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PUBLISHER'S NOTE

If we accept the classical utopian premise that paradise on
earth will come when everybody is equal in everything—said
equality usually conveyed in utopias through sameness of
clothes, haircuts, domiciles, food, vocabulary—we can start
rejoicing now, for we are halfway there. Multinational cor-
porations toil 'round the clock to make sure that there are
enough khaki pants and denim jackets [we get a choice of
a white and a black T-shirt, just to express our individuality)
to satisfy every civilized earthling’s basic need for covering
his nakedness. Wherever there still are random enclaves
of earthlings who are not bothered by their pantless state,
we have missionaries on the case, since the concept of
shame and guilt must be spread in order for souls to be
saved. And, of course, we have teams of experts all over
the world actively promoting redistribution of wealth,
whether voluntary or forcible, which will ultimately boil down
to putting a Kentucky Fried Chicken in every pot.

Utopia was an interesting literary concept for as long as it
remained an idealistic longing for the impossible. But in the XX
century—when the erstwhile utopian dreams finally started to
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get realized, bodies started to pile up, and fresh vistas of pos-
sible consequences of enforced happiness started to open—
a new literary genre was born, later called dystopia. The first
dystopia was Yevgheniy Zamyatin’s We, written in Russian in
1920, published at first in an English translation in New York
in 1924; then, for the first time in Russian, in 1952, also in
New York; and finally, for the first time in Russia (then still the
Soviet Union but already afflicted by glasnost), in 1988.

George Orwell and Aldous Huxley gave Zamyatin credit for
inspiring 1984 and Brave New World. Ursula K. Le Guin,
whose Dispossessed indubitably ranks among the greatest
classics of science fiction, called We “the best single work of
science fiction yet written.”

What is it about this short, simple, at times even cheesy
book that prevents it from becoming obsolete?

Zamyatin's novel is not about the dim view he took of the
brightly sunlit, shiny, happy society of the future. It's about one
random individual caught up in the crossfire of incompatible ide-
ologies and conflicting ideas of self-righteousness; torn between
two sides, each fighting for control over his soul, mind, and des-
tiny without the slightest thought for what he wants; ultimately
used, manipulated, and discarded by both sides.

The revolutionaries in We are not out to pat themselves on
the back for the lofty goal of liberating people from the shack-
les of uniformity and from the benevolent nanny state. They
don’t even pretend to care about individual “human slivers”
they are simply contrarian for the sake of being contrarian.
They feel driven by energy rather than entropy, if you will. And
even if you won't. They destroy the clockwork routine of the
state with nary a thought as to how it will affect its citizens,
who know no ather existence. Order sucks! Chaos rules! Their
revolution, they believe, is better than the status quo, just be-
cause it's different. People who don't see things their way,
people who don't join them, are obviously part of the problem,
since they are not part of the revolutionary solution.

And don’t we know how that feels. Every day we are as-
saulted from all sides by never-ending demands on our time,
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our money, our choice of what to eat for dinner, what to
wear, and what to watch and read; we're bombarded by self-
righteous messages from religious fundamentalists, socialist
activists, and everybody in between, wings flapping, guilt trips
laid on us thicker and thicker. Whatever the reason, what-
ever the motivation, any group or entity with a stake in doing
so works toward reducing our choices and increasing unifor-
mity. It's no longer divide and conquer—it's unite and con-
guer. \Whether by emotional or intellectual blackmail, or
economic necessity, any interest group tries to force as
many people as possible into a mob—and to lead it where the
leaders’ particular interests lie.

Proponents of collecting our individual rights and liberties
for safekeeping while we're facing the danger of terrorist at-
tacks would praobably prefer it if we, like Zamyatin’s people of
the future, lived in glass houses. Apologists of legislating our
behavior and our very nature would probably like to collect
our children for safekeeping—for, as we know, it takes a vil-
lage. Both sides would be comfortable with limiting even our
vocabularies to a dull amalgam of bureaucratic terminology,
politically correct verbal choices, and some touchy-feely pro-
gramspeak.

Everybody wants a piece of us, promising in exchange a
number of hollow-sounding delights, from soul salvation to self-
esteem to permission to think of ourselves as self-actualized.
Yet deep down we always know, even if we don't talk about it
much, that all they care about is making a sale, whether mer-
cantile or spiritual. Everybody professes to care about large
groups of people; caring about an individual at least enough to
leave him alone—feh, where’s glory in that?

We at ENC Press decided that the time had come for a
new translation of We, a translation that treats the original as
the fresh, relevant, sharp novel that it remains, even after all
these years and all the other magnificent works of literature
it inspired. We live in the world where the individual rights,
lives, and safety of citizens of sovereign countries are debated
by other countries in the name of the “international commu-

Vil



Vil

publisher’s note

nity.” Certain interest groups, unable to get their way through
the available to them democratic process of electing like-
minded representatives, attempt to go over the heads of their
compatriots and their elected governments straight to the
“international community,” demanding that the “international
community” make everybody in the world behave in the way
these groups believe will lead to global happiness. Imagine:
what if groups demanding open borders got their way, and so
did groups that believe that the United Nations has the moral
authority to make decisions that affect everybody in the
world?

Hence we made a conscious choice to translate Zamy-
atin’s Edinoe (=one, united, indivisible) Gosudarstvo (=state,
nation) literally, as the United Nation. We also made a con-
scious choice to translate Zamyatin's title of the ruler of the
United Nation, Blagodetel (blago=good (n.); detel=doer), just
as literally, as the Do-Gooder, to convey the sense of exasper-
ation many of us feel these days with people who just know
what’s best for everybody—and woe to those who disagree.

The more things change, the more they stay the same, as
the old saying goes. Human nature, the way people relate to
one another, and the need to ram one’s convictions down
everybody’s throat no matter the cost, have not changed in
over eighty years that passed since Zamyatin wrote We. Al-
though one of the most important philosophical thoughts in
We is that there’s no ultimate anything; there is always the
next revolution; always a change—it's cold comfort if your life
happens to fall into one of those in-between periods, when
some do-gooder or other spends sleepless nights making
benevolent but heavy-handed choices designed to make
everybody happy. Because if you are not happy with that—
well, then you are obviously part of the problem, since you are
not part of the solution. The only correct solution.

Olga Gardner Galvin
ENC Press
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SUMMARY

the announcement
the sagest of all lines
the poem

AdJLlN3

l

| am merely copying word for word what appeared in today’s
United Nation News:

In 120 days, the creation of the In tegral will be com~
pleted. Near at hand is the awe-~inspiring, historical
moment when the first Integral soars into the univer-~
sal cosmos. A thousand years ago, our heroic ances-
tors conquered all of planet Earth in the name of the
United Nation. We are foreordained to perform an
even more heroic deed: with the 8lass, electric, fire-
breathing Integral, we shall integrate the infinite
equation of the Universe. We are predestined to
place the benevolent yoke of reason on the unknown
creatures who inhabit other planets—perhaps still
existing in the primitive state of freedom. If they fail
to understand that we bring them mathematically
error-free happiness, we shall be compelled to force
them to be happy. But before we resort to weapons,
we shall try words.



On behalf of the Do-Gooder, it is hereby decreed to
all the digits of the United Nation:

Each who feels so capable must compose treatises,
poems, manifestoes, odes, and/or other works dedi~
cated to the beauty and magnificence of the United
Nation.

These works are to be the first cargo transported

aboard the Integral.

Long live the United Nation, long live its digits, long
live the Do-Gooder!

As | write this, | feel my cheeks burn. Yes, indeed: to integrate
the cosmic, universal equation. Yes, indeed: to unbend the
savage curve, to straighten it out tangentially, asymptotically.
Because the path of the United Nation is a straight line. The
magnificent, divine, precise, sage line—the sagest of all lines.

[, D-503, the Designer of the Integral, am only one of the
mathematicians of the United Nation. My pen, accustomed to
numbers, is incapable of creating the music of assonances and
rhymes. | can only attempt to write down what | see, what |
think—or, rather, what WE think (yes, indeed: WE, and may this
WE become the title of my notes). On the other hand, it will be
a derivative from our life, from the mathematically perfect life of
the United Nation, and, if this is so, shall it not be, of its own vo-
lition, independently of my will, a poem? It shall—I believe so and
| know so.

| write this and | feel my cheeks burn. It may be akin to
what a woman feels when she hears inside herself for the
first time the quickening pulse of a new, tiny, blind little being.
It is I—yet, at the same time, it is not |. For many long months
it will be nourished by my juices, by my lifeblood, and then |
shall tear it from myself in agony and place it at the feet of
the United Nation.

But | am ready. Just as every one, or almost every one of
us. | am ready.



SUMMARY

the ballet

the square harmony
X

2 AdLNI

Spring. From behind the Green Wall, from the savage, un-
known plains, the wind carries in the yellow, honeyed pollen of
some kind of flowers. This sweet dust dries the lips—they
have to be constantly swept by the tongue—and every
woman who passes by probably also has sweet lips (and
men, too, of course]. This somewhat interferes with logical
reasoning.

But the sky! Blue, unblemished by a single cloud [how in-
sane were the tastes of the ancients if their poets could be
inspired by those ridiculous, irresponsible, stupidly milling
about piles of steam). | like—l am quite certain | shall not be
in error if | say “WE like"—only this kind of sterile, flawless
sky. On such days, the whole world is molded from the same
still, eternal glass as the Green Wall, as all our domiciles. On
such days, one can see the very blue depth of things; their
heretofore unknown, amazing equations can be seen in the
most ordinary, the most mundane.Take this, for instance.
This morning | was at the hangar where the Integral is being
built, and suddenly | saw the lathes: their eyes closed, the reg-
ulator spheres twirled, oblivious to everything; the cranks
sparkled, bending to the left and to the right; the balance
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beam proudly flexed its shoulders; the router bit dipped to
the beat of some inaudible melody. | suddenly saw the beauty
of this magnificent mechanical ballet awash in the light, blue
sun.

And then | asked myself: why is this beautiful? Why is a
dance beautiful? The answer: because this is constrained
movement, because the whole poignancy of the dance is in its
absolute aesthetic subjugation, its perfect unfreedom. And if
it is true that our ancestors gave themselves to dance in the
most inspired moments of their lives (religious mysteries, mil-
itary parades), it means only one thing: the unfreedom instinct
has been inherent, organically, in a human being from the an-
cient times, and we, in our modern life, only consciously—

I'll have to finish this later; my communicator just clicked. |
looked up: of course, O-90. She will be here in half a minute,
and we’'ll go for a walk.

When she entered, my logical flywheel was still humming
away, and | started talking to her about the formula | had just
crystallized, which included us all, and the machines, and the
dance.

“Wonderful. Isn’t it?” | said.

“Yes, wonderful. It's spring,” 0-90 smiled at me rosily.

Oh well. How do you like that: spring . . . She wants to dis-
cuss spring. Women. | stopped talking.

Downstairs. The avenue was crowded: on a day like this we
usually spend the after{unch Personal Hour on an additional
walk. As always, the Music Factory blew the United Nation
March out with all its pipes. The digits marched, four
abreast, enthusiastically stomping to the beat—hundreds,
thousands of digits, in their bluish unifs,’ with gold badges
on their chests bearing the state-issued numbers of each
male and female. And |—we, the four of us—were one of the
countless waves in this majestic stream. To my left walked

1Probably from the archaic “uniform.”



0-90 (if one of my hairy ancestors wraote this a thousand
years ago, he'd have probably used that weird word “mine”
to describe her); to my right, two digits | didn’t know, a fe-
male and a male.

Blissfully blue sky, tiny baby suns in every gold badge, faces
unsullied by the insanity of thoughts. Sunbeams—everything
was made of some homogeneous, radiant, smiling matter.
And the brass beat, trata-tatam, trata-tatam, the brass
steps sparkling in the sun, and with every step one rose
higher and higher, into the dizzying blueness.

And again, just like this morning in the hangar, | suddenly
saw as though for the first time ever—| saw everything: the
peremptory, straight streets; the glass of the pavement,
splashing sun beams; the divine parallelepipeds of the trans-
parent domiciles; the square harmony of the grayish-blue
rows of the marchers. And it felt as though not generations
upon generations but |-, myself—prevailed over the old God
and the old way of life; I, myself, created all this, and | was as
a tower, | was afraid to move my elbow lest the walls, the
domes, the machines came down in a rain of shards . . .

And then, for a moment—in a leap over the centuries,
from plus to minus—I suddenly remembered [must have
been an association by contrast) a painting in a museum:
their street, of the third millennium; deafeningly bright, con-
fused maob of people, wheels, animals, posters, trees, colors,
birds . .. And, | heard, that was the way it really was—it could
have been, at least. It struck me as so unbelievable, so ludi-
crous, that | couldn’t help myself and burst out laughing.

And immediately, an echo—a laugh—from my right. |
turned to look: right before my eyes, white—unusually white
and sharp—teeth, an unfamiliar female face.

“Pardon me,” she said, “but you surveyed everything with
such inspiration, like some mythical god on the seventh day
of creation. | feel as if you're sure that you've created even
me, nobody but you, personally. I'm very flattered—"

All this—without a smile; even, I'd say, with certain defer-
ence [perhaps she is aware that | am the Designer of the In-
tegral). But, | don’t know whether in the eyes or in the
eyebrows, there was this peculiar, irritating X, and | could not
pinpoint it, could not express it numerically.

WE
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For some reason, | felt embarrassed and, somewhat confus-
ingly, started to rationalize my laughter. It was quite clear that
this contrast, this unbridgeable chasm between now and then—

“But why unbridgeable?” [Her teeth were so white!)

Indeed, one could build a bridge over a chasm. Imagine,
drums, battalions, rows—all this has been done—and,
therefore—

“Yes, of course!” she shouted (it was an amazing conver-
gence of thought; she almaost used my own words, from what
| had been writing down before we went for a walk).

“You see, even thoughts. That's because nobody is one,
but only one of. We all are so alike .. .”

She: “Are you sure?”

| saw the eyebrows at acute angles to the temples, like
sharp little horns of an X; got confused again, for some rea-
son; glanced to my right, to my left . . .

To my right, she—the slender, sharp, stubbornly sinuous,
like a whip, I-330 (I could see her number now); to my left, O-
90—completely different, all made up of circumferences,
with the babyish crease on her wrist; and at the edge of our
foursome, the male digit | didn’t know, kind of twice bent, like
an S. We were all different.

The one on my right, -330, must have intercepted my dis-
appointed glance, because she said with a sigh: “Yes . .. Alas!”

Indeed, this “alas” was completely appropriate. But again,
there was something in her face, or in her voice . . .

| said—with uncharacteristic for me abruptness: “Alas
nothing. The science constantly moves forward, and clearly,
if not now, then in fifty, a hundred years . . .”

“Even everybody's nose . . .”

“Yes, nose,” | was almost shouting at her now. “As long as
there’s any reason for jealousy . . . If I'm snub-nosed, and
somebody else—"

“Oh, your own nose is quite, as they used to say in the old
times, ‘classical.’ Your hands, however . . . No, let me see, let
me see your hands!”

| can’t stand people looking at my hands: they're all hairy,
shaggy—some kind of a ridiculous atavism. | extended my
hand and said—in a voice as unlike my own as | could muster:
“Apelike.”



She looked at my hands, then up at my face. “That'’s a fas-
cinating combination.”

“He’s assigned to me,” 0-90 volunteered cheerfully and
rosily.

| wish she’'d kept quiet; this was completely unnecessary.
You know, this sweet 390 . . . how should | put it . . . the speed
of her mouth is miscalibrated; the speed of mouth should al-
ways be a little slower than the speed of thought, never the re-
verse.

At the end of the avenue, on the Accumulator Tower, the
bell tolled 1700. The Personal Hour was over. -330 was leav-
ing with that S-shaped male digit. He had sort of a deference-
inspiring and, as | could see now, even familiar face. | must
have met him somewhere but couldn’t quite place him.

In parting, -F330 grinned at me in her X-ike way. “The day
after tomorrow, drop by Auditorium 112.”

| shrugged. “If | am assigned to that auditorium, whatever
number you said—"

She said with puzzling certainty: “You will be.”

This woman annoyed me, like an irrational member that
insidiously creeps into your equation and can't be factored
out. And | was glad to remain alone, even for a short time,
with my sweet O-90.

Holding hands, we walked together for four lines of the av-
enues. On the corner, she had to turn right; |, left.

“| would so love to come to your place today, to draw the
blinds. | mean today, right now—" 0-80 bashfully raised her
round, crystal-blue eyes at me.

She’s funny. What could | tell her? She was at my place
only yesterday, and she knows as well as | do that our near-
est Sex Day is the day after tomorrow. It's that same miscal-
ibrated speed of mouth of hers, like a spark that ignites too
early in the engine, which can sometimes be bad.

In parting, | twice—no, I'll be exact—three times kissed her
on her marvelous blue eyes, unsullied by a single little cloud.

WE



SUMMARY

a sports coat
the wall
the tablet

ENTRY 3

| have looked over what | wrote yesterday, and | can see that
| failed to express myself clearly. | mean, everything | wrote is
clear enough to any one of us. But who knows, perhaps you,
the unknown beings to whom the Integral will deliver my
notes, perhaps in the great book of civilization you have only
gotten to the same page where our ancestors were circa
900 years ago. You might not even be familiar with such ba-
sics as the Hourly Tablet, the Personal Hours, the Maternal
Standard, the Green Wall, the Do-Gooder. | think it is laugh-
able if you’re not—yet it's very difficult to explain. It is as
though a writer in some, oh, let's say for argument’s sake,
20th century had to explain in his novel such concepts as “a
sports coat,” “an apartment,” “a wife.” On the other hand, if
his novel is being translated for savages, is it conceivable
that such translation can be accomplished without a foot-
note about “a sports coat”?

I'm sure a savage would look at a “sports coat” and think:
“But why? It’s nothing but a burden.” You might look at us the
same way when | tell you that not one of us has been beyond
the Green Wall since the 200-Year War.

But, dear people, it's very helpful to occasionally do the



math. It is obvious: the whole human history as we know it is
the history of transition from nomadic forms of society to
more settled. Does it not then follow that the most settled
form of life (ours) is therefore the most perfect (also ours)? If
people used to wander around the earth, from one end to an-
other, it was during prehistoric times, when it was full of na-
tions, wars, trades, discoveries of all kinds of americas. Now,
who needs it?

Granted, we got used to this stability gradually and not
without difficulty. When, during the 200-Year War, all the
roads deteriorated and overgrew with grass, at first it must
have seemed very inconvenient to live in cities cut off from
one another by the green jungle. But so what? When man
lost his tail, having to chase flies without its benefit must have
felt inconvenient at first, too. No doubt, at first he missed his
tail. But now, can you imagine having a tail? Or can you see
yourself walking down the street nude, without a “sports
coat” (it is possible that you're still walking around in sports
coats). Same with us: | cannot imagine a city not dressed in
a Green Wall, cannot imagine life not clothed in the numeric
vestments of the Tablet.

The Tablet. Even now, from the wall of my cell, its purple
numbers severely and lovingly gaze into my eyes from their
gold background. Despite myself, | cannot help but think of
what the ancients called an “icon,” and | feel like writing poetry
or prayers (same thing). Ah, would that | were a poet that |
could properly sing you, o the Tablet, o the heart and pulse of
the United Nation.

Each one of us [perhaps you, too), even as children, has
read the greatest of the surviving monuments of ancient lit-
erature, The Train Schedule. But place even this master-
piece next to the Tablet and you shall see a lump of graphite
next to a diamond: they are of one and the same substance—
carbon—but how eternal, how lucid, how radiant is the dia-
mond. Who doesn'’t feel a lump in his throat when, rambling,
he travels at full speed through the pages of the Schedule?
But the Tablet actually transforms every one of us, in reality,
into the steel, six-wheeled hero of this magnificent epic. Every
morning, with a six-wheeled precision, at the very same hour,
very same minute, WE, the millions, rise from our beds as
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one. At the very same hour, very same minute, WE, the mil-
lions, start work; at the very same hour, very same minute,
WE, the millions, finish it. Merging into one million-armed body,
at the very same second prescribed by the Tablet, WE carry
our spoons to our mouths; at the very same second WE
come out for a walk, go to the auditoriums, to the Taylor Exer-
cise halls, to sleep.

I will be quite frank: even we still fall short of an absolutely
final solution to the conundrum of happiness. Twice a day, be-
tween the hours of 1600 and 1700, and again between 2100
and 2200, the mighty, united organism separates into its sin-
gle cells. These are the Tabletset Personal Hours. During
these hours you might see chastely drawn blinds in the cells of
some. Others, following the brass steps of the march, rhythmi-
cally walk down the avenue; others still, like myself at the mo-
ment, work at their desks. But | believe—may | be ridiculed as
an idealist and a dreamer—I believe that sooner or later, but
someday, we will find a perfect place even for these stray
hours in the collective formula, someday all the 86,400 sec-
onds of the day will be fully integrated into the Hourly Tablet.

| have read and heard many unbelievable things about the
times when people still lived in a free, i.e., disorganized, prim-
itive state. But the one thing that always struck me as the
most unbelievable was this: how could the even rudimentary
governing authorities allow people to live without anything
even slightly resembling our Tablet—without mandatory
walks, without precisely regulated mealtimes, getting up and
going to bed as they pleased; some historians even speculate
that lights on the streets burned all night because people
walked and rode through the streets all night!

This is something | cannot wrap my mind around. However
limited was their intelligence, they had to realize that their
lifestyle was nothing short of mass suicide—a slow suicide, one
day at a time. Their state (humane as it was) prohibited mur-
dering one person fully but condoned murdering millions
halfway. To murder one—i.e.,, to subtract, say, 50 years from
the sum of all human lives—was a crime; yet to subtract 50 mil-
lion years from the sum of all human lives—that was not. Is it
not ludicrous? Any one of our 10-year-old digits can solve such
a problem involving both mathematics and morality, none of



their Kants could do it (because not one of their Kants ever
thought of constructing a scientific system of ethics, i.e.,, one
based on subtraction, addition, division, and/or multiplication).

And is it not equally ludicrous that their government (it
had the gall to call itself a government!] could leave sexual in-
teraction completely unsupervised? \Whoever, whenever,
and however they felt like . . . Absolutely unscientifically, like
animals. And they bore children like animals, haphazardly. Is
it not absurd that they knew gardening, poultry farming, even
fish husbandry (we have factual evidence that they knew all
that), yet failed to reach the top rung of this logical ladder:
children husbandry. They didn't figure out the need for our
Maternal and Paternal Standards.

All this is so ludicrous, so hard to believe that | am begin-
ning to worry that you, my unknown readers, will mistake me
for a nasty prankster. You might think that I'm simply trying
to make fun of you and am telling you nonsensical fibs with
a straight face.

But [1) I'm incapable of making a joke—every joke contains,
as an implicit function, a lie; and [2) United Nation science af-
firms that such was the life of the ancients, and United Nation
science cannot be wrong. Indeed, where would their authori-
ties get logic from, when their constituency wallowed in the
state of freedom, i.e., the state peculiar to beasts, apes, a
herd. What can one expect of them, when even these days—
from the very bottom, from the shaggy depths—one can still
on occasion hear a savage, apelike echo.

Fortunately, only on occasion. Occasionally, a minor part
breaks down, but parts are easy to replace without stopping the
eternal, magnificent motion of the whole machine. For repairing
or replacing a bent cog we have the practiced, heavy hand of
the Do-Gooder, we have the experienced eye of the Guardians.

Yes, by the way, | remember now: that man yesterday, the
twice-bent one, like an S, | think | might have seen him leaving
the Guardians Bureau. Now | understand why | instinctively
felt | should defer to him and why | felt awkward when that
odd -330 who was with him— | must admit, that -330—

The bell is ringing; time to go to sleep: 2230. Until tomorrow.

WE
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