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CHAPTER 1 

Mr. Jones, of the Manor Farm, had locked the hen-

houses for the night, but was too drunk to remember 

to shut the pop- holes. 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 
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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 
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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 
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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 

Clover; there she purred contentedly throughout 

Major's speech without listening to a word of what 

he was saying. 

All the animals were now present except Moses, 

the tame raven, who slept on a perch behind the back 

door. When Major saw that they had all made 

themselves comfortable and were waiting attentively, 

he cleared his throat and began: 

“Comrades, you have heard already about the 

strange dream that I had last night. But I will 

come to the dream later. I have something else to 

say first. I do not think, comrades, that I shall be 

with you for many months longer, and before I 

die, I feel it my duty to pass on to you such 

wisdom as I have acquired. I have had a long life, 

I have had much time for thought as I lay alone in 

my stall, and I think I may say that I understand 

the nature of life on this earth as well as any 

animal now living. It is about this that I wish to 

speak to you.” 
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And the harness from our back, 

Bit and spur shall rust forever, 

Cruel whips no more shall crack. 

Riches more than mind can picture, 

Wheat and barley, oats and hay, 

Clover, beans, and mangel-wurzels 

Shall be ours upon that day. 

Bright will shine the fields of England, 

Purer shall its waters be, 

Sweeter yet shall blow its breezes 

On the day that sets us free. 

For that day we all must labor, 

Though we die before it break; 

Cows and horses, geese and turkeys, 

All must toil for freedom's sake. 

Beasts of England, beasts of Ireland, 

Beasts of every land and clime, 

Hearken well and spread my tidings 

Of the golden future time. 
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The singing of this song threw the animals into 

the wildest excitement. Almost before Major had 

reached the end, they had begun singing it for 

themselves. Even the stupidest of them had already 

picked up the tune and a few of the words, and as for 

the clever ones, such as the pigs and dogs, they had 

the entire song by heart within a few minutes. And 

then, after a few preliminary tries, the whole farm 

burst out into 'Beasts of England' in tremendous 

unison. The cows lowed it, the dogs whined it, the 

sheep bleated it, the horses whinnied it, the ducks 

quacked it. They were so delighted with the song that 

they sang it right through five times in succession, and 

might have continued singing it all night if they had 

not been interrupted. 

Unfortunately, the uproar awoke Mr. Jones, who 

sprang out of bed, making sure that there was a fox in 

the yard. He seized the gun which always stood in a 

corner of his bedroom, and let fly a charge of number 

6 shot into the darkness. The pellets buried themselves 

in the wall of the barn and the meeting broke up 

hurriedly. Everyone fled to his own sleeping-place. 

The birds jumped on to their perches, the animals 

settled down in the straw, and the whole farm was 

asleep in a moment. 
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CHAPTER 2 
Three nights later old Major died peacefully in his 

sleep. His body was buried at the foot of the orchard. 

This was early in March. During the next three 

months there was much secret activity. Major's speech 

had given to the more intelligent animals on the farm 

a completely new outlook on life. They did not know 

when the Rebellion predicted by Major would take 

place, they had no reason for thinking that it would be 

within their own lifetime, but they saw clearly that it 

was their duty to prepare for it. The work of teaching 

and organizing the others fell naturally upon the pigs, 

who were generally recognized as being the cleverest 

of the animals. Pre-eminent among the pigs were two 

young boars named Snowball and Napoleon, whom 

Mr. Jones was breeding up for sale. Napoleon was a 

large, rather fierce-looking Berkshire boar, the only 

Berkshire on the farm, not much of a talker, but with a 

reputation for getting his own way. Snowball was a 
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more vivacious pig than Napoleon, quicker in speech 

and more inventive, but was not considered to have 

the same depth of character. All the other male pigs 

on the farm were porkers. The best known among 

them was a small fat pig named Squealer, with very 

round cheeks, twinkling eyes, nimble movements, and 

a shrill voice. He was a brilliant talker, and when he 

was arguing some difficult point, he had a way of 

skipping from side to side and whisking his tail which 

was somehow very persuasive. The others said of 

Squealer that he could turn black into white. 

These three had elaborated old Major's teachings 

into a complete system of thought, to which they gave 

the name of Animalism. Several nights a week, after 

Mr. Jones was asleep, they held secret meetings in the 

barn and expounded the principles of Animalism to 

the others. At the beginning they met with much 

stupidity and apathy. Some of the animals talked of 

the duty of loyalty to Mr. Jones, whom they referred 

to as "Master," or made elementary remarks such as 

"Mr. Jones feeds us. If he were gone, we should starve 

to death." Others asked such questions as "Why 

should we care what happens after we are dead?" or 

"If this Rebellion is to happen anyway, what 

difference does it make whether we work for it or 

not?", and the pigs had great difficulty in making 

them see that this was contrary to the spirit of 
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But they woke at dawn as usual, and suddenly 

remembering the glorious thing that had happened, 

they all raced out into the pasture together. A little 

way down the pasture there was a knoll that 

commanded a view of most of the farm. The animals 

rushed to the top of it and gazed round them in the 

clear morning light. Yes, it was theirs everything that 

they could see was theirs! In the ecstasy of that 

thought they gamboled round and round, they hurled 

themselves into the air in great leaps of excitement. 

They rolled in the dew, they cropped mouthfuls of the 

sweet summer grass, they kicked up clods of the black 

earth and snuffed its rich scent. Then they made a tour 

of inspection of the whole farm and surveyed with 

speechless admiration the ploughland, the hayfield, 

the orchard, the pool, the spinney. It was as though 

they had never seen these things before, and even now 

they could hardly believe that it was all their own. 

Then they filed back to the farm buildings and 

halted in silence outside the door of the farmhouse. 

That was theirs too, but they were frightened to go 

inside. After a moment, however, Snowball and 

Napoleon butted the door open with their shoulders 

and the animals entered in single file, walking with 

the utmost care for fear of disturbing anything. They 

tiptoed from room to room, afraid to speak above a 

whisper and gazing with a kind of awe at the 


