Chapter 1

r. 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 al-
ways called, though the name under which he
had been exhibited was Willingdon Beauty) was
so highly regarded on the farm that everyone
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maBsa 1

ucrep I:xKoHc, x03auH Bapckoro gBopa, 3a-
M mep Ha HOYDL KYPATHUKU, HO 3a0BLI CIbAHY
PO Ja3bl AJIs MOJOAHAKA. IIpoiigsa HeTBepaALIMU
maramMy K 4epHOMY X0y, TaK UTO CBET OT ero (o-
HapA TaHIEBaJI IO CTOPOHAM, OH CKMHYJI CAIloTH,
HaleauJ u3 OOYOHKA B Oy(eTHOH! mIoCIeIHIO
KPY:KKY IHBa U IIOHSAJICS B CHAJbHIO, Tle YiKe
xpamnesia muccuc I[:KoHc.

Kak TosbkOo cBeT B cmajgbHe IIorac, BO BCeX
HAJABOPHBIX IIOCTPOMKAX HAUYaAJIOCh KOIIOIIEeHME
U mypuianue. J[[HeM IIpoOIIes CIyX, YTO CTapbIii
Ma:kop, Tpu30BOH XPAK IIOPOJALI MUAJIYANUT, YBU-
JleJl HOYbIO CTPAHHBIN COH UM 3aXOTeJl IOBEeJATh
0 HEeM JIPYTUM KUBOTHBIM. BBLIO peleHo, uTo ex-
Ba mucTep [:kKoHC yiiger K cebe, OHU Bce co0epyT-
ca B 0onpmom ambape. Crapwiit Maxop (Tak ero
BCerga Ha3blIBaJil, XOTdA HA BBICTABKaX OH 6BIJI na3-
BecTeH Imoj Kauukoit Kpaca YuiaamHrmoHa) mMmest
Ha (pepMe Takoii aBTOPUTET, UTO BCE COTJIACUJIUCH
HeJ0CTaTh Yac, JIUIIb ObI IIOCJIYIIATh ero.



Ixoppx Opyann

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 appear-
ance in spite of the fact that his tushes had never
been cut. Before long the other animals began
to arrive and make themselves comfortable af-
ter 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 them-
selves on the window-sills, the pigeons fluttered
up to the rafters, the sheep and cows lay down be-
hind 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. Clo-
ver was a stout motherly mare approaching mid-
dle 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 pow-
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CKoTHbI ABOP

B riry6une Oosbitoro amb6apa Ha 4eM-TO Bpoe
IIOMOCTa C OXaIlKoll coJIoMBbI yiKe pasjerca Ma-
JKOp — mon poHapeM, CBUCABIINM C Oaaku. Xps-
Ky IIleJI TPUHAAIATEIA T'OJ, M C HEKOTOPLIX IIOP
OH IIOTPY3HEJ, HO BCe ellle COXPaHAI BeJNYaBbIi
BUJ, MCIIOJHEHHLIA MYIAPOCTH M BEJIUKONYIINA,
XOTSA KJBIKM €My HHKOTZA He IIOAIIMJIMBAJIA.
Bckope Hauaau MOATATHUBATLCSI U APYTHUe JKUBOT-
HbIe, yCTpauBasach IOyAoOHee, KayKJoe Ha CBOU
aazn. IlepBeiMu aABuINCHL TpU cobaxu, Pomarlika,
H:xeccu u YxBar, a 3a HUMU CBUHbU, KOTOPBIE TYT
JKe paccesiich PAAKOM y caMoro momocrta. Kypbr
BCKOUMJINM HA ITOJOKOHHUKU, TOJYOU BCIOPXHYJIU
Ha CTPOINJIA, OBIIbI 1 KOPOBBI Pa3JIeTJINCh 10341
CBUHeI 1 MPUHAJNCH JKeBaTh KBauKy. CTermeHHO
ImepecTaBiAA KOCMAaThle KOIIbITA, IPUIILIN IBOE
JoMOBBIX Jomiagein — Boer u Kamka. Ouu Haua-
JU TOOTAThCA Ha MeECTe, cTapasch He pasmgaBUTh
Kakyno-HHOyIb MeJo3ry B cojmome. Kaimka Onlia
TPY3HOM KOOBLILJIOII He IIepBOIl MOJIOIOCTH, Pas-
JobOpeBllleii mocje 4eTBEpPTOro sKepebeHKa. Boerr
JKe — TrpoMajHasd KOHsATA enBa JU He B JBa Me-
Tpa POCTOM — CUJIOM PABHSAJCS ABYM OOBIUHBIM
Jomragam. Besas orMeTrHa Ha Xpamny IpuaaBaja
eMy IVIYIOBATBINI BUJ, Ja OH W BIIPaBAY He OJIu-
CTaJ YMOM, HO BCe yBaiKajlll ero 3a BBIZEPIKKY
M IIOpasuUTeJbHOe TPYyAoJo0ue. 3a JOIIaIbMU
ABUJINCL Oesiasg Kosza Miopuea m ocea Benmxa-
MUuH. BenmxaMuH ObLT CAMBIM CTAPBIM W CAMBIM
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Ixoppx Opyann

ers 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 soon-
er 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 usu-
ally 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 wander-
ing 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 Mol-
lie, 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, hop-
ing 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 final-
ly squeezed herself in between Boxer and Clover;
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CKoTHbI ABOP

BPeIHLIM M3 BCEX KMBOTHBIX Ha epme. OH mou-
TH BCerga MOoJYaJ, TOJbKO M3peaKa OTIIyCKaJl
IUHUYHBIE 3aMeYaHusa — K IIpUMepy, OH MOT 3a-
SIBUTH, 4YTO Bor masm eMy XBOCT, UTOOBI OTTOHSATH
MyX, HO OH OBI IpeAIoues, YTOObl He OBLIO HU
XBOCTAa, HU MyX. /I3 BCceX JKMBOTHBIX OH OOVH HU-
Korma He cMesscs. Ecau KTo-HMOyOb CIIpaliuBall
ero o0 sToM, benmxaMuH oTBeyaJs, UYTO He BUIUT
Huuero cMmemHoro. TeM He MeHee OH IIPHUBSI3aJI-
ca K Boiimy, XoTs HUKaK 3TOr0 He MOKAa3bIBAJ; II0
BOCKPECEeHbSIM OHI OOLIYHO IIAC/JIMCHL BMECTe B 3a-
TOHUYMEKE 3a CaJoM, IOIIAAbIBA II0 CTOPOHAM I He
roBOpPA HU CJIOBA.

Kak ToapKo Jomagm yJerimch, B amOap Be-
peHuIel BOEKATN YTATA, OTOMBIINECA OT YTKH.
OHU TOKPAKHBAJN U IIHBIPAJN TyAa-CIOHAa, IIbI-
TasgCh HANTHU MeCTO, I'le UX He pasgaBar. Kamika
BBITAHYJIa MOTYUYYyIO0 MEPEeIHIOI0 HOT'Y, OTOPOJUB
UX, TOUYHO CTEHOM, M yTATa yOOOHO YCTPOMJIHCH
U cpasy sajpeMay. B ImociegHO MUHYTY 3a-
114, JKeMaHsCh W Xpylas KyCKoM caxapa, Oeias
KoObLTKa MoJiim — XOpoIIeHbKas AYPOouYKa, KO-
TOpas BO3WJa APOKKH Mucrtepa [:xomcona. OHa
3aHsJIa MeCTO BOJIM3M IIOMOCTA M Haudaja IMOTPSA-
XUBaTh TI'PUBOH B HAaMEXIe IIOXBACTAThCA BILIE-
TEeHHBIMU B Hee KpacHbIMU JieHTaMu. Hakowerr,
SABUJIACh KOIIKA M, IO OOBIKHOBEHUIO IIPUIJIALEB
cebe caMoe TeIjoe MeCTeUKO, BTUCHYJIACh MEXKIY
Boiinnom u Karkoii; Tam oHa 0JaKeHHO IPOMYP-
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there she purred contentedly throughout Ma-
jor’s speech without listening to a word of what
he was saying.

All the animals were now present except Mo-
ses, 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 un-
derstand 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.

“Now, comrades, what is the nature of this
life of ours? Let us face it: our lives are miser-
able, laborious, and short. We are born, we are
given just so much food as will keep the breath
in our bodies, and those of us who are capable
of it are forced to work to the last atom of our
strength; and the very instant that our useful-
ness has come to an end we are slaughtered with
hideous cruelty. No animal in England knows the
meaning of happiness or leisure after he is a year
old. No animal in England is free. The life of an
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CKoTHbI ABOP

JIBIKaJia BCIO PeYb Mamopa, He ciyllad HU ean-
HOI'o CJioBa.

Temeps Bce XKUBOTHBIE OBLIN B cOope, He CUH-
Tasgi PyYHOTOo BopoHa Mowuces, cIaBIIero Ha Kep-
nu y uepHoro xoxa. Korma Maop ybenuiics, 4To
Bce YIOOHO YCTPOUJINCHL U T'OTOBBI €My BHUMAThD,
OH OTKAIIIAJICA M TPOUBHEC:

— ToBapuinu, BbI ysKe CJBIIIAJNA, YTO MHE
OPUCHUJICA CTPAHHBLIA COH MUHYBIIEH HOUYBIO.
Ho 06 sToM s eimfe moroBopio. A cmepBa CKa:Ky
Koe-uTo apyroe. f mymaio, TOBapHIIu, YTO Uepes
HECKOJIbKO MecAIleB MeHA C BaMHu y:Ke He Oyer,
U TIpeskIe, ueM s YMPY, SOJI BeJUT MHe IIepenaTh
BaM HAKOILTEHHYIO MYJAPOCTD. 1 IPOXKUII TOJITYIO
JKM3Hb, MHOTOe ycmesJ o0ayMmMaThb, Jie;ka B CBO-
eM 3aKyTe, M MOT'Y YTBEP!KIATh, UTO IIOHAI, KaK
yCTpoOeHa JKU3Hb Ha 3eMJie U KaKOBEI U3 ce0s Bce
JKUBYIIME HEIHE JKMBOTHBIE. BOT 00 3TOM A U X0Uy
TOBOPUTH C BaMMU.

— Tak BOT, TOBapuIM, KaK JKe yCTPOEHa 3Ta
Hamra Kus3Hb? JlaBailiTe NpWM3HaeM, YTO KU3Hb
Halra yoora, TpyAHa UM KOpoTKa. MbI poxkgaeMcs,
HaM JaloT POBHO CTOJIBKO €IbI, YTOOBI MEI He IPO-
TAHYJXA HOTHM, a4 TeX M3 Hac, KTO IIPUTOJeH K pa-
0oTe, IPUHYKIAIOT TPYAUTHCS, IIOKA He BBEIKMYT
BCE COKI1; a KaK TOJbKO MbLI IIepecTaeM IPUHOCUTDH
MOJb3y, HAC 3a0MBAIOT CAMBIM YUYAOBUIIHBIM 00-
pasom. Hu omHO KMBOTHOe B AHININU, €IBa €My
CTYKHEeT TI'OJi, He 3HaeT HU CYACThd, HU OTHALI-
xa. Hu omHo KuBoTHOEe B AHIVINM HEe CBOOOIHO.
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animal is misery and slavery: that is the plain
truth.

“But is this simply part of the order of na-
ture? Is it because this land of ours is so poor
that it cannot afford a decent life to those who
dwell upon it? No, comrades, a thousand times
no! The soil of England is fertile, its climate is
good, it is capable of affording food in abun-
dance to an enormously greater number of an-
imals than now inhabit it. This single farm of
ours would support a dozen horses, twenty cows,
hundreds of sheep — and all of them living in a
comfort and a dignity that are now almost be-
yond our imagining. Why then do we continue
in this miserable condition? Because nearly the
whole of the produce of our labour is stolen from
us by human beings. There, comrades, is the an-
swer to all our problems. It is summed up in a
single word — Man. Man is the only real enemy
we have. Remove Man from the scene, and the
root cause of hunger and overwork is abolished
for ever.

“Man is the only creature that consumes with-
out producing. He does not give milk, he does
not lay eggs, he is too weak to pull the plough, he
cannot run fast enough to catch rabbits. Yet he
is lord of all the animals. He sets them to work,
he gives back to them the bare minimum that
will prevent them from starving, and the rest he
keeps for himself. Our labour tills the soil, our
dung fertilises it, and yet there is not one of us
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WKu3HL :KMBOTHOTO — 3TO YOOMKECTBO 1 PabCTBO;
9TO UMCTasA IpaBaa.

— Ho 3aBegeH i1 Takoil IOPAAOK caMOli IIpu-
pomoii? B Tom s meJsio, UTO Hallla 3eMJIs Tak Oen-
Ha, YTO HE MOYKET 00eCHeUnTh JOCTOMHYIO KU3Hb
cBouM oburarenam? Her, ToBapuiiu, TeicsIUy pas
Het! 3eMuiss AHIVINK IJIOLOPOLHA, KJIMMAT CTpa-
HBI OJarofaTeH, M OHA MOJKET JaBaTh OOUJIBHYIO
MMUIIY TOPa3m0 OOJbIIEMY YKUCIY *KUBOTHBIX, UeM
ceituac ee HacenaroT. OgHa Hama pepma Morya ObI
obeceuunTh elle AI0KUHY Jolaaeii, 1BaaaTh KO-
POB, COTHH OBeIl — U BC€ OHU JKUJIU ObI B TAKOM
paszoJibe M AOCTaTKe, KaKue HaM TPYAHO U BOOO-
pasuth. [Touemy ke MBI TOTZIa BJIaYUM 9TO y6oroe
cyitecrBoBanue? IloToMy YTO IMOUTHM BCe MJIOABI
HAaIllero TpyAa mpucBamBaloT Joau. Bor, ToBapu-
1M, U OTBET Ha Bce Hamu O0eapl. OH BhIpasKaeTcs
B OOHOM CJIOBe: UeJIoBeK. YeJloBeK — Halll eIuH-
CTBEHHBIN MOMJINHHBIN Bpar. CTouT yopaTh deJio-
BeKa, ¥ HaBcerna OyayT BLIPBAHBI C KOPHEM T'OJIOJ
¥ HEeIIOCUJIBHBIN TPYI,.

— OpuH JUIIb YeJOBEeK IIOTpedJsgeT, HO Huue-
ro He npousBoguT. OH He JaeT MOJIOKA, He HECeT
ANIl, OH CJAUIIKOM CJa0bIii, YTOOBI IIaXaTh, CJIMIII-
KOM MeIJIeHHBII, YTOOBI JIOBUTEL KpoaunkoB. OxHa-
KO ’Ke OH BJIACTBYeT HaJ BceMU KMUBOTHbIMU. OH
3acraBjsdeT UX padoTaTh, HaeT JHUIIL CAMBIA MU-
HUMYM, 4YTOOBI He IOLOXJIN C TOJOAY, a OCTAIbHOE
Oeper cebe. Hamr Tpyxa Bo3zeabIiBaeT 3eMJII0, HAIII
HaBO3 yooOpsAeT ee, OJHAKO HUKTO M3 HAC He BJa-
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that owns more than his bare skin. 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 confinements and all your
labour in the fields, what have you ever had ex-
cept your bare rations and a stall?

“And even the miserable lives we lead are not
allowed to reach their natural span. For my-
self 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 hor-
ror 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
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JeeT HUYEM, KpoMe CBoell IKyphl. BoT BbI, KOPO-
BBI, JIeXKAIl[lle IIPeJo MHOM, CKOJBKO ThICSAY IaJji-
JIOHOB MOJIOKA JaJIM BBI 3a MPOILILIi roxg? W uto
CTaJIOCh C 3TUM MOJIOKOM, KOTOPBIM BbI MOTJIH ObI
BCIIOUTH KpenKux TeaAT? Bce oHO M0 mociegHei
KaIlJIX IIOILJIO B IVIOTKM HAIIMM Bparam. A BbI,
KYPBI, CKOJIBbKO SAUI[ BBl OTJIOMKUJIN 3a TPOIIIbIH
roJl, 1 U3 CKOJbKNX BBLLIYHUWJINCH IbIIIATa? Bee
OCTaJIbHBIE TIOILJIN HAa PHIHOK, YTOOBI [[JKOHC 1 eTo
JIIOOU BRIPYyUMJIN AeHbIu. A Twl, Kamka, roe TBou
YeTBepPO KepedAT, KoTopkie ObLIM ObI TeOEe OIMOPOoit
¥ PajocThio B ctapocTtu? Kaxmoro ms HuUX Ipona-
JU, eIBa UM CTYKHYJ T'Ol, — ¥ OOJIbIIIe Thl UX He
yBUAUIIEL. YeThbIpe pasa Thl BEIHANIMBAJIA U POKA-
Jia, a CKOJIbKO paboTaJjia B IIoJie — U UTO ThI HOJIY-
yujia B3aMeH, KpoMe CKy/IHOro maika u croiaa?

— Ho u Takme y6orue XU3HU y Hac oOpbIBa-
10T paHbIlle cpoka. CaM g He JKaJIyiOChb, s ONUH
M3 CUaCTIMBUMKOB. MHe IBeHAAATEL JIeT, 1 A II0-
PO YeThIpe ¢ JUIIHUM COTHU mopocAT. TakoBa
€CTeCTBEeHHAs KU3HL CBUHBY. Ho HU 0HO XUBOT-
HOe He cIaceTcs B KOHIEe OT CTPAIIIHOTO HOoMKa. Bor
BBI, MMOACBUHKHU, CUIAIINE IIPEeI0 MHOM, KaKIbIi
U3 BacC 3aBU3KUT CMEPTHBIM BH3I'OM Ha OOiiHe —
He mIpoiigeT u roga. Becex HAC JKIET BTOT yKaC: KO-
poOB, CBUHEM, Kyp, oBel — Bcex. [laike y somagei
u cobak cyabba He Jsyuiine. Bor T, Boel: B ToT
JKe IeHb, KaK 0cJIabeloT TBOM MOTYTHBIE€ MBIIIIIThI,
I:xoHC TTpomacT TebsA KMUBOIEPY, KOTOPHII mepe-
pe:xeT Tebe TVIOTKY ¥ CBAPUT TBOE MsCO HA KOPM
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