Chapter 7


IT WAS a bitter winter. The stormy weather was followed by sleet and snow.

The humans said that it was not 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 true. Still, it had been decided to build the walls three feet thick this time instead of eighteen inches as before, which meant they had to collect much more stone. For a long time the quarry was full of snow and nothing could be done. They were always cold, and usually hungry as well. Only Boxer and Clover never lost heart. " 

In January food fell short. The corn ration was  reduced, and it was announced that there would be an extra potato ration instead. Then it was discovered that the frost had damaged most of the potatoes. For days at a time the animals had very little to eat. It looked as if they were going to starve. 

It was important that the outside world did not find out about this. After the windmill collapsed, the human beings were inventing new lies about Animal Farm. Once again they were saying that all the animals were dying of famine and disease, and that they were always fighting among themselves and that they were now cannibals and killed their babies

Nevertheless, towards the end of January it became obvious that they would have to get more food from somewhere. 


One Sunday morning Squealer announced that the hens, who had just come in to lay again, must hand over their eggs. Napoleon had accepted, through Whymper, a contract for four hundred eggs a week. The price of these would pay for enough food to keep the farm going till summer came . 

When the hens heard this, they complained terribly. They had been warned earlier that they might have to do this, but had not believed that it would really happen. They were just getting their eggs ready for the spring sitting, and they protested that to take the eggs away now was murder. 

For the first time since Jones had been thrown off the farm, there was something like a rebellion. The hens made a determined effort to stop Napoleon’s plans They flew  up to the rafters and there lay their eggs, which smashed to pieces on the floor. Napoleon acted quickly. He ordered the hens' rations to be stopped, and said that any animal who gave any food to a hen should be punished by death. The dogs made sure that these orders were carried out. For five days the hens held out, then they surrendered and went back to their boxes. Nine hens had died . Their bodies were buried in the orchard. 

All this while nobody had seen  Snowball. Rumour said he was hiding on one of the neighbouring farms, either Foxwood or Pinchfield.  Suddenly, early in the spring, something terrible was discovered. Snowball was secretly visiting the farm by night! The animals were so upset that they could hardly sleep in their stalls. Every night, it was said, he came creeping into the farm when it was dark .He stole the corn, he knocked over the milk buckets and  he broke the eggs. Whenever anything went wrong it became usual to blame Snowball for it. If a window was broken or a drain was blocked up, someone was certain to say that Snowball had come in the night and done it. Even the cows said that Snowball crept into their stalls and milked them in their sleep.. 

Napoleon said that there should be a full investigation into Snowball's activities. With his dogs he went round and  inspected all the farm buildings. At every few steps Napoleon stopped and sniffed the ground for traces of Snowball's footsteps, which, he said, he could recognise by the smell. He sniffed in every corner, in the barn, in the cow-shed, in the hen-houses, in the vegetable garden, and found traces of Snowball almost everywhere. He would stop and shout in a terrible voice, "Snowball! He has been here! I can smell him distinctly!". 

The animals were thoroughly frightened. In the evening Squealer called them together, and told them that he had some serious news to report. 

"Comrades!" cried Squealer,  "a most terrible thing has been discovered. Snowball has sold himself to Frederick of Pinchfield Farm, who is even now planning to attack us and take our farm away from us. And do you know what, he has been working with Jones all the time. It has all been proved by documents which he left behind him and which we have only just discovered. To my mind this explains a lot, comrades. Did we not see for ourselves how he tried to get us defeated and destroyed at the Battle of the Cowshed?" 

The animals were amazed. But it was some minutes before they could fully understand it They all remembered, or thought they remembered, how they had seen Snowball charging ahead of them at the Battle of the Cowshed; how he had encouraged them; and how he had not stopped for an instant even when Jones had wounded him with his gun. 

. Even Boxer, who seldom asked questions, was puzzled. He lay down, shut his eyes, and  said:

"I do not believe that," he said. "Snowball fought bravely at the Battle of the Cowshed. I saw him myself. Did we not give him 'Animal Hero, first Class,' immediately afterwards?" 

"That was our mistake, comrade. For we know now-it is all written down in the secret documents that we have found- that all the time he was betraying us to Jones.

 
"But he was wounded," said Boxer. "We all saw the blood" 

"That was part of the plan!" cried Squealer. "Jones's shot didn’t really hurt him. I could show you this in the documents, if you were able to read them. The plan was for Snowball to get us to run away and leave the farm to the enemy. And he very nearly succeeded. He  would have succeeded if it had not been for our  Leader, Comrade Napoleon. Do you not remember how, just at the moment when Jones and his men had got inside the yard, Snowball suddenly turned and ran, and many animals followed him? And do you not remember, too, that it was just at that moment that Comrade Napoleon ran forward with a cry of 'Death to Humanity!' and bit Mr Jones's leg? Surely you remember that, comrades?" said Squealer? 

Now when Squealer described the battle like this, it seemed to the animals that they did remember it. At any rate, they remembered that at an important moment of the battle Snowball had turned to run away. But Boxer was still a little uneasy. 

"I do not believe that Snowball was a traitor at the beginning," he said finally. "What he has done since is different. But I believe that at the Battle of the Cowshed he was a good comrade." 

"Our Leader, Comrade Napoleon," announced Squealer, speaking very slowly and firmly, "has clearly stated- clearly, comrade-that Snowball was Jones's spy from the very beginning-yes, and from long before the Rebellion was ever thought of." 

"Ah, that is different!" said Boxer. "If Comrade Napoleon says it, it must be right." 

"That is the true spirit, comrade!" cried Squealer, but it was noticed he gave a very ugly look to Boxer .. He turned to go, then paused and said: "I warn every animal on this farm to keep his eyes very wide open. For we have reason to think that some of Snowball's secret agents are hiding among us right now " 

Four days later  Napoleon ordered all the animals to meet in the yard. When they were all gathered together, Napoleon came out from the farmhouse, wearing both his medals (for he had recently awarded himself "Animal Hero, First Class," and "Animal Hero, Second Class"), with his nine huge dogs running  round him. 

Napoleon stood looking at them; then he gave a cry. Immediately the dogs jumped forward, seized four of the pigs by the ear and dragged them, crying  with pain and terror, to Napoleon's feet. The pigs' ears were bleeding, the dogs had tasted blood, and for a few moments they seemed to go  mad. Then three of them  threw  themselves upon Boxer. Boxer saw them coming and put out his great hoof, caught a dog in mid-air, and pinned him to the ground. The dog cried for mercy and the other two fled with their tails between their legs. Boxer looked at Napoleon to know whether he should crush the dog to death or let it go. Napoleon sharply ordered Boxer to let the dog go so Boxer lifted his hoof, and the dog went away crying. 

Soon all the noise died down.. The four pigs waited looking guilty.. Napoleon now ordered them to confess their crimes. They were the same four pigs as had protested when Napoleon abolished the Sunday Meetings. They immediately confessed that they had been secretly in touch with Snowball ever since he had disappeared. They also said that they had helped him destroy the windmill, and that they had  agreed with him to hand over Animal Farm to Mr. Frederick. They also said that Snowball had admitted to them that he had been Jones's secret agent all the time. 

When they had finished their confession, the dogs immediately tore their throats out, and in a terrible voice Napoleon asked  whether any other animal had anything to confess.

The three hens who had  tried to rebel about the eggs now  said  that Snowball had appeared to them in a dream and told them to disobey Napoleon's orders. They, too, were slaughtered. Then a goose confessed that he had stolen some corn and eaten it in the night. Then a sheep confessed she had urinated in the drinking  pool because Snowball had told her to. They were all slaughtered at once. And so the confessions and executions went on. Soon there was a pile of corpses lying before Napoleon's feet and in the air was the smell of blood. 

When it was all over, all the  animals, except for the pigs and dogs, crept away.  They were shaken and miserable. They did not know which was more shocking - the treachery of the animals who had worked  with Snowball, or the cruel punishment they had just seen. In the old days there had often been scenes of bloodshed which were just  terrible, but it seemed to all of them that it was far worse now that it was happening among themselves. Since Jones had left the farm, until today, no animal had killed another animal. Not even a rat had been killed. 

They had made their way on to the little hill where the half-finished windmill stood, and  all lay down  - Clover, Muriel, Benjamin, the cows, the sheep, and a whole flock of geese and hens-everyone, , except the cat, who had suddenly disappeared just before Napoleon ordered the animals to meet. For some time nobody spoke. Only Boxer remained on his feet. Finally he said: 

"I do not understand it. I would not have believed that such things could happen on our farm. It must be our fault. The solution, as I see it, is to work harder. From now onwards I shall get up a full hour earlier in the mornings." 

And he moved towards the quarry. Having got there, he collected two  loads of stone and dragged them down to the windmill before going to sleep for the night. 

The animals gathered around Clover, not speaking. The hill where they were lying gave them a  good view of the countryside.. As Clover looked down the hillside her eyes filled with tears. If she could have spoken her thoughts, it would have been to say that this was not what they had wanted when they rebelled against the human beings.  Terror and slaughter were not what they had looked forward to on that night when old Major first spoke about his dream. If she herself had had any picture of the future, it had been of a society of animals set free from hunger and the whip, all equal, each working as hard as he or she could.; the strong protecting the weak, as she had protected the ducklings with her leg on the night of Major's speech. Instead-she did not know why-they had come to a time when no one dared say anything, when fierce, growling dogs were everywhere, and when you had to watch your comrades torn to pieces after confessing to shocking crimes. There was no thought of rebellion in her mind. She knew that, even as things were, they were far better off than they had been in the days of Jones, and that above all they must  prevent the return of the human beings. Whatever happened she would stay faithful, work hard  and accept the leadership of Napoleon. But still, it was not for this that she and all the other animals had hoped and worked so hard.. It was not for this that they had built the windmill and attacked Jones and his gun. Such were her thoughts, though  she could not put them into words.

At last she began to sing Beasts of England. The other animals sitting round her took it up, and they sang it three times over-very tunefully, but slowly and sadly, in a way they had never sung it before. 

They had just finished singing it for the third time when Squealer, with two dogs, approached them.. He announced that Comrade Napoleon, had decided to abolish Beasts of England. From now onwards it was forbidden to sing it. 

The animals were shocked. 

"Why?" cried Muriel. 

"It's no longer needed, comrade," said Squealer stiffly. "Beasts of England was the song of the Rebellion. But the Rebellion is now completed. The execution of the traitors this afternoon proves that .All our enemies have been defeated. In Beasts of England we sang about a better society in the future.. But that society is now here. So there is no reason for us to sing it any more.
Frightened though they were, some of the animals might possibly have protested, but at this moment the sheep started bleating "Four legs good, two legs bad," which went on for several minutes and put an end to the discussion. 

So Beasts of England was heard no more. In its place Minimus, the poet, had composed another song which began: 

Animal Farm, Animal Farm,

Never through me shalt thou come to harm! 

and this was sung every Sunday morning after the hoisting of the flag. But somehow neither the words nor the tune ever seemed to the animals as good as Beasts of England. 

