Animal Farm

Atthe gate they paused. half frightened to go on but Clover led the way in. They tiptoed up to the house, and
such animals a5 were tall cnough pecred in at the dining—room window. There. round the long table, sat half'a
dozen farmers and half'a dozen of the more cminent pigs. Napoleon himself occupying the scat of honour at
the head of the table, The pigs appeared completely at ease in their chairs The company had been enjoying o
game of cards but had broken off for the moment, evidently in order to ditnk 2 toast, A latge jug was
circulating, and the mugs were being refilled with beer. No one noticed the wondering fages of the animals

that gazed in at the window.

Mr. Pilkingtor, of Foxwood, had stood up, his mug in his hand. Ina moment, be said, he weuld ask the
present company to drink a toast. Bur before domp so, there were a few words that he felt it incumbent upon
him to say,

It was 2 source of grear satisfaction to him, he said—and, he was sure, to all others present—to feel thata long
period of mistrust and misunderstanding had now come to i end. There had been ¢ timenot that he, orany
of the present company, had shared such sentiments—but there had been 2 time when the respected proprictors
of Animal Farm had been regarded, he would not say with hostility, bur perhaps with a certain measure of
misgiving, by their human neighbours. Unfortunate incidents had occurred, mistaken ideas had been current.
Tt tizd boon felt that the existence of a farm owned and operated by pigs was somehow abnormal and was
liable to have an unsettling effeet in the neighbourheod. Toc many farmers had assumed, without duc
enquiry, that on such a farm a spirit of licence and indiscipling would prevail. They had been nervous about
the cffcets upon their own animals, or even upon their human employees, But all such doubts were now
dispelled. Today he and his friends had visited Animal Farm and inspected every inch of it with their owm
eyas, and what did they find? Not only the most up—~to—date methods, but a discipline and an orderliness
which sbould bean example toall farmers everywhere. He believed that be was right in szying that the lower
animals on Animal Farm did more work and received less food thon any animalsin the county, Indeed, he
and his fellow—visitors today had observed many features which they intended to introduce on their own
farms immediately,

He would end his remarks, he said, by emphasising once again the friendly feclings that subsisted, snd ought
to subsist, between Animal Farm and its neighbours, Between pigs and human beings there was not, and there
reed ot be, any clash of interests whatever. Their struggles and their diffigulties were one, Was not the
{abour problem the same everywhere? Here it became apparent that Mr, Pilkington was about to spring some
carefully prepared witticism on the company, but for a motnent he was too overcomie by amusement 1o be
able 1o utter it. After much choking, during which his various chins turned purple, he managed to get it out:
"[£you have your lower animals to contend with," he said, "we have our lower classes!™ This bom mot set the
table in a roar; and Mr. Pilkington once again congratulated the pigs on the low rations, the long working
hours, and the general absenee of pampering which he had observed on Animal Farm.

And now, he said finally, he would ask the company to rise to their feet and make certain that their glasses
were full, "Gentlemen," concluded My Pillangton, "gentlernen, I give you a toast: To the prosperity of
Aniraal Farm!”

There was enthusiastic cheering and stamping of feet. Napoleon was so gratified that he left his place and
came round the tzble to clink his mug agninst Mr, Pilkington's before emptying it. When the cheering had
died down, Napoleon, who had remained on his feet, intimated that he too had a few words to say.

Like all of Nopeleon's speeches, it was short and to the point. He 100, he said, was happy that the period of
misunderstanding was at an end. Fora long time there had been rumours—circulated, he had reasen to think,

by some malignant enemy—that there was something subversive and even revolutionary in the outlook of
himselfand his colieagues. They had been credited with attempting to stir up rebellion among the animals on
neighbouring farms. Nothing could be further from the mith! Their sofe wish, now and in the past, was to live
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at peace and In normal business relations with their neighbours. This farm which be hod the honowr to
conmrol, he added, was a co—operative enterprise. The title—deeds, which were in his own possession, were
owned by the pigs jointly.

He did not believe, he said, thatany of the old suspicions still {ingered, but certain changes had been made
recently in the routine of the farm which should have the effect of promoting confidence stiff further.
Hitherto the animals onthe farm had had o rather foolish custom of addressing one another as "Comrade.”
This was to be suppressed. There had also been a very strange custom, whose etigin was unknown, of
raarching evety Sunday morning past a bomr's skull which was nailed to o post in the garden. This, too, would
be stppressed, and the skull had already been buried. His visitors might have observed, too, the green flag
which flew from the masthead. If so, they would perhaps have noted that the white hoof and horn with which
it had previously been marked had now been removed. Tt would be a plain green flag from now onwards,

He had only one criticism, he said, to make of Mr. Pilkington's excellent and neighbourly speech. Mr.
Pilkington had referred throughout to "Animal Farm.” He could not of course know—for he, Napeleon, was
only now for the first time announcing it—that the name "Animal Farm”™ had been abolished. Henceforward
the farm was to be known as "The Manor Farm"™which, he believed, was its comect and original name.

*Gentlemen,"” concluded Napoleon, *1 will give you the same toast as before, but in a different form, Fill your
glasses tothe brim. Gentlemen, here is my toast: To the prosperity of The Manor Farm! *

There was the same hearty cheering as before, and the mugs were empticd to the dregs. But as the animals
outside gazed atthe scene, it scemed to them that some strange thing was happening. What was it thathad
altered i the faces of the pigs? Clover's old dim eyes flitted from one face to another, Some of them had five
chins, some had four, some had three. But what was it that scemed 10 be melting and changing? Then, the
applause having come to an end, the company took up their cards and continued the game that had been
interrupted, and the animals crept silently away.

But they had not gone twenty yards when they stopped short. An uproar of voices was coming from the
farmhouse, They rushed back and locked through the window again, Yes, o vielent quarrel was in progress,
There were shoutings. bangings on the table, sharp suspicious glonces, furious denials, The source of the
trouble appeared to be that Napoleon and Mr, Pilkington had each played an ace of spades simultoneously.

Twelve voices were shouting, in anger. and they were all alike. No question, now, what had happened to the
faces of the pigs. The creatures outside looked from pig to man. and from man to pig. and from pigto man
again; but already it was impessible to say which was which,
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"Boxer!" cried Clover in a terrible voice, "Boxer! Get out! Get out quickly! They're taking you to your
death!"

All the animals took up the cry of "Get out, Boxer, get out!" But the van was already gathering speed and
drawing away from them. It was uncertain whether Boxer had understood what Clover had said, But a
moroent later his face disappeared from the window and there was the sound of a tremendous drumming of
hoofs inside the van, He was trying to kick his way out. The time had been when a few kicks from Boxer's
hoofs would have smashed the van to matchwood, But alas! his strength had left him; and in a few moments
the sound of drumming hoefs grew fainter and died away. In desperation the animals began appealing to the
two horses which drew the van to stop. "Comrades, comrades!” they shouted, "Don't take your own brother to
his death! " But the stupid brutes, too ighorant 1o realise what was happening, merely set back their ears and
quickened their pace, Boxer's face did not reappear at the window. Too latc, somcenc thought of raging ahead
and shutting the five—barred gate; but in another moment the van was through itand rapidly disappearing
down the road. Boxer was never seen again.

Three days later it was announced that he had died in the hospital at Willingdon, in spite of recciving cvery
attention 2 horse could have. Squealer cameto announce the news to the others, He had, he said. been present
during Boxer's last hours,

"It was the most affecting sight T have ever seen!™ xaid Squealer, lifting his wotter and wiping away a tear. "I
was at his bedside at the very last. And at the end, almost too weak to speak, he whispered in my car that his
sole sorrow was to have passed on before the windmill was finished. ‘Forward, comrades!” he whispered.
‘Forward in the name of the Rebellion. Long live Animal Farm! Long live Comrade Napoleon! Napolzon is
always right,' Those were his very last words, comrades."

Here Squealer's demeancur suddenly changed. He fell silent for 2 moment, and his little eyes darted
suspicious glances from side te side before he proceeded.

It had come to his knowledge, he sxid, that a foolish and wicked rumour had been circulated af the time of
Boxer's removal. Some of the animals had neticed that the van which took Boxer away was marked "Horse
Slaughterer,” and bad actually jumped to the cenclusion that Boxer was being sent to the knacker's. It was

almost unbelicvable, said Squezler, that any animal could be so stupid, Surely, he cried indignantly, whisking
kis Ll and skipping from side to side. surely they knew their beloved Leader, Comrade Napoleos, better than
that? Butthe explanation was really very simple. The van had previously been the property of the knacker,
and had been bought by the veterinary surgeon., who had not yet painted the old name out. That was how the
mistake had arisen.

The animals were enormously relicved to hear this. And when Squealer went on to give further graphic
detzils of Boxer's death—bed. the admirable sare he had received, and the expensive medicines for which
Napoleon had paid without athought asto the cost, their last doubts diseppeared and the sorrow that they felt
for their comrade’s death was tempered by the thought that at least he had died happy.

Napoleon himself appeared at the meeting on the following Sunday morning and pronounced a short oration
in Boxer's henour. It had not been possible, he aid, to bring back their lamented comrade's remains for
interment on the farm, but he had ordered a large wreath to be made from the laurels in the farmbouse garden
and sent down to be placed ot Boxer's grave. And ina fow days' time the pigs intended to hold a memorial
banquet in Boxer's henour. Napoleon ended his speech with a reminder of Boxer's two favourite maxims, "1
will work harder” and "Comrade Napoleon is always right™maxims, he said. which every animal would do
well to adopt a3 his own.
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On the day appointed for the banquet, a grocet’s van drove up from Willingdon and delivered a lorge wooden
crate at the farmbouse, That night there was the sound of uproarious singing, which was followed by what
sounded like o violent quarrel and ended at about cleven o'clock with 2 tremendous erash of glass, No one
stirred in the farmhouse before noon on the fellowing day, and the word went round that from somewhere or
other the pigs had acquired the money to buy themsclves another case of whisky.

X

YEARS passed. The scasons came and went, the short animal Tives fled 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 m an inebriates”
home in another part of the country. Snowball was forgotten, Boxer was forgotten, except by the few who

had known him, Clover wasan old stout mare now, stiffin the joints and with a tendency to theumy eyes.
She was two years past the retiring age, but in fact no animal had ever aetaally retired. The talk of serting

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 difficulty sce out of his ¢ycs. Only
old Benjamin was much the same as ever, except for being a litle 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 ingrease was not so great as had been expected
in carlier years. Many animals had been bemn 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 fart posscssed three horses now besides Clover, They were fine upstanding beasts, willing workers and
good comrades, but very stupid. None of them proved able to leara the alphabet beyond the letter B. They
accepted everything that they were told about the Rebellion and the principles of Animaliss, especially from
Clover, for whom they had an almost filial respect: but it was doubtful whether they understood very much of
it.

The farm was more prosperous now, and better organised: it had overn been enlarged by two ficlds which had
been bought from Mr, Pilkington. The windmill bad been successfully completed at last, and the farm
possessed a threshing machine and a hay elevator of its own, and various new buildings had been added to it.
Whymper had bought himself a dogeart. The windmill. however, had not after all been used for generating
electrical power, It was used for milling corn, and brought in 2 handsome money profit, The animals were

hard at work building yet another windaill; when that one was finished, so it was said, the dynames would

be installed. But the luxurics of which Snowball had once taught the animals to drcam, the stalls with eleetric
light and hot and ¢old water. and the three—day week, were no longer talked about Napoleon had denounced
such ideas as coatrary to the spirit of Animalism. The truest happiness, be 32id, lay in working hard and
living frugally,

Somehow it scemed as though the farm had grown richer without making the animals themselves any
richer—except, of course, for the pigs and the 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, endiess wotk in the supervision and organisation of the farm. Much of this

work was of 2 kind that the other animals were too ignorant to understand, For example, Squealer told them
that the pigs had to expend crormeous labours every day upon mysicrious things called “files,” "reports,”
"mimstes,” and "memorandn.” These were large shects of paper which bad to be closely covered with writing,
and as soon as they were so covered, they were bumt in the furnace. This was of the highest impertance for

the welfire of the farms. Squealer said. But still, neither pigs nor dogs produced any food by their own labour;
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booklets on brewing and distilling. A week later Napoleon gave orders that the small paddock beyond the
orchard, which it had previously been intended to set aside as 2 grazing—ground for onimals who were past
work, was to be ploughed up, It was given out that the pasture was exhausted and needed re—seeding: but it
soon became known that Napoleon intended to sow it with barley,

Abeut this time there occurred a strange ineident which hardly anyone was able to understand. One night at
about twelve o'clock there was a loud erash in the yard, and the animals rushed out of their stalls. It was a
moonlit night. At the foot of the end wall of the bigg barn, whete the Seven Commandments were written,

there lay a ladder broken in two picces. Squealer, temporarily stunned, was sprawling beside it, and nearat
hand there lay alantern, a paint-brash, and an overturned pot of white paint. The dogs immediztely made 2
uing round Squealer, and escorted himback to the fannhouse a3 soon as he was able to walk. None of the
animals could form any idea as to what this meant, except old Benjamin, who nodded his muzzle with a
knowing air, and secmed to understand, but would say nothing.

But a few days fater Muriel, reading over the Seven Commandments to herself, noticed that there was yet
another of them which the animals had remembered wrong, They had thought the Fifth Commandment was
"No animal shall drink aleohol,” but there were two words that they had forgotten, Actually the
Commandment read: “No animal skall drink alcohol to excess.”

X

BOXERS split hoof was a long time in healing. They bad started the rebuilding of the windmill the day after
the victory celebrations were ended Boxer refused to take even 2 day off’ work, and made it s point of honour
not toletitbe scen that he was in pain, In the cvenings he would admit privately to Clover that the hoof
troubled him a great deal. Clover treated the hoof with poultices of herbs which she prepared by chewing
them, and both she and Benjamin urged Boxer to weork less hard, "A horse’s lungs do not last for ever," she

said to him. But Boxer would not listen. He had, he snid, only oneresl ambition lefti—to see the windmill well
under way before he reached the age for retirement.

At the beginning, when the laws of Animal Farm were first formulated, the retiring age had been fixed for
horses and pigs at twelve, for cows at fourtcen, for dogs at nine, for sheep at seven, and for hens and geese at
five. Liberal old—age pensions had been agreed upon, As yetno animal had actually retired on pension, but of
late the subjoct had been discussed more and more, Now that the small ficld beyond the orchard had been set
aside for barley, it was rumoured that a corner of the large pasture was to be fenced off and turned into a
grazing—ground for supernnnuated animals. For a horse, it was said, the pension would be five poumds of corn
2 day and, in winter, fifteen pounds of hay, with a carrot or possibly an apple on public holidays, Boxer's

twelfth birthday was duc in the late summer of the following year,

Meanwhile Tife was hard. The winter was as cold as the Inst one had been. and food was even shorter. Once

again all rations were reduced, except those of the pigs and the dogs. A too rigid equality in rations, Squcaler
cxplained, would have been contrary to the principles of Animalism. Inany case he had no difficulty in

proving to the other animals that they were not in reality short of food, whatever the appearances might be.

For the time being, certainly, it had beer found necessary to make 3 readjustment of ratfons {Squealer always
spoke of itasa "readjustment, never as a “reduction”), but in comparison with the days of Joncs, the
improvement was enormous. Reading out the figures in a shrill, rapid veice, he proved to them in detml thas
they had more oats, more hay, more turnips than they had had in Jones's day, that they worked shorter hours,
that their drinking water was of better quality, that they lived longer, that a larger proportion of their young
ones survived infimcy, and that they had more straw in their stalls and suffered less from fleas, The animals
believed every word of it. Truth to tell, Jones and all he stood for had almost faded out of their memeries,

They knew that life nowadays was harsh and bare, that they were often hungry and often cold, and that they
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were usually working when they were not asleep. But doubtless it had been worse in the old days. They were
gladto believe xo. Besides, in those days they had been slaves and now they were free, and that made all the
difference, as Sguealer did nor fuil te point out.

There were many more moliths to feed now. In the auturmn the four sows had all littered about
simultoncously, producing thirty—one young pigs between them. The young pigs were picbald, 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 pips were given their instruction by Napelcon himselfin the farmheuse kitghen,
They took their exercise in the garden, and were discournged 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 whatover 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 1o be purchased, and it would also be nccessary to begin saving wp again for the
maghinery for the windmill. Then there were lamp ¢il 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 off, and the contract for eggs wos incrensed to six hundred a weels, so that that year the hens
barcly hatched cnough chicks to keep their oumbers 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 scemed
comfortable ¢nough, and in fact were putting on weight if anything. One afterncon in late February a warm.
rich, appetising scent, such as the animals had never smelt before, wafied itself across the yard from the little
brew—house, which had beea disused in Jones's time, and which stood beyond the kitehen. Someone said it
was the smell of cooking barley. The animals sniffed 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
anneunced that from new onwards all barkey would be reserved for the pigs. The ficld 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 g galion for Napoleon kimself, which was always served to him in the Crown
Derby soup turcen.

But if there were hardships to be bome, they were partly offset by the fact that life nowadays had a greater

dignity than ithad had before, There were more songs, more specches, more processions. Napoleon had
commnanded that on¢e a week there should be held something called 2 Spontancous Demaonstration, the object
of which was to celebrate the struggles and triumphs of Animal Farm. At the appointed time the atimals
would leave their work and march round the precinets 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 flanked the procession
and at the head of all marched Napoleon's black cockerel. Boxer and Clover always carried between thema
green banmer marked with the hoof and the homand the caption, "Long live Comrade Napoleon! "

Afterwards there wete recitations of poems composed in Napoleon's honour, and a specch by Squealer giving
particulars of the latest increases in the production of foodstuffs, and on occasion 2 shot was fired from the

gun. The sheep were the greatest devotees of the Spontaneous Demenstration, and if anyone complaived {ag 2

fow animals sometimes did, when no pigs or dogs were near) that they wasted time and meant 2 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

feminded that, after 2l they were truly their own masters and tha the work they éid was for their own

benefit, S that, what with the songs, the processions. Squealet’s lists of figures, the thunder of the gun, the
crowing of the cockerel, and the fluttering of the flag, they were able to forget that their bellies were empty,

at least part of the time.
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immediately, and fresh precautions for Napoleon's safety were taken. Four dogs guarded his bed at night, one
at cach comner, and @ young pig named Pinkeye was given the task of tosting all his food before he ate it, lest
it should be poisoncd.

Al about the same time it was given our that Napolcon had arranged to sell the pile of timber 10 Mr.
Pilkington; he was also going to cnter into a regular agreement for the excharge of certain products between
Animal Farm and Foxwood. The relations between Napoleon and Pilkington, though they were only

conducted through Whymper, were now almost friendly. The animals distrusted Pilkington, as o human
being. but greatly preferred him to Frederick, whom they both fearcd and hated. As the summer wore on, and
the windmill neared completion, the rumours of an impending treacherous attack grew stronger and stronger,
Frederick, it was snid, intended to bring against them twenty men all armed with guns, and he had already
bribed the magistrates and police, so that if he could once get hold of the title—deeds of Animal Farm they
would ask ne questions, Moreover, terrible stories were leaking out from Pinchfield about the cruelties that
Frederick practised upon his animals, He had flogged an old horse to death, he starved his cows. he had killed

a dog by throwing it into the furnace, he anuscd himsclfin the cvenings by making coeks fight with splinters
of razor-blade tied 1o their spurs, The animaly' blood boiled with rage when they heard of these things
beingdone 1o their comredes, and sometimes they clamoured to be allowed to go outin o body and attack
Pinchficld Farm. drive outthe humans, and set the animals iree. But Squealer counsclled them to avoid rash
actions and trust in Comrade Napolcon's strategy.

Nevertheless, feeling against Frederick continued to run high. One Sunday morning Napeleon appeared in the
bam and explained that he had never at asy time contemplated sclling the pile of timber to Frederick: he
considered it beneath his dignity, he said, to have dealings with scoundrels of that description, The pigeons
who were still sent out to spread tidings of the Rebellion were forbidden to set foot anywhere on Foxwood,
and were also ordered to drop their former slogan of "Death to Humanity™ in favour of *Death to Frederick”
In the late summer yet another of Snowbail's machinations was laid bare, The wheat crop was full of weeds,
and it was discovered that on ang of his noctumnal visits Snowball had mixed weed seeds with the seed com.
A gander whe had been privy to the plot had confessed his guilt to Squealer and immediately committed
suicide by swallowing deadly nightshade berries, The animals now alse leamed that Snowball had never—as
many of them had believed hitherio—received the order of "Animal Hero7 First Clase.” This was merely a
legend which had been spread some time after the Banle of the Cowshed by Snowball himself. So far from
being decorated, he had been censured for showing cowardice in the bartle. Once again some of the animals
heard this with o certain bewilderment, but Squealer was soon able to convince them that their memories had
been at fault.

Inthe autumn, by a tremendous, exhausting: effort—for the harvest had to be gathered at almost the same
time—the windmill was finished, The machinery had till to be installed, and Whymper was negotiating the
purchase of it, but the structure was completed. In the tecth of every diffieulty. in spite of incxpeticnee, of
primitive implements, of bad tuck and of Snowball's treachery, the work had been finished punctually to the
very day! Tired outbut proud, the animals walked round and round their masterpiece, which appeared even
meorc beautiful in their ¢yes than when it had been built the first time, Morcover, the walls were twice as thick
s before. Nothing short of explosives would lay them low this time! And when they thought of how they had
laboured. what discourzpements they had overcome, and the cnotmous difference that would be made ir their
lives when the safls 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. Napeleon himself,
attended by his dogz and his cockerel, came down to inspect the completed work: he personally congratulated
the enimals on their achievement, and announced that the mill would be named Napoleon Mitl.

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

All relations with Foxwood had been broken off; insulting messages had been sent to Pilkington, The pigeons

had been told to avoid Pinchfield 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 untruc, and that the tales about Frederick's cruelty to hiz 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, iding on Pinchficld Farm, and in fact had never been there in his
life: he was living—in considerable luxury, s it was said—az Foxwood, and had in teality been a pensioner of
Pilkington for years past.

The pigs were in cestasics over Napoleon's cunning. By seeming to be friendly with Pilkington he had forced
Frederick to raisc his price by twelve pounds, But the superior quality of Napoleon's mind, said Squealer, was
shovwn in the fact that he tristed nobody, not even Frederick, Frederick had wanted to pay for the timber with
semething called o cheque, which, it scemed, was a picce of paper with a promise to pay written upon it. But
Napoleon was too clever for him. He bad demanded payment in real five-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
Jjust enough to buy the machinery for the windmill,

Meanwhile the timber was being carted awny at high speed. When it was all gone, another special mesting

was held in the bam for the animals to inspect Frederick’s bank—notes. Smiling beatifically, and wearing both
his decorations, Napolcon reposed onabed of strow on the platform, with the money at his side, neatly piled
on a china dish from the farmbouse kitchen, The animals filed slowly past, and each gazed his fill. And Boxer
put out hisnose to soiff at the bank—notes, and the fimsy white things stirred and rustled in hix breath.

Three days later there was a terrible hullsbaloo. Whymper, his face dendly pale. came racing up the path on

his bicycle, flung it down inthe yard and rushed straight into the farmhouse, The next moment a choking roat
of rage sounded from Napoleon's apartments. The news of what had happened sped round the farm like
wildfire. The banknotes were forgeries! Frederick had got the timber for nothing!

Napoleon called the animals together immediately and in a terrible veice pronounced the death scntence upon
Frederick, When captured. he said, Frederick should be boiled alive. At the same time he wamed them that
after this treacherous deed the worst was to be expected, Frederick and his men might make their
fong—cxpeeted attack at any moment, Sentinels were placed at all the approaches to the farm, In addition,
four pigcons were sentto Foxwood with a conciliatory message, which it was boped might ro—cstablish good
relations with Pilkington.

The very nextmorning the attack came, The animals were at breakfast when the look—outs came racing in
with the news that Frederick and his followers had already come through the five—barred gate. Boldly encugh
the animals salited forth to meet them, but this time they did not have the easy victory that they had had in the
Battle of the Cowshed, There were fificen men, with half a dozen guns between them, and they opened fire as
s0on as they got within fifty yards, The animals could not face the terrible explosions and the stinging pellets,
and in spite of the efforts of Napoleon and Boxer to rally them, they were soon driven back, A number of

them were already wounded. They took refuge in the farm budldings and poeped coutiously out from chinks
and knot-heles, The whole of the big pasture, including the windmill, was in the hands of the enemy, For the
momert even Napoleon seemed at a loss. He paced up and down without a word, his tail rigid and twitching,
Wistful glances were sent in the direction of Foxwood. If Pilkington and his men would help them, the day
might yet be won, But at this moment the four pigeons, who had been sent out on the day before, retumed,
one of them bearing a scrap of paper from Pilkington. On it was pencilled the words: "Serves you right.”
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