’Brien
indifferently. “They are bits of fire a few
kilometres away. We could reach them if we
wanted to. Or we could blot them out. The
earth is the centre of the universe. The sun
and the stars go round it.”

Winston made another convulsive
movement. This time he did not say
anything. O’Brien continued as though
answering a spoken objection:

“For certain purposes, of course, that is not
true. When we navigate the ocean, or when
we predict an eclipse, we often find it
convenient to assume that the earth goes
round the sun and that the stars are
millions upon millions of kilometres away.
But what of it? Do you suppose it is beyond
us to produce a dual system of astronomy?
The stars can be near or distant, according
as we need them. Do you suppose our
mathematicians are unequal to that? Have
you forgotten doublethink?”

Winston shrank back upon the bed.
Whatever he said, the swift answer crushed
him like a bludgeon. And yet he knew, he
knew, that he was in the right. The belief
that nothing exists outside your own mind -
- surely there must be some way of
demonstrating that it was false? Had it not
been exposed long ago as a fallacy? There
was even a name for it, which he had
forgotten. A faint smile twitched the corners
of O’Brien’s mouth as he looked down at
him.

“lI told you, Winston,” he said, “that
metaphysics is not your strong point. The
word you are trying to think of is solipsism.
But you are mistaken. This is not
solipsism. Collective solipsism, if you like.
But that is a different thing: in fact, the
opposite thing. All this is a digression,” he
added in a different tone. “The real power,
the power we have to fight for night and
day, is not power over things, but over
men.” He paused, and for a moment
assumed again his air of a schoolmaster

4yeAOBeKa He ObIAO HHYEro. Ilocae dyeaoBeKa,
€CAM OH KOH4YHTCH, He Oyzmer Hudyero. Her
HHUYEro, KpoMe 4eAoBeKa.

Kpome Hac ecTb Ilearasd BCEA€HHad.
[Tocmorpure Ha 3Be3awl! Hekoropeie -- B

MHAAMOHAX CBETOBBIX AeT OT Hac. OHHu
Bceraa OyayT HEIOCTYITHBI.

-- UYro Takoe 3Be3ObI? -- PaBHOAYIIHO
BO3pa3uA O'BpatieH. - OrueHHbBIE
KPYIIHHKH B CKOABKHX-TO KHAOMETpPax

orciofa. Ecan ObI MBI 3aXOTE€AH, MBI OBI HX
OOCTUTAM HWAM CYMEAM OBl HX TIIOTACHUTb.
3emass -- 1eHTp BceaeHHOH. CoaHIlE U
3Be3/1bl 00paIlaroTcs BOKPYT HAC.

YuHCTOH CHOBa mHonbITascsg cectb. Ho Ha
3TOT pa3 Hu4Yero He ckazaa. O'Bpatien
nopomoAXaa, Kak Obl oTBedyas Ha €ro
BO3pazKeHUe:

-- KoHe4HO, OaAs OIpeNeAeHHBIX 3amad 3TO
He rogutrcd. Korma MbI IABIBEM IIO OKEaHY
HAM  IIpeACKasblBaeM  3aTMeHHe, HaMm
ynobHee IPEAIIOAOKUTE, 910 Bemad
Bparaercas BOKpPyr COAHILIA M 4YTO 3Be3MbI
yOaA€Hbl Ha MHAAHOHBI UM MHAAHOHBI
kuaomMeTpoB. Ho uro u3 artoro? [lymaerte,
HaM He II0 CHAaM pa3paboTaTb ABOMHYIO
aCTPOHOMUIO? 3Be3anl MOTYT OBITH
INAACKHUMHU HAH OAHU3KHMH B 3aBHCHMOCTH OT
TOro, YTO HaM HyXHO. J[lymaere, HaIIH
MaTeMaTHKH C O9THM He CIpaBaTcd? Bel
3a0bIAM O JBOEMBICAUU?

YHUHCTOH BBITAHYACH Ha KoOiHKe. YTo OBl OH
HU CKas3aA, MTHOBEHHBIM OTBET COKpyIIaa
ero, Kak AybounHka. M Bce ke OH 3HaA, OH
3Haa, 4YTO IpaB. Mpaesd, 4YTO BHE TBOETO
CO3HAHHUS HHYEro HE CYIIECTBYET... BeIb
HaBepHAKA €CcTb KaKoO#-TO criocob
OIIPOBEPTHYTH €€. PasBe He mokaszaau
JAaBHBIM-IABHO, YTO 3TO -- 3abAyKaeHHEe?
OHO pmaxke Kak-TO Ha3bIBaAOCh, TOABKO OH
3a6pia kak. O'BpatieH cMoOTpeA CBepxy,
caabas yapIOKa KPUBHAA €EMY POT.

-- 9l BaM roBOpIO, YUHCTOH, MeTaU3UKA --
He Ballla CHABHadg cTropoHa. CAOBO, KOTOpOE
Bbl INBITAETECH BCIIOMHHUTB, -- COAMIICH3M.
Ho BBl omubaerech. OTO HE COAHIICHU3M.
KoaaeKTUBHBIN COAMIICHU3M, €CAU yrogHo. U
BCE-TaKH -- 9TO HEYTO APYTOE; B CYLIHOCTH -
- IIPOTHUBOIIOAOKHOE. MBI YKAOHHAWUCH OT
TEMBI, -- 3aM€THA OH YK€ APYTHMM TOHOM. --
[TomanHHAasT BAACTh, BAACTD, 38 KOTOPYIO MBI
JOAXKHBI CpaskaTbCd [E€Hb U HOYb, -- 3TO
BAACTb He Haj IIpeAMeTaMHU, a Hall AIOJIbMU.
-- OH CMOAK, a IIOTOM CIIPOCHA, KaK yYUTEAD
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questioning a promising pupil: “How does
one man assert his power over another,
Winston?”

Winston thought. “By making him suffer,”
he said.

“Exactly. By making him suffer. Obedience
is not enough. Unless he is suffering, how
can you be sure that he is obeying your will
and not his own? Power is in inflicting pain
and humiliation. Power is in tearing human
minds to pieces and putting them together
again in new shapes of your own choosing.
Do you begin to see, then, what kind of
world we are creating? It is the exact
opposite of the stupid hedonistic Utopias
that the old reformers imagined. A world of
fear and treachery is torment, a world of
trampling and being trampled upon, a
world which will grow not less but MORE
merciless as it refines itself. Progress in our
world will be progress towards more pain.
The old civilizations claimed that they were
founded on love or justice. Ours is founded
upon hatred. In our world there will be no
emotions except fear, rage, triumph, and
self-abasement. Everything else we shall
destroy -- everything. Already we are
breaking down the habits of thought which
have survived from before the Revolution.
We have cut the links between child and
parent, and between man and man, and
between man and woman. No one dares
trust a wife or a child or a friend any
longer. But in the future there will be no
wives and no friends. Children will be taken
from their mothers at birth, as one takes
eggs from a hen. The sex instinct will be
eradicated. Procreation will be an annual
formality like the renewal of a ration card.
We shall abolish the orgasm. Our
neurologists are at work upon it now. There
will be no loyalty, except loyalty towards
the Party. There will be no love, except the
love of Big Brother. There will be no
laughter, except the laugh of triumph over
a defeated enemy. There will be no art, no
literature, no science. When we are
omnipotent we shall have no more need of
science. There will be no distinction
between beauty and ugliness. There will be
no curiosity, no enjoyment of the process of
life. All competing pleasures will be
destroyed. But always -- do not forget this,
Winston -- always there will be the
intoxication of power, constantly increasing
and constantly growing subtler. Always, at

CIIOCOOHOIO yYeHHKa: -- YHHCTOH, Kak
9EeAOBEK YTBEPKIAET CBOIO BAACTh HaL
OPYTUMH?

YuHCTOH moayMaa. -- 3acraBagd  €ro
cTpagark, -- CKasaa OH.

-- CoBepIIeHHO BEPHO. 3acTaBasisi €ro
crpagatb. IlocayliaHms — HEZOCTATOYHO.

EcAM 4eAOBeK HE CTPafaeT, KaK Bbl MOXKETE
ObITH YBEPEHBI, YTO OH KCIIOAHSET BAallly
BOAIO, a HE CBOIO coOcTBeHHyH0? Baacrb
COCTOUT B TOM, 4TOOBI IIPUYUHATH 00Ab H
yHHKaTh. B ToM, Yrobel paszopBaThb
CO3HaHUE AIOAEM Ha KYyCKH H COCTaBUTH
CHOBa B TAKOM BHJE, B KAKOM BaM YTOZHO.
Tenmepsr BaM MOHSTHO, KAKOM MHDP MBI

co3gaem? On Oyner IIOAHOM
IIPOTHBOIIOAOZKHOCTBIO[S] TEeM TAYIIBIM
TeIOHUCTUYECKHUM  YTOIMSAM, KOTOPBIMH

TELIUAUCH IIpekHHe pedopMaTopbl. Mup
cTpaxa, NOpPefaTeAbCTBA W MyYeHHM, MHP
TOMYYIHX U PACTONTAHHBIX, MUD, KOTOPBIH,
COBEPIIIEHCTBYSACH, OyOET CTAHOBUTBLCS He
MeHee, a Goaee GE3KAAOCTHBIM; IIPOrPECC B
HameM Mupe OyZeT HalIpaBA€H K POCTY
CTpaaHui. ITpexxuue LIUBUAU3AIIUH
YTBEPKIAAU, YTO OHH OCHOBAHBLI Ha AIOOBU
U CIpaBegAMBOCTH. Hama ocHoBaHa Ha
HEHaBUCTH. B Hailem mMupe He OyaeT WHBIX
4yBCTB, KPOMe CTpaxa, THeBa, TOPKECTBA U
CaMOYHHUYHIKEeHHUsd. Bce ocCTasbHblE MBI
uctpebum. Bce. MBI UCKOpEHSIEM IIPEXRHUE
CITOCOOBI MBIIIIA€HUS - IEPEXRUTKU
JOPEBOAIOITMOHHEIX BpeMeH. MbI paszopBasu
CBA3M MeEXKIy pOAUTEAeM U pebeHKOM,
MEXAYy MYyXK4YHMHOM M KEHIUMHOH, MeXIy
OIHHM YEeAOBEKOM U ApPyruM. HUKTO yKe He
[OBepsieT HU JKeHe, HU pebeHKy, HU APYTY.
A CcrOpo U 3XeH U mApy3efi He Oymert.
HoBopoxkaeHHbIX MBI 3abepeM y MaTepH,
Kak 3abupaemM gilia H3-IOA HECYIIKH.
IToaoBoE BAEYEHUE BBITPABUM.
PasMmHozkeHune cTaHeT eXeTroHOMH
¢opMaAbHOCTHIO, Kak BO300HOBAEHHE
[IPOAOBOABCTBEHHOM KapTouku. Oprasm Mbl
CcBeZleM Ha HeT. Halllu HEBPOAOTH yiKe HIIyT
cpencrBa. He Gymer WHOM BEPHOCTH, KPOMe
napTuiiHol BepHocTH. He Oymer wuHOMA
Ar00BU, KpoMe Ap6Bu K Crapuiemy Bpary.
He Oymer mHOro cmexa, Kpome I100eIHOrO
cMmexa Hajl IOBepKeHHBIM BparoM. He Gyzer
HCKYCCTBa, AUTepaTyphl, Hayku. Korma Mbl
CTaHEM BCECHABHBIMH, MbI OboiimeMcs 6e3
Hayku. He OyzerT pasanyuusg  MeXIy
YPOOAUBBIM U IIPEKPAcCHBIM. Hcue3HeT
AI0603HATEABHOCTD, KHU3Hb He OyIeT HUCKaThb
cebe mnpumenenus. C  paszHooGpaszuem

236



every moment, there will be the thrill of
victory, the sensation of trampling on an
enemy who is helpless. If you want a
picture of the future, imagine a boot
stamping on a human face -- for ever.”

He paused as though he expected Winston
to speak. Winston had tried to shrink back
into the surface of the bed again. He could
not say anything. His heart seemed to be
frozen. O’Brien went on:

“And remember that it is for ever. The face
will always be there to be stamped upon.
The heretic, the enemy of society, will
always be there, so that he can be defeated
and humiliated over again. Everything that
you have undergone since you have been in
our hands -- all that will continue, and
worse. The espionage, the betrayals, the
arrests, the tortures, the executions, the
disappearances will never cease. It will be a
world of terror as much as a world of
triumph. The more the Party is powerful,
the less it will be tolerant: the weaker the
opposition, the tighter the despotism.
Goldstein and his heresies will live for ever.
Every day, at every moment, they will be
defeated, discredited, ridiculed, spat upon
and yet they will always survive. This
drama that I have played out with you
during seven years will be played out over
and over again generation after generation,
always in subtler forms. Always we shall

have the heretic here at our mercy,
screaming with  pain, broken up,
contemptible -- and in the end utterly

penitent, saved from himself, crawling to
our feet of his own accord. That is the world
that we are preparing, Winston. A world of
victory after victory, triumph after triumph
after triumph: an endless pressing,
pressing, pressing upon the nerve of power.
You are beginning, I can see, to realize
what that world will be like. But in the end
you will do more than understand it. You
will accept it, welcome it, become part of it.”

Winston had recovered himself sufficiently
to speak. “You can’t!” he said weakly.

“What do you mean by that remark,
Winston?”

“You could not create such a world as you
have just described. It is a dream. It is

YAOBOABCTBHM MbI ITOKOHYHMM. Ho Bcerma --
3aIlOMHHUTe, YWUHCTOH, -- Bcerga Oyner
ONbIHEHHWE BAACTBIO, M YEM HJAABIIE, TEM
CuAbHEE, TeM ocTpee. Beerna, Kaxkablii MUr,
OyZmeT IpPOH3UTEABHAasl pPaaoCTh II00endmI,
HACAaXKEHHE OTTOro, YTO HACTYIIHA Ha
GecrmmomoIlrHoro Bpara. Ecanm BaMm HyxKeH
obpasz Oyaymero, BooGpas3uTe  Caror,
TOIYYIIUH AHIIO YEAOBEKA -- BEYHO.

OH YMOAK, CAOBHO OXKHJas, YTO OTBETHUT
YHHCTOH. YHHCTOHYy OISTh 3aXOTE€AOCh
3apeIThC B KOMKy. OH HHYero He MOT
ckazatbk. Ceparie y Hero ctblao. O'Bpatien
TIPOIOATKAA:

-- 1 momMHUTE, YTO 3TO -- HABEYHO. /AHIIO
AT pacTanThIBaHUSI BCeraa Haiaercs.
Bceernma Hatinercs epeTHK, Bpar obIiecTsa,
IOAST TOro 4dYroObI €ro CHOBa M CHOBa
nobexmaan U yHUXKaAU. Bce, YTO BBl
IIEepPEeHEeCAH C TeX IIOp, Kak IIOIIaAM K HaM B

PyKH, -- BCE 3TO 6y;[eT IIPOOOAZKATHCH,
TOABKO XyZK€. Hukorma He IIPEKpPATATCA
IIIMMHUOHCTBO, IIpEaaTeEAbBCTBA, apecCThI,

BITKH, Ka3HH, HCYEe3HOBeHHd. JTo Oymer
MHpP Teppopa -- B TaKOH Ke CTEeIeHH, Kak
MHpP TOpxKecTBa. YeM MoOryIlecTBeHHee
Oynmer maprtus, TeM OoHa OyAeT HeTepIluMee;
4yeM caabee COIPOTHBACHHE, TEM CypoBee
necriotu3M. oancTediH U ero epecu OymyT
KUATh BedHOo. Kaxkabli OeHb, KaxKAyIo
MHHYTY HX OyZyT TpPOMHUTH, II030PHUTH,
BBICMEHBATh, OIA€BBIBATH -- a OHH
COXpaHATCd. JTa ApaMma, KOTOPYIO s C BAMH
pasbIrpbiBas ceMb AeT, Oyner
pas3pIrpblBaThC CHOBA M CHOBa, U C
KasK[IpIM IIOKOAEHHEM -- BCE HU30IIpeHHee. Y
HAC BCerga HaMAETCS epeTHK -- U Oynmer
3MeCh KpHU4YaTb OT OOAHM, CAOMAEHHBIH H
JKaAKUM, a B KOHIlE, CIIaCLINCh OT cebs,
pacKasgBIINCh [0 TAYOMHBI MOyIIH, Cam
IpPHZKMETCd K HalllUM Horam. BoT Kakoi
MHpP MBI IIOCTPOHUM, YHHCTOH. OT mobens! K
nobene, 3a TpuyMpoM TpUyMd U HOBBIH
TpUyMd: IIEKOTaTh, IIEKOTATh, IIEKOTATH
HEPB BAACTH. BHXKy, BaM CTaHOBHUTCS
IIOHATHO, KakKoi 3To Oyxet mup. Ho B KoHIle
KOHIIOB BBl HE€ IIPOCTO Imoimere. Bel
IpuMeTe ero, OyZere ero IIPHUBETCTBOBATE,
CTaHeTe ero 4acThio.

YUHCTOH HEMHOIO OIIOMHHACH M 6e3
yOeXXOEHHOCTH BO3pasuA: -- Bam He
yaacres.

-- YTo BBI XOTHUTE CKa3aTh?

-- Bbl He cMoOXKeTe CO3HaTh TaKOM MUp,
Kakoif ommcasn. OTO MedTaHHe. OJTO

237



impossible.”

“Why?”

“It is impossible to found a civilization on
fear and hatred and cruelty. It would never
endure.”

“Why not?”

“It would have no vitality. It would
disintegrate. It would commit suicide.”

“Nonsense. You are under the impression
that hatred is more exhausting than love.
Why should it be? And if it were, what
difference would that make? Suppose that
we choose to wear ourselves out faster.
Suppose that we quicken the tempo of
human life till men are senile at thirty. Still
what difference would it make? Can you
not understand that the death of the
individual is not death? The party is
immortal.”

As usual, the voice had battered Winston
into helplessness. Moreover he was in
dread that if he persisted in his
disagreement O’Brien would twist the dial
again. And yet he could not keep silent.
Feebly, without arguments, with nothing to
support him except his inarticulate horror
of what O’Brien had said, he returned to
the attack.

“I don’t know -- I don’t care. Somehow you
will fail. Something will defeat you. Life will
defeat you.”

“We control life, Winston, at all its levels.
You are imagining that there is something
called human nature which will be
outraged by what we do and will turn
against us. But we create human nature.
Men are infinitely malleable. Or perhaps
you have returned to your old idea that the
proletarians or the slaves will arise and
overthrow us. Put it out of your mind. They
are helpless, like the animals. Humanity is
the Party. The others are outside --
irrelevant.”

“l don’t care. In the end they will beat you.
Sooner or later they will see you for what
you are, and then they will tear you to
pieces.”

“Do you see any evidence that that is
happening? Or any reason why it should?”

“No. I believe it. I know that you will fail.
There is something in the universe -- I don’t
know, some spirit, some principle -- that

HEBO3MOXKHO.
-- [Touemy?

-- HeB03MOXKXHO IIOCTPOUTH IITMBHUAM3AIIHIIO
Ha CcTpaxe, HEHaBHCTHU U KecToKocTu. OHa
HE yCTOUT.

-- [Touemy?

- Ona HEKH3HECIIOCOOHA. OHa
pacceinaercd. OHa KOHYUT CaMOyOHHACTBOM.
-- UYemyxa. Bsl BHymwnaun cebe, dYTO
HEHaBHCTh H3HypUTeAbHee AOOBH. [la
noyeMy xXe? A ecam B Tak -- Kakad
pasHuna? IToAoXKHMM, MBI PEIIHAH, YTO

OymeMm OpIcTpee HM3HAIIMBATBECA. Il0AOKHM,
YBEAUYHMAU TEMII Y€AOBEYECKOU XKU3HU TaK,
4TO K TPUALATH ToJaM HAacCTyIlaeT MapasM.
W uro xe oT sToro maMeHuTca? Heyxkeau
BaM HEMNOHATHO, YTO CMEPTh MHAWMBHIAA --
3TO He cMepTh? [lapTusa 6eccmepTHA.

Kak Bcerma, ero ronoc moBepr YHHCTOHA B
cocrosiHue OecrioMmomHocTH. Kpome Toro,
YuHCTOH 00SIACH, YTO, €CAH IIPOAOAXKATH
criop, O'Bpaiien cHOBa Bo3bMeTCH 3a phIdYar.
Ho cmoauatrs oH He wMmor. BeccuabHOo, He
Haxons  JOBOIOB - €IMHCTBEHHBIM
IIOAKpeNAeHHEeM ObIA HEMOH yzKac, KOTOPBIH
BbI3bIBaAn y Hero peuu O'BpaiieHa, -- oH
BO300HOBUA aTaKy:

-- He 3Haro... Bce paBHO. Bac xaetr kpax.
Yro-tTo Bac rnmodbeaut. 2KU3Hb IIOOEIUT.

-- Ku3HBIO MBI yIpaBAsieM, YHHCTOH, Ha
BCeX ypoBHAX. Bwl BooOpaskaere, 6yaro
CyIIIECTBYET HEYTo, Ha3bIBaIoIIeecs
4eAOBE€YECKOM HaTypoO#, U OHa BO3MYTHUTCH
TE€M, YTO MBI TBOPHM, -- BoccTaHeT. Ho
4eAOBEYECKYI0 HATypy CO34aeM Mbl. Aogu
OECKOHEYHO ITOJATAUBEI. A MOXKeT OBbITh, BBI
BEPHYAHUCH K CBOeil IIpexKHeH wuaee, dYTO
BOCCTaHYT M CBEPTHYT HAC IIPOAETAPHUU HAH
pabbr? BriGpockTe 3TO U3 roaoBbl. OHHU
6GEeCIIOMOIIIHEI, KaK CKOT. YeAOBEYecTBO --
aT0 napTud. OcrasbHbBIE -- BHE -- HUYET0 He
3Ha4ar.

-- Bce paBHO. B KOHIlEe KOHIIOB OHHM Bac
rnobenar. PaHo MAHW IIO3QHO ITOMMYT, KTO BBI
€CTb, ¥ Pa30PBYT BacC B KAOYb.

Ber yxke BuAUTE KaKWe-HUOyOb
npu3Haku? Mam Kakoe-HHOyZb OCHOBaHHE
IIASI TAKOTO IIPOTrHO3a?

-- Her. 9 mpocro Bepro. 4 3HaI, 4TO Bac
XKIEeT Kpax. ECTh 4TO-TO BO BCEAEHHOU, HE
3HA0... KaKOU-TO AyX, KaKOH-TO MPHUHIIMII,
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you will never overcome.”
“Do you believe in God, Winston?”
“NO,”

“Then what is it, this principle that
defeat us?”

will

“l don’t know. The spirit of Man.”
“And do you consider yourself a man?.”
“YeS.”

“If you are a man, Winston, you are the last
man. Your kind is extinct; we are the
inheritors. Do you understand that you are
alone? You are outside history, you are
non-existent.” His manner changed and he
said more harshly: “And you consider
yourself morally superior to us, with our
lies and our cruelty?”

“Yes, I consider myself superior.”

O’Brien did not speak. Two other voices
were speaking. After a moment Winston
recognized one of them as his own. It was a
sound-track of the conversation he had had
with O’Brien, on the night when he had
enrolled himself in the Brotherhood. He
heard himself promising to lie, to steal, to
forge, to murder, to encourage drug-taking
and prostitution, to disseminate venereal
diseases, to throw vitriol in a child’s face.
O’Brien made a small impatient gesture, as
though to say that the demonstration was
hardly worth making. Then he turned a
switch and the voices stopped.

“Get up from that bed,” he said.

The bonds had loosened themselves.
Winston lowered himself to the floor and
stood up unsteadily.

“You are the last man,” said O’Brien. “You
are the guardian of the human spirit. You
shall see yourself as you are. Take off your
clothes.”

Winston undid the bit of string that held
his overalls together. The zip fastener had
long since been wrenched out of them. He
could not remember whether at any time
since his arrest he had taken off all his
clothes at one time. Beneath the overalls
his body was looped with filthy yellowish
rags, just recognizable as the remnants of
underclothes. As he slid them to the
ground he saw that there was a three-sided
mirror at the far end of the room. He
approached it, then stopped short. An
involuntary cry had broken out of him.

“Go on,” said O’Brien. “Stand between the
wings of the mirror. You shall see the side

M BaM €T0 HE OOAETD,
-- YUHCTOH, BBI BepuTe B Gora?

-- Her.

-- Taxk 9TO 3a IIPUHIUI HAC I106equT?

-- He 3na10. YeaoBedecKkuit gyx.

-- U cebsa BBI cuuTaeTe YEAOBEKOM?

-- Na.

EcAan BBl 4YeAOBEK, YHWHCTOH, BBl --

TIOCA€IHUHN YeAOBeK. Bain Bupg BBIMED; MbI
HacAeoyEM 3emaro. Bel IIOHMMAaETE, YTO BBI

o0uH? Bpl BHe HWCTOpPHUH, BBl He
cymecTByeTe. -- OH BAPYT IOCypoBeA M
Pe3Ko IpoH3Hec: -- Bpl moaaraere, 4TO BBI

MOPAaABHO BBIIIIE HAC, AZKUBBIX U JKECTOKHUX?

-- [la, cuuraio, YTO g BBILIE BaC.

O'BpaiieH HHYEro HE OTBETHA. YWHCTOH
yCABIIIaA aBa Apyrux roaoca. CKOpo OH
y3HaA B OOHOM H3 HHUX CBOH. OTo Oblra
3anuch ux pasroopa ¢ O'BpatieHom B TOT
Beyep, KOTZa OH BCTynmuA B Bparcrso.
YUHCTOH ycAbIllaa, KakK OH oberaer
oOMaHBIBaTh, KPacTb, COBEPIIATH IIOIAOTH,
ybuBaTh, CIOCOGCTBOBATH HAPKOMAaHHUU U
IPOCTUTYLIMH, Pa3HOCUTb BEHEPHUYECKHE
00AE€3HH, TIAECHYTb B AHIO PEeOEHKY CEepHOH
kucaoTod. O'BpatlieH HeTepHmeAnBO MAaxXHYyA
pyKo#, Kak ObI TOBOpsI, YTO CAyLIaThb
Jasbllle HET CcMbIcaa. [loToM T1OBEpPHYyA
BBIKAIOYATEAB, B TOAOCA CMOAKAH.

-- BcranbTe C KpoBaTH, -- CKa3aa OH.

3axBaThl caMHd CO0OM OTKPBIAUCE. YHHCTOH
OITyCTHA HOTH Ha IOA M HEYBEPEHHO BCTAA.

-- BBl TIOCAEOHUM YeAOBEK, -- CKasaa
O'BpaiieH. -- Bel XpaHUTEAb YE€AOBEYECKOTO
ayxa. Bbl  mOAXKHBI yBHAETH cebsa B

HaTYPaAABHYIO BEAUYUHY. Paznenrsrecs.

YuHcTOH pa3Bs3as OedeBKy, AepzKaBIIYIO
KOMOMHE30H. MOAHHIO K3 HEro OgaBHO
BeIpBasun. OH He MOI BCIIOMHHTB,
paszeBascs AW XOTh pa3 [oroaa C Tex IIop,
KakK ero apecroBasu. I[lon KOMGHHE30HOM
€ro TeA0 OOBHBAAM T'PS3HBIE KEATOBATBIE
TPSAINKH, B KOTOPBIX C TPYAOM MOXKHO OBIAO
y3HaThb ocTaTKu Oeabsd. CIIyCTHB HX Ha IIOA,
OH yBHAEA B [JaAbHEM YrAy KOMHATHI
TpeabsK. OH ITOZOIIIEA K 3epKasaM B 3aMep.
Y Hero BeIpBaACd KpPHUK.

-- Hy-Hy, -- ckazaa O'Bpaiien. -- CraHbTe
MeXy CTBOpPKaMHU 3epkKaaa. IloarobyiTech
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view as well.”

He had stopped because he was frightened.
A bowed, grey-coloured, skeleton-like thing
was coming towards him. Its actual
appearance was frightening, and not merely
the fact that he knew it to be himself. He
moved closer to the glass. The creature’s
face seemed to be protruded, because of its
bent carriage. A forlorn, jailbird’s face with
a nobby forehead running back into a bald
scalp, a crooked nose, and battered-looking
cheekbones above which his eyes were
fierce and watchful. The cheeks were
seamed, the mouth had a drawn-in look.
Certainly it was his own face, but it seemed
to him that it had changed more than he
had changed inside. The emotions it
registered would be different from the ones
he felt. He had gone partially bald. For the
first moment he had thought that he had
gone grey as well, but it was only the scalp
that was grey. Except for his hands and a
circle of his face, his body was grey all over
with ancient, ingrained dirt. Here and there
under the dirt there were the red scars of
wounds, and near the ankle the varicose
ulcer was an inflamed mass with flakes of
skin peeling off it. But the truly frightening
thing was the emaciation of his body. The
barrel of the ribs was as narrow as that of a
skeleton: the legs had shrunk so that the
knees were thicker than the thighs. He saw
now what O’Brien had meant about seeing
the side view. The curvature of the spine
was astonishing. The thin shoulders were
hunched forward so as to make a cavity of
the chest, the scraggy neck seemed to be
bending double under the weight of the
skull. At a guess he would have said that it
was the body of a man of sixty, suffering
from some malignant disease.

“You have thought sometimes,” said
O’Brien, “that my face -- the face of a
member of the Inner Party -- looks old and
worn. What do you think of your own face?”

He seized Winston’s shoulder and spun him
round so that he was facing him.

“Look at the condition you are in!” he said.
“Look at this filthy grime all over your body.
Look at the dirt between your toes. Look at
that disgusting running sore on your leg.
Do you know that you stink like a goat?
Probably you have ceased to notice it. Look
at your emaciation. Do you see? I can make
my thumb and forefinger meet round your
bicep. I could snap your neck like a carrot.

Ha cebsa u cOoKy.

YuHcTOH 3amep oT ucmyra. M3 3epkasa K
HEMY IIIAO YTO-TO COTHYTOE, CEpPOro IIBETa,
ckeaeToobpasHoe. CyIlecTBO 3TO IIyraao
Jazke He TeM, YTO YHHCTOH IIpHU3HaA B HEM
cebs, a omHUM cBouM BuAoM. OH IOmoIIeA
O6amke K 3epkaay. Kaszasock, UYTO OH
BBICTABHA AWIIO BIIEpel, -- TaK OH ObIA
corHyT. l3MydeHHoe AHMIIO apecraHTa C
LIIMIIKOBATBIM  ADOM,  ABICBIH  4epell,
3aTHYTBIH HOC M CAOBHO pPa30HTBIE CKYABI,
OUKHH, HaCTOPOXKEHHBINM B3ragna. llexkm
U3pe3aHbl MOPIIMHAMHU, PoT 3amaa. [a, aTo
OBIAO €r0 AHII0, HO €My Ka3aA0Ch, YTO OHO
HU3MEHHAOCH OOABIIe, YeM OH H3MEHHACST
BHyTpu. YyBcTBa, wH300pakaBIIMecd Ha
AHWIIE, HE MOTAH COOTBETCTBOBATBH TOMY, UTO
OH 4YyBCTBOBaA Ha caMoM pese. OH CHABHO
obabicea. CriepBa €My IIOKa3aA0Ch, 4YTO H
rocenea BAOGABOK, HO 3TO IIPOCTO dYeperl
craa cepbIiM. CepbIM OT CTapod, BBHEBIIEHCS
IpA3M CTAAO y HEro BCE -- KPOME AMIA U
pyk. Tam wm cam  wu3-Iog  IpA3H
IIPOTASIABIBAAM KpAaCHBIE IIIpaMbl OT II000EB,
a BapWKO3Had 3Ba I[IpeBpaTHAach B
BOCITaA€HHOE MECHBO, IIOKPBITOE
mreaytianietica koxeii. Ho Goarblire Bcero ero
ucryrasa xynoba. Pebpa, o6TSHyThIE KOXKEH,
rpyAHas KAETKa CKEAEeTa; HOTH yCOXAM TakK,
YTO KOAEHH CTaaH Toalle Oenep. Termeps oH
noHaa, nodemMy O'Bpaiien Beaea eMmy
IIOCMOTpPETB Ha cebsi cOoky. Eme HeMHOTO M
TOIILIHE IA€YH coMayThCH, Ipyab
IIpeBpaTHAaCh B sIMY; ToIlad Illesd crubasach
IIOZ TSKECTBIO TO0AOBBEI. Ecam Obl ero
CIIPOCHAHM, OH CKaszaa ObI, 4TO 3TO -- TEAO
HIECTHUAECATHAETHETO cTapHKa,
CTPaJAIOLIETO HEU3AEYHMOH O0AE3HBIO.

-- Ber nHorma mymaaw, -- ckazaa O'Bpaiien,
-- YTO MO€ AMIIO -- AHILIO YA€HA BHYTPEHHEH
[IapTuu -- BBITASITUT cTapbIM u
IIOTPENaHHbIM. A KaK BaM Ballle AUII0?

OH cxXBaTHA YHHCTOHA 3a IIA€YO U IIOBEPHYA
K cebe.

-- I[TocMoTpuTE, B KAKOM BBI COCTOSTHUU! --
ckazan OH. -- IlocmoTrpute, Kako#
OTBPATUTEABHOM TPS3bI0 I[IOKPBITO Ballle
Teao. IlocMoTpHUTE, CKOABKO TPS3H MEXKIY
naspllaMu Ha Horax. IlocmorpuTe Ha 3Ty
MOKPYVIO fI3By Ha roA€HHU. BbI 3Haere, 4TO OT
BacC BOHAET KO03A0M? Brpl yke, HaBepHO,
IPUHIOXaAUCE. llocMOTpUTE, OO Uero BEI
xyasl. Bumgure? 91 Mory o6XBaTHTBH Balll

240



Do you know that you have lost twenty-five
kilograms since you have been in our
hands? Even your hair is coming out in
handfuls. Look!” He plucked at Winston’s
head and brought away a tuft of hair.
“Open your mouth. Nine, ten, eleven teeth
left. How many had you when you came to
us? And the few you have left are dropping
out of your head. Look here!”

He seized one of Winston’s remaining front
teeth between his powerful thumb and
forefinger. A twinge of pain shot through
Winston’s jaw. O’Brien had wrenched the
loose tooth out by the roots. He tossed it
across the cell.

“You are rotting away,” he said; “you are
falling to pieces. What are you? A bag of
filth. Now turn around and look into that
mirror again. Do you see that thing facing
you? That is the last man. If you are
human, that is humanity. Now put your
clothes on again.”

Winston began to dress himself with slow
stiff movements. Until now he had not
seemed to notice how thin and weak he
was. Only one thought stirred in his mind:
that he must have been in this place longer
than he had imagined. Then suddenly as he
fixed the miserable rags round himself a
feeling of pity for his ruined body overcame
him. Before he knew what he was doing he
had collapsed on to a small stool that stood
beside the bed and burst into tears. He was
aware of his ugliness, his gracelessness, a
bundle of bones in filthy underclothes
sitting weeping in the harsh white light: but
he could not stop himself. O’Brien laid a
hand on his shoulder, almost kindly.

“It will not last for ever,” he said. “You can
escape from it whenever you choose.
Everything depends on yourself.”

“You did it!” sobbed Winston. “You reduced
me to this state.’

“No, Winston, you reduced yourself to it.
This is what you accepted when you set
yourself up against the Party. It was all
contained in that first act. Nothing has
happened that you did not foresee.”

He paused, and then went on:

“We have beaten you, Winston. We have
broken you up. You have seen what your
body is like. Your mind is in the same state.

Ourtennic  AByMda ~— IaAbliaMu. J Mory
IEePEeAOMHUTH BaM III€l0, KaK MOPKOBKY.
3HaeTe, 4TO C Te€X MIOpP, KaK BbI IIOMAAHU K
HaM B PYKH, BBl IOTEPSIAM ABAALIATH IATH
KUAOTPaMMOB? Y Bac [Jaxke  BOAOCHI
BBIA€3AIOT KAOKaMmH. Cwmotpure! -- OH
CXBaTHA YWHCTOHA 3a BOAOCHI H BBIpBaA
KAOK. -- OTKpoiite poT. [leBATh... NECAThH,

OOMHHAMIATE 3y60B ocTanoch. CKOABKO
ObIAO, KOTZa BbI Momaaun K Ham? [la u
ocTaBIIMECHE BO PTy He  JOepKaTcs.
CMmortpure!

[IByMd masbllaMH OH 3aA€3 YHHCTOHY B POT.
HecHy nponsuaa 6oab. O'BpaiieH BrIpBaa
nepenuuii 3y6 ¢ KkopHeM. OH KHHyA €ro B
yroAa KaMepel.

Brl rHHETE 3a3KUBO, CKazaA OH, --
pasaaraerecb. 4Yro BBl Takoe? MeIok
cagkoTu. Hy-Ka, TOBEPHUTECH K 3€pPKaAy
emle pa3. Buaure, KTo Ha Bac cMOTpUT? OTO
-- IIOCAEIHUM YeAOBeK. ECAU BbI YEAOBEK --

TaKOBO YEAOBEYECTBO. A Ternepb
ogeBalTECH.
MenaeHHO, HETIOCAYIIHBIMH pyKaMmH,

YHHCTOH cTaa HaTATHBaThb ofexkay. [lo cux
nop oH OyaTo M He 3aMedas, XymoObl H
caaboctu. OLHO BEPTEAOCH B I'OAOBE: OH HE
npencraBasa cebe, YTO HaxXOAUTCH 3[eCh
TaK AaBHO. M Bapyr, Korma oH HaMaTbIBaA
Ha cebsg TpAmbe, €My CTaa0 KaAKO
norybaeHHoro Tteaa. He coobpazxkas, durto
ZIeAQeT, OH yIlaA Ha MaA€HBKYIO TabypeTKy
BO3A€ KpoBaTH HW pacraakascsa. OnH
COo3HaBaA cBoe YPOZACTBO, COo3HaBaA
TOCTBIAHOCTE ATOH KAPTUHBI: JKUBOU CKEAET
B TIps3HOM OeAbe CHAWUT U IIAAYeT IO
ApKUM OeAbIM CBETOM; HO OH HeE MOT
ocraHOBUTECs. O'BpatieH 10A0XKHA €My
PYKY Ha IIA€YO, TIOYTH AACKOBO.

-- OT1o He OymeTr OAWUTBCS OECKOHEYHO, --
CcKaszaa OH. -- BBI MoOXKeTe MIpPeKpaTHUTh 3TO
Korza yronHo. Bce 3aBHUCHT OT Bac.

-- Oto BBI! -- BCXAUIIHYA YHHCTOH. -- BEI
JI0BEAH MEHs JI0 TAKOI'0 COCTOSHHMS,

-- Her, YuHCTOH, BBI camMu cebs 10BeAH. BEI
IIOIIIAM Ha 93TO, KOTAA IIPOTHBOIIOCTABHAU
cebss maptuu. Bece 3T0 yKe comepzkasochk B
BallleM IepBOM TIOCTYIIKE. u BBI
IpeaBUIEAH BCe, YTO C BAMHU IIPOU30UIET.

I[TomoauaB HEMHOTI'O, OH IIPOJOAZKAA:

-- MeI 6uAM Bac, YUHCTOH. MBI cAOMaAu Bac.
Bl BHAeAW, BO YTO IIPEBPATHAOCH Ballle
Tero. Bamr ym B TakoMm ke cocTogHUH. He
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I do not think there can be much pride left
in you. You have been kicked and flogged
and insulted, you have screamed with pain,
you have rolled on the floor in your own
blood and vomit. You have whimpered for
mercy, you have betrayed everybody and
everything. Can you think of a single
degradation that has not happened to you?”

Winston had stopped weeping, though the
tears were still oozing out of his eyes. He
looked up at O’Brien.

“I have not betrayed Julia,” he said.

O’Brien looked down at him thoughtfully.
“No,” he said; “no; that is perfectly true.
You have not betrayed Julia.”

The peculiar reverence for O’Brien, which
nothing seemed able to destroy, flooded
Winston’s heart again. How intelligent, he
thought, how intelligent! Never did O’Brien
fail to understand what was said to him.
Anyone else on earth would have answered
promptly that he had betrayed Julia. For
what was there that they had not screwed
out of him under the torture? He had told
them everything he knew about her, her
habits, her character, her past life; he had
confessed in the most trivial detail
everything that had happened at their
meetings, all that he had said to her and
she to him, their black-market meals, their
adulteries, their vague plottings against the
Party -- everything. And yet, in the sense in
which he intended the word, he had not
betrayed her. He had not stopped loving
her; his feelings towards her had remained
the same. O’Brien had seen what he meant
without the need for explanation.

“Tell me,”
shoot me?”

“It might be a long time,” said O’Brien. “You
are a difficult case. But don’t give up hope.
Everyone is cured sooner or later. In the
end we shall shoot you.”

he said, “how soon will they

v

He was much better. He was growing fatter
and stronger every day, if it was proper to
speak of days.

The white light and the humming sound
were the same as ever, but the cell was a
little more comfortable than the others he
had been in. There was a pillow and a
mattress on the plank bed, and a stool to
sit on. They had given him a bath, and they
allowed him to wash himself fairly

AyMaio, YTo B BaCc OCTAaAOCh MHOIO
TOPAOCTH. Bac [IUHAAH, TIOPOAH,
OCKOpPOASIAM, BBI BHU3XKaAW OT OOAH, BBEI

KaTaAWUCh II0 IIOAY B COOCTBEHHOH KPOBH U
pBoTe. BBl CKyAaHAHM O molazae, Bbl IIPEaAH
Bce U Bcd. Kak mo-BamremMy, MOXET AU
YEAOBEK MOUTH M0 OOABIIIETO ITa/IEHHUS, YEM
BBI?

YUHCTOH HepecTaAs MAAKaTh, HO CAE€3bI eIlle
caMu coboit TeKAU U3 raa3. OH ITOOHSIA AHUIIO
K O'Bpatieny.

-- 51 He ipenaa [IXKyAHlo, -- CKa3aa OH.

O'BpatieH IOCMOTpPeA Ha HETO 3aAyMYHBO. --
[a, -- ckazaa oH, -- fa. CoBepIIIEHHO BEPHO.
BrI He npenanu [I2KyAHIO.

Cepamie YHHCTOHA CHOBA HAIIOAHHAOCH
rayookuMm yBazkeHueM K O'Bpatieny --
YBaKEHHS OTOI0 pas3pyLIUTb HE MOTAO
HU4TO. CKOABKO yMa, MOAyMaA OH, CKOABKO
yMma! He Obir0 elre Takoro caydas, 4ToObI
O'Bpatien ero He mnoHsA. Awboit mpyroit
cpady Bo3paswa Obl, 4YTO JIXKYAHIO OH
npenas. Beap 4ero TOABKO He BBITHHYAU H3
Hero mox nbITKoi! OH pacckaszaa UM Bce,
4TO0 O Hell 3Haa, -- O ee IIPHUBBIYKAX, O ee
XapaKTepe, O €€ IIPOIIAOM; B MEABYAMIIHNX
JeTaAdx OIMcaa BCE€ MX BCTPEYH, BCE, YTO
OH €l TOBOPHA M YTO OHa €My IOBOpHAA, UX
VKHUHBI C IpPOBHU3MEH, KyINACHHOM Ha
YEepHOM DPBIHKE, HMX AIOOOBHYIO KH3Hb, HX
HEBHSATHBIH 3aroBOp NPOTHUB IIapTHH -- BCE.
OnHAako B TOM CMBICAE, B KAKOM OH ceiuac
IIOHHMAaA 3TO CAOBO, OH [I3KyAWIO He IIpefaa.
OH He IlepecTas ee AIOOHUTB; €ro 4yBCTBa K
Hel ocraauck npexaumu. O'Bpaiien moHsa
3T0 6e3 BCAKUX OOBSICHEHUH.

-- Ckaxkure, -- IIOIIPOCUA YUHCTOH, -- CKOPO
MEHS PaACCTPEATIOT?

-- MoxeT craTbCd, U HE CKOPO, -- OTBETHA
O'BpatieH. -- Bbl -- TpyaHbI# cayuati. Ho He
TepsaiTe Hamexay. Bce paHO HAM IIO3IHO
u3AsedyuBarpTCa. A Torga MBI Bac
paccTpeasgeM.

v

EMy craao MHOro aydmie. OH IHOAHEA H
4yBCTBOBAA ce0sl KpeIrie ¢ KasKIbIM JHEM --
€CAH MMEAO CMBICA TOBOPHUTE O JHSAX.

Kaxk u panbllle, B Kamepe ropea 6eablii cBeT
U CABIIIAAOCH TyZEHHEe, HO caMa KaMmepa
OblAa YyTh ymoOHee IpexXHUX. TyT MOXKHO
Op1A0 cumeTh Ha Tabypere, a gomaras
AeKaHKa 0blaa C MaTpPacoM M IIOAYIIKOH.
Ero cBoguan B 6aHIO, a IIOTOM JOBOABHO
YacTO TIO3BOASIAM  MBITBCS B IIaiike.
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frequently in a tin basin. They even gave
him warm water to wash with. They had
given him new underclothes and a clean
suit of overalls. They had dressed his
varicose ulcer with soothing ointment. They
had pulled out the remnants of his teeth
and given him a new set of dentures.

Weeks or months must have passed. It
would have been possible now to keep
count of the passage of time, if he had felt
any interest in doing so, since he was being
fed at what appeared to be regular
intervals. He was getting, he judged, three
meals in the twenty-four hours; sometimes
he wondered dimly whether he was getting
them by night or by day. The food was
surprisingly good, with meat at every third
meal. Once there was even a packet of
cigarettes. He had no matches, but the
never-speaking guard who brought his food
would give him a light. The first time he
tried to smoke it made him sick, but he
persevered, and spun the packet out for a
long time, smoking half a cigarette after
each meal.

They had given him a white slate with a
stump of pencil tied to the corner. At first
he made no use of it. Even when he was
awake he was completely torpid. Often he
would lie from one meal to the next almost
without stirring, sometimes asleep,
sometimes waking into vague reveries in
which it was too much trouble to open his
eyes. He had long grown used to sleeping
with a strong light on his face. It seemed to
make no difference, except that one’s
dreams were more coherent. He dreamed a
great deal all through this time, and they
were always happy dreams. He was in the
Golden Country, or he was sitting among
enormous glorious, sunlit ruins, with his
mother, with Julia, with O’Brien -- not
doing anything, merely sitting in the sun,
talking of peaceful things. Such thoughts
as he had when he was awake were mostly
about his dreams. He seemed to have lost
the power of intellectual effort, now that the
stimulus of pain had been removed. He was
not bored, he had no desire for
conversation or distraction. Merely to be
alone, not to be beaten or questioned, to
have enough to eat, and to be clean all
over, was completely satisfying.

By degrees he came to spend less time in
sleep, but he still felt no impulse to get off
the bed. All he cared for was to lie quiet

[IpuHOCHAM [Oazke TemlAylo Boay. Brlmaau
HOBOoe 0OeAbe UM YHUCTBIM KOMOMHE3OH.
Bapuko3HYIO 3By 3a0MHTOBAaAU C KAKOH-TO
ycrokauBaromei Maspio. OcraBiinecs 3y0Obl
eMy BBIPBaAU U CIAEAAAU IIPOTE3bI.

[Tpowiao, HABEPHO, HECKOABKO HENEAb HAU
MecsieB. IIpu KeaaHUH OH MOTr GbI BECTH
CYyeT BpEMEHH, IIOTOMY YTO KOPMUAH €ro
Ternepb Kak Oyaro Obr peryagpHo. OH
IpHIIEeA K BBIBOAY, YTO KOPMSAT €ro TPHU
pasa B CyTKH{; MHOTZA cIpamuBaa cebs 6e3
HHTEpeca, JHEM eMy HAIOT €CTb MAM HOYBIO.
Ena 6bina Ha yauBA€HUE XOpolIas, KayKabIk
TpeTuii pa3 -- msaco. OOUH pa3 Hasu maxe
nadyky curaper. Ciu4yek y Hero He GbIAO, HO
6GE3MOABHBIN HAA3HUPATEAb, ITPHUHOCHBIINHI
eMy IHUIIy, JaBaa OTOHbKY. B mepBbeIl pas
€ro 3aTOLIHHAO, HO OH IlepeTepres H
pacTdHyA Ia4yKy HAOATO, BBIKYypHBas IIO
TIOACUTapPETHI ITOCAE KazKI0H eMbl.

EMy Bblmasu Oeayio TpU(EABHYIO HOCKY C
[PUBS3aHHBIM K YTAY Or'PBIZKOM
kapanzgaiia. CriepBa OH €10 He II0Ab30BAACH.
OH npebbIBaA B MOAHOM OILIEHEHEHUU OAXKE
6oapcTByss. OH MOI IIPOAEKATH OT OIHOM
egpl A0 MAPYroi, IMOYTH HeE IIEeBeAsCh, H
IPOMEXKYTKH CHa CMEHSIAWCH MYTHBIM
3a0pITbEM, KOTZAa [HarKe raa3a OTKpPBITH
CTOHAO GoABIIINX TPyAoB. OH JaBHO IPUBBIK
craTh o[ APKHUM CBETOM, OBIOIIUM B AHIIO.
Pa3HULBI HUKAKOM, pas3Be YTO CHBI OBIAU
bonee cBasuple. CHBI BCE 3TO BpeMs
CHHUAUCH YacTO -- W BCETAA CYACTAUBBIE
cubl. OH ObIA B 30A0TOM CTpaHe HAH CHUOEA
Cpenu rPOMaHbBIX, BEAUKOAEITHBIX, 32AUTHIX
COAHILIEM PYHMH C MaTepwlo, C¢ [lXKyaueu, c
O'BpaiieHOM -- HHYEro He [aeAaas, IIPOCTO
CHIEA Ha COAHIIE U PA3roBapUBAaA O 4YEM-TO
MHPHOM. A HasBy €CAH y HEro U ObIBaAH
KaKHe MBICAH, TO I10 DOABIIEN YaCTHU O CHAaX.
Tenepb, Korma 00OA€BOH CTHMyA HCHe3, OH
Kak OyITO ITOTEPSIA CIIOCOGHOCTH COBEPIIUTE
yMmcTBeHHOe ycuane. OH He CKydaa; eMy He
XOTEAOCh HH pasroBapuBaTb, HHU UYEM-
HUOYAs oTBA€YbCs. OH ObIA BIIOAHE JOBOAEH
TEM, 4YTO OH OOWH M €ro He OBIOT M HE
JOIPAaIMBAIOT, YTO OH HE TPS3€H U €eCT
OCBITA.

Co BpeMeHEM CIaThb OH CTaA MEHbIIle, HO
[O-TIPEXKHEMY HE HCIIBITBIBAaA HOTPeGHOCTH
BCTaTb C KpoBaTU. XOTEAOCH OMHOTIO:
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and feel the strength gathering in his body.
He would finger himself here and there,
trying to make sure that it was not an
illusion that his muscles were growing
rounder and his skin tauter. Finally it was
established beyond a doubt that he was
growing fatter; his thighs were now
definitely thicker than his knees. After that,
reluctantly at first, he began exercising
himself regularly. In a little while he could
walk three kilometres, measured by pacing
the cell, and his bowed shoulders were
growing straighter. He attempted more
elaborate exercises, and was astonished
and humiliated to find what things he could
not do. He could not move out of a walk, he
could not hold his stool out at arm’s length,
he could not stand on one leg without
falling over. He squatted down on his heels,
and found that with agonizing pains in
thigh and calf he could just lift himself to a
standing position. He lay flat on his belly
and tried to lift his weight by his hands. It
was hopeless, he could not raise himself a
centimetre. But after a few more days -- a
few more mealtimes -- even that feat was
accomplished. A time came when he could
do it six times running. He began to grow
actually proud of his body, and to cherish
an intermittent belief that his face also was
growing back to normal. Only when he
chanced to put his hand on his bald scalp
did he remember the seamed, ruined face
that had looked back at him out of the
mirror.

His mind grew more active. He sat down on
the plank bed, his back against the wall
and the slate on his knees, and set to work
deliberately at the task of re-educating
himself.

He had capitulated, that was agreed. In
reality, as he saw now, he had been ready
to capitulate long before he had taken the
decision. From the moment when he was
inside the Ministry of Love -- and yes, even
during those minutes when he and Julia
had stood helpless while the iron voice from
the telescreen told them what to do -- he

A€XKAaThb CIIOKOMHO M OIIyIlaTh, YTO TEAY
BO3BpaIamTcsa CcuAbl. OH Tporaa cebs
TIaABIIEM, YTOOBI IPOBEPUTH, HE HUAAIO3US AU
3TO, B CAMOM AHM J€A€ y HEro OKPYTASIOTCS
MYCKYABI U pacIpaBageTcss Koxa. HakoHery
OH BIIOAHe yDenmacs, 4TO IIOAHeeT: Gexmpa y
HEro Telepb OBIAM OIPELEACHHO TOAIIE
KoaeH. [locae 3TOro, ¢ HEOXOTOM NOHAYaAAY,
OH CTaA PEryASpHO YIIPaxKHATbCH. Bckope
OH MOI' IPOMTH YK€ TPH KHAOMETpa --
OTMeEpSsisl UX IIaraMH I10 KaMepe, ¥ COTHyTast
CIIMHA €T0 IIOHEMHOIY pacnpsamasiaack. OH
nonpoboBaa 6osee TpyAHbIE YIIPasKHEHUS H,
K H3YMAGHHIO M VHHIKEHHIO CBOEMY,
BBISICHUA, YTO IIOYTH HHUYEro HE MOIKET.
ITepenBurarscs MOT'  TOABKO arom,
TabypeTKy Ha BBITSHYTOM pyKe Aep:KaThb He
MOT, Ha OJHO# HOTE€ CTOSITh HE MOT -- aaA.
OH mpucea Ha KOPTOYKH H e€IBa CyMeA
BCTaTb, MUCIBITHIBAs MYYHTEABHYIO 0OAbL B
ukpax u 6Oempax. OH Aer Ha JKHUBOT U
ronpoboBaa OTKAaThCS Ha PyKax.
BesnanexxHo: He MOT Jake Ipydb OTOPBATb
oT noaa. Ho e1ie 4yepe3 HECKOABKO OHEH --
4epe3 HECKOABKO 00e0B U 3aBTPAKOB -- OH
COBEPLINA W 3TOT mogBUT. U erre depes
KaKOe-TO BpeMsl CTaA OTKUMATBCSI IO
miectb pa3 mnoapsa. OH pgaxke Hadaa
TOPAUTBCSI CBOMM TEAOM, a HHOTAA €My
BEPHAOCH, 4YTO W  AHIO IIPUHHMAaeT
HOPMAaAbHBIH BU. TOABKO TPOHYB CAy4YaiiHO
CBOIO ABICYIO TOAOBY, BCIOMHHAaA OH
MOPIIMHHCTOE, PA3pPYLIEHHOE AHUII0, KOTOPOE
CMOTPEAO Ha HETo U3 3epKasa.

YM ero oryactu oxkua. OH camuacd Ha
A€KAHKY CIHMHOM K CT€He, IIOAOXKHB HAa
KOAEHH TPUMEABHYI0 OOCKYy U 3aHHMAaACH
caMo006pa3oBaHUEM.

OH KaIllUTyAHpOBaa; 3To Oblao perrreHo. Ha
caMoM [eAe, KaK OH Telepb IIOHHMAA,
KaIUTyAHPOBATb OH OBIA TOTOB 3aI0ATO [0
TOTO, KaK MPHUHSIA 3TO perreHre. OH 0co3HAA
AETKOMBICAEHHOCTb M B3IOPHOCTH CBOETO
OyHTa IPOTHUB HAPTHH U B TO MTHOBEHHE,
KOI/Ia OYyTHACS B MHHHCTEPCTBE AIOOBH, --
HEeT, elle B Te MUHYTBhI, KOrga OHHU C

had grasped the frivolity, the shallowness of [Ixyaueit 6eCIIOMOIIHO CTOSAM B KOMHAaTe, a

his attempt to set himself up against the
power of the Party. He knew now that for
seven years the Thought police had
watched him like a beetle under a
magnifying glass. There was no physical
act, no word spoken aloud, that they had
not noticed, no train of thought that they

KEAE3HBIH TOAOC U3 TeA€KpaHa oTAaBas UM
KoMaHpl. Temeps OH 3HAA, YTO CEMBb AET
IIOAHMIINS MbICA€H HabAlofasa ero, Kak Kyka
B Aylly. Hu omHO ero neficTBue, HHM OOHO
CAOBO, IIPOM3HECEHHOE BCAYX, HE YKPBIAOCH
OT Hee, HH OJHA MBICAB HE O0CTarach
HepasrazaHHo#. [laxke OGeAecyio KpYIUHKY
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had not been able to infer. Even the speck
of whitish dust on the cover of his diary
they had carefully replaced. They had
played sound-tracks to him, shown him
photographs. Some of them  were
photographs of Julia and himself. Yes,
even... He could not fight against the Party
any longer. Besides, the Party was in the
right. It must be so; how could the
immortal, collective brain be mistaken? By
what external standard could you check its
judgements? Sanity was statistical. It was
merely a question of learning to think as
they thought. Only--!

The pencil felt thick and awkward in his
fingers. He began to write down the
thoughts that came into his head. He wrote
first in large clumsy capitals:

FREEDOM IS SLAVERY

Then almost without a pause he wrote
beneath it:

TWO AND TWO MAKE FIVE

But then there came a sort of check. His
mind, as though shying away from
something, seemed unable to concentrate.
He knew that he knew what came next, but
for the moment he could not recall it. When
he did recall it, it was only by consciously
reasoning out what it must be: it did not
come of its own accord. He wrote:

GOD IS POWER

He accepted everything. The past was
alterable. The past never had been altered.
Oceania was at war with Eastasia. Oceania
had always been at war with Eastasia.
Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford were
guilty of the crimes they were charged with.
He had never seen the photograph that
disproved their guilt. It had never existed,
he had invented it. He remembered
remembering contrary things, but those
were false memories, products of self-
deception. How easy it all was! Only
surrender, and everything else followed. It
was like swimming against a current that
swept you backwards however hard you
struggled, and then suddenly deciding to
turn round and go with the current instead
of opposing it. Nothing had changed except
your own attitude: the predestined thing
happened in any case. He hardly knew why
he had ever rebelled. Everything was easy,
except--!

Anything could be true. The so-called laws
of Nature were nonsense. The law of gravity

Ha IePeIIAeTe ero JTHEBHUKA OHHU aKKypPaTHO
Kaaan Ha Mecto. OHHM IPOUTPHIBAAH €MY
3amucH, MoKas3blBaau ¢pororpadpuu. B Tom
gucae -- ¢ororpacdpuu ero ¢ [Ixyaueii. [a,
naxe... OH 0Ooabllle He MOT OOpPOTBHCA C
naptue. Kpome Toro, mnaprud mnpasa.
HaBepHoe, mpaBa: Kak MOXKeT OIIMOAThCH
GeccMepTHBIM KOAAEKTHBHBIH Mo3r? Ilo
KaKHM BHEIIHUM KPHUTEPHSM OLEHHUTBL €ro
CyKIeHUsS? 3apaBbIfi PACCYIOK -- IIOHATHE
crarucrtudeckoe. YTobbl AymMaTb, KaK OHH,
HAJI0 IIPOCTO YYUTHCH. TOABKO...

Kapaumam B ITasbliax Ka3aaCs TOACTBIM K
HeyKAIOXKUM. OH Ha4aA 3alUCBIBATDL TO, YTO
eMy TIpHUXOOHMAO B roaoBy. Croepsa
GOABIINMH KOPSBBIMH OyKBaMU HAIIHCAA:
CBOBO/IA -- 3TO PAECTBO

A oz 5TUM IOYTH Cpasy Ke:

2x2=5

Ho TyT HacTynmaa Kakas-TO 3aMHHKa. YM
€ro, CAOBHO IISITICH OT YEro-TO, He XKeAaA
cocpenoToduThCad. OH 3HaA, YTO CAEMAyIOIIas

MBICAb YK€ TOTOBa, HO He MO ee
BCIIOMHHUTB. A KOT/Ia BCIIOMHHA, CAYIHAOCH
9T0 He caMmo coboif -- OH IIpullleA K Heit
myTeM paccyxkaeHuii. OH 3anmcaa:

BOT -- 9TO BAACTH

OH npuHsaa ee. [Ipoiraoe wH3MeHsIEMO.
[Iporaoe HUKOTOA He H3MEHSIAOCH.
Okeanusda Boioer ¢ Ocrasmeii. OkeaHusa
Bcerma BoeBaana ¢ Ocrasueii. [IKOHC,

Aponcon u Pesepdopn BHHOBHBEI B TeX
IPECTYNAEHHUSIX, 32 KOTOpble UX cyauau. OH
HUKOTA He BHUIEA dororpaduro,
OIIPOBEPraBIIyI0 HX BHHOBHOCTB. OHa
HHUKOT/ZIa He CYIIEeCTBOBAAA; OH €€ BbIAYMAaA.
OH TIIOMHHA, YTO  IIOMHHA cbaKTm
FOBOpHUBIIIE  0OOpaTHOE, HO  3TO
abeppanya mamsaTtu, camoobman. Kak Bce
npocto! Toapko cpalica -- Bce OCTaABHOE
OTCIOZIa CAeayeT. OTO BCE PABHO YTO IABITH
IIPOTHB TEYEHHs -- CKOABKO HH cTapaiicd,
OHO OTHOCHUT Tebsl Haszam, -- U BAPYT ThI
pelIaelIs IIOBEPHYTEh U IABITH [0 TEUYEHUIO,
a He 6opoTrbca C HHUM. Hwudyero He
U3MEHUAOCH, TOABKO TBOE€ OTHOIIEHHE K
9TOMy: 4eMy ObITB, TOro He MHHOBaTb. OH
caMm He TIOHHUMAA, oyeMy craa
OyHTOBIIMKOM. Bee 6vn1a0 mipocTo. Kpome...

Bce, uTo yrogHo, MOXKeT OBITh UCTHHOH. Tak
HA3bIBAEMbIE 3aKOHBI IIPUPOABI -- B3IOP.
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was nonsense. “If I wished,” O’Brien had
said, “I could float off this floor like a soap
bubble.” Winston worked it out. “If he
thinks he floats off the floor, and if I
simultaneously think I see him do it, then
the thing happens.” Suddenly, like a lump
of submerged wreckage breaking the
surface of water, the thought burst into his
mind: “It doesn’t really happen. We imagine
it. It is hallucination.” He pushed the
thought under instantly. The fallacy was
obvious. It presupposed that somewhere or
other, outside oneself, there was a “real”
world where “real” things happened. But
how could there be such a world? What
knowledge have we of anything, save
through our own minds? All happenings
are in the mind. Whatever happens in all
minds, truly happens.

He had no difficulty in disposing of the
fallacy, and he was in no danger of
succumbing to it. He realized, nevertheless,
that it ought never to have occurred to him.
The mind should develop a blind spot
whenever a dangerous thought presented
itself. The process should be automatic,
instinctive. Crimestop, they called it in
Newspeak.

He set to work to exercise himself in
crimestop. He presented himself with
propositions -- “the Party says the earth is
flat”, “the party says that ice is heavier than
water” -- and trained himself in not seeing
or not understanding the arguments that
contradicted them. It was not easy. It
needed great powers of reasoning and
improvisation. The arithmetical problems
raised, for instance, by such a statement as
“two and two make five” were beyond his
intellectual grasp. It needed also a sort of
athleticism of mind, an ability at one
moment to make the most delicate use of
logic and at the next to be unconscious of
the crudest logical errors. Stupidity was as
necessary as intelligence, and as difficult to
attain.

All the while, with one part of his mind, he
wondered how soon they would shoot him.
“Everything depends on yourself,” O’Brien
had said; but he knew that there was no
conscious act by which he could bring it
nearer. It might be ten minutes hence, or
ten years. They might keep him for years in

3akoH TaroreHus -- B3mop. «Ecam ObI g
noxeaaa, -- ckaszaa O'BpaiieH, -- g mor Obl
B3A€TETh CeHdYac C I0Aa, KaK MbIABHBIN
IIy3bIpb». YHHCTOH OOOCHOBaA 5Ty MBICAB:
«Ecau OH AyMaeT, 4TO B3AETAET C II0Ad, U I
ONHOBPEMEHHO MOyMalo, 4YTO BHXKY 9TO,
3HQ4YUT, TaK OHO M €CTh. Bapyr, kKak
06AOMOK KOpabAEKpyIIIeHNUs IIOAHUMAETCS
Ha IIOBEPXHOCTb BOJBI, B TOAOBE y HETO
BcriabinO: «Ha camoMm geae aToro HeT. Mebl
3TO BooOpazkaeM. OTo rassmnuHaiumsg». OH
HEMEMIAEHHO OTKAa3aACsl OT CBOEfl MBICAH.
OueBuaHAs AOTHYECKas omrubka.
[Ipenmoaaraercs, 4To rae-To, BHe Tebs, ecThb
«IEUCTBUTEABHBIH» MHUP, TA€ IIPOUCXOOAT
«qeMCTBUTEABHBIE» coObITHA. Ho oTkKyma
MOZKeT B3AThCda 9TOT MuUpP? O Belax MbI
3HAEM TOABKO TO, UTO COAEPIKUTCA B HAIIIEM
co3HaHWH. Bce mpoucxondiiee MPOUCXOIUT

B CO3HaAHHH. To , YTO TIIPOHCXOOUT B
CO3HaHHHU y BCEX, IIPOUCXOOUT B
NEeUCTBUTEABHOCTH.

OH A€rKO OOHAPYKUA OLIHNOKY, X OITACHOCTH
BIACTh B OMIMOKYy He Oblno. OmgHaKo OH
[IOHSIA, YTO €My B B F'OAOBY He JOAXKHA ObIra

HpHﬁTH TakKas MBICAB. Kak TOABKO
IIOABALAETCA OIlaCHasd MBbICAB, B MO3ry
IOOAYKHO BO3HHKATBh CAENOE IIATHO. OTOT

IIPOIIECC [OAXKEH OBIThH aBTOMATHYECKUM,
HUHCTUHKTUBHBIM. Camocmon Ha3bIBalOT €ro
Ha HOBOS3€E.

OH craa ymnpaskHaTbcd B camocrtorne. OH
npemasarasa cebe yTBEPXKIACHHUS: «IIAPTHA
TOBOPHUT, 4YTO 3€MAS IIAOCKas», «IIapTHs
TOBOPHUT, 4YTO A€l TdXKEeAee BOABD -- H
y4HMACS He BHAETb W He IIOHHMAaThb
OIIPOBEPTAIOIIMX  JOBOAOB. ITO  OBIAO
HEAETKO. TpeboBanrach CITIOCOOHOCTDH
paccyxnaatb u HMIIPOBHU3ALIHA.
Apudmernyeckue xKe npobaeMbl,
CBA3aHHBIE, HaIIpUMeDp, c TaKHUM
YTBEPKIAEHHEM, KaK «IBaKAbl ABa -- IIATh»,
OKa3aAuCh €My He IIo cuaaMm. TyT HyXKeH
OBbIA ellle HEKHH YMCTBEHHBIH aTAETHU3M,
CIIOCOOHOCTB TOHYAUIITUM obpazoMm
IIPUMEHSATH AOTHKY, & B CACAYIOIINH MHUT He
3aMeyaTh rpyOeiIeii AOTHYECKON OIIHNOKH.
FaymocTe OblAa Tak JKe HeobxomuMma, Kak
YM, U TaK e TPYAHO JaBaAacCh.

U Bce BpeMd ero 3aHHUMAaA BOIIPOC, KOTA 3Ke
ero paccrpeadior. «Bce 3aBHCHUT OT Bacy, --
cka3zan O'BpaiieH; HO YHHCTOH IIOHHUMAA,
YTO  HHKAKHUM  CO3HATEABHBIM  aKTOM
IpUOAM3UTH O5TO HE MOXKeT. ITO MOXKeT
IIPOU3OUTH U dYepe3 AecdaATb MHUHYT, U depes
necarth AeT. OHHM MOTYT TOZlaMH Aep3KaTh €ro
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solitary confinement, they might send him
to a labour-camp, they might release him
for a while, as they sometimes did. It was
perfectly possible that before he was shot
the whole drama of his arrest and
interrogation would be enacted all over
again. The one certain thing was that death
never came at an expected moment. The
tradition -- the unspoken tradition:
somehow you knew it, though you never
heard it said -- was that they shot you from
behind; always in the back of the head,
without warning, as you walked down a
corridor from cell to cell.

One day -- but “one day” was not the right
expression; just as probably it was in the
middle of the night: once -- he fell into a
strange, blissful reverie. He was walking
down the corridor, waiting for the bullet. He
knew that it was coming in another
moment. Everything was settled, smoothed
out, reconciled. There were no more doubts,
no more arguments, no more pain, no more
fear. His body was healthy and strong. He
walked easily, with a joy of movement and
with a feeling of walking in sunlight. He
was not any longer in the narrow white
corridors in the Ministry of Love, he was in
the enormous sunlit passage, a kilometre
wide, down which he had seemed to walk in
the delirium induced by drugs. He was in
the Golden Country, following the foot-
track across the old rabbit-cropped
pasture. He could feel the short springy turf
under his feet and the gentle sunshine on
his face. At the edge of the field were the
elm trees, faintly stirring, and somewhere
beyond that was the stream where the dace
lay in the green pools under the willows.

Suddenly he started up with a shock of
horror. The sweat broke out on his
backbone. He had heard himself cry aloud:

“Julia! Julia! Julia, my love! Julia!”

For a moment he had had an overwhelming
hallucination of her presence. She had
seemed to be not merely with him, but
inside him. It was as though she had got
into the texture of his skin. In that moment
he had loved her far more than he had ever
done when they were together and free.
Also he knew that somewhere or other she
was still alive and needed his help.

He lay back on the bed and tried to
compose himself. What had he done? How
many years had he added to his servitude

B OIWHOYHON KaMmepe; MOLYT OTIIPABUTH B
Aarepb; MOTYT HEHAIOATO BBIIYCTHTH -- H
TaK CAy4aAOChb. BIIOAHEe BO3MOXKHO, YTO BCS
apamMa apecta U [JIONPOCOB  Oymer
pasbirpaHa CbI3HOBA. JlOCTOBEPHO OMHO:
CMepTb HE [OPUXOOUT TOrAa, KOraa ee
XKaelib. Tpaauius, HerAacHas TPALULUS --
TBI OTKyHA-TO 3Haellb O HeH, XOoTd He
CABIIIIAA, 9TOOBI O HEM TOBOPHAH, -- TAKOBA,
YTO CTPEASIIOT C3a1H, TOALKO B 3aTBIAOK, Oe3

OpenynpexXAeHusd, KOTraa  HAEIIb IO
KOPHUIOPY U3 OAHOH KaMepbl B APYTYIO.
B omuH npekpacHBIH OE€HB -- BIPOYEM,

«I€HBb» -- HEIIPAaBHABHOE CAOBO; 3TO BIIOAHE
MOTAO OBITH M HOYBIO, -- OOHaXKObI OH
TIOTPY3HACS B CTPaHHOE, MAyOOKOe 3a0bIThe.
OH mIeA IO KOPHUAOPY, oxupas nyau. OH
3HaA, YTO 3TO CAYYUTCH CHIO MUHYTy. Bce
OBIAO 3arAaIKEHO, YAAXKEHO, yPEeryAHPOBaHO.
Teao ero 6bIAO 3O0POBBIM U Kpenkum. OH
CTyHaA A€TKO, paaysch MAOBHUXKEHUIO, M,
KazKeTcs, LIeA IOJ COAHIIEM. DTO OBIAO yKe
He B JAWHHOM 6eaoM KOpPHIOpE
MHHHCTEPCTBA AIOOBH; OH HaxOOHACH B
OIPOMHOM COAHEYHOM IIPOXOJIe, B KHAOMETD
IIUPHUHOM, U ABUTAACH II0 HEMY Kak OyATo B
HapkoTudeckoM Openy. OH 6bia B 30aoTOit
CTpaHe, IIeA TPOIMHKOM dYepe3 cTapblit
BBIIIUIIAHHBINA KpoAUKaMHu AyT. Ilox HOramu
IPYKUHUA IEPH, a AHUILIO0 €My I'PEAO COAHIIE.
Ha kparo aAyra dYyTp LIEBEAHAH BETBSIMHU
BSI3BI, a I/Ie-TO JaAblile ObIA pydei, U TaM B
3€A€HBIX 3aBOAAX IIOZI BETAAMH CTOsSAQ
TIAOTBA.

OH B3APOTHYA U OYHyACH B yxKace. Mexny
AomaTKaMu Ipoamacs Ior. OH  ycabIiaa
CBOH KpHK:

--  xyaual  [Ixyausa!
Arobumas! [xyans!

J[xyaudg, Mos
Y Hero GbIAO ITOAHOE BIIEYATAEHHE, YTO OHA
3nech, I He mpocTo C HHUM, a Kak OyaTo
BHyTpH ero. CAOBHO cTaaa COCTaBHOH
YacThIO €ro Teaa. B 3TOT MUT OH AIOOHA ee
ropaszio CHAbHee, YeM Ha BOA€, KOTa OHU
ObIAM BMecTe. VI OH 3HAA, YTO OHA TIE-TO
€CTb, JKUBad, U Hy>KIAETCs B €r0 IIOMOIIIH.

OH cHOBa AerT U IHonpoboBaa cobpaTbCca C
MbICAIMU. YTO OH cmeaan? Ha CKOABKO AeT
VOAWHHA CBOe pabCTBO OTOM MUHYTHOMH
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by that moment of weakness?

In another moment he would hear the
tramp of boots outside. They could not let
such an outburst go unpunished. They
would know now, if they had not known
before, that he was breaking the agreement
he had made with them. He obeyed the
Party, but he still hated the Party. In the
old days he had hidden a heretical mind
beneath an appearance of conformity. Now
he had retreated a step further: in the mind
he had surrendered, but he had hoped to
keep the inner heart inviolate. He knew
that he was in the wrong, but he preferred
to be in the wrong. They would understand
that -- O’Brien would understand it. It was
all confessed in that single foolish cry.

He would have to start all over again. It
might take years. He ran a hand over his
face, trying to familiarize himself with the
new shape. There were deep furrows in the
cheeks, the cheekbones felt sharp, the nose
flattened. Besides, since last seeing himself
in the glass he had been given a complete
new set of teeth. It was not easy to preserve
inscrutability when you did not know what
your face looked like. In any case, mere
control of the features was not enough. For
the first time he perceived that if you want
to keep a secret you must also hide it from
yourself. You must know all the while that
it is there, but until it is needed you must
never let it emerge into your consciousness
in any shape that could be given a name.
From now onwards he must not only think
right; he must feel right, dream right. And
all the while he must keep his hatred
locked up inside him like a ball of matter
which was part of himself and yet
unconnected with the rest of him, a kind of
cyst.

One day they would decide to shoot him.
You could not tell when it would happen,
but a few seconds beforehand it should be
possible to guess. It was always from
behind, walking down a corridor. Ten
seconds would be enough. In that time the
world inside him could turn over. And then
suddenly, without a word uttered, without
a check in his step, without the changing of
a line in his face -- suddenly the
camouflage would be down and bang!
would go the batteries of his hatred. Hatred
would fill him like an enormous roaring
flame. And almost in the same instant

CcAaboCTBIO?

Cefiyac OH YCABIIIMT TONOT OalIMakoB 3a
nBepbio. Takyio BBIXOAKY OHHU HE OCTaBSAT
Ge3HakazaHHON. Terepb OHU HONUMYT -- €CAU
paHbllle HEe IIOHSAM, -- YTO OH HapyIIHA
corpamtesye. OH NOAYMHUACH IIAapTHH, HO
IIo-TIpEXKHEMYy €€ HEeHaBUAUT. B mnpexHue
OHU OH CKpBbIBaA €PETHYECKHE MBICAHU IIOX
IOKa3HBIM KOH(popMuaMoMm. Temepb OH
OTCTYIIHA €IIle Ha IIar; pa3yMOM COAACH, HO
AYLIYy paccYuTBIBaA COXPaHUTD B
HEIIPUKOCHOBeHHOCTH. OH 3HaaA, YTO He
IIpaB, U JepKaacd 3a CBOIO HemnpaBoTy. OHHu
aTo oMyt -- O'Bpatien noiimer. 1 Brlmaso
€ro OJTHO T'AYIIO€ BOCKAHIIAHUE.

IIpunerca HayaTe Bce cHadasa. Ha 3To
MOryT yuTH rombl. OH IIPOBEA AQOHBIO IIO
AUILy, 4TOOBI SICHEEe IIpe[CTaBUTH cebe, Kak
OHO TeIeph BBITAIIUT. B IleKax 3aAerAu
raybokue 6G0po3zbl, CKyABbI 320CTPHANCE, HOC
IIOKa3aACsl TIPUIIAIOCHYTHIM. Bro6aBok oH B
TIOCAEOHUH pa3 BuAeA cebs B 3epKase [0
TOTO, KakK eMy caeaaau 3yoel. TpymHO
COXpPaHUTH HENPOHHUIIAEMOCTb, €CAH He
3Haelllb, KaK BBITAIAUT TBOE AHWIO. Bo
BCAKOM CAydYae, OIHOTO AHIIb BAQIEHUS
MUMHKOHM HeZOCTaTO4YHO. BriepBele OH
OCO3HAA, UYTO, €CAH XO4Yellb COXPaHUTH
CEKpeT, Ha[0 CKPHIBATh €ro U oT cebs. Twl
MOAXKEH 3HaTb, KOHEYHO, YTO OH €CTb, HO,
IIOKyZa OH He IIOHAZOOHWACS, HEAb3d
IOIyCKAaTh €ro 0 CO3HAHHS B TAKOM BHIIE,
KOTZla €ro MOXKHO Ha3Barb. OTHBIHE OH
JOAXKEH HE TOABKO AyMaTh IIPaBHABHO; OH
JOAXKEH IIPaBHABHO 4YyBCTBOBATb, BHIETH
IpaBUABHBIE CHBEI. A HEHaBHUCTb [OAXKEH
3anepeTh B cebe KakK HeKoe (PU3HUYIEeCKOoe
obpa3oBaHUe, KOTOPOE IBAIETCS €r0 YacTbhio
U, OAHAKO, C HHM HE€ CBg3aHO, -- BpOIE
KHUCTBI.

Korna-Hubyap OHH peIlaT €ro pacCTpeAsTh.
HemsBecTHO, KOrza 3TO CAYYMTCS, HO 3a
HECKOABKO CEKyHJZ, HaBepHOe, yraaarb
MoxkHo. CTpeadioT c3aau, Koraa HUAEeUIb II0
KOpHUAOPY. [lecaTu CeKyHZ XBaTHUT. 3a 3TO
BpeM4d BHYTPEHHUMI MHUP MOXKET
nepeBepHyThbcda. W Torma, BHe3allHO, He
CKa3aB HU CAOBa, He COMBIIHNCH C IlIara, He
M3MEHHUBIINChE B AHIle, BHE3allHO OH
cOPOCHUT MACKHPOBKY -- B TPSHYT OaTapeu
ero HeHaBucTu! HeHaBHCTH HaIIOAHUT €ro
CAOBHO MCIIOAMHCKOE peByllee Iaamda. U
IOYTH B TOT K€ MHUI' -- BBICTpea! --
CAMIIIKOM TIO3/THO MAM CAHUIIIKOM paHo. OHH
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bang! would go the bullet, too late, or too
early. They would have blown his brain to
pieces before they could reclaim it. The
heretical thought would be unpunished,
unrepented, out of their reach for ever.
They would have blown a hole in their own
perfection. To die hating them, that was
freedom.

He shut his eyes. It was more difficult than
accepting an intellectual discipline. It was a
question of degrading himself, mutilating
himself. He had got to plunge into the
filthiest of filth. What was the most
horrible, sickening thing of all? He thought
of Big Brother. The enormous face (because
of constantly seeing it on posters he always
thought of it as being a metre wide), with
its heavy black moustache and the eyes
that followed you to and fro, seemed to float
into his mind of its own accord. What were
his true feelings towards Big Brother?

There was a heavy tramp of boots in the
passage. The steel door swung open with a
clang. O’Brien walked into the cell. Behind
him were the waxen-faced officer and the
black-uniformed guards.

“Get up,” said O’Brien. “Come here.”

Winston stood opposite him. O’Brien took
Winston’s shoulders between his strong
hands and looked at him closely.

“You have had thoughts of deceiving me,”
he said. “That was stupid. Stand up
straighter. Look me in the face.”

He paused, and went on in a gentler tone:
“You are improving. Intellectually there is
very little wrong with you. It is only
emotionally that you have failed to make
progress. Tell me, Winston -- and
remember, no lies: you know that I am
always able to detect a lie -- tell me, what
are your true feelings towards Big Brother?”

“I hate him.”

“You hate him. Good. Then the time has
come for you to take the last step. You
must love Big Brother. It is not enough to
obey him: you must love him.”

He released Winston with a little push
towards the guards.

“Room 101,” he said.
\'A
At each stage of his imprisonment he had

pas3HecyT eMy MOS3T paHbIlle, YeM BBIIIPABAT.
Eperuueckas MBICAB, HeHaKa3aHHas,
HepacKasiHHasl, CTAHET HEIOCSTaeMOM [As
HUX HaBekd. OHH IIPOCTPEAIT OBIPY B
CBOEM wuaease. YMepeTb, HEHABHUAS HX, --
3TO U €CTh CBOOOA.

OH 3akpplA Trpaa3a. OTO TpyAHee, dYeM
OPUHATH OUCHUMIAMHY yMa. TyT Hazmo
YPOHUTB cebs, u3yBeduThb. [lorpy3uThbca B
TpA3HEHNIyI0 rpd3b. UTO caMoe KYyTKOe,
camoe TomHOTBOpHOe? OH IoAyMaa o
Crapmiem Bpare. OrpomHOe AHIIO (OH
TIOCTOSHHO BHEA €ro Ha IAaKaTax, H
I03TOMYy Ka3aA0Ch, YTO OHO MOOAXKHO OBITH
LIMPHUHOM B METP), YEPHOyCOoe, HUKOIAa He
CIIyCKaBlIllee C Tebd raas3, BO3HHKAO IIepen
HHUM CAOBHO IIOMHMO e€ro BoaH. Kak oH Ha
caMoM aese oTHocutcsa K Crapmiemy Bpaty?

B KOpHIOpE IOCABIIIAACS TSZKEABIH TOIIOT.
CraabHad ABEPh C ASI3TOM pacHaxHyAack. B
kamepy Bomea O'Bpaiien. 3a HuM --
odoHIiep C BOCKOBBIM AWIIOM M HAA3UPATEAH
B YEPHOM.

Bcranpre, --
IMomo#oure croga.

ckazan O'Bpatien. --

YunctoH Bcraa mnpotuB Hero. O'Bpaiien
CHABHBIMH PyKaMH B3fA YHHCTOHA 3a IIA€YH
U IIPUCTAABHO IIOCMOTPEA B AHIIO.

-- Bbl nymaau MeHs 06MaHyTh, -- CKa3aA OH.

910 6pIAO TAymO. CrofiTe mpaMoO.
CMOTpPHUTE MHE B raaza.

OH 1oMoAYaa U IPOJIOAIKAA IYTh MATYeE:

-- Bel ucnpasagerecs. B nHTEAreKTyasbHOM
naAaHe y Bac IOYTH Bce B MHopdaake. B
SMOIIMOHAABHOM XK€ HUKAKOT'O YAYYIIEHHUS y

BacC HE IIPOMU3O0IIIAO. Craxxure MHE,
YuHCTOH , -- TOABKO IIOMHHTE. HE ArarTh,
AOXB OT MEHd HE YKPOETCd, 3TO BaM

HU3BECTHO, -- CKayKuTe, KaK Bbl Ha CaMOM
neae oTHocuTech K CrapiieMmy Bpaty?

-- 51 ero HEHaBUXKY.

-- Bbl ero HenaBuaure. Xoporo. Toraa gas
BaC HacCTaa0 BpeMs CHEAATh ITOCAETHHM
wiar. Ber moaxkub! Ato6uTEH Crapiuero Bpara.
[ToBUHOBATLECA €My MaAO; BBI JIOAXKHEI €T0
AXOOUTD.

OH OTHyCcTHA IIA€YHM YHHCTOHA,
TOAKHYB €T0 K HaJI3UPATEASIM.

CAETKa

-- B KoMHaTy CcTO OAMH, -- CKa3aa OH.
\'
Ha xaskmom osTare 3akKAIOYeHHsS YHHCTOH
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known, or seemed to know, whereabouts he
was in the windowless building. Possibly
there were slight differences in the air
pressure. The cells where the guards had
beaten him were below ground level. The
room where he had been interrogated by
O’Brien was high up near the roof. This
place was many metres underground, as
deep down as it was possible to go.

It was bigger than most of the cells he had
been in. But he hardly noticed his
surroundings. All he noticed was that there
were two small tables straight in front of
him, each covered with green baize. One
was only a metre or two from him, the other
was further away, near the door. He was
strapped upright in a chair, so tightly that
he could move nothing, not even his head.
A sort of pad gripped his head from behind,
forcing him to look straight in front of him.
For a moment he was alone, then the door
opened and O’Brien came in.

“You asked me once,” said O’Brien, “what
was in Room 101. I told you that you knew
the answer already. Everyone knows it. The
thing that is in Room 101 is the worst thing
in the world.”

The door opened again. A guard came in,
carrying something made of wire, a box or
basket of some kind. He set it down on the
further table. Because of the position in
which O’Brien was standing. Winston could
not see what the thing was.

“The worst thing in the world,” said
O’Brien, “varies from individual to
individual. It may be burial alive, or death
by fire, or by drowning, or by impalement,
or fifty other deaths. There are cases where
it is some quite trivial thing, not even fatal.”

He had moved a little to one side, so that
Winston had a better view of the thing on
the table. It was an oblong wire cage with a
handle on top for carrying it by. Fixed to
the front of it was something that looked
like a fencing mask, with the concave side
outwards. Although it was three or four
metres away from him, he could see that
the cage was divided lengthways into two
compartments, and that there was some
kind of creature in each. They were rats.

“In your case,” said O’Brien, “the worst
thing in the world happens to be rats.”

A sort of premonitory tremor, a fear of he

3HAA -- UAM IIPEACTaBAdA cebe, -- HeCMOTps
Ha OTCYTCTBHE OKOH, B KAKOH YacTy 34aHUS
OH HaxXOOUTCA. BO3MOXKHO, OLIyIIIAA
pasHuily B  aTrMocEepHOM  [OaBAEHUH.
Kameprl, rme ero u30MBaAu HaI3UPATEAH,
HAXOOHAWCH HUXKe ypoBHH 3eMau. KomHara,
rae ero [OIIpaIIuBaA O'BpaiieH,
pacrioaarasack HaBepXy, OAM3KO K KpBIIIIE.
A wHbpIHelrHee MecTO ObIAO TAYOOKO ITOZ
3eMAel, MOXKeT ObITh, B CAMOM HHU3y.

KomHaTta Oblaa IIPOCTOPHEE ITOYTH BCEX €TO
npexxHux Kamep. Ho oH He 3amedaa
roapoGHocTet 00CTaHOBKH. 3amMmeTHA
TOABKO [IBA CTOAMKA IIPSIMO Ilepen, cO0Oi,
oba ¢ 3eaeHbIM CyKHOM. OJUH CTOSIA METPax
B [OBYX; JApPYyrofl Iomasblle, y [OBEPH.
YuHCTOH OBIA IIPUBS3aH K KPECAY TakK TYTO,
9TO HE MOT IIOIIEBEAUTH MHaXKe TOAOBOM.
FonroBYy nmepkano c3aau  dYTO-TO  Bpoze
MSATKOT'O IIOATOAOBHHKA, U CMOTPETH OH MOT
ToABKO Brepez. OH ObIA OOUH, IIOTOM ABEPH
oTKpbIrachk U Bolrea O'Bpaiien.

Bbl omHaXKABI CIPOCHAM, -- CKasaa
O'BpatieH, -- 4TO OeAal0T B KOMHATE CTO
OmuH. 51 OTBETHA, YTO BbI CAaMHU 3HAETE. ITO
BCe 3HaIOT. B KOMHaTe CTO OOWH -- TO, YTO
XyzKe BCEro Ha CBeTe.

JlBepb CHOBa OTKpBIAACH. Haz3upareab BHeC
YTO-TO IIPOBOAOYHOE, TO AW KOP3HHKY, TO AH
KAeTKYy. OH IIOCTaBHA 3Ty Belllb Ha JaAbBHUHI
croauk. O'BpatlieH Memiaa pasradaerhb, YTO
3TO 3a Belllp.

-- To, 4TO XyzKe BCEro Ha CBeTe, -- CKas3aa
O'BpatieH, -- pasHoe [OAS Pa3HBIX AIOOEH.
910 MoxkeT ObITH IOrpeGeHHe 3a3KUBO,
CMepTh Ha KOCTPE, AW B BOJE, HAH Ha KOAY
-- la CTO KAaKHX yroAHO CMepTei. A uHorma
3TO KaKas-TO BIIOAHE HHYTOXKHAS BeIlb,
[axke He CMepPTeAbHas.

OH oTolIleA B CTOPOHY, H YHHCTOH
pasraszes, 9TO CTOUT Ha CTOAMKe. OTo Oblaa
IpojoAroBaTas KA€TKa C PYYKOM HaBepXy
nas mepeHocku. K Topiyy ObIa0 mpumaeaaHo
49T0-TO  BpoAe  (PEXTOBAABHOHM  MacKH,
BOTHYTOM CTOpDOHOM HapyxXKy. XOTd [0
KAGTKH OBIAO MeTpa TPH HAH HeTBIpe,
YUHCTOH yBHZEA, 9YTO OHa pasiescHa
IIPOMOABHOM IIeperopogkofi u B 000OHX

OTHEACHHUSX -- KaKHe-TO JKHUBOTHBIE. ITO
OBIAU KPBICHI.

-- [ag Bac, -- ckazaa O'BpatieH, -- xyxke
BCEro Ha CBETe -- KPBICHI.

Jpoxb  MIpPendyBCTBUd, CTpax Iepen
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was not certain what, had passed through
Winston as soon as he caught his first
glimpse of the cage. But at this moment the
meaning of the mask-like attachment in
front of it suddenly sank into him. His
bowels seemed to turn to water.

“You can’t do that!” he cried out in a high
cracked voice. “You couldn’t, you couldn’t!
It’s impossible.”

“Do you remember,” said O’Brien, “the
moment of panic that used to occur in your
dreams? There was a wall of blackness in
front of you, and a roaring sound in your
ears. There was something terrible on the
other side of the wall. You knew that you
knew what it was, but you dared not drag it
into the open. It was the rats that were on
the other side of the wall.”

“O’Brien!” said Winston, making an effort to
control his voice. “You know this is not
necessary. What is it that you want me to
do?”

O’Brien made no direct answer. When he
spoke it was in the schoolmasterish
manner that he sometimes affected. He
looked thoughtfully into the distance, as
though he were addressing an audience
somewhere behind Winston’s back.

“By itself,” he said, “pain is not always
enough. There are occasions when a
human being will stand out against pain,
even to the point of death. But for everyone
there is something unendurable --
something that cannot be contemplated.
Courage and cowardice are not involved. If
you are falling from a height it is not
cowardly to clutch at a rope. If you have
come up from deep water it is not cowardly
to fill your lungs with air. It is merely an
instinct which cannot be destroyed. It is the
same with the rats. For you, they are
unendurable. They are a form of pressure
that you cannot withstand. even if you
wished to. You will do what is required of
you.

“But what is it, what is it? How can I do it if
I don’t know what it is?”

O’Brien picked up the cage and brought it
across to the nearer table. He set it down
carefully on the baize cloth. Winston could
hear the blood singing in his ears. He had
the feeling of sitting in utter loneliness. He
was in the middle of a great empty plain, a
flat desert drenched with sunlight, across
which all sounds came to him out of

HEBEIOMBIM YHHCTOH ONIyTHA €Ile B Ty
CEeKyH/ly, KOTZla Pas3TASieA KAETKY. A cefiuac
OH IIOHSIA, YTO O3HAYaeT Macka B Tople. Y
HETO CXBaTHAO KHBOT.

-- Bbel aTOrO HE cHeaaere! -- KPUKHYA OH
BBICOKHMM HaATPECHYTHIM FOAOCOM. -- BbI He
Oynere, He Oynere! Kak MOKHO?

-- [Tomuwure, -- ckazaa O'BpaiieHn, -- TOT MUT
[aHUKY, KOTOPBIM OBbIBAA B BaIllUX CHAax?
[lepen BamMu cTeHa Mpaka, U peB B yIIax.
Tam, 3a CTeHOM, -- YTO-TO yKacHoe. B
rAyOMHe OyIIW Bbl 3HAAHM, YTO CKPBITO 3a
CTEHOM, HO HE PEIIaAuCh cebe NMPU3HATHCS.
KpbICEI OBIAM 32 CTEHOH.

-- O'Bpatien! -- ckazaa YUHCTOH, IIBITAsICh
COBAQaTh C TOAOCOM. -- BBI 3Haere, 4TO B
9TOM HET HeoOXoAuMocCTH. Yero BbI OT MEHs
XOTHUTE?

O'BpatieH He mgaa TIIPpIMOro  OTBETA.
HamyctuB Ha cebs MEHTOPCKHI BHI, Kak
HHOTZA C HHUM OBIBAAO, OH 3aAyMYHBO
CMOTpEA BIaAb, CAOBHO ofpamaaca K
CAyLIATEASIM 3a CIIMHOM YHHCTOHA.

-- Boau camoit mo cebe, -- HaYaA OH, --
UHOTZA HEeIOCTATOYHO. DBBIBAIOT caydaw,
KOT[a WHAWBHUI COIPOTHUBASIETCS OOAU [0
cmepTHOro mura. Ho IAs KaxkI0ro 4eA0BEKa
€CTh YTO-TO HENEPEHOCHMOE, HEMBICAKMOE.
CMeAOCTh U TPYCOCTH 3[eCh HHU IIPHU YEM.
Ecau mazmaemrs ¢ BBICOTBI, CXBaTUTbCH 3a
BEPEBKY -- HE TPYCOCTb. ECAM BBIHBIPHYA U3
TAYOHHBI, BIOXHYTBH BO3AyX -- HE TPYCOCTb.
OTO TIPOCTO UHCTUHKT, UM €ro HEAb3s
ocaymatbed. To ke camoe -- ¢ KpBICAMH.
Jlas Bac OHU HeIlepeHOCHUMBI. JT0 Ta dopma
OaBA€HHs, KOTOpPOM BBl HE  MOIKETe
OPOTUBOCTOSTE, [AaXK€ €CAH Obl 3aXOTEAH.
BbI ceaaiiTe TO, 94TO OT Bac TpeGyIoT.

Ho w4ro, uto Tpebyror? Kak g wmory
CIEeAATh, ECAM HE 3HAIO, UTO OT MEHS HaI0?

O'BpaiieH B39A KAETKY M IIepeHec K
OAMZKHEMY CTOAMKY. AKKypPaTHO IIOCTaBHA
ee Ha CYKHO. YHHCTOH CABIIIAA I'YA KPOBH B
ymax. EMy Kazaaock ceiiyac, 4TO OH CHUOUT
B TIIoAHOM oauHodectBe. OH mocpenu
rpoMaaHON Oe3AI0IHOM PaBHUHBI, B
IyCTbIHE, 3aAUTOH COAHEYHBIM CBETOM, M
BCE 3BYKH [OHOCSTBCH M3 OECKOHEYHOIO
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immense distances. Yet the cage with the
rats was not two metres away from him.
They were enormous rats. They were at the
age when a rat’s muzzle grows blunt and
fierce and his fur brown instead of grey.

“The rat,” said O’Brien, still addressing his
invisible audience, “although a rodent, is
carnivorous. You are aware of that. You will
have heard of the things that happen in the
poor quarters of this town. In some streets
a woman dare not leave her baby alone in
the house, even for five minutes. The rats
are certain to attack it. Within quite a small
time they will strip it to the bones. They
also attack sick or dying people. They show
astonishing intelligence in knowing when a
human being is helpless.”

There was an outburst of squeals from the
cage. It seemed to reach Winston from far
away. The rats were fighting; they were
trying to get at each other through the
partition. He heard also a deep groan of
despair. That, too, seemed to come from
outside himself.

O’Brien picked up the cage, and, as he did
so, pressed something in it. There was a
sharp click. Winston made a frantic effort
to tear himself loose from the chair. It was
hopeless; every part of him, even his head,
was held immovably. O’Brien moved the
cage nearer. It was less than a metre from
Winston’s face.

“I have pressed the first lever,” said
O’Brien. “You understand the construction
of this cage. The mask will fit over your
head, leaving no exit. When I press this
other lever, the door of the cage will slide
up. These starving brutes will shoot out of
it like bullets. Have you ever seen a rat leap
through the air? They will leap on to your
face and bore straight into it. Sometimes
they attack the eyes first. Sometimes they
burrow through the cheeks and devour the
tongue.”

The cage was nearer; it was closing in.
Winston heard a succession of shrill cries
which appeared to be occurring in the air
above his head. But he fought furiously
against his panic. To think, to think, even
with a split second left -- to think was the
only hope. Suddenly the foul musty odour
of the brutes struck his nostrils. There was

naseka. Mexkay TeM KA€TKa C KpbICaMH
cTosiAa OT HEro B KaKHUX-HUOyOb MABYX
Mmerpax. Kprwickl 6Ob1am  orpomHble. OHHU
JOCTUTAM TOTO BO3pacTa, KOorga Mopaa
JKHBOTHOTO CTAHOBHTCSI TYIIOM M CBUPEIIOH,
a IIKypa Hu3 Cepod IIpeBpalaercd B

KOPHUYHEBYIO.
-- Kprica, -- ckazaan O'Bpaiien, mno-
IpexXHeMy ofOpamasck K  HEBHAUMOI
ayAuTOPHUH, -- TPBI3YH, HO IIPH 5TOM --
naoToggHoe. Bam  5TO  uM3BecTHO. Bhl,

HECOMHEHHO, CABIIIAAH O TOM, YTO TBOPHUTCH
B OemubIx paibioHax Hamlero ropoza. Ha
HEKOTOPBIX YAHMIlaX MaTb OOHTCS OCTaBHTH
rpyaHoro pebeHka 6e3 IpucMoTpa B [IOME
[axke Ha OaTb MUHYT. KpBICHI HEIIpeMeHHO
Ha Hero HamaayrT. W odeHb GBICTPO
00rAoKyT ero no kKocred. OHH HamagaimoT
Tak>Ke Ha OOABHBIX M YMHPAIOIKX. KPBICHI
YAUBHUTEABHO YIra[blBalOT OeCIIOMOIIHOCTD
JeAOBeEKa.

B kaeTKe TOAHAACS BHU3l. YHHCTOHY
Kas3aA0Ch, 4YTO OH [JOHOCHUTCS U3/IaAeKa.
KpBICHI ApaAnCh; OHU IBITAAUCH A00PATHCS
Opyr [0 APY:KKH depe3d Ieperoponky. Erre
YuHCcTOH YCABILIIAA rAyGOKHMt CTOH
otyasgHusi. OH TOXKe IIeA Kak OyaTo U3BHE.

O'BpatieH mOOHSIA KAETKYy M 4TO-TO B HeH

Haxkaa. Pasmaaca peskuii 1mieadox. B
HCCTYIIACHUU YuncroH nomnpo6oBaa
BBIpBaThbCad H3 Kpecaa. Hampacuo: Bce

YaCTH TeAa W JaxKe roroBa ObIAM HaMepPTBO
3akpenaseHsl. O'BpaiieH 1ogHEC KAETKY
6amxke. Terepb oHa ObIra B METpPE OT AWIA.

9 Haxkan @epByIO pPYydKy, -- CKasaa
O'Bpatien. -- KOHCTpyKIMS KAETKH BaM
IIOHATHA. Macka OXBaTUT BaM AHIIO, He
ocTaBUB BbIXOZa. Korma s HazkMy ApPYTYIO
PY4YKy, [Beplia B KAETKE IIOJHUMETCS.
ToromHBIE 3BEPH BBIACTAT OTTYHA IIyASMH.
Bpl Bumeam, Kak IPBIraloT KpbICcbl? OHHU

OPBITHYT BaM Ha AWIO ¥ Ha4YHYyT
BIpbI3aThCd. HMHOTIA OHH IIEPBBIM OEAOM
HabpaceIBAIOTCH Ha raasa. HHorna

IIPOTPHI3AIOT HIEKHU U MOXKHUPAIOT A3bIK.

KaeTka npuban3nasach; CKOPO HaIBHHETCH
BIIAOTHYIO. YHHCTOH YCABIIIAA  dYacTble
IIPOH3UTEABHBIE BOIIAH, DPa3/aBaBIIHECT
Kak Oyaro B Bo3ayxe Ham roaoBoii. Ho o

AgpocTHO Oopoaca ¢ maHuKOMH. [lymars,
AyMaTb, HOaxKe €CAM OcTasach CeKyH7a...
JymaTh -- TOABKO Ha 3TO HaAeXK/aa.

I'mycHBIM 3aTXABIM 3amax 3Beped yaapua B
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a violent convulsion of nausea inside him,
and he almost lost consciousness.
Everything had gone black. For an instant
he was insane, a screaming animal. Yet he
came out of the blackness clutching an
idea. There was one and only one way to
save himself. He must interpose another
human being, the body of another human
being, between himself and the rats.

The circle of the mask was large enough
now to shut out the vision of anything else.
The wire door was a couple of hand-spans
from his face. The rats knew what was
coming now. One of them was leaping up
and down, the other, an old scaly
grandfather of the sewers, stood up, with
his pink hands against the bars, and
fiercely sniffed the air. Winston could see
the whiskers and the yellow teeth. Again
the black panic took hold of him. He was
blind, helpless, mindless.

“It was a common punishment in Imperial
China,” said O’Brien as didactically as ever.

The mask was closing on his face. The wire
brushed his cheek. And then -- no, it was
not relief, only hope, a tiny fragment of
hope. Too late, perhaps too late. But he had
suddenly understood that in the whole
world there was just one person to whom
he could transfer his punishment -- one
body that he could thrust between himself
and the rats. And he was shouting
frantically, over and over.

“Do it to Julia! Do it to Julia! Not me! Julia!
I don’t care what you do to her. Tear her
face off, strip her to the bones. Not me!
Julia! Not me!”

He was falling backwards, into enormous
depths, away from the rats. He was still
strapped in the chair, but he had fallen
through the floor, through the walls of the
building, through the earth, through the
oceans, through the atmosphere, into outer
space, into the gulfs between the stars --
always away, away, away from the rats. He
was light years distant, but O’Brien was
still standing at his side. There was still the
cold touch of wire against his cheek. But
through the darkness that enveloped him
he heard another metallic click, and knew
that the cage door had clicked shut and not
open.

VI

HOC. PBOoTHad cria3ma IIOACTYIIHAA K TOPAY,
U OH IIOYTHU IIOTePSIA CO3HaHUe. Bece ncuesno
B uepHOTe. Ha MHT OH IIpeBpaTHACSI B
obe3yMeBIIIee BOIsIIee XKHUBOTHoe. OmHAKO
OH BBIPBAACS U3 YE€PHOTHI, 3all€IUBIIUCH 3a
MbBICAB. ECTB OOWH-€OIUHCTBEHHBIH IIyTh K
criaceHuio. Hamo  mocraBuUTH — ApyroOro
4YeAOBE€KAa, mesio APYroro 4eAOBEKa, MEXKIAY
coboM U KpBICAMH.

OBaa MacK{ IIPUOAHM3UACS y3Ke HaCTOABKO,
YTO 3aCAOHHA Bce ocraabHoe. Ceruarast
aBepla 6bira B ABYX HSASX OT AWUIA. KpBICHI
HOHSIAM, YTO roTtoBuTcd. OfHA HETEPIIEAUBO
opbirara Ha MeCTe; Apyras -- KOpPIKaBbIH
BETepaH CTOYHBIX KaHAB -- BCTaAa,
YIIEPIINCH PO30BBIMH AAllaMU B PEIIETKY U
CHABHO BTSATHBas HOCOM BO3AyX. YHUHCTOH
BHUJIEA YCBI U 3KeAThbIe 3yObl. UepHas ImaHuka
cHOBa HakaTwaa Ha Hero. OH OBIA caer,
0eCIIoMOIlleH, HUYETO He CoOO0pazkaa.

OTo HakasaHHe OBIAO IIPHHATO B
Kuraiickoit umnepun, -- ckazaa O'Bpaiien
O-TIPEXKHEMY HPaBOYYHTEABHO.

Macka npuaBurasach K auly. IIpoBoaoka
KOCHyAacCh IIeKu. U TyT... HET, 3T0 ObIAO HE
CIlaceHHe, a TOABKO Hazexkaa, HCKpa
Hagexasl. [1o3aHO, MOXKET OBITH, ITO3IHO.
Ho oH BApyr mHoHSA, 4TO Ha CBETE €CThb
TOABKO OJWH 4YeAOBEK, Ha KOTOPOTrO OH
MOXKET IIepeBaAUTh CBOE HaKasaHHe, --
TOABKO OJHHM TE€AOM OH MOXKET 3aCAOHUTH
cebsg oT KpeIC. 1 OH HCCTYNAGHHO KpHYaa,
pas 3a pasoM:

-- Orpmatite uMm J[Ixyauoo! Orpadite uMm
Ixyanio! He wensa! [Ixyauro! Mue Bce
paBHO, 4YTO BbI C HeH caeaaete. PazopBure
eii Auro, obrprIduTe OO0 Kocreil. He mens!

Ixyawnro! He mens!

OH mazmaa couHOM B 0GEe3MOHHYIO TAyOb,
opoys oT Kpeic. OH Bce eme ObIA
IPHUCTETHYT K KpPECAy, HO IIPOBAAHBAACS
CKBO3b II0A, CKBO3b CTEHBI 3[IaHHUS, CKBO3b
3€eMAIO, CKBO3b OKE€aHbI, CKBO3b aTMocdepy,
B KOCMOC, B MeXK3Be3aHble Oe3qHBI -- BCE
JaAbllle, IIPOYb, IIPOYb, IPOYb OT KpbIC. Ero
OTHEASIAW OT HHUX y2K€ CBETOBBIE T'ObI, XOTS
O'BpaiieH mo-mpexkHeMy CTodA psaaoM. U
XOAOZIHAsI IIPOBOAOKA BCE €Ille IIPHKAcaAach
K 1eke. Ho CKBO3b TbMy, OOBSBIIYIO €0, OH
YCABIIIIAA €llle OJMH METAAAUIECKUN IIIEAYOK
U TIOHSIA, YTO ABEPIA KAETKH 3aXAOITHYAACH,
a He OTKPbIAACh.

VI
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The Chestnut Tree was almost empty. A ray
of sunlight slanting through a window fell
on dusty table-tops. It was the lonely hour
of fifteen. A tinny music trickled from the
telescreens.

Winston sat in his usual corner, gazing into
an empty glass. Now and again he glanced
up at a vast face which eyed him from the
opposite  wall. BIG BROTHER IS
WATCHING YOU the caption said.
Unbidden, a waiter came and filled his
glass up with Victory Gin, shaking into it a
few drops from another bottle with a quill
through the cork. It was saccharine
flavoured with cloves, the speciality of the
café.

Winston was listening to the telescreen. At
present only music was coming out of it,
but there was a possibility that at any
moment there might be a special bulletin
from the Ministry of Peace. The news from
the African front was disquieting in the
extreme. On and off he had been worrying
about it all day. A Eurasian army (Oceania
was at war with Eurasia: Oceania had
always been at war with Eurasia) was
moving southward at terrifying speed. The
mid-day bulletin had not mentioned any
definite area, but it was probable that
already the mouth of the Congo was a
battlefield. Brazzaville and Leopoldville were
in danger. One did not have to look at the
map to see what it meant. It was not merely
a question of losing Central Africa: for the
first time in the whole war, the territory of
Oceania itself was menaced.

A violent emotion, not fear exactly but a
sort of undifferentiated excitement, flared
up in him, then faded again. He stopped
thinking about the war. In these days he
could never fix his mind on any one subject
for more than a few moments at a time. He
picked up his glass and drained it at a
gulp. As always, the gin made him shudder
and even retch slightly. The stuff was
horrible. The cloves and saccharine,
themselves disgusting enough in their
sickly way, could not disguise the flat oily
smell; and what was worst of all was that
the smell of gin, which dwelt with him night
and day, was inextricably mixed up in his
mind with the smell of those--

He never named them, even in his
thoughts, and so far as it was possible he
never visualized them. They were

«lom kaimnrTaHoM» 6bIAO0 OesaromHo. Kocwle
JKEATBIE AYYHM COAHIIA MTAJAAU YePe3 OKHO Ha
MBLIABHEIE KPBILIKH CTOAOB. Breiao
NATHAALAT, 9acOB -- BPEMs 3aTHIbs. W3
TEAEKPAHOB TOYHAACH GOapas My3bIKa.

YHHCTOH CHIEA B CBOEM YTAY, YCTaBaCh B
IycTOM cTakaH. Bpema oT BpeMeHH OH
[IOAHUMAA B3TASI] HA TPOMAIHOE AHIIO,
HabAIOZABIIlee 32 HUM CO CTE€HBI HAIIPOTHB.
CTAPIIIMIA BPAT CMOTPUT HA TEBY,
raacuaa  moamnucb. bBe3  30Ba  Iomoliiea
ObHIIMAHT, HAIIOAHHA €r0 CTaKaH MIKHHOM
«Jlobema» 1 mobaBHA HECKOABKO KAaIleAb K3
apyroit OyTBIAKM C TpyOO4YKoil B IIpoOKe.
Oro ObIA pPacTBOpP CaxapHWHa, HACTOSHHBIN
Ha TBO3AMKE, -- (PUPMEHHBIH HAIIUTOK
3aBEICHHUS.

YUHCTOH HOpHcAymlascd K  TEAEKpaHY.
Cefivac nepenaBasl TOABKO MYy3BIKY, HO C
MHHYTBl Ha MHHYTY MOXKHO OBIAO KIAThb
CIeIIMaABHOH CBOAKH M3 MHUHUCTEPCTBA
mupa. CoobiieHusa ¢ appUKAHCKOTO (PpoHTA
IocTynasu KpaiHe TpeBoxkHble. C camoro
yTpa OH TO M AEAO C OECIIOKOMCTBOM AyMaa
06 atom. EBpasmiickue Boiicka (OxeaHus
BoeBana ¢ EBpasmeii: OkxeaHusd Bcerma
BoeBana c EBpasmeit) c¢ ycrpamraromiei
OBICTPOTOM IPOABUraAMCH Ha OI. B
IIOAYZI€HHOH CBOJIKE He Ha3BaAH
KOHKPETHBIX MECT, HO BIIOAHE BO3MOXKHO,
4T0 G0oM HAYT yxKe Bo3Ae ycTbsi Konro. Han
Bpas3aBuaeM U AeONOABABHAEM HaBHCAA
oracHoOCTb. IIOHATB, YTO 3TO O3HA4aeT,
HeTpyZHO U 06e3 KapTbl. OTO TPO3UT He
npocro mnoteped LlenTpaarHol AdpuKH;
BIIEPBBIE 3a BCIO BOMHY BO3HHKAA yTpo3a
camoit OKeaHHUH.

BypHoe 4yBCTBO -- HE COBCEM CTpax, a
CKOpee KaKoe-TO GeclipeIMeTHOe BOAHEHHE
-- BCIIBIXHYAO B HEM, a IoToM mnoTyxao. OH
rnepecras aAymMaTth o BoitHe. Temeps oH Mor
3afepxKaTh MBICAM Ha KakKOM-TO OJHOM
npeaMere He Ooabllle 4eM Ha HECKOABKO
cekyHA. OH B3sIA CTaKaH M 3aAIIOM BBIIIHA.
Kak 0OBIYHO, HepenepHyACS M THXOHBKO
peirHyA. Iloiin0 ©OBIAO  OTBpPATUTEABHOE.
I'Bo3gyuKa ¢ caxapuHOM, cama IIo cebe
IIPOTHBHAdA, HE MOTAd IepPeOHTh YHBIABIM
MAaCASTHUCTBIHM 3amax [AKHHA, HO, YTO XyXKe
BCETO, 3allax [KHWHa, COIIPOBOXKAABIINHI €T0
JeHb MW HOYb, ObIA HEPA3PBIBHO CBs3aH C
3aI1axoM TeX...

OH HHKOIZAa He Ha3blBaA HX, Oa¥Ke IIPO
cebsi, ¥ OYEHb CTapaAacs, HE YBHUAETh HUX
MbIcAeHHO. OHU OBIAM YEM-TO HE BIIOAHE
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something that he was half-aware of,
hovering close to his face, a smell that
clung to his nostrils. As the gin rose in him
he belched through purple lips. He had
grown fatter since they released him, and
had regained his old colour -- indeed, more
than regained it. His features had
thickened, the skin on nose and
cheekbones was coarsely red, even the bald
scalp was too deep a pink. A waiter, again
unbidden, brought the chessboard and the
current issue of the Times, with the page
turned down at the chess problem. Then,
seeing that Winston’s glass was empty, he
brought the gin bottle and filled it. There
was no need to give orders. They knew his
habits. The chessboard was always waiting
for him, his corner table was always
reserved; even when the place was full he
had it to himself, since nobody cared to be
seen sitting too close to him. He never even
bothered to count his drinks. At irregular
intervals they presented him with a dirty
slip of paper which they said was the bill,
but he had the impression that they always
undercharged him. It would have made no
difference if it had been the other way
about. He had always plenty of money
nowadays. He even had a job, a sinecure,
more highly-paid than his old job had been.

The music from the telescreen stopped and
a voice took over. Winston raised his head
to listen. No bulletins from the front,
however. It was merely a  brief
announcement from the Ministry of Plenty.
In the preceding quarter, it appeared, the
Tenth Three-Year Plan’s quota for bootlaces
had been overfulfilled by 98 per cent.

He examined the chess problem and set out
the pieces. It was a tricky ending, involving
a couple of knights. “White to play and
mate in two moves.” Winston looked up at
the portrait of Big Brother. White always
mates, he thought with a sort of cloudy
mysticism. Always, without exception, it is
so arranged. In no chess problem since the
beginning of the world has black ever won.
Did it not symbolize the eternal, unvarying
triumph of Good over Evil? The huge face
gazed back at him, full of calm power.
White always mates.

The voice from the telescreen paused and
added in a different and much graver tone:
“You are warned to stand by for an
important announcement at fifteen-thirty.

OCO3HAHHBIM, CKOPEE YTalblBAAUCH TIAE-TO
Iepes AWUIIOM H TOABKO BCE BpEMS IIaXAM.
JI>KMH BCKOABIXHYACH B IKEAYAKE, U OH
PBITHYA, BBIIIATHB KpacHble I'yoel. C Tex mmop
KaK €ro BBIIIyCTHAH, OH pAacCIOAHEA, U K
HEMYy BEPHYACS NPEXHUN PyMsHEI, daKe
craa gpde. YepThl AHMIIa y HEro orpydeaw,
HOC M CKYyAbl CIEAAAMCH IIE€PLIaBBIMH H
KPaCHBIMH, JaxKe AbICas roAOBa IIpuobpesa
SIPKU# PO30BBIYM OTTEHOK. OPUIIMAHT, OISITH
0e3 30Ba, INpPHHEC IIaxXMaTbl K CBEXHUI
BBIILYCK «Tatime», PACKPBITBIN Ha
maxMaTHOM 3azade. 3aTeM, YBHAEB, YTO
CTaKaH IIyCT, BEpPHyACH C OyTBIAKOH MKHHA
U HaAHWA. 3aKas3bl MOXKHO OBIAO HE IEAATh.
O6cayra 3Hasa ero NPUBBIYKH. lllaxmaTsl
HEU3MEHHO KIaAH €r0 U CBOOOMHBIN CTOAMK
B Yray; [ake Korzga Kade HaIloAHSAOCH
HaApOJOM, OH 3aHHMAaA €ro OAHH -- HUKOMY
HE XOTEAOCHh OBITH 3aMEYEeHHBIM B €ro
obmectBe. EMy make He IIPHXOAHAOCH
MOACYUTHIBATE, CKOABKO OH BBIIHA. Bpemsa
OT BpPEMEHH €My [OJaBaAd TIPA3HYIO
OyMaskKKy W TOBOPHAH, YTO ITO CYET, HO Yy
HEro CAOXKHAOCH BII€YATACHHE, YTO OepyT
MeHBIIIEe, dYeM caeayeT. Ecam O0bl OHH
IIOCTyIIaAn HaoboOpoT, ero ObI 3TO TOXKE He
B3BOAHOBaao. OH Bcerga ObIA IIPU AEHBrax.
EMy maam [OOAKHOCTB -- CHHEKYpy -- H
IAQTHUAHU OOABIIIE, YEM Ha IIPEKHEM MeECTe.

My3blka B TeA€KpaHe CMOAKAQ, BCTYIIHA
roAOC.  YHHCTOH  IIOOHSA TOAOBY U
npucayiascsa. Ho mepemaan He CBOAKY C
¢dpoHTA. Coobiranso MUHHCTEPCTBO
u3zobuamsa. OKasplBaeTcs, B  IIPOIIAOM
KBapTase TIIAQH [OEeCATOH TPEXAeTKH II0
IIHYpKaM II€PEBBIIOAHEH Ha JIEeBSHOCTO
BOCEMB IIPOLIEHTOB.

OH TrA9HYA Ha LIaXMaTHYIO 3afady Hu
paccraBuA (UTYPBI. ITO OBIAO XUTPOE
OKOHYaHHEe C [AByMS KOHAMH. «beable
Ha4YMHAIOT U JAT MaT B aBa xogar. OH
nomHsSA raa3a Ha noprtper Crapirero Bpara.
Beable Bcerma craBaT MaT, IOAyMaa OH C
HESICHBIM MHCTHYECKHM 4yBCTBOM. Bcerna,
HCKAIOYEHHH He ObIBaeT, Tak YCTPOEHO.
HcriokoH BeKy HH B OOHOM IIaxMaTHOM
3a/1a4e YepHble He BBIMTPbIBaAU. He cuMBoA
AW 9TO BEYHOI, Hen3MeHHOH nobeas! Jobpa
Hazn 3aoMm? poMmamHoe, IIOAHOE CIIOKOHHOH
CHABI AHMIIO OTBETHAO €My B3ragmaoM. Beawle
BCerga CTaBsaT MaT.

TeAekpaH CMOAK, & [OTOM APYTHUM, ropasmio
Goaee TOPXKECTBEHHBIM TOHOM CKa3aA:
«BHUMAaHUE: B NATHAALATH Ya4COB TPUALIATH
MUHYT OyZeT nepenaHo BaskKHOe coobieHue!
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Fifteen-thirty! This is news of the highest
importance. Take care not to miss it.
Fifteen-thirty!” The tinking music struck up
again.

Winston’s heart stirred. That was the
bulletin from the front; instinct told him
that it was bad news that was coming. All
day, with little spurts of excitement, the
thought of a smashing defeat in Africa had
been in and out of his mind. He seemed
actually to see the Eurasian army
swarming across the never-broken frontier
and pouring down into the tip of Africa like
a column of ants. Why had it not been
possible to outflank them in some way? The
outline of the West African coast stood out
vividly in his mind. He picked up the white
knight and moved it across the board.
There was the proper spot. Even while he
saw the black horde racing southward he
saw another force, mysteriously assembled,
suddenly planted in their rear, cutting their
comunications by land and sea. He felt that
by willing it he was bringing that other
force into existence. But it was necessary to
act quickly. If they could get control of the
whole of Africa, if they had airfields and
submarine bases at the Cape, it would cut
Oceania in two. It might mean anything:
defeat, breakdown, the redivision of the
world, the destruction of the Party! He drew
a deep breath. An extraordinary medley of
feeling -- but it was not a medley, exactly;
rather it was successive layers of feeling, in
which one could not say which layer was
undermost -- struggled inside him.

The spasm passed. He put the white knight
back in its place, but for the moment he
could not settle down to serious study of
the chess problem. His thoughts wandered
again. Almost unconsciously he traced with
his finger in the dust on the table:

2+2=5

“They can’t get inside you,” she had said.
But they could get inside you. “What
happens to you here is for ever,” O’Brien
had said. That was a true word. There were
things, your own acts, from which you
could never recover. Something was killed
in your breast: burnt out, cauterized out.

He had seen her; he had even spoken to
her. There was no danger in it. He knew as
though instinctively that they now took

H3Bectua 4Ype3BbIYaliHON BaKHOCTH.
CaymaiiTe Hally Iepefady. B maTHaauaTb
TpUALIATB!» CHoBa IIyCTHAHU 6oapyro
MY3BIKY .

Cepaiie y HEro CKaaoChb. JTO -- COOOIIEHHe
¢ ppoHTA; UHCTUHKT I10/ICKA3bIBAA EMY, YTO
HOBOCTH Oyayr maoxue. Bech meHb c
KOPOTKHMH IIPUCTYIIaMH BOAHEHHS OH TO U
IIEAO MBICAEHHO BO3BpAIllaACT K
COKPYILIHTEABHOMY IOPazkKe€HHI0 B AdpHKe.

OH 3pUTEABHO IIpencTaBasA cebe, Kak
€Bpa3uiCKHe  IIOAYHINA  BaAdT  depes
HEPYLIHMYIO npexae IPaHHULLy u

pacTeKaroTcd 10 OKOHEYHOCTH KOHTHHEHTA,
nmogo6HO KOAOHHAM MypaBbeB. Ilouemy
HeABb3s ObIAO BBIMTH UM BO (paar? Ilepen
raa3aMy y Hero BO3HHK KOHTYP 3arragHoro
nobepexbss. OH B3gA 06eAoro KOHA U
IepecTaBuA B APYyrod yroa nocku. Bot rae
npaBuAbHOEe Mecro. OH BHAEA, KaK YepHBIe
opApl KaTATCd Ha IOT, U B TO XK€ BpPeMd
BHZAEA, KakK cobupaercsd  TauHCTBEHHO
Apyrasi CHAa, BAPYT OXKHUBaeT y HUX B TBIAY,
pexeT MX KOMMYHHKAIIMM Ha MOpe H Ha
cymie. OH dYyBCTBOBAA, 4YTO IKEAAHHUEM
CBOUM BBI3BIBAET 3Ty CHAY K 3KU3HU. Ho
neicTBoBaTh HAMoO 6e3 mpoMmenaeHus. Ecan
OHH OBAQJEIOT Bcei AdpuKoO#, 3axBaTAT
aspoApoMbl M 06a3bl ITOABOAHBIX AOLOK Ha
mbice [o6poit Hamexnpi, Okeanus Oyzer
paccedeHa IorosaMm. A 3TO MOXKET II0BAEYB
3a coboff YTO YromHO: pPAa3rpoM, IlepeneA
Mupa, KpymeHue naptuu! OH rayOb0KO
B3I0XHYA. B rpyau ero KAyOKOM CIIA€AKCH
IIPOTHBOPEYHBLIE YyBCTBa -- BEpHee, He
CIIA€AWICH, & PAaCIIOAOXKHAHUCH CAOSIMH, H
HEBO3MOXKHO OBIAO IIOHATH, KAKOM TrAyOke
BCETO.

Cniazma KoH4HAack. OH BepHyA 6€A0r0 KOHS
Ha MECTO, HO HUKaK He MOT
COCpeoTOYUThCA Ha 3anade. MpICAU OIATH
VIIAH B CTOPOHY. ITouTn Gecco3HaTeAbHO OH
BbIBEA IIAaABLIEM Ha IIBIABHOM  KpBIIIKE
cToaa:

2x2=5

«OHH He MOryT B Tebd BA€3TBH», -- CKasasa
Mxyausg. Ho oHm cMmoram Bae3Tbh. «To, uTo
[eAaeTcs C BAMH 371eCh, JEAAETCSI HABEYHO,
-- ckazaa O'Bpatien. [IpaBuABHOE CAOBO.
EcTb Takoe -- TBOM COOCTBEHHBIE IIOCTYIIKH,
-- OT 4Yero Thl HHUKOTZ[a HE OIpaBHIIbcA. B
TBOEY TPyAH YTO-TO YOUTO -- BBITPABAEHO,
BBIZKJKEHO.

OH ee BHEA; OaXKe pasroBapUBaA C HEH.
OT0O HHYEM HE TPO3UAO. HMHCTHHKT emy
IOACKAa3bIBaa, dYTO TeEIepb €ro JaeAaMu
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almost no interest in his doings. He could
have arranged to meet her a second time if
either of them had wanted to. Actually it
was by chance that they had met. It was in
the Park, on a vile, biting day in March,
when the earth was like iron and all the
grass seemed dead and there was not a bud
anywhere except a few crocuses which had
pushed themselves up to be dismembered
by the wind. He was hurrying along with
frozen hands and watering eyes when he
saw her not ten metres away from him. It
struck him at once that she had changed in
some ill-defined way. They almost passed
one another without a sign, then he turned
and followed her, not very eagerly. He knew
that there was no danger, nobody would
take any interest in him. She did not speak.
She walked obliquely away across the grass
as though trying to get rid of him, then
seemed to resign herself to having him at
her side. Presently they were in among a
clump of ragged leafless shrubs, useless
either for concealment or as protection from
the wind. They halted. It was vilely cold.
The wind whistled through the twigs and
fretted the  occasional, dirty-looking
crocuses. He put his arm round her waist.

There was no telescreen, but there must be
hidden microphones: besides, they could be
seen. It did not matter, nothing mattered.
They could have lain down on the ground
and done that if they had wanted to. His
flesh froze with horror at the thought of it.
She made no response whatever to the
clasp of his arm; she did not even try to
disengage herself. He knew now what had
changed in her. Her face was sallower, and
there was a long scar, partly hidden by the
hair, across her forehead and temple; but
that was not the change. It was that her
waist had grown thicker, and, in a
surprising way, had stiffened. He
remembered how once, after the explosion
of a rocket bomb, he had helped to drag a
corpse out of some ruins, and had been
astonished not only by the incredible
weight of the thing, but by its rigidity and
awkwardness to handle, which made it
seem more like stone than flesh. Her body
felt like that. It occurred to him that the
texture of her skin would be quite different
from what it had once been.

He did not attempt to kiss her, nor did they
speak. As they walked back across the
grass, she looked directly at him for the

[IOYTH He uHTepecyroTcs. Ecan 6bI KTO-TO U3

HHX [OBOHX 3aXO0TE€A, OHH MOTAHU ObI
YCAOBUTBCHA (o] HOBOM CBUOAHHUH. A
BCTPETHAHUCE OHH HEYAAdHHO. HpOI/ISOLHAO

9TO B IIapKe, B IIPOHU3BIBAIOIINN, MEP3KUI
MapTOBCKHM [E€HEK, KOT[a 3eMAs Oblra Kak
JKEA€30, U BCdA TpaBa Ka3asachb MEPTBOM, U
He ObIAO HUTIZIe HHU ITI0YKH, TOABKO HECKOABKO
KPOKYCOB BBIA€3AH H3 TIPA3H, YTOOBI HX
PacYA€HHA BETE€P. YHHCTOH II€A TOPOIIAMBO,
Cc 03g0mmMH pyKaMmH, Iaada OT BeTpa, Hu
BAPYT MeTpax B JAecaTu yBuzea ee. OHa
Pa3UTEABHO IIEPEMEHHAACH, HO HEIIOHATHO
6BIAO, B 4YEeM 9Ta IlepeMeHa 3aKAIYaeTcHd.
OHH pa3oIIANCh KaK HE3HAKOMBbIE; IOTOM
OH IIOBEPDHYA M HarHaa ee, XoTd U 06e3
ocoboit oxoTel. OH 3HAA, YTO 9TO HUYEM He
TPO3UT, HUKOMY OHH He HHTepecHBI. OHa He

3aroBopHaAa. Ona CBEPHyAa Ha Ta30H,
CAOBHO 3KeAasi U30aBUTBCI OT HEro, HO
4qyepes HECKOABKO mraroB Kak ObI

IPUMHPHAACH C TE€M, YTO OH HIET PAIOM.
Bckope OHH OYYTHAHCH Cpeay KOPSIBBIX
TOABIX KYCTOB, He 3allMIIAaBIINX HH OT
BeTpa, HU oT TIOCTOPOHHHUX raas.
OcranoBuauch. Xoaon ObIA AIOTEIN. Bertep
CBHCTEA B BETKaX U TPENAA PeKUE I'Ps3HbIE
KpOoKychl. OH OOHSIA €€ 3a TaAHIo.

TeaexkpaHa psaoM He ObIAO, OBIAM, HABEPHO,
CKPBITBIE MHKPO(MOHBI: KpPOME€ TOIO, HX
MOTAHM yBUAeTh. Ho 9T0 He uMeAo 3HAYEHUST
HUYTO He UMeAo 3HadeHud. OHHU
CIIOKOMHO MOTAHM OBbI A€Yb Ha 3€MAI0 U
3aHATHCA YeM yroaHo. Ilpu omHOM MbIcAn 06
9TOM Yy HEro MypAalllKH IIOIIOA3AH IIO CIIHHE.
OHa HHKaK He O0To3Basach Ha O0OBATHE,
[azKe He IoIbITarach ocBoboauTscs. Terneps
OH IIOHSA, YTO B HeHd HU3MEHHAOCH. AHIIO
IpHoOpPEeAO 3EMAUCTHIM OTTEHOK, Yepe3 BeCh
A00 K BHCKYy TSHYACd IIIpaM, OTYacCTH
IPUKPLITHIM Boaocamu. Ho meao GbIa0 He B
9TOM. A B TOM, YTO TAAUS Y HEE CTAAA TOALLE

u, KakK HH CTpaHHO, oTBepresa. OH
BCIIOMHHA, KaK OJHAXKAbI, IIOCA€ B3pbIBA
PaKeTsl, oMoraa BBITACKHMBATb U3

pasBaAMH TPYII, U IIOpakKeH ObIA HE TOABKO
HEBEPOSITHOM THAXKECTBIO Teaa, HO €ro
JKECTKOCTBIO, TEM, 4YTO €ro TakK HeymoOHO
[ep:xKaThk -- CAOBHO OHO OBIAO KaMEHHOe, a
He dYeaoBedecKoe. TakuM ke Ha OIIyIb
okaszasock ee Teao. OH moaymas, 4YTO M
KOKa y Hee, HAaBEPHO, CTara COBCEM JPYTOH.

OH mazke He IIONBITAACS IIOIIEAOBATH €ee, u
oba IIPOOOAIKAANU MOAYATH. Korma onu yxke
BBIXOOUAU us BOPOT, OHa BIIEPBEIC
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first time. It was only a momentary glance,
full of contempt and dislike. He wondered
whether it was a dislike that came purely
out of the past or whether it was inspired
also by his bloated face and the water that
the wind kept squeezing from his eyes.
They sat down on two iron chairs, side by
side but not too close together. He saw that
she was about to speak. She moved her
clumsy shoe a few centimetres and
deliberately crushed a twig. Her feet
seemed to have grown broader, he noticed.

“I betrayed you,” she said baldly.

“I betrayed you,” he said.
She gave him another quick look of dislike.

“Sometimes,” she said, “they threaten you
with something something you can’t stand
up to, can’t even think about. And then you
say, ‘Don’t do it to me, do it to somebody
else, do it to So-and-so.” And perhaps you
might pretend, afterwards, that it was only
a trick and that you just said it to make
them stop and didn’t really mean it. But
that isn’t true. At the time when it happens
you do mean it. You think there’s no other
way of saving yourself, and you’re quite
ready to save yourself that way. You want it
to happen to the other person. You don’t
give a damn what they suffer. All you care
about is yourself.”

“All you care about is yourself,” he echoed.

“And after that, you don’t feel the same
towards the other person any longer.”

“No,” he said, “you don'’t feel the same.”

There did not seem to be anything more to
say. The wind plastered their thin overalls
against their bodies. Almost at once it
became embarrassing to sit there in
silence: besides, it was too cold to keep
still. She said something about catching
her Tube and stood up to go.

“We must meet again,” he said.
“Yes,” she said, “we must meet again.”

He followed irresolutely for a little distance,
half a pace behind her. They did not speak
again. She did not actually try to shake him

IIOCMOTpeAa Ha Hero B ymop. 39To 6bIa
KOPOTKHH B3TAS[, IIOAHBIM IIPE3pEeHUS U
HenpusasHu. OH He IIOHSA, BBI3BaHA I3Ta
HENPHUSA3Hb TOABKO HX IPOLIABIM HAH
BIOOABOK €ro pAacCIHABIBIIMMCS AWIIOM H
CAE3dIIMMUCH OT BeTpa raaszamu. OHU ceaHn
Ha XKEAE3HbIe CTyAbs, DpPSAOM, HO HeE
BIIAOTHYIO ApPYyr K aApyry. OH IIOHHA, 4TO
ceityac oHa 3aroBopur. OHa HepeaBHHyAd
Ha HECKOABKO CaHTHMETPOB IPYyOyIO TY(AIO
U HApo4HO cMsra ObIAMHKY. OH 3aMeTHA,
4TO CTYIIHH y HEE€ Pa3JarUCh.

-- 4 mnpemasa Tebsa, -- ckazasa oHa 6e3

OOHUHSIKOB.
-- 91 npenaa Tebs, -- cKkazaa OH.

OHa CHOBa B3rAfgHyAa Ha HETo C
HENIPUSI3HEIO.
-- WnHorma, -- cka3aaa oHa, -- Tebe

YTPOKAIOT YE€M-TO TAKHM... TAKHUM, YEro ThI
He MOXKeIlllb IIEPEeHEeCTH, O YeM He MOXKeIlb
naxe rnogyMmatk. M Torga ThI roBOpHILE: «He
IeAaifiTe 3TOTO CO MHOHM, creaadiTe C KeM-
HUOyAb APYTHM, CHAEAaMTE C TaKUM-TO». A
IIOTOM TBI MOXKEIb IIPUTBOPATLCA IMIEpen
co0oi1, 4TO 5TO ObIAA TOABKO YAOBKA, YTO TBI
CKazara 3TO TIPOCTO TakK, AWIIb OBl
IIepecTasy, a Ha caMOM JeAe ThI ITOro He
xoTeaa. HenmpaBna. Korma 3To0 mpoucxonur,
xKeaanve y Tebd wuMeHHO Takoe. Tl
AyMaelb, 4YTO APYroro criocoba CIacTUCh
HET, Thl COTAACHa CHACTUCh TaKUM
crioco6oM. ThbI xoueulb, 9TOOBI ITO CAEAAAH C
APYTHM YeAoBeKoM. U Tebe maeBaTh Ha €ro
MydeHud. Tl LyMaelrs TOABKO O cebe.

cebe, --

Jymaenis TOABKO O
OTO03BaACS OH.

9XOM

-- A mocae TBI y3Ke I10-APYTrOMY OTHOCHIIIBCSI
K TOMY YEAOBEKY.

-- Ha, -- cKazaa OH, -- OTHOCHIILCS IIO-
PYyroMy.

ToBopuThk GbIAO GoAblile He O 4yeM. Berep
AEIIMA TOHKHE KOMOMHE30HBI K HX TEeAaM.
MoayaHue MOYTH Cpa3y CTAAO TSTOCTHBIM,
[a U XOAOI HE TO3BOASIA CHUAETH HA MECTE.
Ona poGopMOTaAa, YTO OMO3AAET Ha MOE3[
B METPO, U IIOIHIAACE.

-- Ham Hamo BcTpeTHThCA ele, -- cKasaa
OH.

-- [la, -- cKa3aaa OHa, -- HAZ0 BCTPETUTHCS
ere.

OH  HEpeIlINTeABHO IIOLleA 3a  Hel,
[IPHOTCTAB Ha IIoAlllara. Boabllle OHU He
pasroBapuBaau. OHa He TO  YTOOBI
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off, but walked at just such a speed as to
prevent his keeping abreast of her. He had
made up his mind that he would
accompany her as far as the Tube station,
but suddenly this process of trailing along
in the «cold seemed pointless and
unbearable. He was overwhelmed by a
desire not so much to get away from Julia
as to get back to the Chestnut Tree Café,
which had never seemed so attractive as at
this moment. He had a nostalgic vision of
his corner table, with the newspaper and
the chessboard and the ever-flowing gin.
Above all, it would be warm in there. The
next moment, not altogether by accident,
he allowed himself to become separated
from her by a small knot of people. He
made a halfhearted attempt to catch up,
then slowed down, turned, and made off in
the opposite direction. When he had gone
fifty metres he looked back. The street was
not crowded, but already he could not
distinguish her. Any one of a dozen
hurrying figures might have been hers.
Perhaps her thickened, stiffened body was
no longer recognizable from behind.

“At the time when it happens,” she had
said, “you do mean it.” He had meant it. He
had not merely said it, he had wished it. He
had wished that she and not he should be
delivered over to the--

Something changed in the music that
trickled from the telescreen. A cracked and
jeering note, a yellow note, came into it.
And then -- perhaps it was not happening,
perhaps it was only a memory taking on the
semblance of sound -- a voice was singing:

“Under the spreading chestnut tree
I sold you and you sold me--”

The tears welled up in his eyes. A passing
waiter noticed that his glass was empty and
came back with the gin bottle.

He took up his glass and sniffed at it. The
stuff grew not less but more horrible with
every mouthful he drank. But it had
become the element he swam in. It was his
life, his death, and his resurrection. It was
gin that sank him into stupor every night,
and gin that revived him every morning.
When he woke, seldom before eleven
hundred, with gummed-up eyelids and fiery
mouth and a back that seemed to be
broken, it would have been impossible even

cTapasach OT HEro OTAEAaThCsd, HO IIIAa
OBICTPBIM IIIArOM, HE AaBasi Cebsl JOTHATH.
OH pelIrA, 9TO HTPOBOAUT €€ [0 CTaHIUHA
METPO, HO BCKOpPE I[I0YyBCTBOBAA, YTO
TALUTHCI 34 HEM I10 X0A04y 6eCCMBICAEHHO
M HEBBIHOCUMO. XOTEAOCH HE CTOABKO 1a3Ke
yHATH OT [I2KyAHMH, CKOABKO OYyTUTHCH B
kade «[lox KamrraHoM» -- €ro HUKOTA ellle
He THHYAO TyJa TakK, Kak ceduyac. OH
3aTOCKOBAA II0 CBOEMY YTAOBOMY CTOAHKY C
raseroil U IIaxMaTaMiy, 10 HEUCCIAKAEMOMY
crakaHy mxkuHa. Camoe raaBHOe, B Kade
Oynmer Terno. TyT mx paszmesmaa HebOoAbIIas
Ky4dKa Alogei, dYeMy OH He 0CODeHHO
npensgrcrBoBaa. OH IOIIBITAACH -- IPaBAA,
6e3 GOABIIIOrO PBEHUS -- JOTHATH €€, [IOTOM
cbaBUA IIIar, TOBEPHYA U OTIIPABHUACH B
OPYTYI0 CTOPOHY. MeTpoB 4epe3 ISaTbAECST
OH oragHyacsa. Hapoxmy 6bla0 Maao, HO
y3HaTh €e OH yKe He MOT. Bcero HECKOABKO
YeAOBEK TOPOIAMBO ABHUIAAWCH IO YAHIIE, U
Ar0bo#t M3 HUX collea Obl 3a [Ixyauro. Ee
paszaBiieecs, orpybeBiliee TeA0, HaBEPHOE,
HeAB3s OBIAO Y3HATH C3aH.

«Korzma 3TO IPOMCXOAUT, -- cKaszasa OHa, --
XKepaaHHe y Tebs MMeHHO Takoe». U y Hero
oHO Obla0. OH He IIPOCTO CKasaa TakK, OH
atoro xoTea. OH XoTea, YTOOBI ee, a He ero
OTZAaAH...

B My3bIKe, AUBIIEHCS U3 TeACKpaHa, YTO-TO
usMeHHuAOCh. [logBuacd  HaATPECHYTBIH,
TAYMAUBBIM TOH, KEATBIM TOH. A 3aTeM --
MOXKET OBITh, 3TOTO0 MU He OBIAO HA CaMOM
[eAe, MOXKET ObITh, IIPOCTO IaMSTh
OTTOAKHYyAACh OT TOHAABHOTO CXOACTBA --
TOAOC 3arlleA:

IToo passecucmbsbim KQuUMAaHOM

IIpodanu cpedv 6ena OHs --5 mebs, a mol
MEHSL...

Y Hero HaBepHYAHCH cAe3bl. OMHUIMAHT,
IPOXOAs MHMO, 3aMETHA, YTO CTaKaH €ero
IyCT, ¥ BEPHYACH C OyTBIAKOH [IKHHA.

OH momHdIA cTakaH U HoHioxaa. C KasKIbIM
TAOTKOM IIOPIAO CTAHOBHAOCH HE MeEHee, a
TOABKO 0oaee OTBpaTuUTeAbHBIM. Ho o0HO
CTaAO €ro CTHUXHEH. ITO Oblaa €ro KHU3ZHD,
€ro CMEePTH U €T0 BOCKpeceHue. [[3KUH TacHA
B HEM Ka Kbl BeUep MOCAETHUE ITPOOAECKU
MBICAM M [KUH KaxKJ0€ yTPO BO3Bpalllas

€ro K JKH3HH. IIpocHyBHIMCE -- Kak
IPpaBHAO, HE pAaHbIlle OAWMHHAMIIATH HOAL-
HOAb -- CO  CAWIIIIHUMHCI  BeKaMH,

IIEPECOXIIIUM PTOM K TAKO# GOABIO B CIIMHE,
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to rise from the horizontal if it had not been
for the bottle and teacup placed beside the
bed overnight. Through the midday hours
he sat with glazed face, the bottle handy,
listening to the telescreen. From fifteen to
closing-time he was a fixture in the
Chestnut Tree. No one cared what he did
any longer, no whistle woke him, no
telescreen admonished him. Occasionally,
perhaps twice a week, he went to a dusty,
forgotten-looking office in the Ministry of
Truth and did a little work, or what was
called work. He had been appointed to a
sub-committee of a sub-committee which
had sprouted from one of the innumerable
committees dealing with minor difficulties
that arose in the compilation of the
Eleventh Edition of the Newspeak
Dictionary. They were engaged in producing
something called an Interim Report, but
what it was that they were reporting on he
had never definitely found out. It was
something to do with the question of
whether commas should be placed inside
brackets, or outside. There were four others
on the committee, all of them persons
similar to himself. There were days when
they assembled and then promptly
dispersed again, frankly admitting to one
another that there was not really anything
to be done. But there were other days when
they settled down to their work almost
eagerly, making a tremendous show of
entering up their minutes and drafting long
memoranda which were never finished --
when the argument as to what they were
supposedly arguing about grew
extraordinarily involved and abstruse, with
subtle haggling over definitions, enormous
digressions, quarrels -- threats, even, to
appeal to higher authority. And then
suddenly the life would go out of them and
they would sit round the table looking at
one another with extinct eyes, like ghosts
fading at cock-crow.

The telescreen was silent for a moment.
Winston raised his head again. The
bulletin! But no, they were merely changing
the music. He had the map of Africa behind
his eyelids. The movement of the armies
was a diagram: a black arrow tearing
vertically southward, and a white arrow
horizontally eastward, across the tail of the
first. As though for reassurance he looked
up at the imperturbable face in the portrait.

Kakas ObIBaeT, HAaBEPHO, IIPU II€PEAOME, OH
He MoOr Obl [akKe IIPHUHATH BEPTUKAABHOE
[I0AOXKEHHE, ECAH OBbI PSIZAOM C KPOBATBIO HE
CTOsIA@ HATOTOBe OyThIAKA U 4YaiiHas Jallka.
IlepByi0 TIOAOBHMHY MHSI OH C MYTHBIMH
raasaMy IIPOCHXKHBaA Iepen OyTBIAKOMH,
caymasa TeaekpaH. C IATHAALATH 4acoB 10
3akpblTUa IpebpiBaa B kKade  «[loxg
KamTaHoM». HukoMmy He ObIAO Zeaa 0 HETo,
CBUCTOK €ro He OyauA, TeAeKpaH He
HacTaBAsA. M3penka, pasa ABa B HENEAIO,
OH TIIOCEIAaA UBIABHYIO, 3a0pOIIeHHYIO
KOHTOPY B MHHUCTEPCTBE IIpaBAbl H
HEMHOro paboTaa -- €CAH 5TO MOXKHO
Ha3BaTh paboroii. Ero ompeneanan B
IIOAKOMHUTET IIOAKOMHTETA,
OTIIOYKOBABIIIETOCST oT OHOTO u3
GecYrnCAEHHBIX KOMHTETOB, KOTODbIE
3aHUMAaAUCH BTOPOCTEIIEHHBIMU
mpobaemMamu, CBSI3aHHBIMU c
OQUHHAAATHIM U3aHUEM caoBaps
HOBOS3a. Ceituac TOTOBHUAU TaK
Has3pIiBaeMblii [IpegBapUTEABHBIM OOKAAL,
HO YTO HM IIPEJACTOSAO MHOAOXKHTB, OH B
TOYHOCTH TaK M He BbIACHHA. Kakue-To
3aKAIOYEHHS KacaTeAbHO TOTO, IZIe CTaBHUTh
3amsATyI0 -- [0 CKOOKM HAM 1I0cAe. B
[IOAKOMUTETE PAabOTaAU €llle YeTBEPO, AIOIU
Bpoxe Hero. bBrIBaAu [OHH, KOra OHU
coOHpaAsuCh M IIOYTH Cpa3y PACXOIHUAHCE,
YEeCTHO IPHU3HABIINUCH MAPYT APYLy, 4YTO
nesaTs UM Hedero. Ho caydasuce U gpyrue
OHU: OHU Opasuch 3a paboTy pBSHO, C
IIOMIIOM  BEAHM  IIPOTOKOA,  COCTaBASIAK
IOAWHHBIE MEMOPaHAYMBI -- HH pasy,
npaBaa, He OO0BeAs HMX [0 KOHIA -- U B
CIIopax I10 IIOBOAY TOTO, O YeM OHHU CIIOPHT,
3abupaAuch B COBepllIeHHBIE aebpu, c
HM30LIPEHHBIMH IIPEIIHPATeABCTBAMH H3-3a
neUHUIIH, c IIPOCTPAHHBIMHU
OTCTYIAEHHUSIMH -- Jaxe C Yrpo3aMH
00paTUTBCS K HAYAABCTBY. M BAPYT KU3HB
yXOavaa W3 HHUX, U OHHU CHIEAH BOKPYT
CTOAQ, TAAAd OPYT HaA [Apyra [OracIIUMH
raa3aMu, -- CAOBHO IIPUBHIEHHSI, KOTODPbIE
pacceuBaroTCs IIPU IIEPBOM KPHKE IIETyXa.

TeaekpaH 3aMOAYaA. YUHCTOH CHOBA MIOTHSIA
roroBy. CBoaka? Her, mpocTro cMeHHAU
My3bIKy. Ilepen raazaMm y HeEro crosaa
kapra AQpuky. [IBUKEHNE apMHUHY OH BUIEA
rpadu4ecKH: 4yepHas  CTpeaa  I'PO3HO
yCcTpeMHuaach BHHU3, Ha 0T, beaas ABUHYAaCh
TOPHU30HTAABHO, K BOCTOKY, OTCEKas XBOCT
gyepHOH. CAOBHO HINa NOATBEPKICHUS, OH
IIOAHSIA B3TASI K HEBO3MYTHMOMY AHWIy Ha
noprpere. MBICAUMO AH, YTO BTOpas CTpeAa
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Was it conceivable that the second arrow
did not even exist?

His interest flagged again. He drank
another mouthful of gin, picked up the
white knight and made a tentative move.
Check. But it was evidently not the right
move, because--

Uncalled, a memory floated into his mind.
He saw a candle-lit room with a vast white-
counterpaned bed, and himself, a boy of
nine or ten, sitting on the floor, shaking a
dice-box, and laughing excitedly. His
mother was sitting opposite him and also
laughing.

It must have been about a month before
she disappeared. It was a moment of
reconciliation, when the nagging hunger in
his belly was forgotten and his earlier
affection for her had temporarily revived.
He remembered the day well, a pelting,
drenching day when the water streamed
down the window-pane and the light
indoors was too dull to read by. The
boredom of the two children in the dark,
cramped bedroom became unbearable.
Winston whined and grizzled, made futile
demands for food, fretted about the room
pulling everything out of place and kicking
the wainscoting until the neighbours
banged on the wall, while the younger child
wailed intermittently. In the end his mother
said, “Now be good, and I'll buy you a toy. A
lovely toy -- you'll love it”; and then she had
gone out in the rain, to a little general shop
which was still sporadically open nearby,
and came back with a cardboard box
containing an outfit of Snakes and Ladders.
He could still remember the smell of the
damp cardboard. It was a miserable outfit.
The board was cracked and the tiny
wooden dice were so ill-cut that they would
hardly lie on their sides. Winston looked at
the thing sulkily and without interest. But
then his mother lit a piece of candle and
they sat down on the floor to play. Soon he
was wildly excited and shouting with
laughter as the tiddly-winks climbed
hopefully up the ladders and then came
slithering down the snakes again, almost to
the starting-point. They played eight games,
winning four each. His tiny sister, too
young to understand what the game was
about, had sat propped up against a
bolster, laughing because the others were
laughing. For a whole afternoon they had

BOOOIIIe HE CyILIEeCTBYeT?

Hurepec ero omark noTyx. OH TAOTHyA
[KUHY U JAd IIPOOBI Iolres 6eAbIM KOHEM.
IMax. Ho xoxm OBIA SBHO HEIPaBHABHBIH,
IOTOMY HTO...

HesBawoe, SIBUAOCH BOCIIOMHHAaHUE.
KomHara, ocBelieHHad CBE4YOH, rpomMagHas
KpOBAaTh MoJ 6eAbIM MOKPBHIBAAOM, U CaM OH,
MaAbYUK OAEBATHU UAU OECATH AET, CHOAUT Ha
TI0AY, BCTPAXUBaET CTaKaH4YUK [¢]
UTPaAbHBIMH KOCTAMH M BO30yXKIEHHO
cMeercs. MaTh CHAWUT HAIPOTUB HETO U
TOXKE CMEeTCHd.

Oto O0bIAO, HaBEpPHO, 3a Mecdl OO0 ee
HCYe3HOBeHHd. HeHamoAro BOCCTaHOBHACH
MHpP B CEMbe -- 3a0bIT ObIA COCYIIHI T'OAOL,
U [peXHdasa AIOOOBb K MaTepH OXKHAa Ha
BpeMss. OH XOpOLIO IIOMHHA TOT M€HE:
HEHacTbe, IIPOAMBHON  [OXKAb,  Boaa
CTPYHTCH II0 OKOHHBIM CTE€KAAM H B
KOMHaTe CyMpak, [OaKe HeAb3sd 4YHUTaTh.
IByM pgeTdaM B TEMHOM TECHOM cHasbHE
OBIAO HEBBIHOCHMO CKYYHO. YHHCTOH HBIA,
Kallpu3HU4YaA, HalpacHo TpeboBaa enpl,
CAOHSIACSI TI0 KOMHATe, CTAaCKHBaA BCE BEIU
C MecTa, MHHAaA OOIIUTBHIE AEPEBOM CTEHBHI,
TaK, YTO C TOH CTOPOHBI CTY4aAH COCEOH, a
MAaIas CecTpeHKa  TO u JeA0
IpPHHHUMaAaCh BOIHUTBH. HakoHer maTb He
BbIZIepKana: «Bemu cebs XOpoIIO, KYIIAIO
Tebe UrpylkKy. XOpOIIyI0 HLPYLIKY... Tebe
TIOHPABUTCSD» -- U B JOXKMAb IIOLIAA HA YAHUILY,
B MAaAeHBKHM yHHBEpMAr HEIOHAAEKY,
KOTODBI#  elle BpeMs OT  BpeEMEHH
OTKPBIBAACH, & BEPHyAACh C KapTOHHOH
KOPOOKO# -- UTpoii «3MeHKHU -- AeCeHKI». OH
[0 CHX TIIOp TIIOMHHA 3alax MOKpPOTo
KapToHa. HaGop GBbIA H3TOTOBAEH CKBEPHO.
Jlocka B TpelIMHAaX, KOCTH BbIPE3aHBI TaK
HEPOBHO, YTO 4YyTh HE II€PEeBOPAYHBAAUCH
caMu CcO0OOH. YHHCTOH CMOTpPEA Ha HUIpy
HAAyBIINCh U 6e3 BcgKoro uHTepeca. Ho
IIOTOM MAaTh 3a3KrAa OTapoK CBEYM, U CEAH
urpatb Ha 1oa. O4eHb CKOPO ero pasobpas
azapT, M OH YK€ 3aAHUBAACd CMEXOM, H
OaOIIKM  KapabKaauck K nobexe IO
AECEHKaM M CKaTbIBAAHCh II0 3MedKam
obpaTHO, YyTh AM He K crapry. OHH
CBITPAAH BOCEMb KOHOB, KaKIbli BBIUTPAA
no d4eteIlpe. MaaeHBKas CeCTpeHKa He
IIOHHMaAa UIPbI, OHA CHIEAa B U3TOAOBBE U
cMesiAach, IIOTOMY YTO OHH CMeESAHCH. [lo
caMOoro Bedepa OHH ObIAM CYACTAMUBBI
BTPOEM, KaK B IIEPBBIE FOABI €T0 AETCTBA.
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all been happy together, as in his earlier
childhood.

He pushed the picture out of his mind. It
was a false memory. He was troubled by
false memories occasionally. They did not
matter so long as one knew them for what
they were. Some things had happened,
others had not happened. He turned back
to the chessboard and picked up the white
knight again. Almost in the same instant it
dropped on to the board with a clatter. He
had started as though a pin had run into
him.

A shrill trumpet-call had pierced the air. It
was the bulletin! Victory! It always meant
victory when a trumpet-call preceded the
news. A sort of electric drill ran through the
café. Even the waiters had started and
pricked up their ears.

The trumpet-call had let loose an enormous
volume of noise. Already an excited voice
was gabbling from the telescreen, but even
as it started it was almost drowned by a
roar of cheering from outside. The news
had run round the streets like magic. He
could hear just enough of what was issuing
from the telescreen to realize that it had all
happened, as he had foreseen; a vast
seaborne armada had secretly assembled a
sudden blow in the enemy’s rear, the white
arrow tearing across the tail of the black.
Fragments of triumphant phrases pushed
themselves through the din: “Vast strategic
manoeuvre -- perfect co-ordination -- utter
rout -- half a million prisoners -- complete
demoralization -- control of the whole of
Africa -- bring the war within measurable
distance of its end victory -- greatest victory

in human history -- victory, victory,
victory!”
Under the table Winston’s feet made

convulsive movements. He had not stirred
from his seat, but in his mind he was
running, swiftly running, he was with the
crowds outside, cheering himself deaf. He
looked up again at the portrait of Big
Brother. The colossus that bestrode the
world! The rock against which the hordes of
Asia dashed themselves in vain! He thought
how ten minutes ago -- yes, only ten
minutes -- there had still been equivocation
in his heart as he wondered whether the
news from the front would be of victory or
defeat. Ah, it was more than a Eurasian
army that had perished! Much had changed

OH oTorHaa 9Ty KapTHHY. /oXHoOe
BOCIIOMHMHaHME. /AOXKHBIE BOCIIOMHHAHMSI
BpeMs OT BPEMEHH GEeCIIOKOHAH ero. JTo He
CTpalllHO, KOTJa 3Haellb UM IeHy. YTo-To
IIPOMCXOJHAO Ha CaMOM JEAE, YTO-TO He
npoucxoauso. OH BepHyACS K IIIaxMaTtaM,
cHOBa B3dA Oeaoro KoHa. M cpasy xe co
CTYKOM YPOHHA Ha O0CKy. OH B3IPOTHYA,
CAOBHO €T0 YKOAOAU OYAaBKOH,

TumuHy npopesaan ¢aHdapel. Cpoaxkal
ITo6ena! Ecam mepen HM3BECTHUSIMHU HUTPAIOT
dandapel, 3T0 3HAYUT -- Hobexa. ITo Bcemy
Kade IpOoIlIeA IAEKTPHYECKHI paspsi.
Haxke  oUIMAHTBI BCTPEIEHYAHUCH |
HaBOCTPHAH YIIIH.

Beaen 3a andapamu obpyIuacsa
HECABIXaHHOH CHABI IIyM. TeAeKpaH AOIIOTaA
B3BOAHOBAaHHO M HEBHATHO -- €ro cpasy
3aTAYLIMAHW AMKYIOIIHMEe KPHUKH Ha YAHIIE.
HoBocTh obexkasa TrTOpom C  4yOecHOH
OGBICTPOTOM. YUHCTOH PACCABIIIIAA HEMHOTOE,
HO W 93Toro OBIAO [OOCTATOYHO -- BCE
[IPOM30IIAO0 TaK, KaK OH IIPEABUIEA:
CKPBITHO  COCPEIOTOYMBIIASCS  MOPCKas
apMaza, BHe3amHbIM ymap B ThIA
IIPOTHUBHHUKY, Oeaas cTpeaa Iepepe3aer
XBOCT 4epHOH. CKBO3b raM IIPOPBIBAAHCH
0OpBIBKU dpas: «KoaoccaabHBIH
CTpaTeTHYeCKHii MaHeBp... Oe3ymnpedHoe
B3aUMOENCTBHE. .. GecriopsimouHoe
Gercrso... TIOAMHAAVIOHA [IAEHHBIX...
[IOAHOCTBIO [1€MOPaAHU30BaH... IIOAHOCTHIO
oBAaeArn AQpPUKOH... 3aBeplleHNe BOMHBI
crTano  geAaoM  00O3pHUMOro  OyAyIero...
nobena... BeAHMYanIIag nobena B
4eAOBeYeCKOM MCTOpHH... mobena, mobena,
nobemal»

Horm YuHCTOHA CyZOPOXKHO ABHUTAAHCH IO
croaoM. OH He BCTaa C MECTa, HO MBICAEHHO
yxke 0Oexaa, Oexaa ObICTpo, OH ObIA C
TOAIIOHM Ha YAWIE M TAOX OT COOCTBEHHOIO
kKpuka. OH OIATHh IIOCMOTPEA Ha IIOPTPET
Crapurero Bpara. Koaocc, BcraBmiuii Han
3emHplM 1mapom! Ckaaa, 0 KOTOPYIO
pasbuBarorcs asuiickue opabl! OH nogymaa,
4TO0 MeCATh MHUHYT Hasal, BCEro MIecdaTb
MHHYT Hasal B MAylle €ero eme XHAO
COMHEHHE K OH He 3Haa, KakWhe OyayT
HU3BecTHs: nobena HMAM Kpax. HeT, He TOABKO
eBpas3uiickas apMua KaHyAa B HeObITHe!
MHoOrO€ M3MEHHAOCH B HEM C TOI'O IIEPBOTO
JIHS B MHHHUCTEPCTBE  AIOOBH, HO
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in him since that first day in the Ministry of
Love, but the final, indispensable, healing
change had never happened, until this
moment.

The voice from the telescreen was still
pouring forth its tale of prisoners and booty
and slaughter, but the shouting outside
had died down a little. The waiters were
turning back to their work. One of them
approached with the gin bottle. Winston,
sitting in a blissful dream, paid no
attention as his glass was filled up. He was
not running or cheering any longer. He was
back in the Ministry of Love, with
everything forgiven, his soul white as snow.
He was in the public dock, confessing
everything, implicating everybody. He was
walking down the white-tiled corridor, with
the feeling of walking in sunlight, and an
armed guard at his back. The longhoped-for
bullet was entering his brain.

He gazed up at the enormous face. Forty
years it had taken him to learn what kind
of smile was hidden beneath the dark
moustache. (0] cruel, needless
misunderstanding! O stubborn, self-willed
exile from the loving breast! Two gin-
scented tears trickled down the sides of his
nose. But it was all right, everything was all
right, the struggle was finished. He had
won the victory over himself. He loved Big
Brother.

1949

THE END

Appendix
THE PRINCIPLES OF NEWSPEAK

Newspeak was the official language of
Oceania and had been devised to meet the
ideological needs of Ingsoc, or English
Socialism. In the year 1984 there was not
as yet anyone who used Newspeak as his
sole means of communication, either in
speech or writing. The leading articles in
the Times were written in it, but this was a
tour de force which could only be carried
out by a specialist. It was expected that
Newspeak would have finally superseded
Oldspeak (or Standard English, as we
should call it) by about the year 2050.
Meanwhile it gained ground steadily, all
Party members tending to use Newspeak
words and grammatical constructions more
and more in their everyday speech. The

OKOHYATEABHOE, HEeoOXOOMMOe HCIIeACHHe
COBEPIINAOCEH AUIIB cefyac.

Foaoc H3 TeaeKpaHa BCe elle ChIIaa
HOAPOOHOCTAMU -- O IIOOOHUIIE, O MIAEHHBIX,
0 Tpodesx, -- HO KPUKH Ha YAHIIAX HEMHOTO
yruxau. OdHUIIMaHTEI IPHUHIANUCE 3a paboTy.
OmuH U3 HUX IIOZOLIEA C OYTBIAKOH [XKHHA.
YUHCTOH, B OAa’KEHHOM 3a0BITBH, OaxKe He
3aMeTHA, KaK €My HAIlOAHHAU cTakaH. OH
yxxe He Oexaa WM He Kpudaa c Toamoi. OH
CHOBa OBIA B MHHHCTEPCTBE AIOOBH, U BCe
OBIAO IIPOIIEHO, W AyIlla ero Oblra YHCTAa,
KakK pogHHKOBad Boga. OH cuies Ha CKaMbe
OACYAUMBIX, BO BCEM IIPHU3HABAaACHd, Ha
BCcex mOaBaa IokasaHug. OH IIaraa IIo
BBIMOIIIEHHOMY  KadeAeM  KOPHUIOpPY C
OLIyIlIEHHEeM, KakK OyATo Ha HEero CBEeTHUT
COAHIIE, a C3aau CAEIOBaA BOOPYXKEHHBIH
OXpaHHUK. [IOATOXIaHHAs IyAsd BXOAHAA B
€ro Mo3r.

OH OCTaHOBHA B3TASIZi HA I'POMAaIHOM AHIIE.
COpoK A€T yLIAO y HEro Ha TO, YTOOBI
IOHATH, KaKas yAbIOKA IIPSYeTCs B YePHBIX
ycax. O kecTokas, HEHy>KHas pa3MoaBKa! O
YIPAMBIH, CBOEHPAaBHBIH Geraerr,
oTopBaBIIHiCA OT Abameit rpyzau! [Be
CHOOpPEHHbIE MKWHOM CA€3bl IIPOKATHAMUCH
o KpeIAbsiM Hoca. Ho Bce xoporio, Tenepsb
Bce xopouro, 6opwba 3akoHumaacb. OH
omep:xkaa Hazx cobofi mobemy. OH aAbOHA
Crapurero Bpara.
1949
KOHEL

IlepeBon: T'oasinie Bukrop IleTpoBHY
IIpuAoxkeHHE
O HOBOSI3E

HoBosi3, opuriraabHbIi 936K OKeaHUH, ObIA
paspaboTaH nag TOro, 4Tobbl OOGCAYKUBATH
HIEOAOTHIO aHICOIA, HAM aHTAHHCKOro
conmaaudMa. B 1984 romy uMm erie HUKTO He
TIOAB30BaACS KakK €IMHCTBEHHBIM
CpeaCTBOM OOIIEHHS -- HH YCTHO, HH
nucbMeHHO. IlepenoBble cratbu B «Taiimc»
IHCAAUCh Ha HOBOsI3e, HO 3TO [€A0
TpeboBaAO UCKAIOYUTEABHOTO MacTePCTBa, U
ero IIopy4YaAu CIIELIMAANCTAaM.
[Tpenmnosarasu, 4TO cTaposs (r.e.
COBpPEMEHHBIN AWUTEPATYpPHBIHA $3bIK) OyaeT
OKOHYATEABHO BBITECHEH HOBOsS30M K 2050
roay. A moxa 4To OH HEYKAOHHO 3aBO€BBLIBaA

IIO3UILIMH: YAE€HBI IIapTuu CTPEMHUAHCH
yHOTpe6A§ITL B IIOBCEIHEBHOMU pedu BcCe
boablire HOBOf30BCKHX CAOB nu
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version in use in 1984, and embodied in
the Ninth and Tenth Editions of the
Newspeak Dictionary, was a provisional
one, and contained many superfluous
words and archaic formations which were
due to be suppressed later. It is with the
final, perfected version, as embodied in the
Eleventh Edition of the Dictionary, that we
are concerned here.

The purpose of Newspeak was not only to
provide a medium of expression for the
world-view and mental habits proper to the
devotees of Ingsoc, but to make all other
modes of thought impossible. It was
intended that when Newspeak had been
adopted once and for all and Oldspeak
forgotten, a heretical thought -- that is, a
thought diverging from the principles of
Ingsoc -- should be literally unthinkable, at
least so far as thought is dependent on
words. Its vocabulary was so constructed
as to give exact and often very subtle
expression to every meaning that a Party
member could properly wish to express,
while excluding all other meanings and also
the possibility of arriving at them by
indirect methods. This was done partly by
the invention of new words, but chiefly by
eliminating undesirable words and by
stripping such words as remained of
unorthodox meanings, and so far as
possible of all secondary meanings
whatever. To give a single example. The
word free still existed in Newspeak, but it
could only be used in such statements as
“This dog is free from lice” or “This field is
free from weeds”. It could not be used in its
old sense of “politically free” or
“intellectually free” since political and
intellectual freedom no longer existed even
as concepts, and were therefore of necessity
nameless. Quite apart from the suppression
of definitely heretical words, reduction of
vocabulary was regarded as an end in itself,
and no word that could be dispensed with
was allowed to survive. Newspeak was
designed not to extend but to diminish the
range of thought, and this purpose was
indirectly assisted by cutting the choice of
words down to a minimum.

Newspeak was founded on the English
language as we now know it, though many
Newspeak sentences, even when not
containing newly-created words, would be

rpaMMaTH4eCKUX dopm. BapwuaHnr,
CyLIECTBOBABIIMY B 1984 romy u
3a(PUKCUPOBAHHBIM B AEBATOM H HIECSITOM
n3nanuax CaoBapsi HOBOg3a, CUHTAACS
[IPOMEXKYTOYHBIM U BKAIOYAaA B cebs MHOTO
AWIIIHUX CAOB H  apXaWdeCKux opM,
KOTOPBIE HaAEXKan0 co BpeMeHeM
yIpa3gHUTb. 31aech IodaeT peds 06
OKOHYAaTEABHOM, YCOBEPIIEHCTBOBAHHOM
BapHaHTe, 3aKPENACHHOM B OQUHHAIIIATOM
nanannu CaoBaps.

HoBod3 moaXeH 6bIA HE TOABKO OOECIIEYHUTH
3HAKOBBIMH CPEACTBAMH MHPOBO33DEHHE U

MBICAUTEABHYIO OeaTeABHOCTD
IIPUBEPKEHIIEB aHrcolla, HO U CHeAaThb
HEBO3MOXHBIMU AIOObIE HHBIE TeYEHUS

MbIcAu. [Ipenmoaarasock, 4To, KOTAa HOBOS3
YTBEpAUTCS HaBEKH, a cTaposi3 Oymer
3a0bIT, HEOPTOLOKCAAbHAH, TO €CTh YyxKaas
QHTI'COILYy, MBICAB, IIOCTOABKY ITOCKOABKY OHa
BbIpazkaeTcs B CAOBax, CTaHET OyKBAABHO
HEMBICAUMOM. Aexkcuka ObIra
CKOHCTPyHpPOBaHa TakK, dYTOObI TOYHO, a
3a4acTylo U BeCbMa TOHKO BBIPa3UTh A0OOe

JMO3BOA€EHHOE 3Ha4Y€HHE, HY2>KHOE€  YAEHY
I1apTuy, a Kpowme ‘TOro, OTCEYb BCE
OCTaABHBIE 3HA4Y€HUA, paBHO Kak u

BO3MOKHOCTH IIPHHTH K HHUM OKOABHBIMH
OyTIMH. OTO JMJOCTHIAaAOCH H300peTeHHeM
HOBBIX CAOB, HO B OCHOBHOM HCKAIOYEHHEM
CAOB  HEXKEAATEABHBIX U  OYHUIIEHHEM
OCTaBIIIHUXCS oT HEOPTOMOKCAABHBIX
3HAYEHHUH -- 1[I0 BO3MOXKHOCTH OT BCEX
IoGOYHBIX 3HA4YeHuM. I[IpUBENEM TOABKO
omuH mnpumep. CaA0BO «CBOGOAHBIN» B
HOBOSI3€ OCTaAOCh, HO €ro MOKHO ObIAO
HCIIOAB30BaTh AHIIB B TaKUX
BBICKa3bIBaHHAX, KaK «CBOOOIHBIE CAIIOTH»,
«tyaseT cBoboaeH». OHO He yroTpebasinoCh B
crapom 3HAYEHUH «(IIOAUTHUYECKU
CBOOOIHBINY, «MHTEAAEKTYAABHO
CBODOOIHBIH», TIOCKOABKY CBO0OOZA MBICAH U
IIOAUTHYECKasd CBOOOJa HE CYIIECTBOBAAH
Jaxke KakK ITOHSATHS, a CAEHOBaTEABHO, He
TpeGoBaau obo3HayeHHi. I[IOMHMO OTMEHBI
HEOPTOMNOKCAABHBIX CMBICAOB, COKpAIlleHHe
CAOBapsl PacCMaTPHUBaAOChH KaK CaMOLIEAb, U
BCe CAOBa, 0e3 KOTOPBIX MOXKHO OOOHTHCH,
[IOZAEKAAU U3BATHIO. HOBOS3 OblA IPU3BaH
He PaCIIUPUTD, & CY3UTb TOPU30HTHI MBICAH,
U KOCBEHHO 93TOM II€AH CAY2KHAO TO, UTO
BBIOOP CAOB CBOAMAHU K MUHHUMYMY.

HoBosi3 OblA OCHOBaH Ha CETOMHSIIIHEM
AWUTEPATyPHOM SI3bIKE, HO MHOTHE
HOBOSI30BCKHME IIPDEIAOKEHHSI, Oaxke 0e3
HOBOM300pETEHHBIX CAOB, IIOKA3aAWUCH OBI
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barely intelligible to an English-speaker of
our own day. Newspeak words were divided
into three distinct classes, known as the A
vocabulary, the B vocabulary (also called
compound words), and the C vocabulary. It
will be simpler to discuss each class
separately, but the grammatical
peculiarities of the language can be dealt
with in the section devoted to the A
vocabulary, since the same rules held good
for all three categories.

The A wvocabulary. The A vocabulary
consisted of the words needed for the
business of everyday life -- for such things
as eating, drinking, working, putting on
one’s clothes, going up and down stairs,
riding in vehicles, gardening, cooking, and
the like. It was composed almost entirely of
words that we already possess words like
hit, run, dog, tree, sugar, house, field -- but
in comparison with the present-day English
vocabulary their number was extremely
small, while their meanings were far more
rigidly defined. All ambiguities and shades
of meaning had been purged out of them.
So far as it could be achieved, a Newspeak
word of this class was simply a staccato
sound expressing one clearly understood
concept. It would have been quite
impossible to use the A vocabulary for
literary purposes or for political or
philosophical discussion. It was intended
only to express simple, purposive thoughts,
usually involving concrete objects or
physical actions.

The grammar of Newspeak had two
outstanding peculiarities. The first of these
was an almost complete interchangeability
between different parts of speech. Any word
in the language (in principle this applied
even to very abstract words such as if or
when) could be used either as verb, noun,
adjective, or adverb. Between the verb and
the noun form, when they were of the same
root, there was never any variation, this
rule of itself involving the destruction of
many archaic forms. The word thought, for
example, did not exist in Newspeak. Its
place was taken by think, which did duty
for both noun and verb. No etymological
principle was followed here: in some cases
it was the original noun that was chosen
for retention, in other cases the verb. Even
where a noun and verb of kindred meaning
were not etymologically connected, one or
other of them was frequently suppressed.

HallleMy COBPEMEHHHKY  HENOHSTHBIMH.
Aekcuka mompasfessaach Ha TPH Kaacca:
caoBaphb A, caoBaphb B (cocTaBHBIE CAOBa) U
caoBapp C. IIpomle Bcero pacCMOTPETH
KazKIbIH U3 HUX OTAEABHO; TPAaMMaTHYECKHE
K€ 0COOEHHOCTH f3bIKa MOZKHO IIPOCAEIHUTH

B paszese, IIOCBANIEHHOM CAOBapo A,
TIOCKOABKY  IIpaBHMAA OAS  BCEX  Tpex
KaTeropui -- OHU U Te XKe.

Cnosapo A 3akayaa B cebe caoBa,

HEOOXOQUMbIE B TIOBCEIHEBHOM IKHU3HU --
CBg3aHHbIEe C enoi, nuTheM|[6], paboToii,
oleBaHUEM, XOXKIAEHHUEM II0 AECTHHUIIE,
€370, caZoBOACTBOM, KyxHeH m T. m. OH
TIOYTH LIEAHMKOM COCTOSIA U3 CAOB, KOTOPBIMH
MBI IIOAB3YEMCSI CETO/IHA, TAKHX, KaK «OUTb»,
«aaThb», «IOM», «XBOCT», «AEC», «Ca_xap», HO IIO
CPaBHEHMIO C CETOAHSIIIHUM fA3bIKOM YHCAO

ux OBIAO KpalHEe Maa0o, a 3Ha4deHHud
OIpPENEAECHBI ropasnio CTPOXKE. Bcee
HESCHOCTH, OTTEHKHU CMBbICAQ OBIAN
BBIYUINEHBI. HacKOABKO BO3MOXKHO, CAOBO
9TOM  KAaTErOpHUH [PENCTABASIAO  CODOM

OTPBIBUCTBIH 3BYK HAM 3BYKH K BBIpazkano
AVIIB O0OHO YeTKoe IoHaTHe. CaoBapb A OblA

COBEPIIIEHHO HEIIPUTOeH IAs
AVUTEpPATypPHBIX 1Ileaeli U praocodCKUx
paccyxxnenuti. OH npenHasHAYaACd OAS

TOTr0, YTOGBI BBIPAXKATH TOABKO IIPOCTEHIIIHE
LIEAEHATIPABAEHHBIE MBICAH, KACaBIIHECH B
OCHOBHOM  KOHKPETHBIX OOBEKTOB H
pHU3UIECKUX AEHCTBUM.

I'paMMaTHKa HOBOSI3a OTAWYAAAChH [IBYMS
ocobeHHOCTSIMU. [lepBas -- YUCTO THE3LOBOE
CcTpoeHHEe caoBapsi. Al00Oe CAOBO B I3BIKE
MOTAO ITOPOAUTH THE30, U B IIPHUHIIUIIE 3TO
OTHOCHAOCBH @K€ K CaMbIM OTBAEYEHHBIM,
KaK, HaIlIPUMED, «ECAH». «€CAHUTBH», «€CACHHO»
U T. O HHKaAaKOH 3THMOAOTHYECKHH
OPUHINUI TyT HE COOAIODAACS; CAOBOM-
IIPOU3BOAUTEAEM MOTAU CTaTh K TAATOA, U
CYIIECTBUTEABHOE, u nazke CO103;
cypcdukcaMu  MOAB30BaAHUCH  ropaszmo|7]
cBobomHEE, 4YTO IIO3BOASIAO PACUIMPHTH
THE3Z0 [0 HEMBICAMMBIX IIPexKIe Pa3MepoB.
TakuMm  obpasom  ObiA  0Opaz3oBaHbI,
HaIIpUMep, CAOBa «€aKar, «gIHIeBaTh» (8],
«pBIYEBKa», «XBOCTHUCTCKH» (Hapeume)[9],
«HACTPOEHYECKHUM»,  «yOexpaeHel. Ecan
CYIIECTBUTEABHOE UM  POACTBEHHBIM  II0
CMBICAY TAQrOA OBIAM 3THUMOAOTHYECKH HE
CBaA3aHBl, OAWH M3  [ABYX  KOpHeH
AHHYAHPOBAACS: TaK, CAOBO «IITHCATEAb»
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There was, for example, no such word as
cut, its meaning being sufficiently covered
by the noun-verb knife. Adjectives were
formed by adding the suffix -ful to the
noun-verb, and adverbs by adding -wise.
Thus for example, speedful meant “rapid”
and speedwise meant “quickly”. Certain of
our present-day adjectives, such as good,
strong, big, black, soft, were retained, but
their total number was very small. There
was little need for them, since almost any
adjectival meaning could be arrived at by
adding -ful to a noun-verb. None of the
now-existing adverbs was retained, except
for a very few already ending in -wise: the -
wise termination was invariable. The word
well, for example, was replaced by
gooduwise.

In addition, any word -- this again applied
in principle to every word in the language --
could be negatived by adding the affix un-,
or could be strengthened by the affix plus-,
or, for still greater emphasis, doubleplus-.
Thus, for example, uncold meant “warm”,
while pluscold and doublepluscold meant,
respectively, “very cold” and “superlatively
cold”. It was also possible, as in present-
day English, to modify the meaning of
almost any word by prepositional affixes
such as ante-, post-, up-, down-, etc. By
such methods it was found possible to
bring about an enormous diminution of
vocabulary. Given, for instance, the word
good, there was no need for such a word as
bad, since the required meaning was
equally well -- indeed, better -- expressed
by ungood. All that was necessary, in any
case where two words formed a natural pair
of opposites, was to decide which of them to
suppress. Dark, for example, could be
replaced by unlight, or light by undark,
according to preference.

The second distinguishing mark of
Newspeak grammar was its regularity.
Subject to a few exceptions which are
mentioned below all inflexions followed the
same rules. Thus, in all verbs the preterite
and the past participle were the same and

03Ha4aA0 «KapaHaaI, IIOCKOABKY  C
uzobpeTeHrueM BepcUUKaTOpa IIHCAHUE
cTaso 0O3Ha4YaTh YHUCTO pusnIeCcKui
nporecc. [loHATHO, YTO TTIPU  3BTOM
COOTBETCTBYIOIIIHME 3MUTEThI COXPAHSIAUCH, U
IIMCATeAb MOT OBITh XUMHYECKHUM, IIPOCTHIM
u T. . IlpuaarareabHOoe MOKHO OBIAO
IIPOU3BECTH OT AIOOOTO CYIIECTBHTEABHOTO,
KakK, HAIlpUMeD: «[IaABTOBBIH», «;KAOHBI», OT
HHUX -- COOTBETCTBYIOIIHE HApeUus U T. I.

Kpome Toro, pmasa amwboro caoBa -- B
[IPUHIIUIIE 3TO OISTHL-TAKH OTHOCHAOCH K
KaXKIOMy CAOBY -- MOTAO OBITH IIOCTPOEHO
OTpHULIAHME IIPH IIOMOIIH «He». Tax,
HarpuMep, o00pa30BaHbl CAOBA «HEAHIIO» U
«HEIIOHOC). Cucrema €IMHO0OPa3HOTO
YCHACHHS CAOB IIPHCTaBKaAMH «IIAIOC-» H
«IIAIOCTIAIOC-», OJTHAKO, H€ IIPHUBHAACH BBHIY
He6Aaro3By4YHs MHOTHMX HOBOOOpa3oBaHUM
(cM.  Huxe). CoOXpaHHMAHCH  IIpEXKHHE
CI1I0CcO0BI YCHUAEHUS, HECKOABKO
obHOBAeHHBIe. Tak, y IIpHAAraTeAbHBIX
[IOSIBUAHUCH [IB€ CPABHHUTEABHBIX CTEIeHH:
wyame» u  «bosee ayumer. KocBeHHO
aHAAOTHYHBIM IIPOLIECC IIPHUMEHSACI H K
CYILIECTBHUTEABHBIM (4allle OTTAArOABHBIM)
IIyTeM  CLENACHHsS OAM3KHX CAOB B
POAWTEABHOM  [ajexke:  «HapalluBaHHE
YCKOPEHUsS TEMIIOB pas3BuTUs». Kaxk U B
COBPEMEHHOM  SI3BIKE, MOXHO  ObIAO
U3MEHUTH 3HA4YeHHe CAOBa IIPHCTABKaMHU,
HO IIPUHIMI 53TOT IIPOBOJAMACS TIOPa3zio

II0CAE€IOBATEABHEE M [OIIyCKaA TIopaszio
Goawlliee  paszHooOpasme opM, TaAKHUX,
HaIlpUMep, KaK «IIOAyCTaTh», «HAAB3ATH»,
«OTOBAPUTH, «BeCIIPeCTYITHOCTE?
(xoacppureHT), «3apbIOAEHHEY,
«0BECKOPOBUTEY, «[IOBBIITOAHUTH» u
«HEeI0d0IaTh». Pacmupenue THEe3T,
II03BOAMAO  PAAUKaABHO YMEHBIIHTH HX

ob111ee YHCAO, TO €CTh CBECTH pas3Hoobpasue
KUBBIX KOPHEH B SI3bIKE K MUHUMYMY.

Bropoit OTAUYUTEABHOH JyepTor
rpaMMaTHKHU HOBOS3a ObIAa ee
peryaspHocTh. Becakoro poga oco6eHHOCTH B
obpazoBaHUH MHOXK€ECTBEHHOIO qHCAA
CYILIIECTBUTEABHBIX, B HX CKAOHEHHH, B
CIIPSKEHHUH TAAroAOB ObIAM o
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ended in -ed. The preterite of steal was
stealed, the preterite of think was thinked,
and so on throughout the language, all
such forms as swam, gave, brought, spoke,
taken, etc., being abolished. All plurals
were made by adding -s or -es as the case
might be. The plurals of man, ox, life, were
mans, oxes, lifes. Comparison of adjectives
was invariably made by adding -er, -est
(good, gooder, goodest), irregular forms and
the more, most formation being suppressed.

The only classes of words that were still
allowed to inflect irregularly were the
pronouns, the relatives, the demonstrative
adjectives, and the auxiliary verbs. All of
these followed their ancient usage, except
that whom had been scrapped as
unnecessary, and the shall, should tenses
had been dropped, all their uses being
covered by will and would. There were also
certain irregularities in word-formation
arising out of the need for rapid and easy
speech. A word which was difficult to utter,
or was liable to be incorrectly heard, was
held to be ipso facto a bad word:
occasionally therefore, for the sake of
euphony, extra letters were inserted into a
word or an archaic formation was retained.
But this need made itself felt chiefly in
connexion with the B vocabulary. Why so
great an importance was attached to ease of
pronunciation will be made clear later in
this essay.

The B vocabulary. The B vocabulary
consisted of words which had been
deliberately  constructed for  political
purposes: words, that is to say, which not
only had in every case a political
implication, but were intended to impose a
desirable mental attitude upon the person
using them. Without a full understanding
of the principles of Ingsoc it was difficult to
use these words correctly. In some cases

BO3MOXKHOCTH  yCTpaHeHbl. Hampuwmep,
TAQrOA  «IIaXaTh»  HMeEA  JeelpudacTHe
«Iaxasi, «MaxaTb» crpsiraacst
€eIUHCTBEHHBIM 00pa3oM -- «Maxaio» U T. .
CaoBa «IIBITTAEHOK?, «KPBICEHOK» BO
MHOXKECTBEHHOM  YHCAE HMeAH (opMy

«IBITIAEHKH», (KPBICEHKH» U COOTBETCTBEHHO
CKAOHSIAUCE, «MOAOKO» HMEAO
MHOXKECTBEHHOE YHCAO -- «MOAOKH», «IT0BOM»
YIIOTPEBASIAOCE B €IUHCTBEHHOM YHCAE, a Y
HEKOTOPBIX CYLLIECTBUTEABHBIX
€IMHCTBEHHOE YHCAO OBIAO TIPOU3BENEHO OT
MHOKECTBEHHOTIO: «3aiiMy. CreneHamu
cpaBHeHHs o0aazmasn Bce 06€3 HUCKAIOYEHUS

IpuAaraTeAbHBIE, KakK, HaIIpUMep,
«DEeCKOHEYHBIH», «<HEBO3MOXKHBIM», «paBHBI»,
«TPAKTOPHBIM» H  «IBYXBECEABHBIM». B

COOTBETCTBHHU C IIPHHIUIIOM IIOKOPEHUA
JAEUCTBUTEABHOCTU BCE TAArOAbl CYHUTAAUCH

HEPEXOMHBIMU: 3aB0O3pPa3UTH (mpoexkT),
3aefiCTBOBATh (YEAOBEKA), PACTAATD (ABIBI),
yMaadyuBaTh (IpaBay), B3MBITH (IIHAOT

B3MBIA CBOH BEPTOAET HAaJ BPasKECKHUMH
TIO3UIIUSIMHU).

ux ocoboit
HEPETYAIPHOCTBIO COXPaHHAUCE, 3a
HCKAIOUEHHEM «KTo» U «4dei». IlocaemgHue
OBIAM YIIPa3gHEHBI, U BO BCEX CAydYasx HX
3aMEHHAO MeCTOHMEHHEe «KOTOPBIH»
(«koTOpOro»). OTmeabHBIE HENIPABHABHOCTH
cA0BOOOpa30BaHUsS IIPHUIIAOCHE COXPaHHUTH
pagu OBICTPOTBI M  IIAABHOCTH  PEYH.
TpyAHOIIPOM3HOCHMOE CAOBO HAHM TakKoe,
KOTOpPO€ MOKeT OBITh HEBEPHO YCABIIIAHO,
cuntasoch ipso facto[10] maoxum caoBOM,
II09TOMY B LieAsIX 0AQro3By4HsS BCTaBASIAHCH

MecToumMeHUs c

AHUIITHUE OYKBBI HAU BO3POXKIAAUCH
apxawndeckue popMmbl. Ho 1o npeumyIecTBy
3TO KacaaoCh caoBaps B. [Touemy
IPUAaBaAOCh Takoe 3HaYEeHHE

yA000IIPON3HOCUMOCTH, OyZeT OOBsICHEHO B
9TOM O4Y€epKe HECKOABKO IT033KE.

Cnosapb B cocTosia U3 CAOB, CIIELHMAABHO
CKOHCTPYUPOBaHHBIX [JAS  ITOAUTHYECKHUX
HyXK/l, UHa4de TOBOps, CAOB, KOTOpbIe HeE
TOABKO 00A3[IaAH ITOAUTHYECKHM CMBICAOM,

HO u HaBS3bIBAAH  YEAOBEKY, ux
YIIOTpebASIIOIIEMY, OIIpEIEACHHYIO
no3uiyo. He yCBOMB IIOAHOCTBIO OCHOB
aHrcoIla, IIPAaBHABHO yHOTPeOAATH 9TH
caoBa ObIAO HeAb3sd. B HEKOTOPBIX caydasax
HX CMBICA MOXKHO OBIAO  Ilepe’aTthb
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they could be translated into Oldspeak, or
even into words taken from the A
vocabulary, but this usually demanded a
long paraphrase and always involved the
loss of certain overtones. The B words were
a sort of verbal shorthand, often packing
whole ranges of ideas into a few syllables,
and at the same time more accurate and
forcible than ordinary language.

The B words were in all cases compound
words[2]. They consisted of two or more
words, or portions of words, welded
together in an easily pronounceable form.
The resulting amalgam was always a noun-
verb, and inflected according to the
ordinary rules. To take a single example:
the word goodthink, meaning, very roughly,
“orthodoxy”, or, if one chose to regard it as
a verb, “to think in an orthodox manner”.

This inflected as follows: mnoun-verb,
goodthink; past tense and past participle,
goodthinked, present participle,
goodthinking; adjective, goodthinkful;
adverb, goodthinkwise; verbal noun,
goodthinker.

The B words were not constructed on any
etymological plan. The words of which they
were made up could be any parts of speech,
and could be placed in any order and
mutilated in any way which made them
easy to pronounce while indicating their
derivation. In the word crimethink
(thoughtcrime), for instance, the think came
second, whereas in thinkpol (Thought
Police) it came first, and in the latter word
police had lost its second syllable. Because
of the great difficulty in securing euphony,
irregular formations were commoner in the
B vocabulary than in the A vocabulary. For
example, the adjective forms of Minitrue,
Minipax, and Miniluv were, respectively,
Minitruthful, Minipeaceful, and Minilovely,
simply because -trueful, -paxful, and -
loveful were  sliightly awkward to
pronounce. In principle, however, all B
words could inflect, and all inflected in
exactly the same way.

Some of the B words had highly subtilized
meanings, barely intelligible to anyone who
had not mastered the language as a whole.
Consider, for example, such a typical
sentence from a Times leading article as
Oldthinkers unbellyfeel Ingsoc. The shortest
rendering that one could make of this in
Oldspeak would be: “Those whose ideas

CTapOsI30BCKHMM CAOBOM HAM [1asKe€ CAOBaMH
U3 caoBapsg A, HO 3TO TPebGOBAAO JAHMHHOTO
OIMHMCATEABHOIO IIepeBoda M BCerga OBIAO
COIIPSKEHO C MOoTepeil moapasyMeBaeMbIX
cmbeica0B. CaoBa B mpencraBasam coboit
CBOEr0 pojaa CTEHOIpaMMy: B HECKOABKO
CAOTOB OHHM BMEILAAW LIEABIH KpPyT HAEH, B
TO K€ BpeMs BbIpaxkad HX TO4UHee U
ybenuTeabHEee, dYeM B  OOBIKHOBEHHOM
S3BIKE.

Bce caoBa B Opiam cocraBHbIMH[11]. OHH
COCTOSIAM M3 [BYX HAU 0OAee CAOB HAH
qacTeid CAOB, COEQUHEHHBIX TaK, YTOOBI HX
yI06HO GBIAO ITPOU3HOCUTE. OT KaXKIoro K3
HHUX [0 OOBIYHBIM 00pa3iiaM IIPOU3BOAHAOCH
rHe3no. [lag mpuMmepa: oT «GAArOMBICAUS,

03HAYABIIIETO IPHUOAUZUTEABHO
«OPTOMOKCHION, «IIPABOBEPHOCTD?,
[IPOUCXOIUA TAATOA «BAQTOMBICAUTD,
Ipu4acTye «OAQrOMBICALIIIHM»,
[IPHUAATATEABHOE «BAQrOMBICAEHHBI»,

Hapedue «OAQrOMBICAEHHO» H T. a.

CaoBa B cosmaBaancr 6e3 KaKOro-aubo
3THUMOAOTHYECKOrO TaaHa. OHH  MOTAH
COCTOSITH W3  AIOOBIX  YacTedl  peud,
COEIMHEHHBIX B AIOOOM TMIOpSIAKE W Kak
YTOAHO NIpeNapHpOBaHHBIX -- AHIIb ObI HX
OBIA0 yOOOHO IIPOU3HOCUTHL U OCTaBaAOCH
IIOHSATHBIM HX I[IPOHCXOXKAeHHEe. B caoBe
«MBICAETIPECTYIIACHHE», HAIIPUMED, MBICAB
CTOsIA TIEPBO, & B CAOBE «DAATOMBICAHE) --

BTOPOH. [TockoABKY B caoBape B
YZ060IIPOHU3HOCHUMOCTD JIOCTHUTAAACH c
GoABIIINM TPYAOM, caoBa 371eChb

006pa30BBIBAANCh, HE II0 TaKOM IKECTKOM

cxeMe, Kak B caoBape A. Hampuwmep,
IIpHUAaraTeAbHbIE oT «MHHHAIO02» u
«MHHHIIpaBa» ObI1AM COOTBETCTBEHHO

«MUHUAIOOHBIH» ¥ «MUHUIIPABHBIN» IIPOCTO
IIOTOMY, YTO «-AIOOOBHBIM» U «-IIPaBEIHBIH»
O6b1A0 He coBceM yAOOHO IIPOM3HOCHUTH. B
TIIPUHIIUIIE K€ UX CKAOHSIAU U CIIpSiTaAl, KaK
OOBIYHO.

Hekoroprie caoBa B obramasn TakuMu
OTTE€HKaMH 3Ha4YeHHs, KOTOPBIX IIOYTH HeE
yAQBAWBAA  4YEAOBEK, He  OBA3IEBIINH
S3BIKOM B IleAOM. BoasMmem, Hampumep,
TUIIMYHOE IIPEeNAOKEHHEe U3 IIeperoBoy
cratbu B «TaiiMcr: «CTapoMBICABI HE HyTPAT
aHTCOII». Kparyaiimum obpazoMm Ha
CTaposi3e 3TO MOIKHO H3AO0XKUTHL Tak: «Te,
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were formed before the Revolution cannot
have a full emotional understanding of the
principles of English Socialism.” But this is
not an adequate translation. To begin with,
in order to grasp the full meaning of the
Newspeak sentence quoted above, one
would have to have a clear idea of what is
meant by Ingsoc. And in addition, only a
person thoroughly grounded in Ingsoc
could appreciate the full force of the word
bellyfeel, ~ which  implied a  blind,
enthusiastic acceptance difficult to imagine
today; or of the word oldthink, which was
inextricably mixed up with the idea of
wickedness and decadence. But the special
function of certain Newspeak words, of
which oldthink was one, was not so much
to express meanings as to destroy them.
These words, necessarily few in number,
had had their meanings extended until they
contained  within  themselves  whole
batteries of words which, as they were
sufficiently covered by a single
comprehensive term, could now be
scrapped and forgotten. The greatest
difficulty facing the compilers of the
Newspeak Dictionary was not to invent new
words, but, having invented them, to make
sure what they meant: to make sure, that is
to say, what ranges of words they cancelled
by their existence.

As we have already seen in the case of the
word free, words which had once borne a
heretical meaning were sometimes retained
for the sake of convenience, but only with
the undesirable meanings purged out of
them. Countless other words such as
honour, justice, morality, internationalism,
democracy, science, and religion had simply
ceased to exist. A few blanket words
covered them, and, in covering them,
abolished them. All words grouping
themselves round the concepts of liberty
and equality, for instance, were contained
in the single word crimethink, while all
words grouping themselves round the
concepts of objectivity and rationalism were
contained in the single word oldthink.
Greater precision would have been
dangerous. What was required in a Party
member was an outlook similar to that of
the ancient Hebrew who knew, without
knowing much else, that all nations other
than his own worshipped “false gods”. He
did not need to know that these gods were
called Baal, Osiris, Moloch, Ashtaroth, and

4YbM HIEH CAOXKHANCH [0 PeBoarormu, He
BOCIIPUHUMAIOT BCEH MAYIION MIPUHLIMIIOB
AHTAMMCKOTO  COLIMAAHU3MAy. Ho oro
HeaeKBaTHLIN [epeBoa. Bo-nepBbIX, YTOGBI
KaK CAEAyeT IOHSATH CMBICA IIPUBENEHHOMN
dpa3sbl, HAMO UMETH YEeTKOE [IPELCTABACHHE
0 TOM, YTO O3HAYAET CAOBO «@HICOID. Kpome
TOrO, AHWINb YEAOBEK, BOCIIHTAHHBIA B
aHrCoIle, IIOYYBCTBYET BCIO CHAY CAOBa
CHyTPUTL»,  IIOAPA3YMEBAIOIIETO  CAEIOE
BOCTOPXKEHHOE IIPUSATHE, KOTOPOE B HAIIK
OHU TPYAHO BOOGPA3UTh, WAM  CAOBa
«CTAPOMBICA», HEPA3PBIBHO CBA3AHHOTO C
MOHATHUSIMH IIOPOKa M BBIpOXAeHHdA. Ho
ocobas (PyHKIMS HEKOTOPHIX HOBOSI30BCKUX
CAOB HAIomobue «CTapoMBICAA» COCTOSIAA HE
CTOABKO B TOM, YTOOBI BbIpazKarTh 3HAYEHUS,
CKOABKO B TOM, YTOOBI HMX YHHYTOXKATH.

3HauyeHME 3TUX CAOB, pasymeeTcst
HEMHOTOYHCAEHHBIX, PacIINpPsIAOCH
HAaCTOABKO, q9T0 oO0HUMaA0 LIEAYIO
COBOKYIIHOCTBH IIOHATHH; yIIaKOBaB 3THU

THOHATHS B OJHO CAOBO, UX YK€ AETKO OBIAO
or6pocuTs U 3a0bITh. CAOXKHEE BCETO OAS
cocraBuTeaeil CaoBapsi HOBOsI3a OBIAO HE
HU300pECTH HOBOE CAOBO, HO, HU300peTs €ro,
OIIPENEAUuTb, YTO OHO 3HAYWUT, TO €CTh
OIIPENEAUTD, KAKYIO COBOKYITHOCTb CAOB OHO
AHHYAHUPYET.

Kak MbI yKe BHIOEAH Ha IIPHMEpPE CAOBa
«CBOOOAHBIN», HEKOTOPBIE CAOBA, IIPEXKIE
HMEBIITHE BpEIHbIH CMBICA, HHOTIa
COXpaH{AUCH paau ymobcTrBa --  HO
OYHIIEHHBIMU or HEXXEeAATEABHBIX
3HayeHul. BecurucaeHHOE MHOXKECTBO CAOB,
TaKUX, KaK «4ECThb», «CIIPABEIAUBOCTDY,
«MOPaAB», (MHTEPHAIIMOHAAU3M),
«[IEMOKPATHUSI», «PEAUTHUsI», «HAyKa», IIPOCTO
IIEPECTaAN CYyLIeCTBOBATh. VX ITOKPBIBAAU U
TEM camMbIM OTMEHSIAU HECKOABKO
obobiaronmx cAoB. Hampumep, Bce caoBa,
TPYIIINPOBABIIIHECS BOKpYT IOHATHH
cBOGOABI ¥ PABEHCTBA, CONEPKAAUCH B
OHOM CAOBE «MBICAEIIPECTYIIACHHE», a
CAOBA, IMPYIIIHPOBABIIINECS BOKPYT ITOHITHH
panmroHaAu3Ma U OOBEKTUBHOCTH, -- B CAOBE
«CTapoOMBICAME». BoAbILIIasi TOYHOCTH ObIAA
6bI omacHa. Ilo CBOMM BO33pEHUAM YAE€H
HapTUH [0AXKEH ObIA HAIIOMHHATH APEBHETO
eBped, KOTOPBIH 3HaA, HE BHHKad B
HOAPOOHOCTH, YTO BCE OCTAAbHBIE HapPOLbI
TIOKAOHSIIOTCSI «AOKHBIM Ooram». Emy He
Hago OBIAO 3HATh, YTO UMEHA 3TUX OOroB --
Baaa, Ocupuc, Moaox, Acrapta U T. [.; 4YeM
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the like: probably the less he knew about
them the better for his orthodoxy. He knew
Jehovah and the commandments of
Jehovah: he knew, therefore, that all gods
with other names or other attributes were
false gods. In somewhat the same way, the
party member knew what constituted right
conduct, and in exceedingly vague,
generalized terms he knew what kinds of
departure from it were possible. His sexual
life, for example, was entirely regulated by
the two Newspeak words sexcrime (sexual
immorality) and  goodsex (chastity).
Sexcrime covered all sexual misdeeds
whatever. It covered fornication, adultery,
homosexuality, and other perversions, and,
in addition, normal intercourse practised
for its own sake. There was no need to
enumerate them separately, since they were
all equally culpable, and, in principle, all
punishable by death. In the C vocabulary,
which consisted of scientific and technical
words, it might be necessary to give
specialized names to certain sexual
aberrations, but the ordinary citizen had no
need of them. He knew what was meant by
goodsex -- that is to say, normal
intercourse between man and wife, for the
sole purpose of begetting children, and
without physical pleasure on the part of the
woman: all else was sexcrime. In Newspeak
it was seldom possible to follow a heretical
thought further than the perception that it
was heretical: beyond that point the
necessary words were nonexistent.

No word in the B vocabulary was
ideologically neutral. A great many were
euphemisms. Such words, for instance, as
joycamp (forced-labour camp) or Minipax
(Ministry of Peace, i.e. Ministry of War)
meant almost the exact opposite of what
they appeared to mean. Some words, on the
other hand, displayed a frank and
contemptuous understanding of the real
nature of Oceanic society. An example was
prolefeed, meaning the rubbishy
entertainment and spurious news which
the Party handed out to the masses. Other
words, again, were ambivalent, having the
connotation “good” when applied to the
Party and “bad” when applied to its
enemies. But in addition there were great
numbers of words which at first sight
appeared to be mere abbreviations and
which derived their ideological colour not
from their meaning, but from their

MEHBIIIE OH O HUX 3HAaeT, TEM IIOA€3Hee OAS
ero mpaBoBepHocTH. OH 3Haa HeroBy u
3aBeTbl Merosel, a MO3TOMy 3Haa, YTO BCe
form Cc MOPyrHMMH HMEHaMH M [APYTHMH
arpubyramMu -- aoxkHble Ooru. ITomoGHBIM
obpa3oM dYAEH MapTHH 3HaA, 4YTO TaKoe
IIpaBHUABHOE IIOBEIEHHE, M [0 KpalHOCTH
CMyYTHO, AUIITH B 061X gyeprax
npezncraBada cebe, KakWe OTKAOHEHHS OT
HEro BO3MOXKHBI. KEro ImoaoBasg XHU3Hb,

HallpUMep, [IOAHOCTBIO  PETyAHMPOBaAacCh
[IBYMsI HOBOSI30BCKHMHM CAOBAMH: «3A0CEKCH
(moaoBag aMOpaABHOCTB) H  «IOOPOCEKC»
(meaomympre). «3A0CeKC» IIOKpPBIBaA BCeE
HapyueHus B 3To#  obaactu. Uwm
0003HaYaANCh Oayn, npearobonesHue,

FOMOCEKCYaAH3M U [ApPyTHE U3BPAILEHUS, a
KpOME TOro, HOPMAABHOE COBOKYIIAEHHE,
paccMaTpuBaEMoe Kak caMmolieab. He GbIa0
HyXK[bl HA3BIBATH UX [0 OTAEABHOCTH, BCE
OBIAM TIPECTYIIAEHUSIMH W B I[IPUHLIUIE
KapaAaucb cmepthio. B caoBape C,
COCTOSIBIIIEM H3 HAYYHBIX U TEXHUYECKUX
CAOB, IS HEKOTOPBIX  CEKCYAABHBIX
HapyIIEHUHA MOTAH MOHAaIO0OUTHCH
OTZIeALHBIE TE€PMUHBI, HO psmOBOMK
rpaKOaHVUH B HUX He Hyxkzaascs. OH 3Haa,
9TO TAaKOE «IOGPOCEKCH, TO ECTh HOPMAABHOE
COXKUTEABCTBO MYXKYMHBI M JKEHINUHBI C
eAbI0 3adaTud U 0e3  (PU3UIECKOTO
YIOBOABCTBHS IS JKEHIIUHBI. Bee
OCTaABHOE -- «3A0CEKC». HoBosI3 mo4TH HE
JaBaA  BO3MOXKHOCTU  IIPOCAEOUTEH 34
BPEIHOM MBICABIO JAABIIE TOTO IIyHKTA, YTO
OHA BpeOHA; JAABIIE HE ObIAO HY?KHBIX CAOB.

B caoBape B He O06blAO HH OZHOTO
HUIEOAOTHYECKH HeHTPaABHOTO cAOBa.
MHorue gBAFIAUCH 3BdeMusMamu. Takue
CAOBa, HAIpHMep, KakK «pajsar (Aarepb
pazmocTH, T. €. KaTOPKHBIM Aarepb) HAH
«MHHUMHD» (MHHHCTEPCTBO MHpa, TO €CThb
MHHHCTEPCTBO BOMHBI), 0003HAYaAH HEYTO
IIPOTHBOIIOAOKHOE TOMY, YTO OHH FOBOPHAH.
[pyrue CAOBa, HaIIpOTUB,
JEMOHCTPUPOBaAU OTKPOBEHHOE u
[IPE3PUTEABHOE  IIOHHMAHWE  IIOAAWHHOM
[IPHUPOABI CTPOSl, HAIPUMEDP, «HAPIIHT»,
03HAYABIINY HU3KOCOPTHbIE PA3BACYEHUS U
AXKWBBIE  HOBOCTH, KOTOpble  IIapTHd
CKapMAHBasa Maccam. Brian u
IBYCMBICAGHHBIE CAOBa -- C «XOPOIIIHM»
OTTEHKOM, KOTZla UX NPUMEHSIAH K NapTHH,
U C «IAOXHM», KOTAA HX IIPUMEHSAH K
Bparam. Kpome TOro, CyuecTBOBaAO
MHOXKECTBO CAOB, KOTOpble Ha II€PBbBIA
B3TAS/l Ka3aAHUCh IIPOCTO COKPAIIEHUSIMH, --
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structure.

So far as it could be contrived, everything
that had or might have political significance
of any kind was fitted into the B
vocabulary. The name of every organization,
or body of people, or doctrine, or country,
or institution, or public building, was
invariably cut down into the familiar shape;
that is, a single easily pronounced word
with the smallest number of syllables that
would preserve the original derivation. In
the Ministry of Truth, for example, the
Records Department, in which Winston
Smith worked, was called Recdep, the
Fiction Department was called Ficdep, the
Teleprogrammes Department was called
Teledep, and so on. This was not done
solely with the object of saving time. Even
in the early decades of the twentieth
century, telescoped words and phrases had
been one of the characteristic features of
political language; and it had been noticed
that the tendency to use abbreviations of
this kind was most marked in totalitarian
countries and totalitarian organizations.
Examples were such words as Nazi,
Gestapo, Comintern, Inprecorr, Agitprop. In
the beginning the practice had been
adopted as it were instinctively, but in
Newspeak it was used with a conscious
purpose. It was perceived that in thus
abbreviating a name one narrowed and
subtly altered its meaning, by cutting out
most of the associations that would
otherwise cling to it. The words Communist

International, for instance, call up a
composite picture of universal human
brotherhood, red flags, barricades, Karl

Marx, and the Paris Commune. The word
Comintern, on the other hand, suggests
merely a tightly-knit organization and a
well-defined body of doctrine. It refers to
something almost as easily recognized, and
as limited in purpose, as a chair or a table.
Comintern is a word that can be uttered
almost without taking thought, whereas
Communist International is a phrase over
which one is obliged to linger at least
momentarily. In the same way, the
associations called up by a word like
Minitrue are fewer and more controllable
than those called up by Ministry of Truth.
This accounted not only for the habit of
abbreviating whenever possible, but also for
the almost exaggerated care that was taken

HIEOAOTHYECKYIO OKPACKy UM IIPHIABaA0 He
3Ha4YeHHe, a UX CTPYKTypa.

Hacroabko, HACKOABKO IO3BOASIAA
JyeaoBedYecKas M300peTaTeAbHOCTh, BCE, UTO
HUMEAO HAHW MOTAO HMETH ITOAHUTHYECKHUH
CMBbICA, OBIAO CBeZeHO B cAOBapb B.
HasBanua Bcex opraHus3anyii, TIpymI,
JIOKTPUH, cTpaH, UHCTUTYTOB,
OOIIECTBEHHBIX  3HAHUM  KPOUAUCH  IIO
OPUBBIYHOM cXeMe: OIIHO
yIX0OOIIPOU3HOCUMOE CAOBO C HAWMEHBIIHUM
YHUCAOM CAOTOB, IO3BOASIIOIIHUX ITOHSTH €r0
OpouCXoXKAeHWe. B MUHHCTEPCTBE IpaBAbI
OTZEeA NOKyMEHTAaIluu, rae paboras YUHCTOH
CMuT, Ha3bIBaACS OOKO, OTAEA AUTEPATYPBI
-- AWTO, OTJEA TEAEIPOTPAMM -- TEAEO U T.
. [leranoCh 3TO HE TOABKO OAS SKOHOMHUH
BpeMmeHu. CaoBa-1enHu[12] cTasn omHOM U3
XapaKTePHBIX OCOOGEHHOCTEH MOAUTHYIECKOTO
d3bIKa €lle B IepBOH 4yeTBepTH XX BEKa;
ocobeHHasd TATa K TaKUM COKpPAIIEHUAM,
OblAa OTMeYeHa B TOTAAUTAPHBIX CTpaHax U
TOTAAUTAPHBIX OpraHu3alusax. llpuMepaMu
MOTYT CAYKHUTH TaKHe CAOBa, KAK <HAILN»,
«recTaro», (KOMUHTEPH), «QTUTIIPOII».
CHadana K 2TOMYy METOAy IIpuOerasu, Tak
CKas3aTh, HHCTUHKTHUBHO, B HOBOSI3€ YK€ OH
OPaKTHKOBAACS C OCO3HAHHOM  IEABIO.
Crano sCHO, YTO, COKPATHB TAKHM 00pazom
UMsd, ThI Cy3HWA U HE3aMEeTHO H3MEHUA €ro
CMBICA, ubo oTpes3aa OOABIITUHCTBO
BBI3LIBAEMEBIX UM accommanuii. CaoBa
«KoMMyHHCTHYECKU M HNHTepHaioHaA»
IPUBOAAT Ha yM CAOXKHYIO KapTHUHY:
BCEMHUpPHOE YEAOBEUYECKOE 6parcTBo,
KpacHble ¢aaru, 6appukansi, Kapa Mapkec,
[Tapmkckas KOMMYyHa. CaoBo XKe
«KOMUHTEpH» HAIIOMHUHAET BCETO AHIIb O
KPEIKO CITasHHON OpPraHu3alliy U YKECTKOM
cucremMe moKTpuH. OHO OTHOCUTCH K
IpeaMeTy CTOAb K€ A€rKO y3HaBaeMOMY
u[13] croAb 3Xe OrpaHHYEHHOMY B CBOEM
Ha3HAYEHUH, KakK CTOA WA  CTYA.
«KOMUHTEPH» -- 3TO CAOBO, KOTOPOE MOKHO
OPOU3HECTH, IIOYTU HE PAa3MBILIIALA, B TO
BpeMd Kak «KommyHHCTHYECKMH
VHTepHAIMOHAA» 3aCTABASET IIyCTh HA MMT,
HO 3amxymatbcd. IlomobHBIM Ke oOpasom
«(MHHUIIPAB» BBIZBIBAET TOPa3Q0 MEHBIIIE
acconmanyil (M UX Aerde MIPeayCMOTPETH),
4YeM  «MHHHCTEPCTBO  [paBAbD.  ITUM
OOBSICHAAOCH HE  TOABKO  CTPEMAEHHE
coKpalaTh BCe, YTO MOXKHO, HO H Ha
HEepPBbIM B3rAs IIpeyBeAHdeHHas 3abora o
TOM, 4TOOBI CAOBO A€TKO OGBIAO BHITOBOPHUTE.
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to make every word easily pronounceable.

In Newspeak, euphony outweighed every
consideration other than exactitude of
meaning. Regularity of grammar was
always sacrificed to it when it seemed
necessary. And rightly so, since what was
required, above all for political purposes,
was short clipped words of unmistakable
meaning which could be uttered rapidly
and which roused the minimum of echoes
in the speaker’s mind. The words of the B
vocabulary even gained in force from the
fact that nearly all of them were very much
alike. Almost invariably these words --
goodthink, Minipax, prolefeed, sexcrime,
joycamp, Ingsoc, bellyfeel, thinkpol, and
countless others -- were words of two or
three syllables, with the stress distributed
equally between the first syllable and the
last. The wuse of them encouraged a
gabbling style of speech, at once staccato
and monotonous. And this was exactly
what was aimed at. The intention was to
make speech, and especially speech on any
subject not ideologically neutral, as nearly
as possible independent of consciousness.
For the purposes of everyday life it was no
doubt necessary, or sometimes necessary,
to reflect before speaking, but a Party
member called upon to make a political or
ethical judgement should be able to spray
forth the correct opinions as automatically
as a machine gun spraying forth bullets.
His training fitted him to do this, the
language gave him an almost foolproof
instrument, and the texture of the words,
with their harsh sound and a certain wilful
ugliness which was in accord with the spirit
of Ingsoc, assisted the process still further.

So did the fact of having very few words to
choose from. Relative to our own, the
Newspeak vocabulary was tiny, and new
ways of reducing it were constantly being
devised. Newspeak, indeed, differed from
most all other languages in that its
vocabulary grew smaller instead of larger
every year. Each reduction was a gain,
since the smaller the area of choice, the
smaller the temptation to take thought.
Ultimately it was hoped to make articulate
speech issue from the larynx without
involving the higher brain centres at all.
This aim was frankly admitted in the
Newspeak word duckspeak, meaning “to
quack like a duck”. Like various other

BaarosBy4ue IepeBeIINBAaAO BCE OCTAABHBIE
CcoOOpazkKeHHsI, KpOMe SICHOCTH CMBICAQ.
Korma HAO 6BIAO, PEryASpHOCTH
rpaMMaTHKH HEHU3MEHHO IIPHHOCHAAChH €My
B XxepTBy. W cmnpaBemamBo -- ubo mag
IIOAUTHYECKHUX  ILleAell  IIpexkzae  BCero
TpeGOBaAUCh YeTKHE CTPHIKEHBIE CAOBA,
KOTOPBIE UMeAn SICHBIN CMBICA,
[IPOM3HOCHAMCH  OBICTPO U POXKIAAH
MHHHUMAABHOE KOAMYECTBO OT3BYKOB B
CO3HAHHH CAyILIaTeAs. A OT TOro, 4YTO BCe
OHH OBIAM CKPOEHBI Ha OIWH Aal, caoBa B
TOABKO IpubaBasiau B Bece. MHOTHeE M3 HUX
aHICOIl, 3A0CEKC, pajaar, HapIHuT,
CTapOMBICA, MBICAETIOA (ITOAHIIUS MBICAEH) --
OBIAM OBYX- U TPEXCAOXKHBIMH, IIPUYEM
yoapeHus TIagaAl W Ha IepBbIM U Ha
rocaenHui caor. OHK MOOYKIaAH dYeAoBeKa
TapaTOpUTh, pPeYb €ro  CTAaHOBHAACH
OTPBIBHCTOH W MOHOTOHHOM. 9TO Kak pa3 u
TpeboBasock. 3amada cocTosaa B TOM,
4TOOBI CHAEAaTH pedb -- B OCOOEHHOCTU
TaKy0, KOTOpas KacaAach HIEOAOTHYECKUX
TEM, -- 10 BO3MOXKHOCTH HE3aBHUCHUMOM OT
co3HaHUd. B NOBCeAHEBHOM  KU3HHU,
pasymeercs, HeOOXOAMMO -- II0 KpaiiHeit
Mepe HHOrZa HEOOXOAMMO -- IIOAYyMAaTh,
repes; TeM KaK 3arOBODHINB; MapTHELl Ke,
KOTOPOMY IIPEICTOSIAO BBICKA3aThCH  IIO
[IOAUTHYECKOMY HAH 3THYECKOMY BOIIPOCY,

JOAXKEH OBIA  BBIIyCKATb IIPaBHABHBIE
CyX/IeHHsI aBTOMAaTHYECKH, KaK BBIIIyCKaeT
odepenn IIyA€MET. ObyueHnem OH

[IOATOTOBAEH K 9TOMY, HOBOSI3 -- €T0 OPYAHE
-- IPEefOXpaHUT €ro OT OIIHOOK, hakTypa
CAOB C HX JKECTKHM 3BYYaHHEM U
npeaHaMePEHHBIM YPOACTBOM,
OTBEYAIOIMM [AyXy AHICOLA, €Ile OOABIIE
0BAETYHUT eMy HEAO.

OGaAer4asoch OHO €lle W TeM, 4TO BbIOOD

cAoB ObIA KpatiHe CKyaHbIH. [To cpaBHEHUIO
C HallUM g3BIKOM AEKCHKOH HOBOSI3a ObIA

HHUYTOXKEH, U BCE BpeMs H300PETAAUCH
HOBBIe CHOCOGBI €ero cokpamenws. OT
[PYTUX S3BIKOB HOBOSI3 OTAUYAACS TEM, YTO
CAOBapb €ro C KaXAbIM TOAO0M  HeE
yBeAHuHBaACH, a yMeHblmascda. Kaxkmoe
cokpaleHue ObIA0 ycmexoM, ubo dem
MEeHBIIlE  BBIOOpP CAOB, TE€M  MEHBIIe

HCKyIIeHHe 3aayMaTbcd. lIpearoaarasocs,
9TO B KOHIIE KOHIIOB YAEHOPA3AEAbHAS peYb
OymerT poXOAaTbCa HEMOCPEACTBEHHO B
ropraHy, 6e3 ydacTHUs BBICIINX HEPBHBIX
LeHTPOB. Ha 3Ty Iieab OpsIMO yKa3bIBaAO
HOBOSI30BCKOE CAOBO «PEYEKpPSIK», TO €CThb
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words in the B vocabulary, duckspeak was
ambivalent in meaning. Provided that the
opinions which were quacked out were
orthodox ones, it implied nothing but
praise, and when the Times referred to one
of the orators of the Party as a
doubleplusgood duckspeaker it was paying
a warm and valued compliment.

The C vocabulary. The C vocabulary was
supplementary to the others and consisted
entirely of scientific and technical terms.
These resembled the scientific terms in use
today, and were constructed from the same
roots, but the usual care was taken to
define them rigidly and strip them of
undesirable meanings. They followed the
same grammatical rules as the words in the
other two vocabularies. Very few of the C
words had any currency either in everyday
speech or in political speech. Any scientific
worker or technician could find all the
words he needed in the list devoted to his
own speciality, but he seldom had more
than a smattering of the words occurring in
the other lists. Only a very few words were
common to all lists, and there was no
vocabulary expressing the function of
Science as a habit of mind, or a method of
thought, irrespective of its particular
branches. There was, indeed, no word for
“Science”, any meaning that it could
possibly bear being already sufficiently
covered by the word Ingsoc.

From the foregoing account it will be seen
that in Newspeak the expression of
unorthodox opinions, above a very low
level, was well-nigh impossible. It was of
course possible to utter heresies of a very
crude kind, a species of blasphemy. It
would have been possible, for example, to
say Big Brother is ungood. But this
statement, which to an orthodox ear merely
conveyed a self-evident absurdity, could not
have been sustained by reasoned
argument, because the necessary words
were not available. Ideas inimical to Ingsoc
could only be entertained in a vague
wordless form, and could only be named in
very broad terms which lumped together
and condemned whole groups of heresies
without defining them in doing so. One
could, in fact, only use Newspeak for
unorthodox purposes by illegitimately
translating some of the words back into
Oldspeak. For example, All mans are equal

«KPAKaIOLIMH IO-YTHHOMY». Kak u
HEKOTOpbIe Apyrue caoBa B, «pedekpsik»
uMeA  OBOMCTBEHHoe  3HadeHWe. Ecam

KpPSIKAAl B OPTOHOKCAABHOM CMBICAE, 3TO
CAOBO OBIAO HE YEM HHBIM, KaK ITOXBaAO#, H,
korga «Taiimc» 1mmMcasna 00 OZHOM U3
MapTHUHHBIX OpPaTOPOB: «HMAECHHO KPENKH
peYeKkpsaK», -- 3To OblA BecbMa TEIABIH H
AECTHBIHN OT3bIB.

Cnoeapo C OBIA BCIIOMOTATE€ABHBIM H
COCTOSIA HCKAIOYHUTEABHO U3 HayYHBIX U
TEXHUYECKUX TepMHHOB. OHU HallOMHUHAAU
CETOAHANIIHHE TEPMHHBI, CTPOMAUCH Ha TeX
K€ KOpHfAX, HO, KaK H B OCTaABHBIX
caydasx, OBIAM OIpENEeAeHBI CTPOXKE U
OYHIIEHBl OT HEXKEAATEABHBIX 3Ha4YEeHHH.
OHu IIOAYHHSIAUCH TEeM Ke
rpaMMaTHYeCKMM  IpaBHAaM, HYTO H
ocTaAbHblE CAOBa. AWUIIb HEMHOTHE M3 HHUX
HMEAH XOXK/EeHHEe B ObITOBOM pedu U B
HOAUTHYECKOM peun. Ao6oe Hy:KHOE CAOBO
HAy4YHBIA HAM HWHXKEHEPHBbIH pabOTHUK MOT
HaliTH B o0cCOOOM CIIHCKe, Kyaa OblAm
BKAIOYEHBI CAOBa, BCTpedarolluecd B
apyrux couckax. CaoB, oOIIMX OAS BCEX
CIINCKOB, OBIAO OYEHB Maso, a TaKHX,
KOTOpble 0603Ha4YaAu Obl HAYKYy Kak 00AacThb
CO3HAHUA U METOJ, MBIIIACHHUS HE3aBHCHMO

or KOHKPETHOTO ee paszmeaa, He
CyLIeCTBOBaAO0 BoBce. He 6bIA0 M caMoro
CAOBa  «HAyKa». BCE [OIMYCTUMEBIE €TO
3HAa4YEHWs]  BIIOAHE  IIOKPBIBAAO  CAOBO
«QHT'COIL».

W3  BBINIECKA3AaHHOIO  SBCTBYET,  YTO
BBIPAa3UTh HEOPTOAOKCAABHOE MHEHUE

CKOABKO-HUOYAb OOIIEro IIOpsiAiKa HOBOA3
IPAKTUYECKH He II03BOAsIA. EpeTudyeckoe
BBICKa3bIBaHHUE, pasymeercs, 6b1A0
BO3MOZKHO -- HO AHIIIb CAMO€ IIPUMHUTHBHOE,
B TaKOM, IIPHUMEPHO, poxne, KakK
GoroxyabcTBo. MoxkHO OblAO, HaAIpUMeD,
ckazath: «Crapmuii Bpar naoxoi». Ho ato
BBICKAa3bIBAHHE, OYEBHIHO HEAEIIOE [AS
OPTOMOKCA, HEAb3sl OBIAO IIOATBEPIUTH
HUKaKHUMH [OBOAAMH, H0O OTCYTCTBOBAAH
HyXKHBIE  caoBa. Hpew, BpaxknaeGHbIe
QHTCOILy, MOTAHM IIOCETHUTH CO3HAHHE AHIIL B
CMyTHOM, 6EeCCAOBECHOM BU/IE, u
0603HAYUTEF HMX MOXKHO O0OBIAO HE IIO
OTHIEABHOCTH, & TOABKO OOIIMM TEPMHHOM,
pasHble epecH CBaAMB B OOHY Ky4dy H
3aKAEMMHB  COBOKYIIHO. B  cymHocTH,
HUCIIOAB30BaTh HOBOS3 IS
HEOPTOMOKCAABHBIX Il€A€H MOXKHO ObIAO HeE
HHaYe, KakK C IIOMOIIBIO IIPECTYIIHOTO
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was a possible Newspeak sentence, but
only in the same sense in which All men are
redhaired is a possible Oldspeak sentence.
It did not contain a grammatical error, but
it expressed a palpable untruth -- i.e. that
all men are of equal size, weight, or
strength. The concept of political equality
no longer existed, and this secondary
meaning had accordingly been purged out
of the word equal In 1984, when Oldspeak
was  still the normal means of
communication, the danger theoretically
existed that in using Newspeak words one
might remember their original meanings. In
practice it was not difficult for any person
well grounded in doublethink to avoid doing
this, but within a couple of generations
even the possibility of such a lapse would
have vaished. A person growing up with
Newspeak as his sole language would no
more know that equal had once had the
secondary meaning of “politically equal”, or
that free had once meant “intellectually
free”, than for instance, a person who had
never heard of chess would be aware of the
secondary meanings attaching to queen
and rook. There would be many crimes and
errors which it would be beyond his power
to commit, simply because they were
nameless and therefore unimaginable. And
it was to be foreseen that with the passage
of time the distinguishing characteristics of
Newspeak would become more and more
pronounced -- its words growing fewer and
fewer, their meanings more and more rigid,
and the chance of putting them to improper
uses always diminishing.

When Oldspeak had been once and for all
superseded, the last link with the past
would have been severed. History had
already been rewritten, but fragments of
the literature of the past survived here and
there, imperfectly censored, and so long as
one retained one’s knowledge of Oldspeak it
was possible to read them. In the future
such fragments, even if they chanced to
survive, would be unintelligible and
untranslatable. It was impossible to
translate any passage of Oldspeak into
Newspeak unless it either referred to some
technical process or some very simple
everyday action, or was already orthodox

IIepeBoZla HEKOTOPBIX CAOB oOpaTHO Ha
craposi3. Hampumep, HOBOSI3 II03BOASIA
ckazaTh: «Bce AIOAM paBHBDY, -- HO AHIIL B
TOM CMBICAE, B KAKOM CTaposi3 II03BOASIA
cka3aTb: «Bce amonu pepkuer. dpaza He
comep:Kasa IpaMMaTHYEeCKHUX OLIMOOK, HO
yTBepKOasa SIBHYIO HEIpaBay, a HMEHHO
YTO BCE AIOJH PABHBI II0 POCTY, BECY H CHAE.
[ToHaTHE I'PakKAAHCKOTO paBeHCTBAa 0oAbllle
He CyIIECTBOBAAO, U 3TO BTOPOE 3HAYEHHE
CAOBa «paBHBIM», pasyMmeercs, oTMepao. B
1984 romy, korma cTaposiz eme ObIA
OOBIYHBIM CpPeACTBOM oOlLIeH S,
TEOPETHYECKHU CYIIeCTBOBaAa  OIACHOCTH
TOTO, 4TO, YIIOTPeOAsIsT HOBOSI30BCKHE CAOBA,
YeAOBEK MOXKEeT BCIOMHHUTDH ux
IepBOHa4YaAbHBIE 3HadeHHs. Ha mnpakTuke
AIOOOMYy BOCIHHTAHHOMY B JIBOEMBICAHH
n3bexaTk 3TOr0 OBIAO HETPYAHO, a dYepe3
IIOKOAEHHE-APYTOe [0AXKHA Oblaa HMCYE3HYTH
maxke  BO3MOXKHOCTH  TakKOi  OIIHOKH.
YeaoBeKy, C POXKIOEHHS He 3HaBIIEMY
LPYroro sI3bIKa, KPOME HOBOSI3a, B TOAOBY HE
MOTAO IIPHUUTH, -- YTO «PABEHCTBO» KOIIA-TO
HMMEAO BTOPOH CMBICA -- «IPazKIaHCKOE
paBeHCTBO», a cBobOZa KOTAa-TO O3HAYaAa
«cBOOOMy MBICAM», TOYHO TaK K€ Kak
YEeAOBEK, B JKH3HHU CBOEH HE CABIXaBIIUH O
maxMmaTax, He IIofo3peBaa Obl O APyrom
3HAYEHUH CAOB «CAOH» M «KOHB». OH OBIA GBI
HE B CcHAaX COBEPIINUTH MHOTHE
IIPECTYIIA€HHUS U OUIUOKHU -- IIPOCTO IIOTOMY,
9TO OHHU OE3bIMSHHBI, & CAEI0BATEABHO,
HEMBICAUMEBI. OKHOAAOCE, YTO CO BpeMeHeM
OTAHUYUTEALHBIE 0COOEHHOCTH HOBOSI3a
OynyT NpOSBAATBCSI BCE OTYETAMBEH U
OTYETAUBEH -- BCE MEHBIIIE U MEHbIIIE OyaeT
ocTaBaThCd CAOB, BCe yXe U yXKe
CTaHOBUTBHCS HX 3Ha4YeHUE, BCE MEHBIIE H
MeHbIIle OyaeT BO3MOXKHOCTEM YIOTpPeGHUTH
HUX HEe JOAYKHBIM 00pa3oM.

Korma craposi3a OKOHYATEABHO OTOMPET,
IIOPBETCH IIOCAEIHSAS CBA3b C IIPOIIABIM.
Hcropua yxe Oblaa HepenucaHa, HO
bparMeHTBI CTApPOi AUTEPATypPhl, HE BIIOAHE
IIOAYHUINEHHBIE, TaM M CAM COXPaHHAHCH, H,
[IOKy/[1a A0 IIOMHHAU CTApOsI3, UX MOIKHO
6p1A0 mpodecTb. B Oyamymem — Takue
¢dparMeHTHI, ecAan Obl  paske OHU
COXPaHHUAUCH, CTAAW Obl HENOHSATHBI U
HeIepeBOAUMBI.  [lepeBecTH TEKCT  CO
craposizda Ha HOBOS3 OBIAO HEBO3MOIKHO,
€CAH TOABKO OH HE€ OIIMCBIBaA KaKOM-AHOO0
TEeXHUYECKHH IpoLlecC HAM IpocTelliee
OBITOBOE [EeMCTBHE HUAU HE ObIA B OpUTHHAAE
UaefiHO BBIAEPIKAHHBIM (BbIpaKasiCh Ha
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(goodthinkful would be the Newspeak
expression) in tendency. In practice this
meant that no book written before
approximately 1960 could be translated as
a whole. Pre-revolutionary literature could
only be subjected to ideological translation
-- that is, alteration in sense as well as
language. Take for example the well-known
passage from the  Declaration of
Independence:

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that
all men are created equal, that they are
endowed by their creator with certain
inalienable rights, that among these are
life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.
That to secure these rights, Governments
are instituted among men, deriving their
powers from the consent of the governed.
That whenever any form of Government
becomes destructive of those ends, it is the
right of the People to alter or abolish it, and
to institute new Government...

It would have been quite impossible to
render this into Newspeak while keeping to
the sense of the original. The nearest one
could come to doing so would be to swallow
the whole passage up in the single word
crimethink. A full translation could only be
an  ideological translation, whereby
Jefferson’s words would be changed into a
panegyric on absolute government.

A good deal of the literature of the past
was, indeed, already being transformed in
this way. Considerations of prestige made it
desirable to preserve the memory of certain
historical figures, while at the same time
bringing their achievements into line with
the philosophy of Ingsoc. Various writers,
such as Shakespeare, Milton, Swift, Byron,
Dickens, and some others were therefore in
process of translation: when the task had
been completed, their original writings,
with all else that survived of the literature
of the past, would be destroyed. These
translations were a slow and difficult
business, and it was not expected that they
would be finished before the first or second
decade of the twenty-first century. There
were also large quantities of merely
utilitarian  literature -- indispensable
technical manuals, and the like -- that had
to be treated in the same way. It was chiefly
in order to allow time for the preliminary
work of translation that the final adoption

HOBOS3€ - 6AarOMBICACHHBIM).
[IpakTHUyecKH 5TO O3HA4YaA0, YTO HHU OOHA

KHHra, HamucaHHas mno 1960 roma, He
MOXKET OBITH nepeBeneHa LIEAUKOM.
JIOpEBOAIOITMOHHYIO  AWUTEPATYPy  MOKHO
OBI1A0 IIOIBEPTHYTH TOABKO

HUIEOAOTHYECKOMY IIepeBOoAy, TO €CTb C
3aMEHOH He€ TOABKO f3bIKa, HO M CMBICAA.
Bospmem, HampuMmep, XOPOIIO H3BECTHBIH
OTPBIBOK U3 JleKaapallii He3aBUCHMOCTH:

«MpI mosaraeM CaMOO4YE€BUIHBIMU
CA€YIOIHE HMCTHUHBI: BCE AIOIM COTBOPEHBI
PaBHBIMH, BCEX HX CO3JATE€Ab HAIEAHA
OIIpeeACHHBIMHU HEOTHEMAEMBIMH IIPaBaMH,
K YHCAYy KOTOPBIX IIpHHAIAEXKAT IKU3HB,
cBoboa U CTpeMAeHHE K cdacThio. [labbr
obecredynuTs 3TH IIpaBa, YYPEXKAEHbI Cpeau
AIOfIefi TIIpaBUTEABCTBa, Oepyiue Ha cebs

CIIPaBEIAUBYIO BAaCTh [ coraacud
noanaHHBIX. Beakuit pas, Koraa Kakas-Au6o
dopma IIpaBAEHUS CTaHOBUTCS

TyOUTEABHOM A 3THX LEeAeH, Hapo[d UMeeT
IpaBO H3MEHUTh HAHM YHHUYTOXKHUTH €€ H
y4YpeauTh HOBOE IIPABUTEABCTBO...»

[lepeBecTH 3TO Ha HOBOS3 C COXPaHEHUEM
CMBICAA HET HHUKAKOM BO3MOXKHOCTU. Camoe
GoAablllee, 4TO TYyT MOXKHO CHAEAAThb, -- 3TO
BOTHATh BECh OTPBIBOK B OAHO CAOBO:
MBICAETIPECTYIIACHHE. IIOAHBIM II€PEBOAOM
MOT' CTaTb OBl TOABKO HIEOAOTHYECKUI
mepeBoZ, B KOTOpoM caoBa [Ixeddepcona
IpPEeBPaTHAUCH ObI B [IaHEeTUPHUK
abCOAIOTHOM BAACTH.

ViMeHHO TaKMM 00pa3oM U IepeaeablBasach,
KCTaTH, 3HA4YWUTEeAbHAs YacTh AHUTEPATYPBI
nporaoro. M3 IpecTHKHBIX COOOpazKeHUH
OBIAO 3KEAATEABHO COXPAHUTH IIAMATH O
HEKOTOPBIX HCTOPUYECKHUX AHUIIAX, B TO K€
BpeMsd IIpUBEAd HX TPYyAbl B COrAacHe C
y4eHHEM aHrcola. YKe Iaa pabora Hazm
IEPEBOZIOM TaKHUX nucaTeseH, KaK
IlTekciup, MuavtoH, CBudTt, Baiipon,
JIUKKEeHC, M HEKOTOPBIX [APYTHUX; II0
3aBEpIIEHUN 3THX paboT NepBOHAYaAbHBIE
TEKCTBI, a TaKiKe BCE€ OCTaAbHOE, YTO
COXPaHHAOCH OT AHUTEPATypPhl IIPOIIAOTO,
MIPEACTOSAO YHHUYTOXKUTb. OTHU II€PEBOMIbI
OBIAM [1€AOM TPYAHBIM H KPOIIOTAHBBIM;

OXXHUOAAOChH, UYTO 3aBeplIaTcsd OHH He
paHbIlle TIEPBOTO MAHW BTOPOTO AECATUAETHS
XXI Beka. CymiecTBoBaa0o, KpOME TOTO,

MHOXKECTBO YHCTO YTHAHTAPHBIX TEKCTOB --
TEXHUYECKHUX PYKOBOACTB U T. II., -- HX
Hamo ObIAO TOABEPrHYTH TAKOM  Ke
nepepaborke. OKOHYATEABHBIH ITepexXon Ha
HOBOs3 6bIA 0TAOXKEH 10 2050 roga MMEHHO
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of Newspeak had been fixed for so late a
date as 2050.

1949

[1] Newspeak was the official language of
Oceania. For an account of its structure
and etymology see Appendix.

[2] Compound words such as speakuwrite,

were of course to be found in the A
vocabulary, but these were merely
convenient abbreviations and had no

special ideologcal colour.
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C TOM IIeAbI0, 4TOOBI OCTABUTH BpeMs OAS
IIpeIBaPUTEABHBIX PabOT I10 IIEPEBOLY .

1949

1984 - [IpumeuaHusg

[1] Hoeos3 -- obuinasbHbIN I3bIK OKEaHWH.
O crpykType ero cM. [IpuaoxeHue.

[2] Bmech u masee cruxu B nepeBone EaeHbr
Kaccuposotit.

[3] Kaura[14]: ...e wenkosucmoti bymaze... --
3[ECh: ...8 HeNpusbluHO  WenKosucmotl
bymaze... --

anr. opur.: They were very good cigarettes,

very thick and well-packed, with an
unfamiliar silkiness in the paper.

[4] Kuura: ...0o0obpeHus... --  3[€Ch:
...0600peHusL... --

aur. opur.: You will get no comradeship and
no encouragement.

[5] Kuura: ...On 6yoem
NPOMUBONONIOIKHOCMBIO... -- 30eCh: ...OH
6ydem nosHoOU NPOMUBONONOIHOCMBIO. .. --

aur. opwur.: ...the exact opposite of the
stupid hedonistic Utopias that the old
reformers imagined.

[6] Kumra: ...edoili, pabomoii... -- 3a€Ch:
...e0oll, numbem, pabomoti... --
aur. opwur.: ..for such things as eating,

drinking, working...

[7] Kumra: ...noswsosanucb ceobodHee... --
3/IECE: ...NOJIb30BANIUCL 20pA300 c80600Hee...

[8] Kuura: ...ceOka», «poblueskar... -- 3[I€Ch:
...«e0K, @liuesamb, poluesKa...

[9] Kuwmra: ...pwlueska,  «eocmucn,
«HacmMpoeHueckuil... -- 3IECh: ...(pbluesK,
X80CMUCMCKU» (Hapeuue),
«HacmpoeHueckuil...

[10] ipso facto -- B cuay omHOrOo 3TOrO
(nam.).
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[11] CocraBHbIE cAOBa, TaKHe, Kak
«PEYEIIHCY, «pabaeHb, BCTPEYaAUCH,
KOHEYHO, U B caoBape A, HO OHHU OblAM
IPOCTO  yAOOHBIMH  COKpAIEHHSIMH H
0cobOro  HIOEOAOTHMYECKOIO OTTEHKa He
uUMeAHu. -- I[Ipum. aemopa

[12] Kuwura: ...Croea-yenu cTasn OXHOH U3
XapaKTEPHBIX OCODEHHOCTEM... -- 3MIECH:
...Cnosa-uentu craau OJTHOM u3
XapaKTePHBIX 0COOEHHOCTEH. .. —-

anr. opur.: Even in the early decades of the
twentieth century, telescoped words and
phrases had been one of the characteristic
features of political language;

«To an B IIporpecce Torma He 3HAAM 4YTO
CyILIECTBYET TaKO€ CAOBO, TO AM HEYTO
Apyroe... HO OHH TyT MOH IIepeBOX
U3MEHHAHU U S IPEKPACHO IIOMHIO KaK MeHs
3TO paccTpouao.» -- Llum. I'onviues

[13] Kuura: ...OHO OTHOCHTCH K IIpeIMETy
CTOAb K€ OrpaHHYEeHHOMYy B  CBOEM
Ha3HAYEHUH... -- 37eChb: ...OHO OTHOCHUTCH K
IpeaMeTy CMoJb JKe Je2ko Y3HABAeMOMY U
CTOAb XK€ OrpaHHYEeHHOMYy B  CBOEM
Ha3HA4YEHUH... —-

aur. opur.: It refers to something almost as
easily recognized, and as limited in
purpose, as a chair or a table.

[14] Ilonm «kKHHUTa» B IPHUMEYAHHUIX HMEETCH
BBUAYy KHuUra «Iporpecca»; KypcuB B
IPHMEYaHUdAX He OTHOCHTCI K dopMary
IIPOU3BECHHUS.

ITpumeuarus: B. I1. 'onvuues
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