A mad boxer shot a
quick, gloved jab to
the jaw of his dizzy
opponent.

The Public Was Amazed
To View The Quickness
And Dexterity Of The
Juggler.

A QUART JAR OF OIL
MIXED WITH ZINC
OXIDE MAKES A VERY
BRIGHT PAINT.
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George Orwell - 1984’
Another section of Chapter One

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 when-
ever 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.



