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I

Mr. Jones, of the Manor Farm, had locked the hen-houses for the night, but
was too drunk to remember to shut the popholes. With the ring of light from
his lantern dancing from side to side, he lurched across the yard, kicked o� his



of them usually spent their Sundays together in the small paddock beyond the
orchard, grazing side by side and never speaking.

The two horses had just lain down when a brood of ducklings, which had lost
their mother, �led into the barn, cheeping feebly and wandering from side to
side to �nd some place where they would not be trodden on. Clover made a sort
of wall round them with her great foreleg, and the ducklings nestled down inside
it and promptly fell asleep. At the last moment Mollie, the foolish, pretty white



You cows that I see before me, how many thousands of gallons of milk have
you given during this last year? And what has happened to that milk which
should have been breeding up sturdy calves? Every drop of it has gone down
the throats of our enemies. And you hens, how many eggs have you laid in this
last year, and how many of those eggs ever hatched into chickens? The rest
have all gone to market to bring in money for Jones and his men. And you,
Clover, where are those four foals you bore, who should have been the support
and pleasure of your old age? Each was sold at a year old | you will never see
one of them again. In return for your four con�nements and all your labour in
the �elds, what have you ever had except your bare rations and a stall?

‘And even the miserable lives we lead are not allowed to reach their natural
span. For myself I do not grumble, for I am one of the lucky ones. I am twelve
years old and have had over four hundred children. Such is the natural life of
a pig. But no animal escapes the cruel knife in the end. You young porkers
who are sitting in front of me, every one of you will scream your lives out at the
block within a year. To that horror we all must come | cows, pigs, hens, sheep,
everyone. Even the horses and the dogs have no better fate. You, Boxer, the
very day that those great muscles of yours lose their power, Jones will sell you
to the knacker, who will cut your throat and boil you down for the foxhounds.
As for the dogs, when they grow old and toothless, Jones ties a brick round
their necks and drowns them in the nearest pond.

‘Is it not crystal clear, then, comrades, that all the evils of this life of ours
spring from the tyranny of human beings? Only get rid of Man, and the produce
of our labour would be our own. A1most overnight we could become rich and
free. What then must we do? Why, work night and day, body and soul, for the
overthrow of the human race! That is my message to you, comrades: Rebellion!
I do not know when that Rebellion will come, it might be in a week or in a
hundred years, but I know, as surely as I see this straw beneath my feet, that
sooner or later justice will be done. Fix your eyes on that, comrades, throughout
the short remainder of your lives! And above all, pass on this message of mine to
those who come after you, so that future generations shall carry on the struggle
until it is victorious.

‘And remember, comrades, your resolution must never falter. No argument
must lead you astray. Never listen when they tell you that Man and the animals
have a common interest, that the prosperity of the one is the prosperity of the
others. It is all lies. Man serves the interests of no creature except himself.
And among us animals let there be perfect unity, perfect comradeship in the
struggle. All men are enemies. All animals are comrades.’

At this moment there was a tremendous uproar. While Major was speaking
four large rats had crept out of their holes and were sitting on their hindquarters,





Cows and horses, geese and turkeys,
All must toil for freedom’s sake.

Beasts of England, beasts of Ireland,
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by another way. Moses sprang o� his perch and apped after her, croaking
loudly. Meanwhile the animals had chased Jones and his men out on to the
road and slammed the �ve-barred gate behind them. And so, almost before
they knew what was happening, the Rebellion had been successfully carried
through: Jones was expelled, and the Manor Farm was theirs.

For the �rst few minutes the animals could hardly believe in their good
fortune. Their �rst act was to gallop in a body right round the boundaries
of the farm, as though to make quite sure that no human being was hiding
anywhere upon it; then they raced back to the farm buildings to wipe out the
last traces of Jones’s hated reign. The harness-room at the end of the stables
was broken open; the bits, the nose-rings, the dog-chains, the cruel knives with
which Mr. Jones had been used to castrate the pigs and lambs, were all ung
down the well. The reins, the halters, the blinkers, the degrading nosebags,
were thrown on to the rubbish �re which was burning in the yard. So were the
whips. All the animals capered with joy when they saw the whips going up in
ames. Snowball also threw on to the �re the ribbons with which the horses’
manes and tails had usually been decorated on market days.

‘Ribbons,’ he said, ‘should be considered as clothes, which are the mark of
a human being. All animals should go naked.’

When Boxer heard this he fetched the small straw hat which he wore in



from Mrs. Jones’s dressing-table, and was holding it against her shoulder and
admiring herself in the glass in a very foolish manner. The others reproached
her sharply, and they went outside. Some hams hanging in the kitchen were
taken out for burial, and the barrel of beer in the scullery was stove in with
a kick from Boxer’s hoof, | otherwise nothing in the house was touched. A
unanimous resolution was passed on the spot that the farmhouse should be
preserved as a museum. All were agreed that no animal must ever live there.

The animals had their breakfast, and then Snowball and Napoleon called
them together again.

‘Comrades,’ said Snowball, ‘it is half-past six and we have a long day before
us. Today we begin the hay harvest. But there is another matter that must be
attended to �rst.’

The pigs now revealed that during the past three months they had taught
themselves to read and write from an old spelling book which had belonged to
Mr. Jones’s children and which had been thrown on the rubbish heap. Napoleon
sent for pots of black and white paint and led the way down to the �ve-barred
gate that gave on to the main road. Then Snowball (for it was Snowball who was
best at writing) took a brush between the two knuckles of his trotter, painted out
MANOR FARM from the top bar of the gate and in its place painted ANIMAL
FARM. This was to be the name of the farm from now onwards. After this
they went back to the farm buildings, where Snowball and Napoleon sent for
a ladder which they caused to be set against the end wall of the big barn.
They explained that by their studies of the past three months the pigs had
succeeded in reducing the principles of Animalism to Seven Commandments.
These Seven Commandments would now be inscribed on the wall; they would
form an unalterable law by which all the animals on Animal Farm must live for
ever after. With some di�culty (for it is not easy for a pig to balance himself on
a ladder) Snowball climbed up and set to work, with Squealer a few rungs below
him holding the paint-pot. The Commandments were written on the tarred wall
in great white letters that could be read thirty yards away. They ran thus:

THE SEVEN COMMANDMENTS

1. Whatever goes upon two legs is an enemy.

2. Whatever goes upon four legs, or has wings, is a friend.

3. No animal shall wear clothes.

4. No animal shall sleep in a bed.

5. No animal shall drink alcohol.

6. No animal shall kill any other animal.

7. All animals are equal.

It was very neatly written, and except that ‘friend’ was written ‘freind’ and
one of the ‘S’s’ was the wrong way round, the spelling was correct all the way
through. Snowball read it aloud for the bene�t of the others. All the animals
nodded in complete agreement, and the cleverer ones at once began to learn the
Commandments by heart.
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‘Now, comrades,’ cried Snowball, throwing down the paint-brush, ‘to the
hay�eld! Let us make it a point of honour to get in the harvest more quickly
than Jones and his men could do.’

But at this moment the three cows, who had seemed uneasy for some time
past, set up a loud lowing. They had not been milked for twenty-four hours,
and their udders were almost bursting. After a little thought, the pigs sent for
buckets and milked the cows fairly successfully, their trotters being well adapted
to this task. Soon there were �ve buckets of frothing creamy milk at which many
of the animals looked with considerable interest.

‘What is going to happen to all that milk?’ said someone.
‘Jones used sometimes to mix some of it in our mash,’ said one of the hens.
‘Never mind the milk, comrades!’ cried Napoleon, placing himself in front

of the buckets. ‘That will be attended to. The harvest is more important.
Comrade Snowball will lead the way. I shall follow in a few minutes. Forward,
comrades! The hay is waiting.’

So the animals trooped down to the hay�eld to begin the harvest, and when
they came back in the evening it was noticed that the milk had disappeared.
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III

How they toiled and sweated to get the hay in! But their e�orts were rewarded,
for the harvest was an even bigger success than they had hoped.

Sometimes the work was hard; the implements had been designed for human
beings and not for animals, and it was a great drawback that no animal was



every setback, was ‘I will work harder!’ | which he had adopted as his personal
motto.

But everyone worked according to his capacity. The hens and ducks, for
instance, saved �ve bushels of corn at the harvest by gathering up the stray
grains. Nobody stole, nobody grumbled over his rations, the quarrelling and
biting and jealousy which had been normal features of life in the old days had
almost disappeared. Nobody shirked | or almost nobody. Mollie, it was true,
was not good at getting up in the mornings, and had a way of leaving work early
on the ground that there was a stone in her hoof. And the behaviour of the
cat was somewhat peculiar. It was soon noticed that when there was work to
be done the cat could never be found. She would vanish for hours on end, and
then reappear at meal-times, or in the evening after work was over, as though
nothing had happened. But she always made such excellent excuses, and purred
so a�ectionately, that it was impossible not to believe in her good intentions.
Old Benjamin, the donkey, seemed quite unchanged since the Rebellion. He did
his work in the same slow obstinate way as he had done it in Jones’s time, never
shirking and never volunteering for extra work either. About the Rebellion and
its results he would express no opinion. When asked whether he was not happier
now that Jones was gone, he would say only ‘Donkeys live a long time. None
of you has ever seen a dead donkey,’ and the others had to be content with this
cryptic answer.

On Sundays there was no work. Breakfast was an hour later than usual, and
after breakfast there was a ceremony which was observed every week without
fail. First came the hoisting of the ag. Snowball had found in the harness-room
an old green tablecloth of Mrs. Jones’s and had painted on it a hoof and a horn
in white. This was run up the agsta� in the farmhouse garden every Sunday 8,
morning. The ag was green, Snowball explained, to represent the green �elds of
England, while the hoof and horn signi�ed the future Republic of the Animals
which would arise when the human race had been �nally overthrown. After
the hoisting of the ag all the animals trooped into the big barn for a general
assembly which was known as the Meeting. Here the work of the coming week
was planned out and resolutions were put forward and debated. It was always
the pigs who put forward the resolutions. The other animals understood how
to vote, but could never think of any resolutions of their own. Snowball and
Napoleon were by far the most active in the debates. But it was noticed that
these two were never in agreement: whatever suggestion either of them made,
the other could be counted on to oppose it. Even when it was resolved | a thing
no one could object to in itself | to set aside the small paddock behind the
orchard as a home of rest for animals who were past work, there was a stormy
debate over the correct retiring age for each class of animal. The Meeting always
ended with the singing of Beasts of England, and the afternoon was given up to
recreation.

The pigs had set aside the harness-room as a headquarters for themselves.
Here, in the evenings, they studied blacksmithing, carpentering, and other nec-
essary arts from books which they had brought out of the farmhouse. Snowball
also busied himself with organising the other animals into what he called Ani-
mal Committees. He was indefatigable at this. He formed the Egg Production
Committee for the hens, the Clean Tails League for the cows, the Wild Com-
rades’ Re-education Committee (the object of this was to tame the rats and



instituting classes in reading and writing. On the whole, these projects were
a failure. The attempt to tame the wild creatures, for instance, broke down
almost immediately. They continued to behave very much as before, and when
treated with generosity, simply took advantage of it. The cat joined the Re-
education Committee and was very active in it for some days. She was seen



cation of the young was more important than anything that could be done for
those who were already grown up. It happened that Jessie and Bluebell had
both whelped soon after the hay harvest, giving birth between them to nine
sturdy puppies. As soon as they were weaned, Napoleon took them away from
their mothers, saying that he would make himself responsible for their educa-
tion. He took them up into a loft which could only be reached by a ladder from
the harness-room, and there kept them in such seclusion that the rest of the
farm soon forgot their existence.

The mystery of where the milk went to was soon cleared up. It was mixed
every day into the pigs’ mash. The early apples were now ripening, and the grass
of the orchard was littered with windfalls. The animals had assumed as a matter
of course that these would be shared out equally; one day, however, the order
went forth that all the windfalls were to be collected and brought to the harness-
room for the use of the pigs. At this some of the other animals murmured, but
it was no use. All the pigs were in full agreement on this point, even Snowball
and Napoleon. Squealer was sent to make the necessary explanations to the
others.

‘Comrades!’ he cried. ‘You do not imagine, I hope, that we pigs are doing
this in a spirit of sel�shness and privilege? Many of us actually dislike milk
and apples. I dislike them myself. Our sole object in taking these things is
to preserve our health. Milk and apples (this has been proved by Science,
comrades) contain substances absolutely necessary to the well-being of a pig.
We pigs are brainworkers. The whole management and organisation of this farm
depend on us. Day and night we are watching over your welfare. It is for your
sake that we drink that milk and eat those apples. Do you know what would
happen if we pigs failed in our duty? Jones would come back! Yes, Jones would
come back! Surely, comrades,’ cried Squealer almost pleadingly, skipping from
side to side and whisking his tail, ‘surely there is no one among you who wants
to see Jones come back?’

Now if there was one thing that the animals were completely certain of, it
was that they did not want Jones back. When it was put to them in this light,
they had no more to say. The importance of keeping the pigs in good health
was all too obvious. So it was agreed without further argument that the milk
and the windfall apples (and also the main crop of apples when they ripened)
should be reserved for the pigs alone.
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IV

By the late summer the news of what had happened on Animal Farm had spread
across half the county. Every day Snowball and Napoleon sent out ights of
pigeons whose instructions were to mingle with the animals on neighbouring
farms, tell them the story of the Rebellion, and teach them the tune of Beasts
of England.

Most of this time Mr. Jones had spent sitting in the taproom of the Red
Lion at Willingdon, complaining to anyone who would listen of the monstrous
injustice he had su�ered in being turned out of his property by a pack of good-
for-nothing animals. The other farmers sympathised in principle, but they did
not at �rst give him much help. At heart, each of them was secretly wondering
whether he could not somehow turn Jones’s misfortune to his own advantage.
It was lucky that the owners of the two farms which adjoined Animal Farm
were on permanently bad terms. One of them, which was named Foxwood, was
a large, neglected, old-fashioned farm, much overgrown by woodland, with all
its pastures worn out and its hedges in a disgraceful condition. Its owner, Mr.
Pilkington, was an easy-going gentleman farmer who spent most of his time in
�shing or hunting according to the season. The other farm, which was called
Pinch�eld, was smaller and better kept. Its owner was a Mr. Frederick, a tough,
shrewd man, perpetually involved in lawsuits and with a name for driving hard
bargains. These two disliked each other so much that it was di�cult for them
to come to any agreement, even in defence of their own interests.

Nevertheless, they were both thoroughly frightened by the rebellion on An-
imal Farm, and very anxious to prevent their own animals from learning too
much about it. At �rst they pretended to laugh to scorn the idea of animals
managing a farm for themselves. The whole thing would be over in a fortnight,
they said. They put it about that the animals on the Manor Farm (they insisted
on calling it the Manor Farm; they would not tolerate the name ‘Animal Farm’)
were perpetually �ghting among themselves and were also rapidly starving to
death. When time passed and the animals had evidently not starved to death,
Frederick and Pilkington changed their tune and began to talk of the terrible
wickedness that now ourished on Animal Farm. It was given out that the ani-
mals there practised cannibalism, tortured one another with red-hot horseshoes,
and had their females in common. This was what came of rebelling against the
laws of Nature, Frederick and Pilkington said.

However, these stories were never fully believed. Rumours of a wonderful
farm, where the human beings had been turned out and the animals man-
aged their own a�airs, continued to circulate in vague and distorted forms,
and throughout that year a wave of rebelliousness ran through the countryside.
Bulls which had always been tractable suddenly turned savage, sheep broke
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down hedges and devoured the clover, cows kicked the pail over, hunters refused
their fences and shot their riders on to the other side. Above all, the tune and
even the words of Beasts of England were known everywhere. It had spread
with astonishing speed. The human beings could not contain their rage when
they heard this song, though they pretended to think it merely ridiculous. They
could not understand, they said, how even animals could bring themselves to
sing such contemptible rubbish. Any animal caught singing it was given a og-
ging on the spot. And yet the song was irrepressible. The blackbirds whistled
it in the hedges, the pigeons cooed it in the elms, it got into the din of the
smithies and the tune of the church bells. And when the human beings listened
to it, they secretly trembled, hearing in it a prophecy of their future doom.

Early in October, when the corn was cut and stacked and some of it was
already threshed, a ight of pigeons came whirling through the air and alighted
in the yard of Animal Farm in the wildest excitement. Jones and all his men,
with half a dozen others from Foxwood and Pinch�eld, had entered the �ve-
barred gate and were coming up the cart-track that led to the farm. They were
all carrying sticks, except Jones, who was marching ahead with a gun in his
hands. Obviously they were going to attempt the recapture of the farm.



They were gored, kicked, bitten, trampled on. There was not an animal on the
farm that did not take vengeance on them after his own fashion. Even the cat
suddenly leapt o� a roof onto a cowman’s shoulders and sank her claws in his
neck, at which he yelled horribly. At a moment when the opening was clear,
the men were glad enough to rush out of the yard and make a bolt for the main
road. And so within �ve minutes of their invasion they were in ignominious
retreat by the same way as they had come, with a ock of geese hissing after
them and pecking at their calves all the way.

All the men were gone except one. Back in the yard Boxer was pawing with
his hoof at the stable-lad who lay face down in the mud, trying to turn him
over. The boy did not stir.

‘He is dead,’ said Boxer sorrowfully. ‘I had no intention of doing that. I
forgot that I was wearing iron shoes. Who will believe that I did not do this on
purpose?’

‘No sentimentality, comrade!’ cried Snowball from whose wounds the blood
was still dripping. ‘War is war. The only good human being is a dead one.’

‘I have no wish to take life, not even human life,’ repeated Boxer, and his
eyes were full of tears.

‘Where is Mollie?’ exclaimed somebody.
Mollie in fact was missing. For a moment there was great alarm; it was

feared that the men might have harmed her in some way, or even carried her
o� with them. In the end, however, she was found hiding in her stall with her
head buried among the hay in the manger. She had taken to ight as soon as
the gun went o�. And when the others came back from looking for her, it was
to �nd that the stable-lad, who in fact was only stunned, had already recovered
and made o�.

The animals had now reassembled in the wildest excitement, each recounting
his own exploits in the battle at the top of his voice. An impromptu celebration
of the victory was held immediately. The ag was run up and Beasts of England
was sung a number of times, then the sheep who had been killed was given a
solemn funeral, a hawthorn bush being planted on her grave. At the graveside
Snowball made a little speech, emphasising the need for all animals to be ready
to die for Animal Farm if need be.

The animals decided unanimously to create a military decoration, ‘Animal
Hero, First Class,’ which was conferred there and then on Snowball and Boxer.
It consisted of a brass medal (they were really some old horse-brasses which had
been found in the harness-room), to be worn on Sundays and holidays. There
was also ‘Animal Hero, Second Class,’ which was conferred posthumously on
the dead sheep.

There was much discussion as to what the battle should be called. In the
end, it was named the Battle of the Cowshed, since that was where the ambush
had been sprung. Mr. Jones’s gun had been found lying in the mud, and it was
known that there was a supply of cartridges in the farmhouse. It was decided
to set the gun up at the foot of the Flagsta�, like a piece of artillery, and to �re
it twice a year | once on October the twelfth, the anniversary of the Battle of
the Cowshed, and once on Midsummer Day, the anniversary of the Rebellion.
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V

As winter drew on, Mollie became more and more troublesome. She was late
for work every morning and excused herself by saying that she had overslept,
and she complained of mysterious pains, although her appetite was excellent.
On every kind of pretext she would run away from work and go to the drinking
pool, where she would stand foolishly gazing at her own reection in the water.





The whole farm was deeply divided on the subject of the windmill. Snowball
did not deny that to build it would be a di�cult business. Stone would have
to be carried and built up into walls, then the sails would have to be made
and after that there would be need for dynamos and cables. (How these were



up and, casting a peculiar sidelong look at Snowball, uttered a high-pitched
whimper of a kind no one had ever heard him utter before.

At this there was a terrible baying sound outside, and nine enormous dogs
wearing brass-studded collars came bounding into the barn. They dashed
straight for Snowball, who only sprang from his place just in time to escape
their snapping jaws. In a moment he was out of the door and they were after
him. Too amazed and frightened to speak, all the animals crowded through the
door to watch the chase. Snowball was racing across the long pasture that led



decisions, comrades, and then where should we be? Suppose you had decided
to follow Snowball, with his moonshine of windmills | Snowball, who, as we
now know, was no better than a criminal?’

‘He fought bravely at the Battle of the Cowshed,’ said somebody.
‘Bravery is not enough,’ said Squealer. ‘Loyalty and obedience are more

important. And as to the Battle of the Cowshed, I believe the time will come
when we shall �nd that Snowball’s part in it was much exaggerated. Discipline,
comrades, iron discipline! That is the watchword for today. One false step, and
our enemies would be upon us. Surely, comrades, you do not want Jones back?’

Once again this argument was unanswerable. Certainly the animals did not
want Jones back; if the holding of debates on Sunday mornings was liable to





VI

All that year the animals worked like slaves. But they were happy in their work;
they grudged no e�ort or sacri�ce, well aware that everything that they did was
for the bene�t of themselves and those of their kind who would come after them,
and not for a pack of idle, thieving human beings.

Throughout the spring and summer they worked a sixty-hour week, and in
August Napoleon announced that there would be work on Sunday afternoons
as well. This work was strictly voluntary, but any animal who absented himself
from it would have his rations reduced by half. Even so, it was found necessary
to leave certain tasks undone. The harvest was a little less successful than in
the previous year, and two �elds which should have been sown with roots in
the early summer were not sown because the ploughing had not been completed
early enough. It was possible to foresee that the coming winter would be a hard
one.

The windmill presented unexpected di�culties. There was a good quarry of
limestone on the farm, and plenty of sand and cement had been found in one
of the outhouses, so that all the materials for building were at hand. But the
problem the animals could not at �rst solve was how to break up the stone into
pieces of suitable size. There seemed no way of doing this except with picks and



his hoofs clawing at the ground, and his great sides matted with sweat, �lled
everyone with admiration. Clover warned him sometimes to be careful not to
overstrain himself, but Boxer would never listen to her. His two slogans, ‘I will
work harder’ and ‘Napoleon is always right,’ seemed to him a su�cient answer
to all problems. He had made arrangements with the cockerel to call him three-
quarters of an hour earlier in the mornings instead of half an hour. And in his
spare moments, of which there were not many nowadays, he would go alone to
the quarry, collect a load of broken stone, and drag it down to the site of the
windmill unassisted.

The animals were not badly o� throughout that summer, in spite of the
hardness of their work. If they had no more food than they had had in Jones’s
day, at least they did not have less. The advantage of only having to feed
themselves, and not having to support �ve extravagant human beings as well,
was so great that it would have taken a lot of failures to outweigh it. And in
many ways the animal method of doing things was more e�cient and saved
labour. Such jobs as weeding, for instance, could be done with a thoroughness
impossible to human beings. And again, since no animal now stole, it was
unnecessary to fence o� pasture from arable land, which saved a lot of labour
on the upkeep of hedges and gates. Nevertheless, as the summer wore on, various
unforeseen shortages began to make them selves felt. There was need of para�n
oil, nails, string, dog biscuits, and iron for the horses’ shoes, none of which could
be produced on the farm. Later there would also be need for seeds and arti�cial



live Animal Farm!’ and after the singing of Beasts of England the animals were
dismissed.

Afterwards Squealer made a round of the farm and set the animals’ minds
at rest. He assured them that the resolution against engaging in trade and
using money had never been passed, or even suggested. It was pure imagina-
tion, probably traceable in the beginning to lies circulated by Snowball. A few
animals still felt faintly doubtful, but Squealer asked them shrewdly, ‘Are you
certain that this is not something that you have dreamed, comrades? Have you
any record of such a resolution? Is it written down anywhere?’ And since it
was certainly true that nothing of the kind existed in writing, the animals were
satis�ed that they had been mistaken.

Every Monday Mr. Whymper visited the farm as had been arranged. He
was a sly-looking little man with side whiskers, a solicitor in a very small way
of business, but sharp enough to have realised earlier than anyone else that
Animal Farm would need a broker and that the commissions would be worth
having. The animals watched his coming and going with a kind of dread, and
avoided him as much as possible. Nevertheless, the sight of Napoleon, on all
fours, delivering orders to Whymper, who stood on two legs, roused their pride
and partly reconciled them to the new arrangement. Their relations with the
human race were now not quite the same as they had been before. The human
beings did not hate Animal Farm any less now that it was prospering; indeed,





in silence, occasionally snu�ng at the ground. His tail had grown rigid and
twitched sharply from side to side, a sign in him of intense mental activity.
Suddenly he halted as though his mind were made up.

‘Comrades,’ he said quietly, ‘do you know who is responsible for this? Do
you know the enemy who has come in the night and overthrown our windmill?
SNOWBALL!’ he suddenly roared in a voice of thunder. ‘Snowball has done this
thing! In sheer malignity, thinking to set back our plans and avenge himself for
his ignominious expulsion, this traitor has crept here under cover of night and
destroyed our work of nearly a year. Comrades, here and now I pronounce the
death sentence upon Snowball. ’Animal Hero, Second Class,’ and half a bushel
of apples to any animal who brings him to justice. A full bushel to anyone who
captures him alive!’

The animals were shocked beyond measure to learn that even Snowball could
be guilty of such an action. There was a cry of indignation, and everyone
began thinking out ways of catching Snowball if he should ever come back.
Almost immediately the footprints of a pig were discovered in the grass at a
little distance from the knoll. They could only be traced for a few yards, but
appeared to lead to a hole in the hedge. Napoleon snu�ed deeply at them and
pronounced them to be Snowball’s. He gave it as his opinion that Snowball had
probably come from the direction of Foxwood Farm.

‘No more delays, comrades!’ cried Napoleon when the footprints had been
examined. ‘There is work to be done. This very morning we begin rebuilding
the windmill, and we will build all through the winter, rain or shine. We will
teach this miserable traitor that he cannot undo our work so easily. Remember,
comrades, there must be no alteration in our plans: they shall be carried out to
the day. Forward, comrades! Long live the windmill! Long live Animal Farm!’
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grazed him. I could show you this in his own writing, if you were able to read
it. The plot was for Snowball, at the critical moment, to give the signal for
ight and leave the �eld to the enemy. And he very nearly succeeded | I will
even say, comrades, he would have succeeded if it had not been for our heroic
Leader, Comrade Napoleon. Do you not remember how, just at the moment
when Jones and his men had got inside the yard, Snowball suddenly turned and
ed, and many animals followed him? And do you not remember, too, that it
was just at that moment, when panic was spreading and all seemed lost, that
Comrade Napoleon sprang forward with a cry of ’Death to Humanity!’ and
sank his teeth in Jones’s leg? Surely you remember that, comrades?’ exclaimed
Squealer, frisking from side to side.

Now when Squealer described the scene so graphically, it seemed to the
animals that they did remember it. At any rate, they remembered that at the
critical moment of the battle Snowball had turned to ee. But Boxer was still
a little uneasy.

‘I do not believe that Snowball was a traitor at the beginning,’ he said
�nally. ‘What he has done since is di�erent. But I believe that at the Battle of
the Cowshed he was a good comrade.’

‘Our Leader, Comrade Napoleon,’ announced Squealer, speaking very slowly
and �rmly, ‘has stated categorically | categorically, comrade | that Snowball
was Jones’s agent from the very beginning | yes, and from long before the
Rebellion was ever thought of.’

‘Ah, that is di�erent!’ said Boxer. ‘If Comrade Napoleon says it, it must be
right.’





farm | and with a kind of surprise they remembered that it was their own farm,
every inch of it their own property | appeared to the animals so desirable a
place. As Clover looked down the hillside her eyes �lled with tears. If she could
have spoken her thoughts, it would have been to say that this was not what they
had aimed at when they had set themselves years ago to work for the overthrow
of the human race. These scenes of terror and slaughter were not what they had
looked forward to on that night when old Major �rst stirred them to rebellion.
If she herself had had any picture of the future, it had been of a society of
animals set free from hunger and the whip, all equal, each working according
to his capacity, the strong protecting the weak, as she had protected the lost
brood of ducklings with her foreleg on the night of Major’s speech. Instead |
she did not know why | they had come to a time when no one dared speak
his mind, when �erce, growling dogs roamed everywhere, and when you had to
watch your comrades torn to pieces after confessing to shocking crimes. There
was no thought of rebellion or disobedience in her mind. She knew that, even
as things were, they were far better o� than they had been in the days of Jones,
and that before all else it was needful to prevent the return of the human beings.
Whatever happened she would remain faithful, work hard, carry out the orders
that were given to her, and accept the leadership of Napoleon. But still, it was
not for this that she and all the other animals had hoped and toiled. It was not
for this that they had built the windmill and faced the bullets of Jones’s gun.
Such were her thoughts, though she lacked the words to express them.

At last, feeling this to be in some way a substitute for the words she was
unable to �nd, she began to sing Beasts of England. The other animals sitting
round her took it up, and they sang it three times over | very tunefully, but
slowly and mournfully, in a way they had never sung it before.

They had just �nished singing it for the third time when Squealer, attended
by two dogs, approached them with the air of having something important to
say. He announced that, by a special decree of Comrade Napoleon, Beasts of
England had been abolished. From now onwards it was forbidden to sing it.

The animals were taken aback.
‘Why?’ cried Muriel.
‘It’s no longer needed, comrade,’ said Squealer sti�y. ‘Beasts of England was

the song of the Rebellion. But the Rebellion is now completed. The execution
of the traitors this afternoon was the �nal act. The enemy both external and
internal has been defeated. In Beasts of England we expressed our longing for
a better society in days to come. But that society has now been established.
Clearly this song has no longer any purpose.’

Frightened though they were, some of the animals might possibly have
protested, but at this moment the sheep set up their usual bleating of ‘Four
legs good, two legs bad,’ which went on for several minutes and put an end to
the discussion.

So Beasts of England was heard no more. In its place Minimus, the poet,
had composed another song which began:

Animal Farm, Animal Farm,
Never through me shalt thou come to harm!

and this was sung every Sunday morning after the hoisting of the ag. But
somehow neither the words nor the tune ever seemed to the animals to come up
to Beasts of England.
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VIII

A few days later, when the terror caused by the executions had died down, some
of the animals remembered | or thought they remembered | that the Sixth
Commandment decreed ‘No animal shall kill any other animal.’ And though no
one cared to mention it in the hearing of the pigs or the dogs, it was felt that the
killings which had taken place did not square with this. Clover asked Benjamin
to read her the Sixth Commandment, and when Benjamin, as usual, said that
he refused to meddle in such matters, she fetched Muriel. Muriel read the
Commandment for her. It ran: ‘No animal shall kill any other animal without
cause.’ Somehow or other, the last two words had slipped out of the animals’
memory. But they saw now that the Commandment had not been violated; for
clearly there was good reason for killing the traitors who had leagued themselves
with Snowball.

Throughout the year the animals worked even harder than they had worked
in the previous year To rebuild the windmill, with walls twice as thick as before,
and to �nish it by the appointed date, together with the regular work of the
farm, was a tremendous labour. There were times when it seemed to the animals
that they worked longer hours and fed no better than they had done in Jones’s
day. On Sunday mornings Squealer, holding down a long strip of paper with his
trotter, would read out to them lists of �gures proving that the production of
every class of foodstu� had increased by two hundred per cent, three hundred
per cent, or �ve hundred per cent, as the case might be. The animals saw
no reason to disbelieve him, especially as they could no longer remember very
clearly what conditions had been like before the Rebellion. All the same, there
were days when they felt that they would sooner have had less �gures and more
food.

All orders were now issued through Squealer or one of the other pigs. Napoleon
himself was not seen in public as often as once in a fortnight. When he did ap-
pear, he was attended not only by his retinue of dogs but by a black cockerel
who marched in front of him and acted as a kind of trumpeter, letting out a loud
‘cock-a-doodle-doo’ before Napoleon spoke. Even in the farmhouse, it was said,
Napoleon inhabited separate apartments from the others. He took his meals
alone, with two dogs to wait upon him, and always ate from the Crown Derby
dinner service which had been in the glass cupboard in the drawing-room. It was
also announced that the gun would be �red every year on Napoleon’s birthday,
as well as on the other two anniversaries.

Napoleon was now never spoken of simply as ‘Napoleon.’ He was always
referred to in formal style as ‘our Leader, Comrade Napoleon,’ and this pigs
liked to invent for him such titles as Father of All Animals, Terror of Mankind,
Protector of the Sheep-fold, Ducklings’ Friend, and the like. In his speeches,
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Squealer would talk with the tears rolling down his cheeks of Napoleon’s wisdom
the goodness of his heart, and the deep love he bore to all animals everywhere,
even and especially the unhappy animals who still lived in ignorance and slavery
on other farms. It had become usual to give Napoleon the credit for every suc-
cessful achievement and every stroke of good fortune. You would often hear one
hen remark to another, ‘Under the guidance of our Leader, Comrade Napoleon,
I have laid �ve eggs in six days’; or two cows, enjoying a drink at the pool,
would exclaim, ‘Thanks to the leadership of Comrade Napoleon, how excellent
this water tastes!’ The general feeling on the farm was well expressed in a poem
entitled Comrade Napoleon, which was composed by Minimus and which ran as
follows:

Friend of fatherless!
Fountain of happiness!
Lord of the swill-bucket! Oh, how my soul is on
Fire when I gaze at thy
Calm and commanding eye,
Like the sun in the sky,
Comrade Napoleon!

Thou are the giver of
All that thy creatures love,
Full belly twice a day, clean straw to roll upon;
Every beast great or small
Sleeps at peace in his stall,
Thou watchest over all,
Comrade Napoleon!

Had I a sucking-pig,
Ere he had grown as big
Even as a pint bottle or as a rolling-pin,
He should have learned to be
Faithful and true to thee,
Yes, his �rst squeak should be
\Comrade Napoleon!"

Napoleon approved of this poem and caused it to be inscribed on the wall
of the big barn, at the opposite end from the Seven Commandments. It was
surmounted by a portrait of Napoleon, in pro�le, executed by Squealer in white
paint.

Meanwhile, through the agency of Whymper, Napoleon was engaged in com-
plicated negotiations with Frederick and Pilkington. The pile of timber was still
unsold. Of the two, Frederick was the more anxious to get hold of it, but he
would not o�er a reasonable price. At the same time there were renewed ru-
mours that Frederick and his men were plotting to attack Animal Farm and
to destroy the windmill, the building of which had aroused furious jealousy in
him. Snowball was known to be still skulking on Pinch�eld Farm. In the mid-
dle of the summer the animals were alarmed to hear that three hens had come
forward and confessed that, inspired by Snowball, they had entered into a plot
to murder Napoleon. They were executed immediately, and fresh precautions
for Napoleon’s safety were taken. Four dogs guarded his bed at night, one at
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them low this time! And when they thought of how they had laboured, what
discouragements they had overcome, and the enormous di�erence that would
be made in their lives when the sails were turning and the dynamos running |
when they thought of all this, their tiredness forsook them and they gambolled
round and round the windmill, uttering cries of triumph. Napoleon himself,
attended by his dogs and his cockerel, came down to inspect the completed work;
he personally congratulated the animals on their achievement, and announced
that the mill would be named Napoleon Mill.

Two days later the animals were called together for a special meeting in the
barn. They were struck dumb with surprise when Napoleon announced that he
had sold the pile of timber to Frederick. Tomorrow Frederick’s wagons would
arrive and begin carting it away. Throughout the whole period of his seeming
friendship with Pilkington, Napoleon had really been in secret agreement with
Frederick.

All relations with Foxwood had been broken o�; insulting messages had been
sent to Pilkington. The pigeons had been told to avoid Pinch�eld Farm and to
alter their slogan from ‘Death to Frederick’ to ‘Death to Pilkington.’ At the
same time Napoleon assured the animals that the stories of an impending attack
on Animal Farm were completely untrue, and that the tales about Frederick’s
cruelty to his own animals had been greatly exaggerated. All these rumours
had probably originated with Snowball and his agents. It now appeared that
Snowball was not, after all, hiding on Pinch�eld Farm, and in fact had never
been there in his life: he was living | in considerable luxury, so it was said |
at Foxwood, and had in reality been a pensioner of Pilkington for years past.

The pigs were in ecstasies over Napoleon’s cunning. By seeming to be
friendly with Pilkington he had forced Frederick to raise his price by twelve
pounds. But the superior quality of Napoleon’s mind, said Squealer, was shown
in the fact that he trusted nobody, not even Frederick. Frederick had wanted
to pay for the timber with something called a cheque, which, it seemed, was a
piece of paper with a promise to pay written upon it. But Napoleon was too
clever for him. He had demanded payment in real �ve-pound notes, which were
to be handed over before the timber was removed. Already Frederick had paid
up; and the sum he had paid was just enough to buy the machinery for the
windmill.

Meanwhile the timber was being carted away at high speed. When it was all
gone, another special meeting was held in the barn for the animals to inspect
Frederick’s bank-notes. Smiling beati�cally, and wearing both his decorations,
Napoleon reposed on a bed of straw on the platform, with the money at his
side, neatly piled on a china dish from the farmhouse kitchen. The animals �led
slowly past, and each gazed his �ll. And Boxer put out his nose to sni� at the
bank-notes, and the imsy white things stirred and rustled in his breath.

Three days later there was a terrible hullabaloo. Whymper, his face deadly
pale, came racing up the path on his bicycle, ung it down in the yard and
rushed straight into the farmhouse. The next moment a choking roar of rage
sounded from Napoleon’s apartments. The news of what had happened sped
round the farm like wild�re. The banknotes were forgeries! Frederick had got
the timber for nothing!

Napoleon called the animals together immediately and in a terrible voice
pronounced the death sentence upon Frederick. When captured, he said, Fred-
erick should be boiled alive. At the same time he warned them that after this
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treacherous deed the worst was to be expected. Frederick and his men might
make their long-expected attack at any moment. Sentinels were placed at all the



tail chipped by a pellet. But the men did not go unscathed either. Three of
them had their heads broken by blows from Boxer’s hoofs; another was gored
in the belly by a cow’s horn; another had his trousers nearly torn o� by Jessie
and Bluebell. And when the nine dogs of Napoleon’s own bodyguard, whom he
had instructed to make a detour under cover of the hedge, suddenly appeared
on the men’s ank, baying ferociously, panic overtook them. They saw that
they were in danger of being surrounded. Frederick shouted to his men to get
out while the going was good, and the next moment the cowardly enemy was
running for dear life. The animals chased them right down to the bottom of the
�eld, and got in some last kicks at them as they forced their way through the
thorn hedge.

They had won, but they were weary and bleeding. Slowly they began to
limp back towards the farm. The sight of their dead comrades stretched upon
the grass moved some of them to tears. And for a little while they halted in
sorrowful silence at the place where the windmill had once stood. Yes, it was
gone; almost the last trace of their labour was gone! Even the foundations were
partially destroyed. And in rebuilding it they could not this time, as before,
make use of the fallen stones. This time the stones had vanished too. The force
of the explosion had ung them to distances of hundreds of yards. It was as
though the windmill had never been.

As they approached the farm Squealer, who had unaccountably been absent
during the �ghting, came skipping towards them, whisking his tail and beam-
ing with satisfaction. And the animals heard, from the direction of the farm
buildings, the solemn booming of a gun.

‘What is that gun �ring for?’ said Boxer.
‘To celebrate our victory!’ cried Squealer.
‘What victory?’ said Boxer. His knees were bleeding, he had lost a shoe and

split his hoof, and a dozen pellets had lodged themselves in his hind leg.
‘What victory, comrade? Have we not driven the enemy o� our soil | the

sacred soil of Animal Farm?’
‘But they have destroyed the windmill. And we had worked on it for two

years!’
‘What matter? We will build another windmill. We will build six windmills

if we feel like it. You do not appreciate, comrade, the mighty thing that we
have done. The enemy was in occupation of this very ground that we stand
upon. And now | thanks to the leadership of Comrade Napoleon | we have
won every inch of it back again!’

‘Then we have won back what we had before,’ said Boxer.
‘That is our victory,’ said Squealer.
They limped into the yard. The pellets under the skin of Boxer’s leg smarted

painfully. He saw ahead of him the heavy labour of rebuilding the windmill from
the foundations, and already in imagination he braced himself for the task. But
for the �rst time it occurred to him that he was eleven years old and that
perhaps his great muscles were not quite what they had once been.

But when the animals saw the green ag ying, and heard the gun �ring
again | seven times it was �red in all | and heard the speech that Napoleon
made, congratulating them on their conduct, it did seem to them after all that
they had won a great victory. The animals slain in the battle were given a
solemn funeral. Boxer and Clover pulled the wagon which served as a hearse,
and Napoleon himself walked at the head of the procession. Two whole days
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were given over to celebrations. There were songs, speeches, and more �ring of
the gun, and a special gift of an apple was bestowed on every animal, with two
ounces of corn for each bird and three biscuits for each dog. It was announced
that the battle would be called the Battle of the Windmill, and that Napoleon
had created a new decoration, the Order of the Green Banner, which he had
conferred upon himself. In the general rejoicings the unfortunate a�air of the
banknotes was forgotten.



remembered wrong. They had thought the Fifth Commandment was ‘No animal
shall drink alcohol,’ but there were two words that they had forgotten. Actually
the Commandment read: ‘No animal shall drink alcohol to excess.’
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they were free, and that made all the di�erence, as Squealer did not fail to point
out.

There were many more mouths to feed now. In the autumn the four sows
had all littered about simultaneously, producing thirty-one young pigs between
them. The young pigs were piebald, and as Napoleon was the only boar on
the farm, it was possible to guess at their parentage. It was announced that
later, when bricks and timber had been purchased, a schoolroom would be built
in the farmhouse garden. For the time being, the young pigs were given their
instruction by Napoleon himself in the farmhouse kitchen. They took their
exercise in the garden, and were discouraged from playing with the other young
animals. About this time, too, it was laid down as a rule that when a pig and
any other animal met on the path, the other animal must stand aside: and also
that all pigs, of whatever degree, were to have the privilege of wearing green
ribbons on their tails on Sundays.

The farm had had a fairly successful year, but was still short of money. There
were the bricks, sand, and lime for the schoolroom to be purchased, and it would
also be necessary to begin saving up again for the machinery for the windmill.
Then there were lamp oil and candles for the house, sugar for Napoleon’s own
table (he forbade this to the other pigs, on the ground that it made them fat),
and all the usual replacements such as tools, nails, string, coal, wire, scrap-iron,
and dog biscuits. A stump of hay and part of the potato crop were sold o�,
and the contract for eggs was increased to six hundred a week, so that that year
the hens barely hatched enough chicks to keep their numbers at the same level.
Rations, reduced in December, were reduced again in February, and lanterns in
the stalls were forbidden to save Oil. But the pigs seemed comfortable enough,
and in fact were putting on weight if anything. One afternoon in late February
a warm, rich, appetising scent, such as the animals had never smelt before,
wafted itself across the yard from the little brew-house, which had been disused
in Jones’s time, and which stood beyond the kitchen. Someone said it was the
smell of cooking barley. The animals sni�ed the air hungrily and wondered
whether a warm mash was being prepared for their supper. But no warm
mash appeared, and on the following Sunday it was announced that from now
onwards all barley would be reserved for the pigs. The �eld beyond the orchard
had already been sown with barley. And the news soon leaked out that every
pig was now receiving a ration of a pint of beer daily, with half a gallon for
Napoleon himself, which was always served to him in the Crown Derby soup
tureen.

But if there were hardships to be borne, they were partly o�set by the fact
that life nowadays had a greater dignity than it had had before. There were more
songs, more speeches, more processions. Napoleon had commanded that once a
week there should be held something called a Spontaneous Demonstration, the
object of which was to celebrate the struggles and triumphs of Animal Farm.
At the appointed time the animals would leave their work and march round
the precincts of the farm in military formation, with the pigs leading, then the
horses, then the cows, then the sheep, and then the poultry. The dogs anked
the procession and at the head of all marched Napoleon’s black cockerel. Boxer
and Clover always carried between them a green banner marked with the hoof
and the horn and the caption, ‘Long live Comrade Napoleon!’ Afterwards there
were recitations of poems composed in Napoleon’s honour, and a speech by
Squealer giving particulars of the latest increases in the production of foodstu�s,
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and on occasion a shot was �red from the gun. The sheep were the greatest
devotees of the Spontaneous Demonstration, and if anyone complained (as a
few animals sometimes did, when no pigs or dogs were near) that they wasted
time and meant a lot of standing about in the cold, the sheep were sure to
silence him with a tremendous bleating of ‘Four legs good, two legs bad!’ But
by and large the animals enjoyed these celebrations. They found it comforting
to be reminded that, after all, they were truly their own masters and that the
work they did was for their own bene�t. So that, what with the songs, the
processions, Squealer’s lists of �gures, the thunder of the gun, the crowing of
the cockerel, and the uttering of the ag, they were able to forget that their
bellies were empty, at least part of the time.

In April, Animal Farm was proclaimed a Republic, and it became necessary
to elect a President. There was only one candidate, Napoleon, who was elected
unanimously. On the same day it was given out that fresh documents had
been discovered which revealed further details about Snowball’s complicity with
Jones. It now appeared that Snowball had not, as the animals had previously
imagined, merely attempted to lose the Battle of the Cowshed by means of
a stratagem, but had been openly �ghting on Jones’s side. In fact, it was
he who had actually been the leader of the human forces, and had charged
into battle with the words ‘Long live Humanity!’ on his lips. The wounds on
Snowball’s back, which a few of the animals still remembered to have seen, had
been inicted by Napoleon’s teeth.

In the middle of the summer Moses the raven suddenly reappeared on the
farm, after an absence of several years. He was quite unchanged, still did no
work, and talked in the same strain as ever about Sugarcandy Mountain. He
would perch on a stump, ap his black wings, and talk by the hour to anyone
who would listen. ‘Up there, comrades,’ he would say solemnly, pointing to the
sky with his large beak | ‘up there, just on the other side of that dark cloud that
you can see | there it lies, Sugarcandy Mountain, that happy country where we
poor animals shall rest for ever from our labours!’ He even claimed to have been
there on one of his higher ights, and to have seen the everlasting �elds of clover
and the linseed cake and lump sugar growing on the hedges. Many of the animals
believed him. Their lives now, they reasoned, were hungry and laborious; was it
not right and just that a better world should exist somewhere else? A thing that
was di�cult to determine was the attitude of the pigs towards Moses. They all
declared contemptuously that his stories about Sugarcandy Mountain were lies,
and yet they allowed him to remain on the farm, not working, with an allowance
of a gill of beer a day.

After his hoof had healed up, Boxer worked harder than ever. Indeed, all the
animals worked like slaves that year. Apart from the regular work of the farm,
and the rebuilding of the windmill, there was the schoolhouse for the young



were seen to form the words, ‘I will work harder’; he had no voice left. Once
again Clover and Benjamin warned him to take care of his health, but Boxer
paid no attention. His twelfth birthday was approaching. He did not care what
happened so long as a good store of stone was accumulated before he went on
pension.

Late one evening in the summer, a sudden rumour ran round the farm that







X

Years passed. The seasons came and went, the short animal lives ed by. A
time came when there was no one who remembered the old days before the
Rebellion, except Clover, Benjamin, Moses the raven, and a number of the pigs.

Muriel was dead; Bluebell, Jessie, and Pincher were dead. Jones too was
dead | he had died in an inebriates’ home in another part of the country.
Snowball was forgotten. Boxer was forgotten, except by the few who had known
him. Clover was an old stout mare now, sti� in the joints and with a tendency
to rheumy eyes. She was two years past the retiring age, but in fact no animal
had ever actually retired. The talk of setting aside a corner of the pasture
for superannuated animals had long since been dropped. Napoleon was now
a mature boar of twenty-four stone. Squealer was so fat that he could with
di�culty see out of his eyes. Only old Benjamin was much the same as ever,
except for being a little greyer about the muzzle, and, since Boxer’s death, more
morose and taciturn than ever.

There were many more creatures on the farm now, though the increase was
not so great as had been expected in earlier years. Many animals had been
born to whom the Rebellion was only a dim tradition, passed on by word of
mouth, and others had been bought who had never heard mention of such a
thing before their arrival. The farm possessed three horses now besides Clover.
They were �ne upstanding beasts, willing workers and good comrades, but very
stupid. None of them proved able to learn the alphabet beyond the letter B.



dogs. Perhaps this was partly because there were so many pigs and so many
dogs. It was not that these creatures did not work, after their fashion. There
was, as Squealer was never tired of explaining, endless work in the supervision
and organisation of the farm. Much of this work was of a kind that the other
animals were too ignorant to understand. For example, Squealer told them that
the pigs had to expend enormous labours every day upon mysterious things
called ‘�les,’ ‘reports,’ ‘minutes,’ and ‘memoranda.’ These were large sheets of
paper which had to be closely covered with writing, and as soon as they were so
covered, they were burnt in the furnace. This was of the highest importance for
the welfare of the farm, Squealer said. But still, neither pigs nor dogs produced
any food by their own labour; and there were very many of them, and their
appetites were always good.

As for the others, their life, so far as they knew, was as it had always been.
They were generally hungry, they slept on straw, they drank from the pool, they
laboured in the �elds; in winter they were troubled by the cold, and in summer
by the ies. Sometimes the older ones among them racked their dim memories
and tried to determine whether in the early days of the Rebellion, when Jones’s
expulsion was still recent, things had been better or worse than now. They
could not remember. There was nothing with which they could compare their
present lives: they had nothing to go upon except Squealer’s lists of �gures,
which invariably demonstrated that everything was getting better and better.
The animals found the problem insoluble; in any case, they had little time for
speculating on such things now. Only old Benjamin professed to remember
every detail of his long life and to know that things never had been, nor ever
could be much better or much worse | hunger, hardship, and disappointment
being, so he said, the unalterable law of life.

And yet the animals never gave up hope. More, they never lost, even for
an instant, their sense of honour and privilege in being members of Animal
Farm. They were still the only farm in the whole county | in all England!
| owned and operated by animals. Not one of them, not even the youngest,
not even the newcomers who had been brought from farms ten or twenty miles
away, ever ceased to marvel at that. And when they heard the gun booming
and saw the green ag uttering at the masthead, their hearts swelled with
imperishable pride, and the talk turned always towards the old heroic days, the
expulsion of Jones, the writing of the Seven Commandments, the great battles in
which the human invaders had been defeated. None of the old dreams had been
abandoned. The Republic of the Animals which Major had foretold, when the
green �elds of England should be untrodden by human feet, was still believed
in. Some day it was coming: it might not be soon, it might not be within the
lifetime of any animal now living, but still it was coming. Even the tune of



become overgrown with birch saplings. The sheep spent the whole day there
browsing at the leaves under Squealer’s supervision. In the evening he returned
to the farmhouse himself, but, as it was warm weather, told the sheep to stay
where they were. It ended by their remaining there for a whole week, during
which time the other animals saw nothing of them. Squealer was with them for
the greater part of every day. He was, he said, teaching them to sing a new
song, for which privacy was needed.

It was just after the sheep had returned, on a pleasant evening when the
animals had �nished work and were making their way back to the farm buildings,
that the terri�ed neighing of a horse sounded from the yard. Startled, the
animals stopped in their tracks. It was Clover’s voice. She neighed again, and
all the animals broke into a gallop and rushed into the yard. Then they saw
what Clover had seen.

It was a pig walking on his hind legs.
Yes, it was Squealer. A little awkwardly, as though not quite used to sup-

porting his considerable bulk in that position, but with perfect balance, he was
strolling across the yard. And a moment later, out from the door of the farm-
house came a long �le of pigs, all walking on their hind legs. Some did it better
than others, one or two were even a trie unsteady and looked as though they
would have liked the support of a stick, but every one of them made his way
right round the yard successfully. And �nally there was a tremendous baying
of dogs and a shrill crowing from the black cockerel, and out came Napoleon
himself, majestically upright, casting haughty glances from side to side, and
with his dogs gambolling round him.

He carried a whip in his trotter.
There was a deadly silence. Amazed, terri�ed, huddling together, the an-

imals watched the long line of pigs march slowly round the yard. It was as
though the world had turned upside-down. Then there came a moment when
the �rst shock had worn o� and when, in spite of everything | in spite of their
terror of the dogs, and of the habit, developed through long years, of never
complaining, never criticising, no matter what happened | they might have
uttered some word of protest. But just at that moment, as though at a signal,
all the sheep burst out into a tremendous bleating of |

‘Four legs good, two legs better! Four legs good, two legs better! Four legs
good, two legs better!’

It went on for �ve minutes without stopping. And by the time the sheep
had quieted down, the chance to utter any protest had passed, for the pigs had
marched back into the farmhouse.

Benjamin felt a nose nuzzling at his shoulder. He looked round. It was
Clover. Her old eyes looked dimmer than ever. Without saying anything, she
tugged gently at his mane and led him round to the end of the big barn, where
the Seven Commandments were written. For a minute or two they stood gazing
at the tatted wall with its white lettering.

‘My sight is failing,’ she said �nally. ‘Even when I was young I could not have
read what was written there. But it appears to me that that wall looks di�erent.
Are the Seven Commandments the same as they used to be, Benjamin?’

For once Benjamin consented to break his rule, and he read out to her
what was written on the wall. There was nothing there now except a single
Commandment. It ran:
ALL ANIMALS ARE EQUAL
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BUT SOME ANIMALS ARE MORE EQUAL THAN OTHERS
After that it did not seem strange when next day the pigs who were su-

pervising the work of the farm all carried whips in their trotters. It did not
seem strange to learn that the pigs had bought themselves a wireless set, were
arranging to install a telephone, and had taken out subscriptions to John Bull,
TitBits, and the Daily Mirror. It did not seem strange when Napoleon was
seen strolling in the farmhouse garden with a pipe in his mouth | no, not even
when the pigs took Mr. Jones’s clothes out of the wardrobes and put them on,
Napoleon himself appearing in a black coat, ratcatcher breeches, and leather
leggings, while his favourite sow appeared in the watered silk dress which Mrs.
Jones had been used to wear on Sundays.

A week later, in the afternoon, a number of dogcarts drove up to the farm.
A deputation of neighbouring farmers had been invited to make a tour of in-






