PART 1

I

It was a bright cold day in April, and the
clocks were striking thirteen!. Winston Smith,
his chin nuzzled into his breast in an effort to
escape the vile wind?, slipped quickly through
the glass doors of Victory Mansions, though not
quickly enough to prevent a swirl of gritty dust
from entering along with him.?

The hallway smelt of boiled cabbage and
old rag mats. At one end of it a coloured
poster, too large for indoor display, had
been tacked to the wall.* It depicted simply
an enormous face, more than a metre wide:
the face of a man of about forty-five, with
a heavy black moustache and ruggedly hand-
some 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 pre-
sent 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
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Part 1

1
" wacot 6uau mpu-
Haouamo.
B aTtoMm nipemioxe-
HWU UCTIONB3YeTCS
Past Continuous
TS OTIMCAHUS Clie-
HBI B TIPOIILIIOM B
HayaJie oBeCTBOBA-
Hus, cMm. ['pamma-
TUYECKUI CIIPABOY-
nuk (I'C) 39.
2 ¢ nod6opookom,
npusCamvIM K
2pyou, 6 nonvimke
cnacmucs om 34020
eéempa
DTO HE3aBUCUMBII
HpUYACTHBIN 000-
poT, 06pa30BaHHBII
CYIIECTBUTETbHBIM
chin v ipyyacTueM
TIPOIIIENIIIETO Bpe-
MeHU nuzzled, cMm.
rces.
WNHGUHUTHUB f0 es-
cape CITyXKWT OTIpe-
NIeJIEHUEM CyIlie-
CTBUTENBHOTO effort,
cm. I'C 53.
* 00naxo nedocma-
mo4Ho Ovicmpo,
umoowL He enycmumsy
¢ co00il suxps necua-
HOIl nolau.
WUHbuHUTHUB 10 pre-
vent ICIIOJIb3YEeTCH
rnocJe not + nHapeuue
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quickly + enough,
cMm. I'C 53.
I'epynnuii enter-
ing ynotpeosieTcs
B BbIpaK€HUU 10
prevent smb/smth
from doing smth, cm.
I'C 54.
4 GbLa npukpenaén K
cmetne.
BT0 (hopMa cTpa-
NaTeJILHOTO 3ajiora
BpemeHu Past Per-
fect, obo3Hayvaro1e-
ro IEUCTBUE, MPO-
M3O0IIE/IICe paHee
KaKOTo-TO MOMEHTA
B TIpo1uioM (do onu-
CbIBAEMO20 MOMEH -
ma), cm. I'C 42, 50.
> He umeno cmoicaa
npoboeams noo-
HAMbCA Ha aughme.
lepynnuii trying
YIOTpeOIsieTCs] B
BbIpaXKEHUM it’s no
use doing smth, cM.
I'C 54.
¢ wéa medaenno,
HeCKoAbKo paz om-
dvixas no nymu.
ITpuyactHbIil 060-
poT, 00pa3oBaHHbBIN
MpUIacTUEM Ha-
CTOSILIETO BPEMEHM
resting ¢ 3aBUCH-
MBIMU CJIOBaMU,
CITY>KUT 0OCTOSI-
TEJILCTBOM 00paza
neiictBust, cm. I'C
15.
7 Dmom annapam
(on nazvieaacs
MeAe3KPaH) MOHCHO
0bL10 npucAywumo,
HO He8O3MOJNCHO
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mirror which formed part of the surface of the
right-hand wall. Winston turned a switch and
the voice sank somewhat, though the words
were still distinguishable. The instrument (the
telescreen, it was called) could be dimmed, but
there was no way of shutting it off completely.”
He moved over to the window: a smallish, frail
figure, the meagreness of his body merely
emphasized by the blue overalls which were the
uniform of the Party. His hair was very fair, his
face naturally sanguine, his skin roughened by
coarse soap and blunt razor blades and the cold
of the winter that had just ended.

Outside, even through the shut window-
pane, the world looked cold. Down in the street
little eddies of wind were whirling dust and
torn paper into spirals, and though the sun
was shining and the sky a harsh blue, there
seemed to be no colour in anything®, except
the posters that were plastered everywhere.
The blackmoustachio’d face gazed down from
every commanding corner. There was one on
the house-front immediately opposite. BIG
BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU,thecap-
tion said, while the dark eyes looked deep into
Winston’s own. Down at street level another
poster, torn at one corner, flapped fitfully in
the wind, alternately covering and uncover-
ing the single word? INGSOC. In the far dis-
tance 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
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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 dark-
ness, every movement scrutinized.

Winston kept his back turned to the tele-
screen. 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 land-
scape. This, he thought with a sort of vague
distaste — this was London, chief city of Air-
strip 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 rot-
ting 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 sag-
ging in all directions? And the bombed sites
where the plaster dust swirled in the air and
the willow-herb straggled over the heaps of rub-
ble; and the places where the bombs had cleared
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NO.HOCHBIO €20 6bl-
KA04Um®.
MonanbHblIi raro
could BbIpaxaeT
BO3MOXHOCTb JI€1-
CTBUS B MMPOILIIOM,
OH ynoTpeoJsieT-
Csl C TTACCUBHBIM
WH(PUHUTUBOM be
dimmed, cm. I'C
23, 53.

Bo BTopoit yactu
MPEUTOKEHUS MC-
TOJTb3yeTCsI KOH-
CTpyKLUs there is/
are B Past Simple,
cMm. I'C 55.
Tepyunuii shutting
off ynotpebuisieTcst
rnocJje mpemiora of,
cm. I'C 54.

8 kazaaoce, 6cé GvL10
becusemHbim
31ech UCTONb3Y-
€TCST KOHCTPYKIIUST
¢ there v TJ1arojiom
seemed B KauecTBe
CKazyeMoro npea-
noxenus, cM. ['C
55.

Co cKkazyeMbIM
seemed VICTIOJIb3Y-
€TCSI KOHCTPYKIIUS
CA0JICHOE noOAedICa-
wee ¢ UHPUHUTU-
BOM fo be, cm. I'C
57.

° dpyeoii nocmep

€ 0Mop8aHHbIM
yaaom mpenaa no-
puleucmotil éemep,
mo npsua, mo om-
Kpbleas eOuHCmeeH-
Hoe c1080
ITpuyactue npo-
LLIEIIer0 BpeMEeHU
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forn ¢ 3aBUCUMbIMU
cjioBamu obpasyer
MPUYACTHBIN 000-
POT, KOTOPBIH CI1y-
KUT oTpenesieHueM
CJIOBOCOYETAHUS
another poster, cM.
Ircie.
[TpruactHbIi
oboport, o6pazo-
BaHHBIN TPUIACTH-
SIMU HaCTOSITIIETO
BPEMEHU covering

W uncovering c 3a-
BUCUMBIMHU CJIO-
Bamu, 0003HavYaeT
COITyTCTBYIOIIME
00CTOSATETILCTBA,
cm. I'C 15.

10 On a06ua... aroboii
38)K.

I'naron would 060-
3HAYaeT MOBTOPSI-
olIeecs 1enCcTBre
B [IPOIILIOM, CM.
Ic2s.

[naron would
ynoTpeOoJsieTcs: ¢
IMaCCUBHBIM MH(pU-
HUTUBOM be picked
up, cm. I'C 53.
MecroumeHue any
B YTBEPIUTEILHOM
MPeTOXKEHUU UME-
eT 3HaYeHUe 110001,
ecakuil, cm. I'C 5.

' Koneuno, ne 6v110
603MOJNCHOCIU y3-
Hamy, Habaooarom
3a mo6oii 6 OaHHYI0
MUHymy uau Hem.

B npunarouHom
MpeIOKEHUU UC-
noJib3dyercs hopma
CTpanaTesibHOro
3asiora Past Con-
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a larger patch and there had sprung up sordid
colonies of wooden dwellings'* like chicken-
houses? But it was no use, he could not remem-
ber: 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 New-
speak** was startlingly different from
any other object in sight. It was an enormous
pyramidal structure of glittering white con-
crete, 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 slo-
gans 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. Scat-
tered about London there were just three other
buildings of similar appearance and size.'®
So completely did they dwarf the surround-
ing architecture that'® from the roof of Vic-
tory Mansions you could see all four of them
simultaneously. They were the homes of the
four Ministries between which the entire appa-
ratus of government was divided. The Min-
istry 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

* Minitrue — Mununpas

** Newspeak — HOBOsA3
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of Plenty, which was responsible for economic
affairs. Their names, in Newspeak: Minitrue,
Minipax®, Miniluv", and Miniplenty .

The Ministry of Love was the really fright-
ening 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 uni-
forms, armed with jointed truncheons.'®

Winston turned round abruptly. He had set
his features into the expression of quiet opti-
mism which it was advisable to wear when fac-
ing 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,

* Minipax — Munumup
% Miniluv — Muanio0
%% Miniplenty — Muauunso
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tinuous, 0603Haya-
IOLLErO NCUCTBUE,
IPOUCXOIMBIIIEE B
OIpeaeaEHHbINA MO-
MEHT B IPOIILIOM (&
JaHHY0 MUHYMY),
cMm. I'C 39, 50.

12 IIpuxooduaoce
HCUMB. .. C MBICALIO
0 mom, 4mo Kasxc-
Ovbtii npou3eo0uMbLil
mo0oli 36yK Kmo-mo
noocaymueaem
MogpanbHblil r1aroa
have to o603HayaeT
BBIHYXKICHHOE JIeii-
ctBue, cM. ['C 18.
Onpenenureib-
HOE MPUAATOYHOE
MpeUIoXKeHNE you
made OTHOCUTCS

K CYIIECTBUTEIb-
HOMY Sound, TIpy-
CoeMHSIeTCS K
MPENIIECTBYIOIIEMY
npeaIoXeHuo 6e3
cotosa (which, that).
was overheard —
(opma cTpamaTenb-
Horo 3ayiora Past
Simple, cm. I'C 50.
13 komopas nodcka-
3a.a Ovt emy, écezoa
au Jlondon 6vin
maxum.

I'naron should Bb1-
paxaert Jloruyeckoe
MPEIONIOKEHUE,
cm. I'C 27.

B npunarounom
npemioxeHuu Past
Perfect o603HavaeT
COCTOSTHUE, BO3-
HUKIIIEe paHbllIe
KaKOoTro-TO MOMEHTa
B MpOILLIOM (Ko2da
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Cmum cmompen Ha
Jlondon) 1 mpomo-
KaBlIlleecst 10 HEero.
4 nosieuaucew no-
ceaenus u3 yooaux
dowamolx xuobap
31ech UCTIONb3YeT-
Cs1 KOHCTPYKIIUSI C
there u (ppa3oBLIM
[JIaroJIOM Spring

up B Past Perfect,
0003HavYaIIUM
NEeUCTBUE, MPO-
M30IIIeIIee paHee
KaKoro-To MO-
MEHTa B MPOILIOM
(0o onucwvieaemoeo
momenma), cm. I'C
42, 55.

15 B pasnvix konuax
Jlonoona ovL10 ewé
AUy mpu 30anus
nodobnoeo euda u
pasmepa.
[MpennoxeHue
HauYMHAETCsI C MPU-
4acTHOTO 000pOTa,
00pa3o0BaHHOTO
MPUYACTHUEM TTPO-
LIE/IILIEro BpeMeH!
scattered ¢ 3aBUCH-
MBIMU CJIOBaMH,
SIBJISTFOLLIUMCST
ornpeneieHueM
CYIIECTBUTEILHOTO
buildings. Tlono6-
HOE TOJIOKEeHME
OTIPeNIeIUTEILHOTO
MPUYACTHOTO 000-
poTa BCTpeyaeTcst
HeJacTo, Takue
000pOTHI CTOSIT,
KakK TIpaBWIo, TO-
CcJIe OTPEIENISIeMOTO
cioBa, cm. I'C 16.
Ecnu onpenenu-
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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 VIC-
TORY 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 tele-
screen. From the table drawer he took out a pen-
holder, a bottle of ink, and a thick, quarto-sized
blank book with a red back and a marbled cover.

For some reason the telescreen in the living-
room was in an unusual position. Instead of
being placed, as was normal, in the end wall?,
where it could command the whole room, it was
in the longer wall, opposite the window. To one
side of it there was a shallow alcove in which
Winston was now sitting, and which, when the
flats were built, had probably been intended to
hold bookshelves. By sitting in the alcove, and
keeping well back, Winston was able to remain
outside the range of the telescreen, so far as
sight went. He could be heard, of course, but
so long as he stayed in his present position he
could not be seen. It was partly the unusual
geography of the room that had suggested to
him the thing that he was now about to do.

But it had alsobeen suggested by the book that
he had just taken out of the drawer. It was a pecu-
liarly 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 immedi-
ately by an overwhelming desire to possess it.2!
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Party members were supposed not to go into ordi-
nary 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 ille-
gal, 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 instru-
ment, 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 impossi-
ble for his present purpose. He dipped the pen
into the ink and then faltered for just a sec-
ond. 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 helpless-
ness had descended upon him. To begin with2,
he did not know with any certainty that this was
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TEJIBHBIN TIPUYaCT-
HbI 000POT HAUYU-
HaeT NpeaoXeHue,
y HEro uMeeTcst
TOTIOJTHUTEJIEHOE
3HauYeHHe 00CTO-
SITENTBCTBA, B 9TOM
cliyyae 00CTOSITe b-
CTBa MecTa.

1 Onu max cuavno
6036bIULAAUCH HAO
OKpYMCcarouumu 30a-
HuAMU

ABTOp yCcUJIMBaeT
3HAYEeHME Hapeuust
completely, HauaB
TIpeJIoKeHue C

so + completely, 3a
KoTopbiMU B Past
Simple cTout Bcno-
MOTaTeIbHbBIN I1a-
TOJI 3TOTO BPpeMEHU
did, nonnexariee
they 1 CMBICTIOBOIA
riaroj dwarf'B
dopme nHGUHUTH-
Ba. To ecTb 31€CH
UCMOIb3yeTCsT 00-
paTHBII TTOPSIOK
ciioB, cm. I'C 48.

17 Munucmepcmeo
A1006U HA camMoM
deae 6ceasao cmpax.
MectoumeHue one
3aMellaeT paHee
YIOTpeOIEHHOE
CYIIIECTBUTEIBHOE
ministry, 9TOOBI U3-
6exaTh ero MOBTO-
penus, cMm. I'C 12.
Ilpuuactue Ha-
CTOSIIIIETO BPEeMEHU
frightening ctout
Tepen MecTonMe-
HUEM one U SIBJIsI-
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€TCsI eT0 OIpelesie-
HueM, cMm. I'C 15.

18 axce yauupt,
eedyuiue K e20 6Heul-
HUM YKpenaeHusm,
nampyaupoeaucs
noxoxcumu Ha
20pUA1 BOOPYIHCEH-
HbIMU OXPAHHUKAMU
6 uépHolii ghopme

¢ cycmaesvamovimu
dybunkamu.

B sTtoM nipemioxe-
HWY JIBa OTIpejie-
JINTEIbHBIX MTPU-
YaCTHBIX 000pPOTA.
IlepBolii 0Opa3oBaH
MpUYacCTUEM Ha-
CTOSILIETO BPEMEHM
leading v onipene-
JISIeT CYIIECTBU -
TEJILHOE Streets, CM.
rcis.

Bropoii 0dbpazoBaH
MPUIACTHEM TIPO-
LIE/IILIEro BpeMeH!
armed v onipenesi-
€T CYILLIECTBUTEIb-
Hoe guards, cMm. I'C
16.

1% umo caedosa.o
deaamb, nogepHy6-
WuCh AUUOM K me.e-
IKpany

Coto3 which ot-
HOCHTCSI KO BCEMY
COJICPXKAHUIO MPe/I-
LIECTBYIOILIETO
TpeIOKEeHUS U
MePEeBOIUTCS Ha
PYCCKUIA S13BIK CJ10-
BOM 4mo.
ITpuyactHbIii 060-
poT, obpazoBaH-
HBII TIpUYacTheM
HACTOSILIETO Bpe-
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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 impossi-
ble. Either the future would resemble the pre-
sent, in which case it would not listen to him: or
it would be different from it, and his predica-
ment would be meaningless.??

For some time he sat gazing stupidly at the
paper. The telescreen had changed over to stri-
dent 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 inter-
minable restless monologue that had been run-
ning 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

* doublethink — gBOEMEBICIHIE
*%* come home to smb — 1oxoauTE 10 UbETO-JI COBHAHUS
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of nothing except the blankness of the page in
front of him, the itching of the skin above his
ankle, the blaring of the music, and a slight
booziness caused by the gin.

Suddenly he began writing in sheer panic,
only imperfectly aware of what he was set-
ting 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 Medi-
terranean.?® Audience much amused by shots of
a great huge fat man trying to swim away with a
helicopter after him, first you saw him wallow-
ing 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 shout-
ing with laughter when he sank.®® then you
saw a lifeboat full of children with a helicop-
ter hovering over it. there was a middle-aged
woman might have been a jewess sitting up
in the bow?® with a little boy about three years
old in her arms. little boy screaming with fright
and hiding his head between her breasts as if
he was trying to burrow right into her and the
woman putting her arms round him and com-
forting 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
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MEHU facing ¢ 3aBU-
CHMBIMU CJIOBAMH,
CIIY>KUT 00CTOSI-
TEJIbCTBOM BpeMe-
Hu, cm. I'C 15.
Cot1o3 when yno-
TpebsieTcs B
TakoM obopore,
Koraa HyXXHO
MOJYEPKHYTb, YTO
nercTBue, 000-
3HaYeHHOe 000PO-
TOM, TIPOUCXOJTUAT
OIHOBPEMEHHO C
nericTBueM, 000-
3HAYCHHBIM CKa3y-
€MBIM.

2 Bmecmo mozo,
4moovl 6bimo ycma-
HOGACHHBIM ... HA
mopuegoil cmeHe
IlaccuBHBII TepyH-
nuii being placed
yIoTpeoJisieTcst
TTOCJIe CIIOXKHOTO
npemiora instead of,
cMm. I'C 54.

2 On ysudea eé 6 6u-
mpune cmapoéeugu-
Kda... U HeMeOAeHHO
3azopeacs yeeaanu-
em obaadamsy ero.
TTocne ckazyemoro
had seen UCTIONB3Y-
€TCsI KOHCTPYKIIUS
CA0JICHOEe DONOAHe-
Hue C TIpuYacTUeM
HaCTOSIIIETO Bpe-
MeHu lying, cm. I'C
56.

B riaBHOM nipen-
JIOXKECHUH JIBa
OITHOPOJTHBIX CKa-
3yeMBbIX, TIEpBOC U3
KoTophiX (had seen)
BbIpaXXeHO (hOpMOit

11



exopmx Opyast

NIEACTBUTEITLHOTO
3asora Past Perfect,
a Bropoe (had been
stricken) — opmoit
CTpalaTeIbHOTO
3aJ10ra TOro Xe
BpeMeHH, cMm. ['C
42, 50.
WNHbuHuTUB fO
POSSesS CITy>KUT
orpeaeacHuEM
CYIIECTBUTEIBHOTO
desire, cm. I'C 53.

22 Ypenam napmuu
He N01az2ai0cb Xo-
oums 6 00bruHbLE
Mazazunol

31ech co ckasye-
MBIM Were supposed
HCIIOIb3YETCSI KOH-
CTPYKIIUS CAONCHOE
noonexcaujee ¢ NH-
(GUHUTUBOM f0 go,
cMm. I'C 57.

2 on pazoo6via
€60I0... nPOCMO
HOmMoOMY, 4Mmo 1ye6-
cmeoean, 4mo sma
Kpacueas kpemoeas
oymacza 3acayncuea-
em mozo, ¥moG6vlt no
Hell nucaau nacmo-
Awumu wepruLamu,
a He Kopabaau
YePHUALHBIM KAPaH-
odauom.
ITaccuBHbBI MHDU-
HUTUB f0 be written
SIBJISICTCSI JIOTTOJTHE -
HMEM IIPeIOXKE-
Hus, cM. ['C 53.
IMaccuBHBII repyH-
nuit being scratched
yIoTpeoisieTcst
TTocJIe TpeIora in-
stead of, cMm. I'C 54.
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was a lot of applause from the Party seats but a
woman down in the prole part of the house sud-
denly started kicking up a fuss and shouting
they didnt oughter of showed it*® not in front of
kids they didnt it aint right not in front of kids
it aint until the police turned her turned her
out i dont suppose anything happened to her
nobody cares what the proles say typical prole
reaction they never —

Winston stopped writing, partly because
he was suffering from cramp. He did not know
what had made him pour out this stream of
rubbish.?® But the curious thing was that while
he was doing so a totally different memory had
clarified itself in his mind, to the point where
he almost felt equal to writing it down. It was,
he now realized, because of this other incident
that he had suddenly decided to come home and
begin the diary today.

It had happened that morning at the Min-
istry, 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 cubi-
cles and grouping them in the centre of the hall
opposite the big telescreen, in preparation for
the Two Minutes Hate. Winston was just tak-
ing 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 Fic-
tion Department. Presumably — since he had
sometimes seen her with oily hands and carry-
ing a spanner — she had some mechanical job
on one of the novel-writing machines. She was
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abold-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 sev-
eral 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 swallow-
ers of slogans, the amateur spies and nosers-
out of unorthodoxy. But this particular girl
gave him the impression of being more dan-
gerous 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 ter-
ror. The idea had even crossed his mind that
she might be an agent of the Thought Police.*
That, it was true, was very unlikely. Still, he
continued to feel a peculiar uneasiness, which
had fear mixed up in it as well as hostility,
whenever she was anywhere near him.

The other person was a man named O’Brien,
a member of the Inner Party and holder of some
post so important and remote that Winston had
only a dim idea of its nature. A momentary hush
passed over the group of people round the chairs
as they saw the black overalls of an Inner Party
member approaching. O’Brien was a large, burly
man with a thick neck and a coarse, humorous,
brutal face. In spite of his formidable appear-
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% Boobwe-mo on
He NpueblK nucamo
PYKOIL.

TepyHnuii writing
YIoTpeosisieTcs B
KOHCTPYKLNHU fo be
used to doing smth,
cm. I'C 54, 51.

» Hanucamo wmo-
mo na 6ymacze
SHA4UA0 ompe3amo
nymo k omcmynae-
HUr.

NHubunutus fo
mark — nonexa-
1IeE STOTO IIPEIIO-
xeHwust, cMm. 'C 53.
% Jlasa navana
Wudunurus fo be-
gin yroTpeosieTcst
B COCTaBE BBOIHBIX
CJIOB, CP. TAKXe

fo cut a long story
short, to put it mildly.
27 Jlas K020... OH nU-~-
can 3mom OHeeHUK ?
Past Continuous
0003HavaeT 1In-
TeJIbHOE JECTBHE,
MPOMCXOAMBIIIEE B
onpeaeaé HHbIIA MO-
MEHT B IPOIILIOM (8
ONUCLIBACMbLIL MO~
menm), cm. I'C 39.
8 0aa mex, kmo
ewé e poouacs.

the unborn — He
POIUBIINECH.
Mmena npunara-
TEJIbHBIE MOTYT
yIoTpeOJIIThCS B
3HAYEHUU CYILIE-
CTBUTENBbHBIX. OHU
YIOTPEOJISIIOTCS

C OIpeaeaEHHbIM
apTUKJIEM CO 3Ha-

13



exopmx Opyast

YeHUEeM MHOXe-
CTBEHHOTO YMCJIa 1
0003HayvyaloT rpym-
Ty JIALL C AAHHBIM
MpU3HAKOM: the
dead — mépmevie,
the rich — 6oeamoie,
the sick — 6oabHuble,
the military — 6o-
€eHHble, CM. TaKKe
rca.

2 Ecau 6ydywee
bydem noxoice Ha
Hacmosuee, 0HO He
Oydem caymams e2o,
ecau oo 6yoem dpy-
2UM, mo e20 Heg320-
Ovt He Oydym umemso
cmblcaa.

Bo Bcex yacTsix
3TOTO CJIOXKHOTO
TIPEITOXKEeHUS
HCTIONb3YeTCs
Future-in-the-Past,
o0o3Hayvarolee
neicTBue B Oymy-
1eM, KOT/Ia BCst
CUTyalusl B IPO-
oM, cm. I'C 45.
* kazanoce... on
3a0bL1, 4Mo oH
cHauaaa cooupaacs
ckazamo.

B rnaBHOM mipen-
JIOXXEHMHU CO CKa-
3yeMbIM Seemed
HCITONB3YeTCsI KOH-
CTPYKILIUS CA0MNCHOE
noonexcauee ¢
neppeKTHbIM UH-
(GUHUTUBOM f0 have
forgotten, 0603Ha-
YaIOIINM JIEUCTBUE,
TIPOU3OIIIEIIIee
paHblle IEUCTBUSI
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ance he had a certain charm of manner. He had
a trick of resettling his spectacles on his nose
which was curiously disarming — in some inde-
finable 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 per-
son 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 evi-
dently 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 sit-
ting 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.
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As usual, the face of Emmanuel Goldstein,
the Enemy of the People, had flashed on to
the screen. There were hisses here and there
among the audience. The little sandy-haired
woman gave a squeak of mingled fear and dis-
gust. Goldstein was the renegade and back-
slider who once, long ago (how long ago, nobody
quite remembered), had been one of the lead-
ing 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 Gold-
stein 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 some-
where 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 with-
out 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. Gold-
stein was delivering his usual venomous attack
upon the doctrines of the Party — an attack so
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ckasyemoro, cMm. ['C
57, 53.

31 On neckoavko He-
deab 2omoeuacs K
2Momy momenmy
3aech yrnorpeosnsi-
ercst Bpems Past
Perfect Continuous
17151 0003HAYCHUS
NECTBUS, Ha-
YaBIIETrocs 10
KaKOT0-TO MOMEH-
Ta B MPOLIIOM U
MPOAOIKABIIETOCS
IO HETO B TCUCHUE
KaKoro-To rnepuojaa
(Heckonvko He-
deav), aHAJIOTUYHO
yIoTpebJIeHNIO
BpemeHu Present
Perfect Continuous,
Korma IeiicTBue
JUTUTCSL 10 HACTOSI-
IIETO BPEMEHMU, CM.
T'C44.

32 Bcé, wmo emy
HYJHCHO 0blL10 coe-
aams, — 3Mo nepe-
Hecmu Ha Oymazy
HeCcKOHuaemblil mpe-
GOMCHBLIL MOHO.102,
Komopblil MHO2UE
20001 38yHa1 6 e20
20108e.
OnpenenureabHOe
MPUIATOYHOE TIPEI-
JloxxeHue he had

to do OTHOCHUTCS K
MeCTOUMeHMUIO all,
MPUCOETUHSIETCS K
TJIABHOMY TIPEIIO-
KEeHMIo 0e3 coro3a,
Ha PYCCKUM SA3BIK
TMEePEBOIUTCS CO
CJIOBOM uMo.
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exopmx Opyast

MopanbHBI I1aroJx
have to 0603HavYaeT
BBIHYXKIEHHOE eV~
ctBue, cMm. I'C 18.
B npunarouHom
MpeIOXKEHUH,
HauMHAIOIIEMCSI C
that, ynotpeoJisi-
ercs BpeMms Past
Perfect Continuous
1711 0003HAYEHUST
NCUCTBUS, HA-
YaBIIerocs 10
KaKOT0-TO MOMEH-
Ta B ITPOIILJIOM 1
MPOAOJIKABIIETOCS
IO HETO B TeUECHUE
KaKOro-To nepu-
o/1a, aHAJIOTUYHO
yHOTpeOJIEHUIO
BpemeHu Present
Perfect Continuous,
Koraa ieucTeue
TIJTATCST 1O HACTOSI -
1IIETO BPEMEHU, CM.
I'C44.

33 Ooun ouens xo-
powuti puaom o
Kopabae, Habumom
oexcenuamu, Komo-
potil 6ombsim 20e-mo
¢ Cpeduzemuom
Mmope.

CrnoBo one ymo-
TpebJisgeTcs 31ech
CHavaJjia KaK 4ync-
JINTEJIBHOE, TIOTOM
KaK MECTOMMEHUE.
MecroumeHue one
3aMelIaeT paHee
yIoTpeodJEHHOe
CYIIIECTBUTEIbHOE
film, aT00BI U30E-
XaTh €T0 TIOBTOPEe-
Hus, cMm. ['C 12.
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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 abus-
ing Big Brother, he was denouncing the dic-
tatorship of the Party, he was demanding the
immediate conclusion of peace with Eurasia,
he was advocating freedom of speech, freedom
of the Press, freedom of assembly, freedom of
thought, he was crying hysterically that the
revolution had been betrayed — and all this in
rapid polysyllabic speech which was a sort of
parody of the habitual style of the orators of
the Party, and even contained Newspeak words:
more Newspeak words, indeed, than any Party
member would normally use in real life. And all
the while, lest one should be in any doubt as to
the reality which Goldstein’s specious claptrap
covered, behind his head on the telescreen there
marched the endless columns of the Eurasian
army — row after row of solid-looking men
with expressionless Asiatic faces, who swam
up to the surface of the screen and vanished, to
be replaced by others exactly similar. The dull
rhythmic tramp of the soldiers’ boots formed
the background to Goldstein’s bleating voice.
Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty sec-
onds, uncontrollable exclamations of rage were
breaking out from half the people in the room.
The self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen,
and the terrifying power of the Eurasian army
behind it, were too much to be borne: besides,
the sight or even the thought of Goldstein pro-
duced fear and anger automatically. He was
an object of hatred more constant than either
Eurasia or Eastasia, since when Oceania was at
war with one of these Powers it was generally at
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peace with the other. But what was strange was
that although Goldstein was hated and despised
by everybody, although every day and a thou-
sand times a day, on platforms, on the tele-
screen, 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 sup-
posed to be.’* There were also whispered stories
of a terrible book, a compendium of all the her-
esies, 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®2, 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.

Inits second minute the Hate rose to a
frenzy. People were leaping up and down in their
places and shouting at the tops of their voices
in an effort to drown the maddening bleat-
ing voice that came from the screen. The little
sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink,
and her mouth was opening and shutting like
that of a landed fish. Even O’Brien’s heavy
face was flushed. He was sitting very 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
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ITpuyactHbIil 060-
poT, 06pa30BaHHbI
ITAaCCUBHBIM TIpUYa-
cTueM being bombed
C 3aBUCUMBIMU
CJIOBAMM, CITYXKUT
ornpeneacHueM
CYIIECTBUTEIIHOTO
ship, cm. I'C 15.

3* cnavaaa evl eude-
au, KaK o bapax-
maemcs 6 6ode
ITocne ckazyemoro
Saw UCTIONb3yeT-

Cs1 KOHCTPYKLIUS
C0XCHOE DONONHe-
Hue ¢ IPUYacTheM
HACTOSIIIETO Bpe-
MeHUu wallowing, cM.
I'C s6.

3 npu smom 3pu-
meau opaau u xo-
xomaau, K020a on
ymonya.

DTO HE3aBUCUMBIA
MPUYACTHBIN 000-
poT, 06pa30BaHHbI
CYIIECTBUTEJIbHBIM
audience M ipyYa-
CTHEM HaCTOSILETO
BpeMeHU shouting,
cMm. I'C 63.

3% na nocy cudeaa
MHCEHWUNA CPeOHUX
aent, 603MONCHO
eepelika
CylecTBUTEIbHOE
woman UMeeT JiBa
MpaBbIX OMpee-
snenus. [lepBoe
BBIPAXKEHO TIPH-
JATOYHBIM TIPE/IJIO-
XeHueM who might
have been a jewess,

B KOTOPOM COI03
who onylleH, BO3-
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