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Chapter One

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 off his boots at the back door, drew himself a last
glass of beer from the barrel in the scullery, and made his way up to bed, where Mrs. Jones
was already snoring.

As soon as the light in the bedroom went out there was a stirring and a fluttering all through
the farm buildings. Word had gone round during the day that old Major, the prize Middle
White boar, had had a strange dream on the previous night and wished to communicate it to
the other animals. It had been agreed that they should all meet in the big barn as soon as Mr.
Jones was safely out of the way. Old Major (so he was always called, though the name under
which he had been exhibited was Willingdon Beauty) was so highly regarded on the farm that
everyone was quite ready to lose an hour’s sleep in order to hear what he had to say.

At one end of the big barn, on a sort of raised platform, Major was already ensconced on his
bed of straw, under a lantern which hung from a beam. He was twelve years old and had
lately grown rather stout, but he was still a majestic-looking pig, with a wise and benevolent
appearance in spite of the fact that his tushes had never been cut. Before long the other
animals began to arrive and make themselves comfortable after their different fashions. First
came the three dogs, Bluebell, Jessie, and Pincher, and then the pigs, who settled down in the
straw immediately in front of the platform. The hens perched themselves on the window-sills,
the pigeons fluttered up to the rafters, the sheep and cows lay down behind the pigs and
began to chew the cud. The two cart-horses, Boxer and Clover, came in together, walking
very slowly and setting down their vast hairy hoofs with great care lest there should be some
small animal concealed in the straw. Clover was a stout motherly mare approaching middle
life, who had never quite got her figure back after her fourth foal. Boxer was an enormous
beast, nearly eighteen hands high, and as strong as any two ordinary horses put together. A
white stripe down his nose gave him a somewhat stupid appearance, and in fact he was not of
first-rate intelligence, but he was universally respected for his steadiness of character and
tremendous powers of work. After the horses came Muriel, the white goat, and Benjamin, the
donkey. Benjamin was the oldest animal on the farm, and the worst tempered. He seldom
talked, and when he did, it was usually to make some cynical remark—for instance, he would
say that God had given him a tail to keep the flies off, but that he would sooner have had no
tail and no flies. Alone among the animals on the farm he never laughed. If asked why, he
would say that he saw nothing to laugh at. Nevertheless, without openly admitting it, he was
devoted to Boxer; the two 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,
filed into the barn, cheeping feebly and wandering from side to side to find 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 mare who drew Mr. Jones’s trap, came mincing daintily in, chewing
at a lump of sugar. She took a place near the front and began flirting her white mane, hoping
to draw attention to the red ribbons it was plaited with. Last of all came the cat, who looked
round, as usual, for the warmest place, and finally squeezed herself in between Boxer and
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Early in October, when the corn was cut and stacked and some of it was already threshed, a
flight 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
Pinchfield, had entered the five-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.

This had long been expected, and all preparations had been made. Snowball, who had studied
an old book of Julius Caesar’s campaigns which he had found in the farmhouse, was in
charge of the defensive operations. He gave his orders quickly, and in a couple of minutes
every animal was at his post.

As the human beings approached the farm buildings, Snowball launched his first attack. All
the pigeons, to the number of thirty-five, flew to and fro over the men’s heads and muted
upon them from mid-air; and while the men were dealing with this, the geese, who had been
hiding behind the hedge, rushed out and pecked viciously at the calves of their legs.
However, this was only a light skirmishing manoeuvre, intended to create a little disorder,
and the men easily drove the geese off with their sticks. Snowball now launched his second
line of attack. Muriel, Benjamin, and all the sheep, with Snowball at the head of them, rushed
forward and prodded and butted the men from every side, while Benjamin turned round and
lashed at them with his small hoofs. But once again the men, with their sticks and their
hobnailed boots, were too strong for them; and suddenly, at a squeal from Snowball, which
was the signal for retreat, all the animals turned and fled through the gateway into the yard.

The men gave a shout of triumph. They saw, as they imagined, their enemies in flight, and
they rushed after them in disorder. This was just what Snowball had intended. As soon as
they were well inside the yard, the three horses, the three cows, and the rest of the pigs, who
had been lying in ambush in the cow-shed, suddenly emerged in their rear, cutting them off.
Snowball now gave the signal for the charge. He himself dashed straight for Jones. Jones saw
him coming, raised his gun and fired. The pellets scored bloody streaks along Snowball’s
back, and a sheep dropped dead. Without halting for an instant, Snowball flung his fifteen
stone against Jones’s legs. Jones was hurled into a pile of dung and his gun flew out of his
hands. But the most terrifying spectacle of all was Boxer, rearing up on his hind legs and
striking out with his great iron-shod hoofs like a stallion. His very first blow took a stable-lad
from Foxwood on the skull and stretched him lifeless in the mud. At the sight, several men
dropped their sticks and tried to run. Panic overtook them, and the next moment all the
animals together were chasing them round and round the yard. 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 off 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 five minutes of their invasion they were in ignominious retreat by the same
way as they had come, with a flock 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.”
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Chapter Seven

It was a bitter winter. The stormy weather was followed by sleet and snow, and then by a
hard frost which did not break till well into February. The animals carried on as best they
could with the rebuilding of the windmill, well knowing that the outside world was watching
them and that the envious human beings would rejoice and triumph if the mill were not
finished on time.

Out of spite, the human beings pretended not to believe that it was Snowball who had
destroyed the windmill: they said that it had fallen down because the walls were too thin. The
animals knew that this was not the case. Still, it had been decided to build the walls three feet
thick this time instead of eighteen inches as before, which meant collecting much larger
quantities of stone. For a long time the quarry was full of snowdrifts and nothing could be
done. Some progress was made in the dry frosty weather that followed, but it was cruel work,
and the animals could not feel so hopeful about it as they had felt before. They were always
cold, and usually hungry as well. Only Boxer and Clover never lost heart. Squealer made
excellent speeches on the joy of service and the dignity of labour, but the other animals found
more inspiration in Boxer’s strength and his never-failing cry of “I will work harder!”

In January food fell short. The corn ration was drastically reduced, and it was announced that
an extra potato ration would be issued to make up for it. Then it was discovered that the
greater part of the potato crop had been frosted in the clamps, which had not been covered
thickly enough. The potatoes had become soft and discoloured, and only a few were edible.
For days at a time the animals had nothing to eat but chaff and mangels. Starvation seemed to
stare them in the face.

It was vitally necessary to conceal this fact from the outside world. Emboldened by the
collapse of the windmill, the human beings were inventing fresh lies about Animal Farm.
Once again it was being put about that all the animals were dying of famine and disease, and
that they were continually fighting among themselves and had resorted to cannibalism and
infanticide. Napoleon was well aware of the bad results that might follow if the real facts of
the food situation were known, and he decided to make use of Mr. Whymper to spread a
contrary impression. Hitherto the animals had had little or no contact with Whymper on his
weekly visits: now, however, a few selected animals, mostly sheep, were instructed to remark
casually in his hearing that rations had been increased. In addition, Napoleon ordered the
almost empty bins in the store-shed to be filled nearly to the brim with sand, which was then
covered up with what remained of the grain and meal. On some suitable pretext Whymper
was led through the store-shed and allowed to catch a glimpse of the bins. He was deceived,
and continued to report to the outside world that there was no food shortage on Animal Farm.

Nevertheless, towards the end of January it became obvious that it would be necessary to
procure some more grain from somewhere. In these days Napoleon rarely appeared in public,
but spent all his time in the farmhouse, which was guarded at each door by fierce-looking
dogs. When he did emerge, it was in a ceremonial manner, with an escort of six dogs who
closely surrounded him and growled if anyone came too near. Frequently he did not even
appear on Sunday mornings, but issued his orders through one of the other pigs, usually
Squealer.

One Sunday morning Squealer announced that the hens, who had just come in to lay again,
must surrender their eggs. Napoleon had accepted, through Whymper, a contract for four
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But Benjamin was watching the movements of the men intently. The two with the hammer
and the crowbar were drilling a hole near the base of the windmill. Slowly, and with an air
almost of amusement, Benjamin nodded his long muzzle.

“I thought so,” he said. “Do you not see what they are doing? In another moment they are
going to pack blasting powder into that hole.”

Terrified, the animals waited. It was impossible now to venture out of the shelter of the
buildings. After a few minutes the men were seen to be running in all directions. Then there
was a deafening roar. The pigeons swirled into the air, and all the animals, except Napoleon,
flung themselves flat on their bellies and hid their faces. When they got up again, a huge
cloud of black smoke was hanging where the windmill had been. Slowly the breeze drifted it
away. The windmill had ceased to exist!

At this sight the animals’ courage returned to them. The fear and despair they had felt a
moment earlier were drowned in their rage against this vile, contemptible act. A mighty cry
for vengeance went up, and without waiting for further orders they charged forth in a body
and made straight for the enemy. This time they did not heed the cruel pellets that swept over
them like hail. It was a savage, bitter battle. The men fired again and again, and, when the
animals got to close quarters, lashed out with their sticks and their heavy boots. A cow, three
sheep, and two geese were killed, and nearly everyone was wounded. Even Napoleon, who
was directing operations from the rear, had the tip of his 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 off
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 flank,
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 field, 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 flung 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
fighting, came skipping towards them, whisking his tail and beaming with satisfaction. And
the animals heard, from the direction of the farm buildings, the solemn booming of a gun.

“What is that gun firing 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 off our soil—the sacred soil of
Animal Farm?”

“But they have destroyed the windmill. And we had worked on it for two years!”
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