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Part 1

t 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 Man-
sions, 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
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Yactb 1

BBIJI ampeJbCKUUA MTeHb, FACHBIN M XOJOOHBIN, M YacChl
oTOMBaSM TPUHAALATh. YUHCTOH CMUT BiKaJ Mom06o-
POMOK B IPyIb, ILITAACH YKPBITHCA OT 3JIOTO BETpPAa, 1 IIPO-
CKOJIb3HYJI 3a CTEKJIAHHBIE ABEPHU JKUJIOT0 KoMILIekca «Ilo-
O0ema», BIIyCTUB 3a CO0OI 3aBUTOK 3€PHUCTOM IBLIN.

B BecTu6r0JIe MaxJi0 BAPEHOU KAIlyCTO U CTapbIMU II0-
gosukaMu. Ha manbHeill cTeHe BIce I IIBETHOM ILJIaKaT, He-
IOMepHO OOJIBIIION IJiA IoMellleHuA. IlimakaT nsodpakal
OTPOMHOE JIUI0, ITUPUHOI 60Jjiee MeTpa: My:KUNHA JIET CO-
poKa ImATH, C TYCTHIMH UYePHBIMU yCcaMU, IPyOOBATO-TIPU-
BJIEKATEJLHBIN. YWHCTOH HaIpaBmica K JecTHune. IIpo
Jau@T Heyero OBLIO M MeuTaTh. [laike B Jydlllne BpeMeHa
OH penKo paboTal, a ceiiuac B THeBHOE BpeMsA dJIeKTpuUe-
CTBO OTKJIlouaiu. [leficTBOBaJ PeKUM SKOHOMUU B IIPE.-
nBepuu Hegenn HenaBuctu. o KBapTuUpPHI OBLIO CEMb
JIECTHUYHBIX TIPOJIETOB, M YUHCTOH C BapUKO3HOI sA3BOi
HaJ IIPaBO¥i JIOABI:KKON B CBOW TPUALATH AEBATH JIET IO-
HUMAaJICA MeIJIEHHO, TO W [eJI0 OCTaHaBIMBasAch. Ha Kax-
JIOM 9Ta’ke CO CTeHBLI HANIPOTHB JUPTA HA HETO IAJUJICT
TOT JKe IJTaKkaT. ETo crennaJgbHO TaK pa3MeCTUJIN, UTO, Te
HU CTOM, IJIada ycaua Bce PaBHO OYAyT CMOTPETH Ha Tebs.
Hagnucs BaEnsy rmacuna: «BOJIBIIION BPAT CMOTPUT
3A TOBOI».

B kBapTUpe COYHBIN IoJIOC 3aUNTHIBAJ IUMPHI, KaK-TO
CBSIBaHHBIE C IIPOMBBOJCTBOM YyryHa. 3BYK DaszaBajica
cIIpaBa OT BXOZla — W3 BIEJAaHHOU B CTEHY IIPOJOJTOBATOMN
MeTaJJINYEeCKOUM TIIJIACTHUHBI, TOXOKeW Ha IIOMYyTHEBIIIEe
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Ixoppx Opyann

right hand wall. Winston turned a switch and the voice
sank somewhat, though the words were still distinguish-
able. The instrument (the telescreen, it was called) could
be dimmed, but there was no way of shutting it off com-
pletely. He moved over to the window: a smallish, frail
figure, the meagreness of his body merely emphasized by
the blue overalls which were the uniform of the party.
His hair was very fair, his face naturally sanguine, his
skin roughened by coarse soap and blunt razor blades and
the cold of the winter that had just ended.

Outside, even through the shut window pane, the
world looked cold. Down in the street little eddies of
wind were whirling dust and torn paper into spirals, and
though the sun was shining and the sky a harsh blue, there
seemed to be no colour in anything, except the posters
that were plastered everywhere. The black moustachio’d
face gazed down from every commanding corner. There
was one on the house front immediately opposite. BIG
BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the caption said, while
the dark eyes looked deep into Winston’s own. Down at
street level another poster, torn at one corner, flapped
fitfully in the wind, alternately covering and uncovering
the single word INGSOC. In the far distance a helicopter
skimmed down between the roofs, hovered for an instant
like a bluebottle, and darted away again with a curving
flight. It was the police patrol, snooping into people’s
windows. The patrols did not matter, however. Only the
Thought Police mattered.

Behind Winston’s back the voice from the telescreen
was still babbling away about pig iron and the overfulfil-
ment of the Ninth Three Year Plan. The telescreen re-
ceived 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 re-
mained 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 be-
ing watched at any given moment. How often, or on what



1984

3epKaJjio. YUHCTOH IIOBEPHYJ Ha Hell pPyUKY, U I'OJIOC CTaJl
THUIIIE, XOTA CJI0Ba OCTATUCH PA3JIUUYNMbI. 3BYK TeJedKpaHa
(Tak Ha3BIBAJIOCH YCTPOMCTBO) MOXKHO OBLIO yOaBUTH, HO
He yOpaTh COBCEM. YUHCTOH IOJOIIE] K OKHY: HeBbICOKad,
myIaas QUrypka, eiie 6oJiee TieAyIlIHAA B CUHEM KOMO-
He30He, oTanyaBiieM ujaeHoB [lapTuu. Boaocs! y Hero Obi-
JU COBCEM CBETJILIMHU, HA JIUIE UTPaJI IPUPOIHBIN PyMsI-
Hell, a KoKa 3arpyodesia OT X03ANCTBEHHOTO MbLIa, TYIIBIX
OPUTBEHHBIX JIE3BUI M 3UMHUX XOJIOJOB, TOJBbKO HEJABHO
OTCTYIIMBIINX.

Bremnuii Mmup make CKBO3b 3aKPBITOE OKHO OTHaBaJI
xosonoM. BEHUBY, Ha yiuie, MajJeHbKUE CMePUYU KPYIKUIN
IBLIL U OyMasKHBIA Mycop. U XOTs CBETMJIO COJIHIE, a He-
00 OTIMBAJIO PE3KOIl CHHEBOI1, BCe Ka3aJloCch KAKUM-TO Oec-
IIBETHBHIM, KDOME IIOBCIOJIY Pas3BENIaHHBIX IIJIAKATOB. ¥ycau
B3UpPAJ ¢ KayKJOr'o IIPUMETHOro yIjia — u ¢ dacaja goma
mpamo Hamportus. «BOJIBIIION BPAT CMOTPUT 3A TO-
BOl», — rnacuia HaANWUCh, a TEeMHbIe IVIa3a CMOTDPENIH
B Um0 YuHCTOHY. Huixe, Ha ypoBHe yJIUIIbI, eIlle OAWH
IJIaKaT TpeleTaa Ha BeTPYy OTOPBAHHBIM KpaeM, OTKPbIBAA
U 3aKkpbIBag equHCTBEHHOE ca0BO: « AHIT'COILl». B oTnase-
HUU CKOJIB3UJ MEKAY KPbIIIaMU BEPTOJIET: 3aBUC Ha MUT,
TOYHO TPYIHAA MyXa, U BSMBLI IIPOYD IO KPUBOMA. ITO TI0O-
Juielickuil maTpyab 3arIaAbIBa J0AAM B okHa. Ho mar-
pyiau — epyHza. He To uro Meicaenonuims.

3a cuuHOM YWHCTOHA I'0JIOC C TeJedKpaHa IPOIOJIKAT
OyOHUTH O UyryHe W nepeBbiniosiHeHUU [leBaroit Tpexier-
ku. TesieskpaH OJZHOBPEMEHHO IlepelaBajl W HPUHUMAJ
uHpopmanuo. OH yIaBJIuBaj J00H 3BYK rpoMue THXOTO
IIeToTa, KOTOPBIN n3AaBaj YUHCTOH. BoJjiee Toro, moka ToT
HaXOAWUJICA B II0JIe 3PeHUS MEeTAJLJINUECKON ILJIaCTUHbBI, €T
MOTJIM HE TOJBKO CJBIIIATh, HO M BHUAETh. KOHEUHO, HU-
KOT[la HeJIb3A OBLIO CKasaTh C YBEPEHHOCTBHIO, CJIENAT 3a
TOOOI B HAHHBLIA MOMEHT WiX HeT. HUKTO He 3HAJ, Kak
YacTo MJIM IO KaKo# cucTeMe MEICIEIIONMUINA MOIKII0UA-
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Ixoppx Opyann

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 reveal-
ing. A kilometre away the Ministry of Truth, his place of
work, towered vast and white above the grimy landscape.
This, he thought with a sort of vague distaste — this
was London, chief city of Airstrip One, itself the third
most populous of the provinces of Oceania. He tried to
squeeze out some childhood memory that should tell him
whether London had always been quite like this. Were
there always these vistas of rotting nineteenth century
houses, their sides shored up with baulks of timber,
their windows patched with cardboard and their roofs
with corrugated iron, their crazy garden walls sagging
in all directions? And the bombed sites where the plaster
dust swirled in the air and the willow herb straggled over
the heaps of rubble; and the places where the bombs had
cleared a larger patch and there had sprung up sordid
colonies of wooden dwellings like chicken houses? But it
was no use, he could not remember: nothing remained of
his childhood except a series of bright lit tableaux oc-
curring against no background and mostly unintelligible.

The Ministry of Truth — Minitrue, in Newspeak —
was startlingly different from any other object in sight.
It was an enormous pyramidal structure of glittering
white concrete, soaring up, terrace after terrace, 300 me-
tres 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 |S PEACE
FREEDOM 1S SLAVERY
IGNORANCE 1S STRENGTH



1984

eTca K ero ka"aiay. PasymHee OBLIO CYUTATH, UTO CIAEHAT
3a BceMHu U Bcerza. Tak miau mHauve, K TBOEMY TeJiedKpa-
HY MOTJIM MOAKJIIOUNTHCA B JII000i MomeHT. [Ipuxoauiocs
TaK JXUTh — U TbI JKNJI, CBBIKAACh Ha YPOBHE MHCTHHKTA
C OLIYINeHUEM, YTO KaXKJIbIil 3BYK B TBO€Il KBapTHPE CJIBI-
mraT, a ABUKeHUe — BUJAT, 0COOEHHO IIDU CBETe.

VHHCTOH CTOSAJ CIOIMHON K TeJesKpaHy. Taxk ObLIO Ha-
Ile’KHee, XOTs OH XOPOINO 3HAJ, YTO JaKe CIUHA BBIAAET
yeJIoBEeKa. B KuyioMeTrpe oT JoMa HaJ o0IIapnaHHbIMU 31a-
HUAMHA BBICHJIACh Gesiad rpoMaza MuHMCTEpCTBA IPABIbI,
MecTo ero paborsi. Bor oH, JIoHn0H, — mOgyMas YUHCTOH
C KaKOH-TO CMYTHOUI HeNPUA3SHBIO, — IVIABHBIA TOpOJ
IlepBoii JeTHO# HOJIOCHI, TPEeThEll IO HACEJIEHHOCTH IIPO-
punnuy Okeanuu. OH TocTapajics IPUIOMHUTh, 0OPaTHUB-
IIIMCh MBICJISAMU K JIETCTBY, BCeraa Jiid JIOHJOH ObLI TaKUM.
Bcerna siu Tak JKe TAHYJIUCH BAAJTb BEPEHUIIBI TPYIIOO me-
BATHAAIATOTO BEKAa: CTEHBI IOANEPTHl OpeBHAMMU, OKHA
3aJlaTaHbl KapTOHOM, KPBIIIU — pPUQICHBIM KeIe30M,
a auKye 3a60phI MAJMCAIHUKOB KPEHATCA BO BCE CTOPO-
HBI? U porainHbel OT 60MOEKEK, Te B BO3AYXe KPY:KUTCA
M3BECTKa, a MO rpyJaM OO0JOMKOB PAacIOoJi3aeTcs KUIIpeii;
u OoJiee OOILIMPHBIE IYCTBIPU, I'le O0MOBI PACUMCTUIN Me-
CTO IJI OTBPATUTEJbHBIX CKOILJIEHWI JOIIAThIX XMOAPOK,
moxo:kux Ha KypaTHuku? Ho ero crapanus GbLIN TIETHEHI,
OH He MOT BCIIOMHUTBL U3 JETCTBA HUYETO KPOMe SPKUX
OOPBIBUCTHIX CI[€H, BOSHMKABIINX 0e3 BCAKOTO KOHTEKCTa
¥ 1o 0OJIbIIEH YacT HEBPA3yMUTEJIbHBIX.

MunucrepcrBo npaBabl — MuHMUIIpaB Ha HOBOsS3e —
Pas3UTEeIBHO OTJINUYAJIOCH OT BCETO, UTO €r0 OKPYKaJo.
9TO UCHOJMHCKOE MUPaAMUAAIBLHOE COOPYsKeHe, CUIBIIee
GesbIM 0eTOHOM, B3ALIMAJIOCH Teppaca 3a Teppacoii, Ha
TPUCTA METPOB BBBICh. YWHCTOHY OBLIM BUIHBLI M3 OKHA
KBapTUPHI Tpu Jo3yHra IlapTuuy, BBLIOKEHHBIE HA 0€JI0M
dacame sJeraHTHBIM IIPUEPTOM:

BOMHA — 3TO MWP
CBOBODA — 3TO PABCTBO
HE3HAHUE — 3TO CUAA



Ixoppx Opyann

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 ar-
chitecture 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 en-
tire apparatus of government was divided. The Minis-
try of Truth, which concerned itself with news, enter-
tainment, education, and the fine arts. The Ministry of
Peace, which concerned itself with war. The Ministry of
Love, which maintained law and order. And the Ministry
of Plenty, which was responsible for economic affairs.
Their names, in Newspeak: Minitrue, Minipax, Miniluv,
and Miniplenty.

The Ministry of Love was the really frightening one.
There were no windows in it at all. Winston had never
been inside the Ministry of Love, nor within half a kilo-
metre 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 fea-
tures 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 Minis-
try 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.
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MuwunucrepcTBO IPaBAbl HACUUTHIBAJIO, IO CJIyXaM, TPU
TBICSYM KOMHAT HAaJ IIOBEPXHOCTHIO 3€eMJIM U CTOJBKO ’Ke
B «KOpPHeBOM cucTeMe». Hax JIOHZOHOM BO3BBINIAJIUCE €II1e
TPU COOPYKeHUs moxobHoro Bujga u padmepa. OHU Tak saB-
HO JOMHHHPOBAJIU HAJA OKPYKAIOIINM JIAHIIIA(PTOM, UTO
¢ KpbIu :Kuarkomiuiekca «Ilobema» 661710 BUAHO cpasdy Bce
yeThbIpe. B HUX pasmeIaanch MUHUCTEPCTBA, COCTABJIAB-
1lI1ie BeCh IIPABUTEJIbCTBEHHLIN ammapaTr. MUHHCTEPCTBO
mpaBabl 3aHUMAJIOCh HOBOCTSIMH, IOCYIoM, oOpa3oBaHU-
€M U U3AIMHBIMU HNCKYCCTBaMMH. MI/IHI/ICTepCTBO MHpa 3a-
BemoBaJIO BOiiHOW. MUHMCTEPCTBO JIOOBU IIOAAEPIKUBAJIO
3aKOH M TOpALOK. A MUHMCTEPCTBO M300MJINUS PEIIajo
BOIIPOCHI 3KOHOMUKM. Ha HOBOs3e OoHM HasbIiBAIUCH Mu-
Hunpas, Muaumup, Muauio6 n Muuanuszo0.

MuHBCTEPCTBO JII0OBU BHYIIAJIO CTPax. ITO OBLIO 31a-
HUe 6e3 OKOH. YMHCTOH OOXOQWJI €ro 3a IOJKUJIoMeTpa
¥ HUKOTJA He ObLI BHYTPHU. Tyma mycKaau TOJIBKO IO odu-
IUaJBLHOMY ey, a BXO 3alllUIai0 XUTPOCIJIeTeHue 3a-
0OpOB C KOJIOUel MPOBOJIOKOM, CTAJIbHBIX ABEPEl 1 CKPBI-
TBIX IIYJIEMETHBIX THe3[. ]Iaxce yJaunbl, I'PaHUYUBIINE
¢ MunmucTepcTBOM J1I00BU, TATPYIUPOBAJIa TOPUIIONOL06-
Hasg OXpaHa B UepHOU dopMe, BOOPYKEHHAA CKJIATHBIMU
PE3MHOBBIMU ,JIYGI/IHKS_MI/I.

YUHCTOH pPemuTe-HO OTBePHYJICSI OoT okHa. OH mpugasn
JIUITY BRIPpAsKeHUE TUXOTO ONITUMU3Ma, HanboJiee yMeCTHOe
mmepes TeJIesKPaHOM, W IIPOIIeJ Yepe3 KOMHATY HAa KPOXOT-
HYyI0 KyxHIO. I[IOKMHYB MUHUCTEPCTBO B 00eIeHHBIN Iepe-
PBIB, OH HOXKEPTBOBAJ IIOXOAOM B CTOJIOBYIO, XOTSA 3HAJ,
YTO AOMAa HET €IbI, KpOMe JIOMTs Oyporo xjeba, KOTOPHIi
HaJI0 OCTaBUTDH HA 3aBTPaK. YUHCTOH CHAJI C TIOJKU Oy THLI-
Ky 0OecIIBETHOM KHUIKOCTH C TIPOCTON OeJIofi 3THMKETKOIi:
«I¥KWH ITOBEIA». /13 ropJbIIKa MOBEAJIO TOIITHOTBOD-
HBIM MACJAHUCTBIM AYXOM, KaK OT KHUTAMNCKOM DPUCOBOM
Boaku. OH HAJUJ IIOUTH IIOJHYIO YalllKy, BHYTPEHHE CO-
OpaJjicsi ¥ BBIMKJI 3aJIIIOM, TOYHO JEKAPCTBO.
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Ixoppx Opyann

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 suc-
cessful. 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 win-
dow. To one side of it there was a shallow alcove in which
Winston was now sitting, and which, when the flats were
built, had probably been intended to hold bookshelves. By
sitting in the alcove, and keeping well back, Winston was
able to remain outside the range of the telescreen, so far
as sight went. He could be heard, of course, but so long
as he stayed in his present position he could not be seen.
It was partly the unusual geography of the room that had
suggested to him the thing that he was now about to do.

But it had also been suggested by the book that he had
just taken out of the drawer. It was a peculiarly beautiful
book. Its smooth creamy paper, a little yellowed by age,
was of a kind that had not been manufactured for at least
forty years past. He could guess, however, that the book
was much older than that. He had seen it lying in the
window of a frowsy little junk shop in a slummy quarter
of the town (just what quarter he did not now remember)
and had been stricken immediately by an overwhelming
desire to possess it. Party members were supposed not to
go into ordinary shops (“dealing on the free market”, it
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TyT Ke JIUIO ero MOKPACHEJIO, a U3 IVIa3 IIOTEeKJIU CJie-
3p1. Kak 6yATO OH TVIOTHYJ a30THOM KMCJIOTHI, a 0 3aThLI-
Ky eMy BMasaJid Pe3WHOBOU AyOMHKOI. B ciemyromumii
MUT, OJHAKO, JK)KEHUE B JKHBOTE YJIEIVIOCh, M MUP IIOKa-
3aJicsi YUHCTOHY OoJiee pagocTHbIM. OH BBITAHYJ cHUTape-
Ty u3 Mmarol nmauky ¢ Haanucbko « CUTAPETHI IIOBETA »
¥ HEUASIHHO IIOBEPHYJ €€ BePTUKAJIbHO, OTYEro TabaK BbI-
cermasica Ha moia. Co ciemyrolneil ymasoch CIIPABUTHCA
Jayuiite. BepHyBIIHCH B TOCTUHYIO, YUHCTOH CEJI 3a CTOJIUK
cJieBa OT TeJiedKpaHa. V3 BBIABUIKHOIO ANUKA OH JOCTAJ
TEePhEeBYI0 PYUYKY, IMY3bIPEK YEPHUJI W TOJCTYIO TETPalb
0OJIBIIIOTO (popMaTa ¢ KPACHBIM KOPEIIKOM U OO0JIOMKKOM
IIOJ MPaMop.

TeseskpaH B ero KBapTHUpPE pacIoJiarajcsad II0UYeMY-TO
B HECTaHIAPTHOM MeCTe — He Ha TOPIeBOIl CTeHe, OTKyIa
ObL10 OBI BHAHO BCIO KOMHATY, a Ha OJUHHON, HAIIPOTUB
okHa. COOKy OT 9KpaHa HaXoAuJaach HerIyOOKaA HUIIA, 3a-
IyMaHHasi, BEPOATHO, IJIA KHUMKHBIX IIOJJOK — TaM U CHU-
Ies YUHCTOH. BiKaBIINCh B HUIINY, OH CTAHOBUJICS HeIO-
cAraeM AJA TeJIedKpaHa, MO0 KpaliHell Mepe, BU3YaJbHO.
Ero, pasymeercsi, GBLIO CJBIIIHO, HO HE BUAHO, IMOKa OH
He MeHsAJ moJjokeHus. OTuacTu HeoObIUHasA reorpadus
KOMHATHI U MOOyAMJIa €ro KOTAa-TO K TOMY, YeM OH cOOu-
pajcs 3aHATLCA.

Ho He B MeHbIEH Mepe TOMY CIOCOOCTBOBaJIa M cama
TeTpajb, KOTOPYIO OH BBITAIINJ U3 AIUKA. Buj y Hee ObLT
HeoObIYaiHO KpacuBhIii. TaKko# rirafKoii KpeMOBOU OyMa-
TH, UYyTh MHOXKEJITeBIell OT BpeMeHU, He BBINYCKAIU YyiKe
JIET COPOK. YMHCTOH UYBCTBOBaJI TeM He MeHee, UTO BO3-
pacT 3Toi TeTpagu HaMHOTO 6oJibiiie. OH IPUMETHI €€ B BU-
TPUHE I'PSI3HOBATOI JaBKUW CTApheBINKA Te-TO B paiioHe
TpyI1100 (TIe MMeHHO, OH y:Ke He TMOMHMJ) U HeMeAJeHHO
3aropeJics BCEIOIVIOUIAIOUINIM JKeJIaHUeM 3allOJIyYUTh ee.
Yiaenam ITapTuu He mMoJarajgoch 3aXOAUTH B OOBIUHBIE Ma-
rasuHbI (3TO HA3HLIBAJIOCH «OTOBAPUBATHLCA Ha CBOOOAHOM

13



Ixoppx Opyann

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 cer-
tain that it would be punished by death, or at least by
twenty five years in a forced labour camp. Winston fitted
a nib into the penholder and sucked it to get the grease
off. The pen was an archaic instrument, seldom used even
for signatures, and he had procured one, furtively and
with some difficulty, simply because of a feeling that the
beautiful creamy paper deserved to be written on with
a real nib instead of being scratched with an ink pencil.
Actually he was not used to writing by hand. Apart from
very short notes, it was usual to dictate everything into
the speakwrite which was of course impossible for his
present purpose. He dipped the pen into the ink and then
faltered for just a second. A tremor had gone through his
bowels. To mark the paper was the decisive act. In small
clumsy letters he wrote:

April 4th, 1984.

He sat back. A sense of complete helplessness had de-
scended 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.
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1984

PBIHKE»), HO IIPABUJIO YACTEHBKO HAPYIIAJIOCH, ITOCKOJIb-
Ky HEKOTOpbIe BelllM, TaKue KaK ITHYPKU W OpUTBEHHBIE
JIe3BUA, HEBO3MOKHO OBLIO pasmo0bITh MHade. BrICTpPO
CKOJIb3HYB B3IVIAJOM IIO YJIHIE, YUHCTOH MPOMIMBITHYJI
BHYTDb JIAaBKM U KYIIWJ TETPaJb 3a JBa C MOJOBUHOMN H0JI-
gapa. Torga oH ele U caM He 3HAJ, IJIA Yero OHa MOXKeT
MMOHAMOOUTHCA. YUHCTOH ITPUHEC ee TOMOM B mopTdese, 00-
ypeBaeMbIi YyBCTBOM BHHBI. TeTpanb, JaxKe UMCTasI, KOM-
IIPOMETHPOBAJIA BIaLeblia.

A cobupaJjica oH, COOCTBEHHO, BECTH JHEBHUK. ITO He
OBLIO 3aIIpeIeHo 3aKOHOM (IIPOCTO MOTOMY, UTO HHKAKUX
3aKOHOB 0OJIBIIIE HE CYII[eCTBOBAJIO), HO €cJii ObI TeTpalIb
O0HAPYKUIN, TO YUHCTOH MOT IOIJIATUTHCS KUSHBIO WX
MOJIYYUTh KaK MUHUMYM IBAAIATh IATH JeT Jjarepeii. OH
IpUIaguI K PydKe Tepo ¥ OOJM3HYJ ero IJid BEePHOCTH.
ApxanyecKoil IepbeBONl PYUYKON Maja0 KTO IOJIb30BAJICHA
Iaske IJiA MOAIMCeil, 1 OH IpPHUOOpeJs ee TaliKOM U He 0e3
TpyZa, IPOCTO IO OIIMYIIEeHNI0, UTO IIPpeKpacHas KpeMoBas
OyMmara 3acJIy’KHBaeT HACTOSIIEro Iiepa, a He IapalaHbsa
XUMHUUYECKUM KapaHpgaiioM. Boobiie-To YUHCTOH He IIpU-
BBIK THCAThb OT PyKu. He cumTasd KOPOTEHBKUX 3aIUCOK,
OH OﬁBI‘IHO BCe HAJWMKTOBBIBAJI B PeYeIInC, YTO B JaHHOM
caydae ObLIO, pasyMeeTcs, HeBO3MO:KHO. OH OOMaKHY.I
1epo B UepHUJIA U TOMEIINJ ceKyHay. OT BoJIHeHUs y He-
ro 3abypJsuio B ;kuBoTe. OcTaBUTh Ha Gymare cjaes — 3TO
pemuTenbHbIH mAar. OH BBIBEJ MEJIKUM HEYKJIIOMKUM II0-
YEePKOM:

4 ampeas 1984 roxa.

A Beinpamuiica. UM oBaazeso ougyIieHne moJaHOU Oec-
moMourHoCTH. 151 Hauajia OH Jaske He ObLI yBEpEeH, 4TO
ceiiuac geiicrBuTeabHO 1984-i1. Bo BCAKOM ciaydyae, UTO-TO
613KO0€e K HeEMY, ITOCKOJIbKY YUHCTOH IIOUTH He COMHEBAJ-
cd, YTO eMy TPUAIATH AEBATh, a PoAujcsa oH B 1944-m uiu
45-M; HO Telleph Ha JIO0YIO ATy MOKHO OBLIO IIOJOMKUTHCS
JIUIIB C IIOTPEITHOCTBIO B Iapy JieT.

OH BAPYr 3agyMmaJics, OJsA KOTOo BooOIIe coOupaJsics
nucarh gHeBHUK? [aa Oymymiero, IjA TeX, KTO ellle He
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