Chapter 10

YEARS passed. The seasons came and went. 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 a home for alcoholics 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. She was two years past the retiring age, but in fact no animal had ever actually retired. Napoleon was now a mature boar of twenty-four stone. 
Squealer was so fat that he could with difficulty see out of his eyes. Only old Benjamin was much the same as ever.

The farm was more prosperous now, and better organised. The windmill had been successfully completed at last.The windmill, however, had not after all been used for making electricity. It was used for corn, and brought in a big money profit. The animals were hard at work building yet another windmill; when that one was finished, so it was said, the dynamos would be installed. 

Somehow it seemed 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  because there were so many pigs and so many dogs. It was not that these creatures did not work. There was, as Squealer was never tired of explaining, endless work in supervising and organising the farm. Much of this work was of a kind that the other animals were too stupid to understand. 
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 worked hard in the fields; in winter they were troubled by the cold, and in summer by the flies. 
And yet the animals never gave up hope. More, they never lost their feeling of honour and privilege as  members of Animal Farm. They were still the only farm in the whole country that was owned and operated by animals.. And when they heard the gun booming and saw the green flag flying on the flagpole, their hearts filled with pride, and they began to talk about the old days, the expulsion of Jones, the writing of the Seven Commandments, the great battles in which the human had been defeated. They had not given up any of the old dreams. They still believed in the Republic of the Animals which Major had foretold. Some day it was coming: it might not be soon, it might not be in the lifetime of any animal now living, but still it was coming. Even the tune of Beasts of England was perhaps hummed secretly here and there: at any rate, it was a fact that every animal on the farm knew it, though no one would have dared to sing it aloud. 
One day in early summer Squealer ordered the sheep to follow him, and led them out to a field at the other end of the farm. 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.

It was just after the sheep had returned, on a pleasant evening when the animals had finished work and were making their way back to the farm buildings, that the terrified neighing of a horse sounded from the yard. It was Clover's voice. She neighed again, and all the animals  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, but with perfect balance, he was walking across the yard. And a moment later, out from the door of the farmhouse came a long line of pigs, all walking on their hind legs. Some did it better than others but every one of them walked round the yard successfully. And finally there was a tremendous barking of dogs and a loud crowing from the black cockerel, and out came Napoleon himself, majestically upright, looking proudly from side to side, and with his dogs running round him. 

He carried a whip in his trotter. 

There was a deadly silence. Amazed, terrified, standing together, the animals 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 they almost protested. But just at that moment, as though at a signal, all the sheep bleated- 

"Four legs good, two legs better! Four legs good, two legs better! Four legs good, two legs better!" 

It went on for five minutes without stopping. And by the time the sheep had stopped, the chance to make any protest had passed, for the pigs had marched back into the farmhouse. 

Benjamin felt a nose pushing at his shoulder. He looked round. It was Clover. Her old eyes looked dimmer than ever. Without saying anything, shepulled 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 looking wall with its white lettering. 

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

Benjamin  read out to her what was written on the wall. There was nothing there now except a single Commandment: 

ALL ANIMALS ARE EQUAL
BUT SOME ANIMALS ARE MORE EQUAL THAN OTHERS

After that it did not seem strange when next day the pigs who were supervising the work of the farm all carried whips in their trotters. It did not seem strange to learn that the pigs had bought themselves radio, were planning to install a telephone, and were reading newspapers and magazines. It did not seem strange when Napoleon was seen walking 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 put on  a black coat and trousers, while his favourite sow wore the silk dress which Mrs. Jones had worn on Sundays. 

A week later, in the afternoon, a number of carts drove up to the farm. A group of neighbouring farmers had been invited to inspect the farm. They were shown all over the farm, and expressed great admiration for everything they saw, especially the windmill. 
That evening loud laughter and singing came from the farmhouse. And suddenly, at the sound of the mixed voices, the animals became curious. What could be happening in there, now that for the first time animals and human beings were meeting as equals? Togetherthey began to creep as quietly as possible into the farmhouse garden. 

At the gate they paused, half frightened to go on but Clover led the way in. They tiptoed up to the house and looked in  the dining-room window. There, round the long table, sat half a dozen farmers and half a dozen of the more important pigs, Napoleon himself sat inthe seat of honour at the head of the table. The pigs appeared completely relaxed in their chairs Everybody had been enjoying a game of cards but had stopped to drink a toast.  Glasses were filled with beer. No one noticed the animals looking in  the window.

Mr. Pilkington, of Foxwood, had stood up, his glass in his hand. In a moment, he said, he would ask everybody to drink a toast. But before doing so, there were a few words that he felt he had to say. 
It made him really happy that a feeling of mistrust and misunderstanding had now ended. He and his friends had visited Animal Farm today and no longer had any doubts about it They had inspected every inch of it with their own eyes and what did they find? They found not only the most modern farming methods but also disciplined and hard working animals. He felt sure that the lower animals on Animal Farm did more work and received less food than any animals in the country. He and his friends had seen a lot of ideas that they would introduce on their own farms immediately. He was so delighted with the friendly feelings that now existed between Animal Farm and its neighbours.

And now, he said finally, he would ask everybody to make certain that their glasses were full. "Gentlemen," saidMr. Pilkington, "gentlemen, I give you a toast: To the future of Animal Farm!" 

Everybody cheered and stamped their feet. Napoleon was so pleased that he left his place and came round the table to clink his glass against Mr. Pilkington's before emptying it. When the cheering had died down, Napoleon, who had remained on his feet, said that he too had a few words to say. 

Like all of Napoleon's speeches, it was short.. He too, he said, was happy that the period of misunderstanding was at an end. For a long time there had been rumoursthat there was something revolutionary about Animal Farm. It was said that they had tried  to cause rebellion among the animals on neighbouring farms. Nothing could be further from the truth! Their only wish, now and in the past, was to live at peace and in normal business relations with their neighbours. 

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

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

There was the same hearty cheering as before, and the glasses were emptied. But as the animals outside looked at the scene, it seemed to them that some strange thing was happening. What was it that had changed in the faces of the pigs? Some of them had five chins, some had four, some had three. But what was it that seemed to be melting and changing? Then the cheering stopped and the animals crept silently away. 

But they had not gone twenty yards when they stopped . Shouting was coming from the farmhouse. They rushed back and looked through the window again. Yes, a violent argument was going on. There were shoutings and bangings on the table. 

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 pig to man again; but already it was impossible to say which was which. 
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