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Animal	farm	–	Adapted	Script	

Characters	
STORYTELLER/JONES/PILKINGTON	
The	Pigs	
OLD	MAJOR	
NAPOLEON	
SQUEALER	
SNOWBALL	
MINIMUS	
The	Horses	
BOXER	
CLOVER	
MOLLIE	
BENJAMIN,	a	donkey	
MOSES,	a	raven	
YOUNG	ANIMAL	

Scene	1	

STORYTELLER.	Mr	Jones	of	the	Manor	Farm	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,	drew	himself	a	last	glass	of	beer	from	the	barrel	in	the	
scullery,	and	fell	asleep	in	his	armchair,	alongside	Mrs	Jones.	
As	soon	as	the	light	went	out	there	was	a	sWrring	and	a	fluYering	all	through	the	farm.	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.	

The	next	speech	by	Old	Major	shall	be	played	as	a	voice	over	and	during	this	speech	there	will	
be	a	dumb	show	performed	by	the	cast	showing	the	hardship	and	exploita<on	of	animals		

MAJOR.	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	Wme	for	thought	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.	
Now,	comrades,	what	is	the	nature	of	this	life	of	ours?	Let	us	face	it:	our	lives	are	miserable,	
laborious	and	short.	We	are	born,	we	are	given	just	so	much	food	as	will	keep	the	breath	in	our	
bodies.	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	usefulness	has	come	to	an	end,	we	are	slaughtered	with	hideous	
cruelty.	
No	animal	is	free.	The	life	of	an	animal	is	misery	and	slavery:	that	is	the	plain	truth.	
But	is	this	simply	part	of	the	order	of	nature?	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	Wmes	no!	
Why	then	do	we	conWnue	in	this	miserable	condiWon?	Because	nearly	the	whole	of	the	
produce	of	our	labour	is	stolen	from	us	by	human	beings.	There,	comrades,	is	the	answer	to	all		
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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	forever.	
Man	is	the	only	creature	that	consumes	without	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	
the	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.	
Is	it	not	crystal	clear	then,	comrades,	that	all	the	evils	of	this	life	of	ours	spring	from	the	tyranny	
of	human	beings?	Only	get	rid	of	Man	and	the	produce	of	labour	would	be	our	own.	Almost	
overnight	we	could	become	rich	and	free.	What	then	must	we	do?	Why,	work	night	and	day,	
body	and	soul,	for	the	overthrow	of	the	human	race.	That	is	my	message	to	you	comrades.	
RevoluWon!	
I	do	not	know	when	the	RevoluWon	will	come,	it	might	be	in	a	week	or	in	a	hundred	years,	but	I	
know	that	sooner	or	later	jusWce	will	be	done.	Fix	your	eyes	on	that,	comrades,	throughout	the	
short	remainder	of	your	lives.	And	above	all,	pass	on	this	message	of	mine	to	those	who	come	
acer	you,	so	that	future	generaWons	shall	carry	on	the	struggle	unWl	it	is	victorious.	
And	remember,	comrades,	your	resoluWon	must	never	falter.	No	argument	must	lead	you	
astray.	Never	listen	when	they	tell	you	that	Man	and	the	animals	have	a	common	interest,	that	
the	prosperity	of	the	one	is	the	prosperity	of	the	other.	It	is	all	lies.	Man	serves	the	interests	of	
no	creature	except	himself.	And	among	us	animals	let	there	be	perfect	unity,	perfect	
comradeship	in	the	struggle.	All	animals	are	comrades.	
I	have	liYle	more	to	say.	I	merely	repeat,	remember	always	your	duty	of	enmity	towards	Man	
and	all	his	ways.	Whatever	goes	upon	two	legs	is	an	enemy.	Whatever	goes	upon	four	legs	or	
has	wings	is	a	friend.	And	remember	also	that	in	fighWng	against	Man,	we	must	not	come	to	
resemble	him.	Even	when	you	have	conquered	him,	do	not	adopt	his	vices.	No	animal	must	
ever	live	in	a	house,	or	sleep	in	a	bed,	or	wear	clothes,	or	drink	alcohol,	or	smoke	tobacco,	or	
touch	money,	or	engage	in	trade.	All	the	habits	of	Man	are	evil.	And,	above	all,	no	animal	must	
ever	tyrannize	over	his	own	kind.	Weak	or	strong,	clever	or	simple,	we	are	all	brothers.	No	
animal	must	ever	kill	any	other	animal.	All	animals	are	equal.	
And	now,	comrades,	I	will	tell	you	about	my	dream	last	night.	I	cannot	describe	that	dream	to	
you.	It	was	a	dream	of	the	earth	as	it	will	be	when	Man	has	vanished.	But	it	reminded	me	of	
something	that	I	had	long	forgoYen.	Many	years	ago	my	mother	used	to	sing	an	old	song	of	
which	she	knew	only	the	tune	and	the	first	three	words.	I	had	known	that	tune	in	my	infancy,	
but	it	had	long	since	passed	out	of	my	mind.	Last	night,	however,	it	came	back	to	me	in	my	
dream	-	and	what	is	more,	the	words	of	the	song	also	came	back	-	words,	I	am	certain,	which	
were	sung	by	animals	of	long	ago	and	have	been	lost	to	memory	for	generaWons.	I	will	sing	you	
that	song	now,	comrades,	and	when	I	have	taught	you	the	tune	you	can	sing	it	beYer	for	
yourselves.	It	is	called	'Beasts	of	England'.	

Beasts	of	England,	beasts	of	Ireland,	Beasts	of	every	land	and	clime,	Hearken	to	my	joyful	
=dings	Of	the	golden	future	=me.	
Soon	or	late	the	day	is	coming,	Tyrant	Man	shall	be	o'erthrown,	And	the	fruiEul	fields	of	
England	Shall	be	trod	by	beasts	alone.	
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	labour,	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	=dings	Of	the	golden	future	=me.	
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The	ANIMALS	learn	the	song.	
The	sound	of	JONES's	gun	interrupts	the	singing.	

Scene	2	(The	RevoluIon)	

STORYTELLER.	Three	nights	later	old	Major	died	peacefully	in	his	sleep.	
During	the	next	three	months	there	was	much	secret	acWvity.	The	work	of	teaching	and	
organising	everybody	was	done	by	the	pigs,	who	were	the	cleverest	of	the	animals.	The	three	
most	important	pigs	were	Snowball,	Napoleon	and	Squealer	who	began	to	develop	a	system	of	
thought	based	on	what	old	Major	had	said.	They	called	it	Animalism.	And	then	there	was	
Moses,	the	tame	raven,	who	was	Mr	Jones's	special	pet.	

MOSES.	Yeah,	hallelujah,	gather	round	brothers	and	sisters.	We're	all	gonna	live	on	Sugarcandy	
Mountain.	Up	there	friends,	up	there,	just	on	the	other	side	of	the	dark	clouds,	there	lies	
Sugarcandy	Mountain,	that	happy	country	where	we	poor	animals	shall	rest	forever	from	our	
labours.	Acer	we	die,	I	say	acer	we	die,	we	gonna	live	in	that	land,	where	it's	Sunday	seven	
days	a	week,	clover	is	in	season	all	the	year	round	and	lump	sugar	and	linseed	cake	grow	on	the	
hedges.	

STORYTELLER.	And	of	late	Mr	Jones	had	taken	to	drinking	more	than	was	good	for	him,	so	that	
he	sat	all	day	in	his	chair	in	the	kitchen	reading	the	newspapers	and	neglecWng	the	animals.	
The	Revolu<on	takes	place.	MR	JONES	is	expelled	from	Manor	Farm.	

SQUEALER.	Silence	for	Comrade	Napoleon!	

NAPOLEON.	Comrades.	Comrades.	Jones	has	gone.	The	RevoluWon	marks	our	first	step	on	the	
road	to	freedom.	The	farm,	our	farm,	hitherto	known	as	Manor	Farm	is	now	to	be	called	
Animal	Farm!	

SQUEALER.	Silence	for	Comrade	Snowball!	

SNOWBALL.	Comrades,	during	the	past	three	months	we	have	taught	ourselves	to	read	and	
write,	and	have	succeeded	in	reducing	the	principles	of	Animalism	to	Seven	Commandments	
which	from	now	on	will	form	the	law	by	which	we	all	shall	live.	
The	Seven	Commandments	are	as	follows:	
The	Commandments	are	revealed	at	the	back.	
SNOWBALL	reads	out	the	Commandments	and	the	ANIMALS	recite	them.	
1.	Whatever	goes	upon	two	legs	is	an	enemy.	
2.	Whatever	goes	upon	four	legs,	or	has	wings,	is	a	friend.	
3.	No	animal	shall	wear	clothes.	
4.	No	animal	shall	sleep	in	a	bed.	
5.	No	animal	shall	drink	alcohol.	
6.	No	animal	shall	kill	any	other	animal.	
7.	All	animals	are	equal.	

SNOWBALL.	Now,	comrades,	to	the	hayfield.	Let	us	make	it	a	point	of	honour	to	get	in	the	
harvest	more	quickly	than	Jones	and	his	men	could	do.	
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A	bucket	of	milk	arrives.	

MOLLIE.	What	is	going	to	happen	to	all	that	milk?	Jones	used	to	mix	some	of	it	in	our	food.	

NAPOLEON.	Never	mind	the	milk,	comrades.	That	will	be	aYended	to.	The	harvest	is	more	
important.	Comrade	Boxer	will	lead	the	way.	I	shall	follow	in	a	few	minutes.	Forward	comrades!	

STORYTELLER.	So	the	animals	trooped	down	to	the	hayfield	to	begin	the	harvest.	And	when	
Mollie	came	back	in	the	evening:	

MOLLIE.	Where's	the	milk	gone?	

STORYTELLER.	Mollie	-	the	white	mare	who	drew	Mr	Jones's	trap.	

MOLLIE.	Will	there	sWll	be	sugar	now	that	the	RevoluWon	has	happened?	

SNOWBALL.	No,	we	have	no	means	of	making	sugar	on	this	farm.	Besides,	you	do	not	need	
sugar,	you	will	have	all	the	oats	and	hay	you	want.	

MOLLIE.	And	shall	I	sWll	be	allowed	to	wear	ribbons?	

SNOWBALL.	Comrade,	those	ribbons	that	you	are	devoted	to	are	the	badge	of	slavery.	Can	you	
not	understand	that	liberty	is	worth	more	than	ribbons?	

MOLLIE.	But	can't	I	keep	this	preYy	blue	ribbon	I	found	in	the	farmhouse?	

SNOWBALL.	Ribbons	should	be	considered	as	clothes	which	are	the	mark	of	a	human	being.	

BOXER	flings	his	hat	away.	

STORYTELLER.	Boxer	the	carthorse	-	his	personal	moYo:	

BOXER.	I	will	work	harder!	

Scene	3	(A	new	Dawn)	

MOLLIE.	And	what	happened	to	the	milk?	And	what's	going	to	happen	to	the	apples	from	the	
orchard	that	you	have	said	are	for	your	use	only?	

NAPOLEON.	Squealer!	

SQUEALER.	Milk	and	apples,	now	this	has	been	proved	by	science	comrades,	milk	and	apples	
contain	substances	absolutely	necessary	to	the	well-being	of	a	pig.	We	pigs	are	brain-workers.	
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Day	and	night	we	are	watching	over	your	welfare.	It	is	for	your	sake	that	we	drink	the	milk	and	
eat	the	apples.	
Do	you	know	what	would	happen	if	we	pigs	failed	in	our	duty?	Jones	would	come	back!	Surely,	
comrades	-	surely	there	is	no	one	among	you	who	would	want	Jones	to	come	back?	(Exit	
Squealer)	

BOXER.	What	happened	at	the	meeWng	Clover?	

STORYTELLER.	Clover	the	mare	-	Boxer's	workmate.	

CLOVER.	Mollie	asked	about	the	milk	and	the	apples,	which	the	pigs	are	keeping	for	
themselves.	

MOLLIE.	And	the	lumps	of	sugar	from	the	farmhouse.	

CLOVER.	And	Squealer	said	the	pigs	need	those	things	to	help	them	run	the	farm	beYer.	

BOXER.	Is	that	true?	

MOLLIE.	No,	of	course	it	isn't.	It's	absolute	rubbish.	

BOXER.	No,	really,	is	that	what	Squealer	said?	

CLOVER.	Yes,	if	they	don't	have	the	milk	and	apples	they	won't	be	able	to	think	properly,	and	
then	Jones	might	come	back.	

MOLLIE.	He	always	gives	me	sugar.	

BOXER.	Oh,	we	don't	want	that.	

MOLLIE.	And	he	let	me	wear	preYy	ribbons.	

CLOVER.	No.	So	we	all	agreed	that	it	was	best	if	all	the	milk	and	apples	were	saved	for	the	pigs.	

MOLLIE.	One	blue,	one	red,	one	green	.	.	.	

BOXER.	And	do	you	think	that's	right	Clover?	

CLOVER.	Well,	everyone	agreed	so	it	must	be.	

BOXER.	Was	Comrade	Napoleon	there?	

CLOVER.	Yes.	

BOXER.	And	did	he	agree?	

CLOVER.	Yes,	he	asked	Squealer	to	speak	in	the	first	place.	

BOXER.	Oh,	well,	if	Comrade	Napoleon	says	it	then	it	must	be	right.	
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MOLLIE.	Honestly	Boxer,	you	are	stupid,	why	do	you	have	to	agree	with	everything	he	says?	

BOXER.	Well,	he's	the	cleverest	animal	on	the	farm,	isn't	he?	So	he	must.	.	.	

MOLLIE.	Who	says	so?	Benjamin's	clever,	Moses	was	clever,	and	so	was	Mrs	Jones,	she	used	to	
let	me	have	ribbons	all	the	Wme.	

CLOVER.	Oh,	Mollie,	stop	going	on	about	your	ribbons.	You	looked	silly	in	them	anyway.	

MOLLIE.	I	did	not.	I'm	not	silly.	At	least	I'm	beYer	at	reading	and	wriWng	than	you	are	Boxer,	and	
you	Clover.	

CLOVER.	Boxer	works	harder	than	any	of	us.	He	doesn't	have	much	Wme	to	learn	to	read	and	
write.	

MOLLIE.	How	much	of	your	A.B.C.	can	you	say,	Boxer?	I	bet	you	can't	get	as	far	as	I	can.	I	can	
get	up	to	M	which	starts	my	name.	

BOXER.	I	can	say	a	bit	

MOLLIE.	Go	on	then,	let's	hear	it.	

BOXER.	A.B.C.	

MOLLIE.	There	you	are	see	.	.	.	

CLOVER.	Give	him	a	chance,	let	him	have	a	think.	

BOXER.	A.B.C	.	.	.	

MOLLIE.	A.B.C.D.E.F.G	.	.	.	

CLOVER.	Mollie,	Mollie!	

SNOWBALL.	Comrades,	since	some	of	you	have	had	difficulty	in	learning	to	read	and	write,	we	
have	decided	to	reduce	the	Commandments	of	Animalism	to	a	single	easily	remembered	
maxim	-	FOUR	LEGS	GOOD,	TWO	LEGS	BAD	
The	ANIMALS	recite	the	maxim.	
Can	the	sheep	remember	it?	(The	SHEEP	recite	the	maxim).	

Scene	4	(The	Power	Of	Democracy)	
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STORYTELLER.	Early	in	October	news	arrived	that	Jones	and	all	his	men	were	coming	up	the	
track	that	led	to	the	farm.	Snowball.	..	

SNOWBALL.	Who	had	studied	an	old	book	of	Julius	Caesar's	campaigns.	

STORYTELLER.	Gave	his	orders	quickly.	
The	BaGle	of	the	Cowshed	takes	place.	

NAPOLEON.	It	has	been	decided	comrades	to	create	a	military	decoraWon	-	'Animal	Hero,	First	
Class'-	which	we	confer	on	Snowball	and	Boxer,	for	their	valiant	efforts	in	the	BaYle	of	the	
Cowshed.	

CLOVER.	Mollie,	I	have	something	very	serious	to	say	to	you.	This	morning	I	saw	you	looking	
over	the	hedge	at	the	end	of	the	long	meadow.	There	was	a	man	standing	on	the	other	side	of	
the	hedge	and	I	was	a	long	way	away,	but	I	am	almost	certain	I	saw	this	-	he	was	talking	to	you	
and	you	were	allowing	him	to	stroke	your	nose.		
What	does	that	mean	Mollie?	

MOLLIE.	He	didn't,	I	wasn't,	it	isn't	true!	

CLOVER.	Mollie,	look	me	in	the	face,	do	you	give	me	your	word	of	honour	that	the	man	was	not	
stroking	your	nose.		

MOLLIE.	It	isn't	true!	

STORYTELLER.	Three	days	later	Mollie	disappeared.	Nothing	was	heard	of	her	unWl	one	day	a	
pigeon	reported	.	.	

PIGEON.	I	saw	her,	between	the	shacs	of	a	smart	trap	painted	red	and	black	outside	a	pub.	A	
fat	red-faced	man	was	stroking	her	nose	and	feeding	her	with	sugar,	and	she	wore	a	scarlet	
ribbon	round	her	forelock.	She	looked	as	if	she	was	enjoying	herself.	

STORYTELLER.	None	of	the	animals	ever	menWoned	Mollie	again.	

NAPOLEON.	That's	all	very	well,	Comrade	Snowball,	but	I	sWll	maintain	sowing	a	bigger	acreage	
of	oats	will	serve	us	beYer	through	the	winter	and	that	the	soil	on	the	hillside	is	more	suitable	
for	root	vegetables.	

STORYTELLER.	Another	meeWng,	another	argument	between	Napoleon	and	Snowball.	

SNOWBALL.	But	Comrade	Napoleon	you	sWll	haven't	heard	the	most	important	part	of	my	plan	
yet.	

NAPOLEON.	Oh	yes,	what's	that?	

SNOWBALL.	The	building	of	a	windmill.	.	.	
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NAPOLEON.	A	what?	

SNOWBALL.	A	machine	operated	by	the	wind	to	generate	electricity	and	make	life	easier	for	all	
of	us.	It	could	be	made	to	operate	a	dynamo	and	supply	the	farm	with	electrical	power.	This	
farm	is	old-fashioned,	we	have	only	primiWve	machinery.	The	power	of	a	windmill	would	make	
our	work	so	much	easier,	and	leave	us	free	to	pursue	more	noble	tasks.	

NAPOLEON.	Well,	comrades,	how	do	we	feel	about	Snowball's	plan?	

SNOWBALL.	I'm	not	saying	it	will	be	easy	but	I	calculate	that	the	whole	thing	could	be	finished	
in	a	year.	Acer	that	so	much	labour	will	be	saved	that	we	will	only	need	to	work	three	days	a	
week.	Think	of	that,	comrades.	

NAPOLEON.	And	I	say	that	the	year	would	be	beYer	spent	increasing	food	producWon.	That	is	
our	greatest	need	at	the	moment.	If	we	waste	Wme	building	a	windmill,	we	will	all	starve	to	
death.	

CLOVER.	Vote	for	Snowball	and	the	three-day	week!	

SQUEALER.	Vote	for	Napoleon	and	the	full	manger!	
An	argument	ensues.	

NAPOLEON.	Comrades,	comrades	-	let	us	not	argue.	Let	us	vote	on	the	maYer,	and	abide	by	the	
decision	of	the	majority.	Now,	I	think	that	this	windmill	idea	is	a	piece	of	nonsense,	and	I	advise	
you	all	to	vote	against	it.	

SNOWBALL.	Let	us	rid	ourselves	of	the	chains	of	sordid	labour.	Electricity	can	do	that	for	us.	
Just	picture	our	lives	when	the	wonders	of	science	have	freed	us	from	our	daily	toil.	The	
windmill	will	operate	threshing	machines,	ploughs,	harrows,	rollers,	reapers	and	binders,	
besides	supplying	every	stall	with	light,	hot	and	cold	water	and	a	heater.	Let	us	move	forward,	
comrades,	to	an	age	of	true	freedom.	Let	us	forge	the	future	of	Animal	Farm	in	the	white	heat	
of	technology!	

At	a	sign	from	NAPOLEON,	the	DOGS	expel	SNOWBALL	from	the	farm.	

NAPOLEON.	From	now	on,	comrades,	the	weekly	meeWngs	will	come	to	an	end.	They	are	
unnecessary	and	a	waste	of	Wme.	In	future,	all	quesWons	relaWng	to	the	working	of	the	farm	
will	be	seYled	by	a	special	commiYee	of	pigs	presided	over	by	myself.	The	meeWngs	will	be	held	
in	private,	and	you	will	assemble	once	a	week	to	be	given	your	orders,	but	there	will	be	no	
more	debates.	Minimus,	you	young	porker,	walk	with	me.	

SQUEALER.	Comrades,	I	trust	that	every	animal	here	appreciates	the	sacrifice	that	Comrade	
Napoleon	has	made	in	taking	this	extra	labour	upon	himself.	Do	not	imagine,	comrades,	that	
leadership	is	a	pleasure	-	on	the	contrary,	it	is	a	deep	and	heavy	responsibility.	No	one	believes	
more	firmly	than	Comrade	Napoleon	that	all	animals	are	equal.	He	would	be	only	too	happy	to	
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let	you	make	your	decisions	for	yourselves.	But	someWmes	you	might	make	the	wrong	decision,	
comrades,	and	then	where	should	we	be?	
Suppose	you	had	decided	to	follow	Snowball	with	his	moonshine	of	windmills	-	Snowball,	who,	
as	we	now	know,	was	no	beYer	than	a	criminal.	

BOXER.	He	fought	bravely	at	the	BaYle	of	the	Cowshed.	

SQUEALER.	Bravery	is	not	enough.	Loyalty	and	obedience	are	more	important.	Discipline,	
comrades,	iron	discipline!	That	is	the	watchword	for	today.	One	false	step	and	our	enemies	
would	be	upon	us.	Surely,	comrades,	you	do	not	want	Jones	back?	Very	well	then,	let	Comrade	
Napoleon's	dedicaWon	be	a	shining	example	to	us	all.	Was	it	not	he,	acer	all,	who	said:	'All	the	
habits	of	Man	are	evil,	and	above	all,	no	animal	must	ever	tyrannize	over	his	own	kind'	?	

BOXER.	If	the	holding	of	meeWngs	means	that	Jones	will	come	back,	then	there	must	be	no	
more	meeWngs.	Comrade	Napoleon	says	it,	so	it	must	be	right.	

SQUEALER.	And	one	other	thing,	comrades,	Napoleon	has	decided	to	go	ahead	with	the	plans	
to	build	the	windmill.	Now	this	will	need	a	very	special	effort	from	all	of	you,	as	we	will	have	to	
carry	on	running	the	farm	while	the	windmill	is	being	constructed.	It	might	even	be	necessary	
to	reduce	your	raWons.	I	can	understand	your	surprise,	comrades,	but	you	see	Napoleon	has	
never	really	been	opposed	to	the	building	of	a	windmill.	In	fact,	the	idea	was	his	own	creaWon	
in	the	first	place,	and	Snowball	stole	it	only	to	make	himself	look	clever	in	your	eyes.	

CLOVER.	Why	then	did	Napoleon	speak	so	strongly	against	it	at	the	meeWng?	

SQUEALER.	Ah,	that	was	Comrade	Napoleon's	cunning.	He	appeared	to	oppose	the	windmill,	
only	to	get	rid	of	Snowball,	who	was	a	dangerous	character	and	a	bad	influence.	Now	that	
Snowball	is	out	of	the	way,	we	can	get	on	with	the	job.	That,	comrades,	is	what	is	known	as	
tacWcs.	TacWcs,	comrades,	tacWcs.	

BOXER.	Napoleon	is	always	right.	

The	building	of	the	windmill	begins.	

Scene	5		

NAPOLEON.	All	animals	will	work	a	sixty	hour	week,	and	in	future	there	will	be	work	on	Sunday	
acernoon	as	well.	This	work	will	be	strictly	voluntary,	of	course,	but	any	animal	not	reporWng	
for	work	will	have	his	raWons	cut	by	half.	
In	addiWon,	comrades,	Animal	Farm	will	begin	to	engage	in	trade	with	the	neighbouring	farm,	
simply	to	obtain	essenWal	materials	such	as	paraffin	oil,	nails,	string	and	iron	for	the	horses'	
shoes.	Therefore,	I	am	making	arrangements	to	sell	a	stack	of	hay,	part	of	the	current	year's	
wheat	crop,	and,	if	necessary,	a	percentage	of	the	egg	yield	to	a	neighbouring	farm.	You	should	
welcome	this	contribuWon	towards	the	building	of	the	windmill.	And	have	no	fear,	there	will	be	
no	need	for	any	of	you	to	come	into	contact	with	human	beings	which	would	be	most	
undesirable.	I	shall	take	that	burden	upon	myself,	and	make	all	the	arrangements.	

BENJAMIN.	'Ere	.	.	.	
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STORYTELLER.	Benjamin,	the	donkey	-	

BENJAMIN.	'Ere,	didn't	we	pass	a	resoluWon	someWme	back	about	not	having	nothing	to	do	
with	human	beings	and	not	engaging	in	trade?	

BOXER.	I	can't	remember	that.	

BENJAMIN.	And	about	money,	we're	not	supposed	to	handle	money.	

BOXER.	I	don't	know	about	that	Benjamin,	stop	being	so	miserable.	Aren't	you	happier	now	
that	Mr	Jones	has	gone?	

BENJAMIN.	I	don't	see	anything	to	laugh	at.	Donkeys	live	a	long	Wme.	None	of	you	has	ever	
seen	a	dead	donkey.	God	gave	me	a	tail	to	keep	the	flies	off,	but	I'd	sooner	have	no	tail	and	no	
flies	.	.	.(exit)	

CLOVER.	I	think	Benjamin	may	be	right.	I	seem	to	remember	when	old	Major	first	spoke	to	us	
on	that	historic	night	he	menWoned	something	about	money.	

BOXER.	Look	Clover,	I	don't	remember	anything	about	that.	I've	told	you	before,	don't	listen	to	
Benjamin.	He's	a	nice	enough	fellow	and	he	does	his	work	alright,	but	he's	always	grumbling	
and	going	around	the	place	looking	gloomy.	

CLOVER.	Yes	I	know,	but	he's	ocen	right	about	things.	He's	older	than	the	rest	of	us,	he	can	
remember	everything,	and	he	can	read	much	beYer	than	you	or	I	can.	

BOXER.	What's	that	got	to	do	with	it?	

CLOVER.	Well,	nothing	really.	

BOXER.	I	work	as	hard	as	I	possibly	can.	I	get	up	an	hour	earlier	in	the	morning,	and	ocen	work	
in	the	evening.	We've	got	to	get	the	windmill	finished.	I	haven't	got	Wme	to	look	at	books,	and	
learn	to	read	and	write.	It's	what	you're	best	at	that	counts.	

CLOVER.	Yes,	of	course,	Boxer,	nobody	works	harder	than	you,	and	we	all	respect	you	for	it.	I	
didn't	mean	to	upset	you.	I	believe	in	the	RevoluWon,	and	the	work	that	Napoleon	is	doing	as	
much	as	you	do.	It's	just	that	someWmes	things	don't	seem	to	happen	the	way	that	Major	said	
they	would.	

BOXER.	We	mustn't	think	too	hard	about	it	Clover.	We	must	trust	Napoleon,	he	knows	best.	

CLOVER.	I'm	sure	you're	right.	

SQUEALER.	Penny	for	them,	Comrade	Boxer?	

BOXER.	Clover	and	I	were	just	discussing	Comrade	Napoleon's	speech	on	trade.	

SQUEALER.	And	what	conclusions	did	you	come	to?	
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BOXER.	Oh,	that	he's	right	of	course.	It's	just	that	old	Benjamin,	you	know	how	he	is,	seemed	to	
think	we'd	passed	some	resoluWon	about	not	talking	to	humans	or	trading	with	them.	And	
Clover	.	.	.	

SQUEALER.	Yes	.	.	.	

CLOVER.	I	thought	he	might	be	right.	

SQUEALER.	Are	you	certain	that	this	is	not	something	you	have	dreamed,	comrades?	You	only	
imagine	that	we	passed	these	resoluWons	because	of	the	lies	spread	about	by	that	traitor	
Snowball.	Have	you	any	record	of	them?	Are	they	wriYen	down	anywhere?	No,	of	course	they	
aren't,	so	let	us	all	carry	on	with	our	work,	and	leave	Comrade	Napoleon	to	worry	about	these	
other	things.	

BOXER.	There	you	are	you	see.	Comrade	Napoleon	is	always	right.	If	he	thinks	it's	best	that	we	
should	sell	things,	then	that	is	what	we	should	do.	

CLOVER.	Yes,	I	know,	but	I'm	sure	it's	not	a	good	idea	to	have	anything	to	do	with	human	
beings.	Major	did	warn	us	about	that,	and	what	he	said	then	should	guide	us	in	what	we	do	
now.	

BOXER.	He	isn't	here	anymore.	If	he	was,	he'd	agree	with	Napoleon.	

CLOVER.	That's	something	we'll	never	know.	

BOXER.	No,	of	course	not.	

CLOVER.	But	Benjamin	does	have	a	good	memory.	

BENJAMIN.	(entering)I've	seen	them!	

CLOVER.	What?	

BENJAMIN.	I	said	I've	seen	them.	

BOXER.	Who?	

BENJAMIN.	Napoleon,	Squealer	and	all	the	other	pigs.They've	moved	into	the	farmhouse.	
They're	living	there.		

BOXER.	I	don't	believe	you.	

BENJAMIN.	But	it's	true	I	tell	you.	I	looked	through	the	kitchen	window,	and	there	was	Squealer	
siqng	in	a	chair	with	his	legs	up	on	the	table,	reading	a	newspaper.	

BOXER.	I	simply	don't	believe	you.	
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BENJAMIN.	I	saw	it.	And	all	the	other	pigs	were	siqng	around	the	table,	munching	apples	and	
drinking	milk.		

BOXER.	Well,	maybe	they	need	to	be	in	the	farmhouse,	so	that.	..	

BENJAMIN.	But	that's	not	all,	one	of	the	pigeons	flew	past	the	upstairs	windows	of	the	
farmhouse	yesterday,	and	you'll	never	guess	what	she	saw	-	Go	on,	tell	them	what	you	saw	.	.	.	

PIGEON.	Well,	in	the	big	room	where	Mr	and	Mrs	Jones	used	to	sleep	in	the	big	bed	-	Napoleon	
was	stretched	out	on	the	bed	fast	asleep	and	snoring	very	loudly.	

BENJAMIN.	There,	you	see.	

BOXER.	How	could	you	see	all	this	if	you	flew	past	the	window?	

PIGEON.	I	didn't	only	fly	past,	comrade,	I	perched	on	the	windowsill	and	had	a	good	look.	

CLOVER.	And	saw	Napoleon	asleep	in	the	bed	and	heard	him	snoring?	

PIGEON.	Yes,	comrade,	the	window	was	open.	

CLOVER.	When	was	this?	

PIGEON.	About	two	hours	ago,	comrade.	

BOXER.	Napoleon	needs	to	rest.	He	works	very	hard	for	all	of	us.	He'd	probably	been	working	
late	last	night	and	got	Wred.	

BENJAMIN.	But	he	was	sleeping	in	a	bed.	

BOXER.	Well,	so	what?	

BENJAMIN.	The	Fourth	Commandment!	

SQUEALER	'adjusts'	the	Fourth	Commandment.	

BOXER.	What?	

CLOVER.	Yes,	of	course,	Boxer,	Benjamin's	right.	The	Fourth	Commandment	says,	'No	animal	
shall	sleep	in	a	bed.'	So,	if	Comrade	Napoleon's	sleeping	in	one,	it's	only	right	that	we	should	
tell	the	others.	

BOXER.	Oh,	I	don't	know	about	that.	

BENJAMIN.	Stop	being	so	stubborn	Boxer.	
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BOXER.	Well,	you	leave	me	out	of	it,	I	don't	want	to	cause	any	trouble.	I	just	want	to	get	on	
with	my	work.	You	talk	to	them	Clover,	if	you	like.	Nobody	ever	listens	to	me.	You	bring	it	up	at	
the	next	meeWng.	

CLOVER.	I'm	not	very	good	at	talking	in	front	of	all	the	others.	Benjamin,	it	would	be	best	if	you	
did	it.	

BENJAMIN.	No,	they'll	listen	to	you.	If	you	start	it	off,	I'll	support	you.	

BOXER.	You	be	careful	Clover,	don't	get	mixed	up	in	something	which	is	going	to	upset	
things	.	.	.	

CLOVER.	Benjamin	read	the	Fourth	Commandment.	

BENJAMIN.	It	says	-	'No	animal	shall	sleep	in	a	bed	.	.	.	with	sheets.'	

SQUEALER.	So,	comrades,	you	have	heard	that	we	pigs	are	now	sleeping	in	the	beds	of	the	
farmhouse?	And	why	not?	You	did	not	suppose,	surely,	that	there	was	ever	a	ruling	against	
beds.	A	bed	merely	means	a	place	to	sleep	in.	A	pile	of	straw	in	a	stall	is	a	bed,	properly	
regarded.	The	rule	was	against	sheets	which	are	a	human	invenWon.	We	have	removed	the	
sheets	from	the	farmhouse	beds,	and	sleep	between	blankets.	And	very	comfortable	they	are	
too!	But	not	more	comfortable	than	we	need,	I	can	tell	you,	comrades,	with	all	the	brain	work	
we	have	to	do	nowadays.	You	would	not	have	us	too	Wred	to	carry	out	our	duWes.	Surely	none	
of	you	wishes	to	see	Jones	back?	Well?		

CLOVER,	BENJAMIN	and	BOXER.	No,	comrade.		

SQUEALER.	Very	well	then.	Because	he	will	come	back,	I	assure	you,	if	we	are	not	lec	to	get	on	
with	our	work	in	peace	and	quiet.	Oh,	one	other	thing,	from	now	on	we'll	be	geqng	up	one	
hour	later	in	the	mornings	than	the	rest	of	you,	OK?	

BOXER.	There	you	see,	I	told	you	not	to	meddle.	

Scene	6	

ANIMAL	1.	He	visits	the	farm	at	night.	I've	seen	him.		

ANIMAL	2.	Who?	

ANIMAL	3.	Snowball,	of	course.	He	must	have	stolen	all	that	corn	which	went	missing	two	days	
ago.	

ANIMAL	1.	Yes,	and	broken	all	those	eggs,	which	were	ready	for	market.	

ANIMAL	3.	He's	taken	the	key	to	the	store-shed	and	thrown	it	down	the	well.	

ANIMAL	1.	He's	stolen	the	apples	from	the	orchard.	
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ANIMAL	2.	Broken	windows.	

ANIMAL	3.	Destroyed	fences.	

ANIMAL	1.	Poisoned	the	milk.	

ANIMAL	2.	Blocked	the	drains.	

ANIMAL	3.	Uprooted	the	crops.	

ANIMAL	1.	ThroYled	the	chickens.	

SQUEALER.	And	generally	proved	himself	to	be	the	swine	that	he	always	was.	Comrades!	A	
most	terrible	thing	has	been	discovered.	Snowball	was	in	league	with	Jones	from	the	very	start.	
He	was	Jones's	secret	agent	all	the	Wme.	It	has	all	been	proved	by	documents	which	he	lec	
behind	him	and	which	we	have	only	just	discovered.	To	my	mind	this	explains	a	great	deal,	
comrades.	Did	we	not	see	for	ourselves	how	he	aYempted,	fortunately	without	success,	to	get	
us	defeated	and	destroyed	at	the	BaYle	of	the	Cowshed?		

BOXER.	I	do	not	believe	that.	Snowball	fought	bravely	at	the	BaYle	of	the	Cowshed	-1	saw	him	
myself.	Did	we	not	give	him	'Animal	Hero,	First	Class'	immediately	acerwards?		

SQUEALER.	That	was	our	mistake,	comrade,	for	we	now	know,	it	is	all	wriYen	down	in	the	
secret	documents	that	we	have	found,	that	in	reality	he	was	trying	to	lure	us	to	our	doom.	

BOXER.	But	he	was	wounded.	We	all	saw	him	running	with	blood.	

SQUEALER.	That	was	all	part	of	the	arrangement.	He	would	have	succeeded	if	it	had	not	been	
for	our	heroic	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	fled	and	many	
animals	followed	him?	And	do	you	remember	too,	that	it	was	just	at	that	moment	when	panic	
was	spreading	and	all	seemed	lost,	that	Comrade	Napoleon	sprang	forward	with	a	cry	of	'Death	
to	Humanity',	and	sank	his	teeth	in	Jones's	leg	-	surely	you	remember	that,	comrades?	

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

SQUEALER.	Our	Leader,	Comrade	Napoleon,	has	stated	categorically	-	categorically,	comrade	-	
that	Snowball	was	Jones's	agent	from	the	very	beginning	-	yes,	and	from	long	before	the	
RevoluWon	was	ever	thought	of.	

BOXER.	Ah,	that	is	different.	If	Comrade	Napoleon	says	it,	it	must	be	right.	
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SQUEALER.	That	is	the	true	spirit,	comrade.	I	warn	every	animal	on	the	farm	to	keep	their	eyes	
very	wide	open,	for	we	have	reason	to	think	that	some	of	Snowball's	agents	are	lurking	among	
us	at	the	moment.	

NAPOLEON.	And	we	shall	seek	out	those	traitors	in	our	midst,	comrades.	They	will	confess	their	
crimes	and	be	punished	accordingly.	Have	you	anything	to	confess?	

FOUR	PIGS.	We	have	secretly	been	in	touch	with	Snowball	ever	since	his	expulsion.	We	
collaborated	with	him	in	a	plan	to	destroy	the	windmill,	and	were	planning	to	help	him	hand	
over	Animal	Farm	to	a	neighbouring	farm.	

NAPOLEON.	And	.	.	.	

FOUR	PIGS.	Snowball	admiYed	to	us	that	he	had	been	Jones's	secret	agent	for	four	years.	
The	FOUR	PIGS	are	executed.	

NAPOLEON.	Does	any	other	animal	have	anything	to	confess?	

THREE	GEESE.	Snowball	persuaded	us	to	steal	corn	and	hand	it	over	to	him.	

Execu<on.	

TWO	SHEEP.	Snowball	visited	us	at	night	and	encouraged	us	to	poison	the	drinking	water.	

Execu<on.	

ONE	HEN.	Snowball	appeared	to	me	in	a	dream	and	incited	me	to	disobey	your	orders.	

Execu<on.	
CLOVER	begins	to	sing	'Beasts	of	England'.	
SQUEALER	'adjusts'	the	Sixth	Commandment.	

BOXER.	I	do	not	understand	it.	I	would	not	have	believed	that	such	things	could	happen	on	our	
farm.	It	must	be	due	to	some	fault	in	ourselves.	The	soluWon,	as	I	see	it,	is	to	work	harder.	

Scene	7	

SQUEALER.	By	a	special	decree	of	Comrade	Napoleon,	'Beasts	of	England'	has	been	abolished.	
It	is	now	forbidden	to	sing	it.	In	its	place,	Minimus	the	poet	has	composed	a	new	song	which	
begins:	

MINIMUS.	Animal	Farm,	Animal	Farm,	Never	through	me	shalt	thou	Come	to	harm!	

BENJAMIN.	Well,	I	don't	think	much	of	that,	the	tune's	not	the	same	somehow.	

CLOVER.	The	Sixth	Commandment.	'No	animal	shall	kill	any	other	animal.'	Benjamin	read	me	
the	Sixth	Commandment.		
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BENJAMIN.	No!	

CLOVER.	Oh,	please,	it's	important.	

BENJAMIN.	No,	I	read	you	the	fourth	one	last	Wme	and	that	didn't	help.	

CLOVER.	But	I'm	sure	I'm	right	this	Wme.	I	can	remember	seeing	Snowball	write	it	up	there.	

BENJAMIN.	Who?	

CLOVER.	Snowball,	oh	you	remember.	It	comes	acer	'No	animal	shall	drink	alcohol'.	I've	said	
them	to	myself	ocen	enough.	Oh,	please	read	it	for	me.	Acer	what	happened	I'm	
very	confused	now.	Comrade	Napoleon	is	always	right	of	course,	but	I	thought	we	were	
working	together	and	..	.	

BENJAMIN.	'No	animal	shall	kill	any	other	animal.	.	.	without	cause.'	

CLOVER.	Oh.	

The	building	of	the	windmill	con<nues	as	MINIMUS	recites	his	poem.	

MINIMUS	
Friend	of	the	fatherless!	
Fountain	of	happiness!	
Lord	of	the	swill-bucket!	Oh,	how	my	soul	is	on	
Fire	when	I	gaze	at	thy	
Calm	and	commanding	eye,	
Like	the	sun	in	the	sky,	
Comrade	Napoleon!	
Thou	art	the	giver	of	
All	that	thy	creatures	love,	
Full	belly	twice	a	day,	clean	straw	to	roll	upon;	
Every	beast	great	or	small	
Sleeps	at	peace	in	his	stall,	
Thou	watchest	over	all,	
Comrade	Napoleon!	
Had	I	a	sucking-pig,	
Ere	he	had	grown	as	big	
Even	as	a	pint	boYle	or	a	rolling-pin,	
He	should	have	learned	to	be	
Faithful	and	true	to	thee,	
Yes,	his	first	squeak	should	be	
'Comrade	Napoleon!'	

BOXER.	Please	inform	our	Leader,	Comrade	Napoleon,	that	the	windmill	is	now	completed.	

Scene	8	
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NAPOLEON.	It	is	fiqng,	comrades,	that	on	this	historic	day	we	should	proclaim	that	Animal	
Farm	is	now	a	Republic.	

SQUEALER.	And	announce	that	our	Leader,	Comrade	Napoleon,	has	been	unanimously	elected	
as	its	first	President.A	new	decoraWon,	The	Order	of	the	Green	Banner,	has	been	created	to	
mark	the	occasion	and	President	Napoleon	is	its	first	recipient.	

A	'Spontaneous	Demonstra<on'	takes	place.	

NAPOLEON.	We	have	won	a	great	victory,	comrades,	and	are	now	truly	our	own	masters.	The	
building	of	the	windmill,	which	will	be	marked	by	an	anniversary	each	year,	serves	to	remind	us	
that	through	our	own	efforts	we	can	control	our	desWny.	But	this	wonderful	effort	should	not	
give	rise	to	complacency.	The	struggle	must	go	on,	we	must	work	even	harder.	The	windmill	will	
not	be	used	to	generate	electricity,	but	to	grind	corn,	which	should	yield	a	handsome	profit.	We	
shall	build	another	windmill,	comrades,	and	when	that	one	is	finished,	we	shall	install	the	
dynamos.	But	the	changes	which	the	traitor	Snowball	-	who	as	we	all	know	was	Jones's	agent	
before	the	RevoluWon,	and	fought	on	Jones's	side	at	the	BaYle	of	the	Cowshed	-	the	changes	
which	he	talked	about,	namely	electric	light	and	heat,	will	not	take	place,	because	they	are	
contrary	to	the	spirit	of	Animalism.	The	truest	happiness	lies	in	working	hard	and	living	frugally.	
Each	animal	will	receive	a	special	gic	of	a	slice	of	apple	in	recogniWon	of	his	efforts.	Forward,	
comrades,	forward	in	the	name	of	the	RevoluWon.	LONG	LIVE	ANIMAL	FARM!	

STORYTELLER.	And	then,	out	of	the	blue,	Moses	returned.	

MOSES.	Yeah,	comrades,	in	my	absence	I	have	been	away,	and	where	have	I	been,	comrades?	
Where	have	I	been?	Well,	I'll	tell	you	where	I've	been	-	I	have	been	to	Sugarcandy	Mountain	
and	I	have	seen	the	glory	of	that	lovely	land.	I	have	been	high	above	the	clouds	and	seen	the	
beauty	of	that	place	where	we	all	one	day	shall	rest	our	weary	limbs	in	everlasWng	peace.	

CLOVER.	Tell	us	about	it	Moses,	tell	us	about	it.	

BENJAMIN.	Don't	listen	to	our	flighty	friend.	It's	just	a	load	of	bull.	There	is	no	such	place,	when	
you're	dead,	you're	dead.	

CLOVER.	But	our	lives	here	are	hard	and	we	are	hungry	most	of	the	Wme.	We	sleep,	we	work,	
we	sleep,	we	work.	There's	no	end	to	it.	

MOSES.	You	are	right	to	chasWse	the	hoofer.	As	I	was	saying,	comrades,	Sugarcandy	Mountain	is	
more	beauWful	than	we	can	ever	imagine.	For	I	have	seen	the	everlasWng	fields	of	clover,	where	
the	sun	shines	on	and	on,	and	no	cloud	dares	show	its	face.	I	have	seen	the	linseed	cake	
growing	on	the	hedges	and	I'm	telling	you	I	have	seen	the	lumps	of	sugar	hanging	in	bunches	
from	the	trees.	And	we're	all	gonna	go	there,	comrades,	we're	gonna	be	there	together.	We're	
gonna	live	on	Sugarcandy	Mountain.	Put	your	hands	together	comrades,	sing	your	hearts	out,	
let's	hear	it	for	Sugarcandy	Mountain.	

The	ANIMALS	sing	and	sway.	
The	singing	is	interrupted	by	the	sound	of	drunken	revelry	from	the	farmhouse.	NAPOLEON	and	
SQUEALER	enter	and	has<ly	exit	in	an	alcoholic	stupor.	SQUEALER	re-enters	to	'adjust'	the	FiMh	
Commandment.	
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MOSES.	Come	on,	comrades,	sing	your	hearts	out	-	We're	gonna	live	on	Sugarcandy	Mountain.	

CLOVER.	What's	the	maYer	Benjamin?	

BENJAMIN	{reading	the	Commandment).'No	animal	shall	drink	alcohol...	to	excess.'	
The	singing	goes	quiet.	

SQUEALER.	For	the	Wme	being,	comrades,	it	has	been	found	necessary	to	make	readjustments	
of	raWons.	From	tomorrow	all	animals	other	than	pigs	will	receive	two	pounds	less	corn	a	day	
and	no	carrots	on	Sundays.	This	is	being	done	in	an	effort	to	raWonalise	present	food	supplies.	
Remember,	comrades,	that	a	too-rigid	equality	in	raWons	would	be	contrary	to	the	principles	of	
Animalism.	And	let	us	remind	ourselves	that	in	comparison	with	Wmes	before	the	RevoluWon,		

we	have	made	enormous	improvements.	Working	hours	have	been	reduced	by	30%,	our	
drinking	water	is	of	beYer	quality,	45%	more	young	ones	survive	infancy,	the	average	life	of	an	
animal	is	longer	by	25%,	animal	literacy	is	up	630%,	incidents	of	foot	and	mouth	disease,	
foulpest	and	mange	reduced	by	85%,	and	glanders	almost	completely	eradicated,	producWon	of	
milk	is	up	35.5%,	of	eggs	43.25%,	and	of	wool	53.85%.		

BOXER	collapses.	
SQUEALER	observes	and	hurriedly	exits.	

CLOVER.	Boxer,	what	is	it?		

BOXER	breathes	heavily.	SQUEALER	returns.	

SQUEALER.	Comrade	Boxer,	I	can't	tell	you	how	distressed	I	am	to	see	you	like	this.	I	have	
already	informed	Comrade	Napoleon	of	your	condiWon	and	he	has	instructed	me	to	
communicate	to	you	his	deepest	personal	sympathy,	and	his	best	wishes	for	a	speedy	recovery.	
You	have	always	been	one	of	the	most	loyal	workers	on	the	farm,	and	even	at	this	moment,	
Comrade	Napoleon	is	making	arrangements	to	send	you	to	be	treated	at	a	hospital	nearby.	The	
vet	there	can	treat	you	far	beYer	than	we	can.	

CLOVER.	In	a	hospital?	But	no	animal	has	ever	lec	the	farm	before.	

BENJAMIN.	Except	Snowball.		

CLOVER.	We'll	look	acer	him.	

SQUEALER.	Nonsense,	comrades,	nonsense!	I	can	understand	your	concern,	but	the	plain	truth	
is	that	we	do	not	have	the	faciliWes	here	to	provide	Boxer	with	the	treatment	he	must	have	if	
he	is	to	make	a	complete	recovery.	The	van	will	be	arriving	shortly	to	take	him	away.	

CLOVER.	If	Boxer	rests	for	a	couple	of	days,	I	know	he'll	be	strong	again.	

SQUEALER.	There	is	no	argument!	Our	Leader,	Comrade	Napoleon,	has	said	quite	definitely	
that	Boxer	is	to	go	to	hospital	for	the	good	of	his	health.	

Block	15	Woking	Road,	Singapore	138694																																																																															©	Centre	Stage	School	of	the	Arts	2019 
All	course	Wtles,	content,	supporWng	documentaWon,	reports,	profiles	and	assessments	given	in	hard	or	soc	copy	remain	the	sole	property	of	Centre	
Stage	School	of	the	Arts,	as	indicated.		No	party	has	the	right	to	reproduce	the	property	in	part	or	full,	without	the	prior	consent	of	stated	owner.		



� 	of	�19 23

BOXER.	Oh	well,	if	Comrade	Napoleon	says	it,	it	must	be	right.	

CLOVER	and	BENJAMIN	help	BOXER	to	his	feet.	

Thanks,	comrades.	Don't	worry	about	me.	I'm	glad	I	was	able	to	see	the	windmill	finished	at	
any	rate.	To	tell	you	the	truth,	I'm	looking	forward	to	reWring.	I'd	only	a	month	to	go	anyway.	I'll	
have	Wme	to	study	a	bit,	learn	the	rest	of	the	alphabet.	You're	geqng	on	a	bit	too,	Benjamin,	
maybe	they'll	let	you	reWre	too	and	keep	me	company.	You	get	an	apple	on	Sundays,	just	like	
the	pigs.	

BOXER	says	goodbye	to	CLOVER	and	BENJAMIN.	
The	van	arrives.	

BENJAMIN.	Fools,	fools,	do	you	not	see	what	is	wriYen	on	the	side	of	the	van	-	'Alfred	
Simmonds,	Horse	Slaughterer'.	They	are	sending	Boxer	away	to	be	killed.	

CLOVER.	Boxer!	Boxer!	Get	out,	get	out	quickly,	they	are	taking	you	to	your	death!	
BOXER	is	taken	away.	

STORYTELLER.	Boxer	was	never	seen	again,	and	three	days	later	.	.	.	

SQUEALER.	Comrades,	in	spite	of	receiving	every	aYenWon	a	horse	could	have,	Boxer	has	died	
in	the	hospital.	I	was	there	during	his	last	hours,	and	I	can	honestly	say	it	was	one	of	the	most	
affecWng	sights	I	have	ever	seen.	At	the	end,	almost	too	weak	to	speak,	he	whispered	in	my	ear	
that	his	sole	sorrow	was	to	have	passed	on	when	there	was	sWll	so	much	work	to	be	done.	
'Forward	comrades,'	he	whispered,	'forward	in	the	name	of	the	RevoluWon.	Long	live	Comrade	
Napoleon.	Napoleon	is	always	right.'	Those	were	his	last	words.	

NAPOLEON.	Ideas	which	every	animal	would	do	well	to	adopt	as	his	own,	comrades.	Let	the	
spirit	of	Boxer	be	a	shining	example	to	us	all	in	the	difficult	Wmes	that	lie	ahead.	He	was	a	true	
son	of	die	RevoluWon,	and	it	is	all	the	more	shameful	therefore	that	his	passing	should	have	
been	marked	by	the	spreading	of	rumours	that	he	was	being	taken	away	to	the	slaughterhouse.	
Some	of	you	read	'Horse	Slaughterer'	on	the	side	of	the	van	and	jumped	to	the	conclusion	that	
Boxer	was	being	taken	away	to	be	killed.	It	is	almost	unbelievable	that	any	animal	could	be	so	
stupid.	Surely	you	know	me	beYer	than	that.	The	explanaWon	is	really	very	simple.	The	van	
previously	belonged	to	the	slaughterer,	who	sold	it	to	the	vet.	Comrade	Boxer	died	receiving	
the	best	care	and	aYenWon	that	money	could	provide.	I	personally	gave	the	order	that	no	
expense	was	to	be	spared.	Unfortunately	it	has	not	been	possible	to	bring	back	our	lamented	
comrade's	remains	for	internment	on	the	farm,	but	I	have	ordered	a	large	wreath	to	be	made	
from	laurels	and	sent	down	to	be	placed	on	Boxer's	grave.	Let	us	cherish	his	memory,	
comrades,	in	our	daily	lives,	and	pledge	ourselves	to	work	harder	for	the	prosperity	of	Animal	
Farm	as	a	tribute	to	him.	

MOSES.	And	have	no	fear,	comrades,	for	I	know	that	even	now	Comrade	Boxer	is	cropping	the	
grass	on	Sugarcandy	Mountain	and	resWng	his	weary	limbs	on	those	sunlit	pastures.	

CLOVER.	Really,	Moses?	Is	he	up	there	now?	
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MOSES.	Why	yes,	indeed	he	is,	sister,	and	we	should	all	rejoice	for	him,	and	you	all	remember	
now	that	we're	gonna	join	him	there	acer	we	die.	I	say,	acer	we	die,	we're	gonna	live	on	
Sugar	.	.	.	

NAPOLEON.	Squealer!!!	

Scene	9	

SQUEALER.	The	latest	report	on	the	progress	of	the	farm,	comrades,	indicates	that	things	are	
geqng	beYer	all	the	Wme.	Annual	income	has	increased	by	225%	over	the	last	three	years,	sale	
of	Wmber	has	increased	money	supply	to	the	extent	that	15%	of	our	essenWal	materials	are	
now	purchased	from	outside	the	farm.This	means	that	the	average	working	day	has	been	
reduced	by	12%	per	week	over	the	past	six	months	and	leisure	Wme	has	been	increased	by	
33%.	Time	spent	in	educaWng	the	young	has	doubled.	

CLOVER.	It	seems	to	me	that	our	lives	are	just	the	same	as	they	have	always	been.	I	try	hard	to	
remember	what	it	was	like	in	the	days	before	the	RevoluWon,	and	then	again	what	it	was	like	
acer	Jones	had	been	expelled.	Were	things	beYer	than	they	are	now?	It's	so	long	ago.	

YOUNG	ANIMAL.	What	do	you	mean	RevoluWon?	Who	was	Jones?	What	does	expelled	mean?	
Why	are	you	always	wondering	if	things	are	beYer?	

CLOVER.	You	are	too	young	to	know.	But	it's	right	that	you	should	ask,	and	I'll	tell	you	what	I	
can	remember.	The	RevoluWon	happened	a	long,	long	Wme	ago,	and	before	it	happened	a	man	
called	Jones	ruled	over	us	and	treated	us	very	badly.	

YOUNG	ANIMAL.	What's	a	man?	

CLOVER.	A	man	is	a	creature	who	walks	on	two	legs	instead	of	four.	Jones	lived	in	a	farmhouse	.	
.	.	

YOUNG	ANIMAL.	Where	the	pigs	live	now?	
CLOVER.	Yes,	and	he	fed	us	and	looked	acer	.	..	

MOSES.	My,	my,	you	tell	it	to	the	youngster,	Sister	Clover,	they	were	fine	days	to	be	sure.	

SQUEALER.	Moses,	old	chap,	do	you	fancy	coming	into	the	farmhouse	for	a	glass	of	stout?	
There's	something	I	want	to	talk	to	you	about.	

MOSES.	Why,	thank	you	kindly,	Comrade	Squealer.	

CLOVER.	And	then	there	came	that	historic	day	when	Jones	was	expelled	from	the	farm		
and	we	began	to	rule	our	own	lives.	

YOUNG	ANIMAL.	Was	it	exciWng?	
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CLOVER.	Oh	yes,	very	exciWng.	I	can	remember	the	thrill	when	we	realised	we	were	in	charge.	
When	we	achieved	perfect	unity.	

YOUNG	ANIMAL.	And	did	things	get	beYer?	

CLOVER.	Why	yes,	of	course	they	did,	we	were	free.	We	had	more	.	.	.	we	.	.	.	

BENJAMIN.	I	can	remember	everything	about	my	life,	and	I	know	that	things	are	never	much	
beYer	or	much	worse.	Let's	face	it,	hunger,	hardship	and	disappointment	are	our	lot.	

CLOVER.	But	we	mustn't	give	up	hope.	It	is,	acer	all,	an	honour	and	a	privilege	to	be	members	
of	Animal	Farm,	sWll	the	only	farm	in	the	whole	country	to	be	owned	and	operated	by	animals.	
The	golden	future	which	old	Major	promised	us	and	which	we	used	to	sing	about	is	sWll	
coming.	It	may	not	happen	in	our	lifeWme,	but	it	will	happen.	We	feed	ourselves,	we	work	for	
ourselves,	we	serve	no	man.	All	animals	are	equal!	

The	single	commandment	is	revealed.		

CLOVER.	What	are	you	doing?	

SQUEALER.	We,	comrades,	work	hard	all	day	long	wriWng	files,	reports,	minutes	and	
memoranda.	

CLOVER.	But	then	you	burn	them.	

SQUEALER.	They	are	of	the	highest	importance	for	the	welfare	of	the	farm.	

CLOVER.	But	what	are	they	for?	I	mean	what..	.	what.	.	.	?	Benjamin,	read	the	Commandments	-	
are	the	Seven	Commandments	the	same	as	they	used	to	be,	Benjamin?	Oh,	please	Benjamin,	
read	it	for	me	just	once	more.	

BENJAMIN.	'All	animals	are	equal.	But	some	animals	are	more	equal	than	others.'	

CLOVER.	But	what	does	that	mean,	Benjamin?	We're	all	equal,	how	can	some	animals	be	more	
equal	than	others?	All	that	talk,	all	the	facts,	all	the	paper	and	all	the	wriWng	make	everything	
so	complicated.	Too	complicated	for	me	to	understand.	I	believe	in	the	RevoluWon	and	
everything	that	our	Leader,	Comrade	Napoleon,	says.	Just	like	Boxer	did,	and	nobody	worked	
harder	than	him	for	the	cause.	I	remember	in	the	early	days,	just	acer	we'd	got	rid	of	Jones	..	.	
She	begins	to	hum	'Beasts	of	England'.	

Prologue		

PILKINGTON.	Hello,	I	said	hello,	is	there	anybody	there?	Dashed	odd	-	could	have	sworn	the	
invite	said	seven	pm	for	cocktails.	Not	a	soul	to	be	seen.	Just	a	broken-down	old	carthorse	
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moaning	away.	Don't	see	what	these	damned	pigs	have	to	be	so	proud	of.	Hello	-	name's	
Pilkington	from	the	farm	next	door.	

NAPOLEON	(off).	Ah,	yes	old	boy.	Shan't	keep	you	a	moment.	

PILKINGTON.	Good,	thought	I	might	have	a	look	over	the	old	place,	whilst	I'm	waiWng.	

NAPOLEON	(off).	If	you	hang	on	a	Wck	old	man,	I'll	give	you	a	guided	tour	myself.	

PILKINGTON.	Ah	good,	must	say	it's	looking	in	absolutely	splendid	nick.	I	noWced	the	windmill	
on	the	way	in.	Jolly	fine	achievement.	All	those	animals	working	away	in	the	fields,	and	working	
jolly	hard	too.	Amazing!	Don't	pamper	them,	that's	the	answer	eh?	I	can	see	I'll	be	able	to	pick	
up	a	few	Wps	from	this	visit.	
Yes,	well	I	must	say	I'm	glad	we're	able	to	get	together	like	this	to	talk	about	mutual	problems.	
It's	a	source	of	great	saWsfacWon	to	me	that	a	long	period	of	mistrust	and	misunderstanding	has	
now	come	to	an	end.	There	was	a	lime,	not	that	I	shared	such	senWments,	when	the	respected	
proprietors	of	Animal	Farm	were	regarded	not	exactly	with	hosWlity	but,	shall	we	say,	with	a	
certain	measure	of	misgiving	by	their	neighbours.	But	now	all	such	doubts	have	been	dispelled.	
I	hope	very	much	that	this	meeWng	will	mark	the	start	of	friendly	relaWons	between	ourselves.	
There	is	no	earthly	reason	why	there	should	be	any	clash	of	interests	between	pigs	and	human	
beings.	Your	struggles	and	difficulWes	are	exactly	the	same	as	ours.	I	mean	to	say,	isn’t	the	
labour	problem	the	same	everywhere?	Dare	say	some	of	your	workers	get	a	bit	bolshy	at	Wmes,	
eh?	Yes,	well	I	know	the	problem.	Just	as	you	have	your	lower	animals	to	contend	with,	we	
have	our	lower	classes,	what,	ha,	ha	.	.	.	

The	PIGS/MEN	walk	on.	

NAPOLEON.	Couldn't	agree	with	you	more,	old	boy.	It's	true	we	have	had	our	ups	and	downs	in	
the	past,	but	hopefully	all	that	is	now	at	an	end.	The	rumours	that	have	been	spread	about	us	
have	been	truly	shocking.	For	instance,	it	has	been	said	that	we	slaughter	animals	
unnecessarily,	and	want	to	sWr	up	revoluWon	on	other	farms.	Nothing	could	be	further	from	the	
truth!	Our	sole	desire	is	to	live	at	peace	with	our	neighbours	and	to	carry	on	trade	to	our	
mutual	advantage.	We	own	the	farm,	and	to	show	our	good	intenWons	we	have	decided	to	
abolish	the	custom	of	addressing	each	other	as	comrade.	Can't	think	how	it	started	in	the	first	
place	anyway.	Our	lower	animals,	as	you	so	rightly	put	it,	Pilkington	old	chap,	work	longer	
hours	and	receive	less	food	than	animals	on	any	other	farm.	We	are	justly	proud	of	our	
achievement.	So,	gentlemen,	I	give	you	a	toast.	

PILKINGTON.	Exactly	-	to	the	prosperity	of	Animal	Farm.	

NAPOLEON.	Wrong	old	boy,	wrong.	It	is	only	fiqng	that	the	farm	should	be	known	henceforth	
by	its	correct	and	original	name.	So,	I	give	you	the	toast	as	before,	but	in	a	different	form.	Lic	
your	glasses,	gentlemen,	to	the	prosperity	of	Manor	Farm!	

The	party	swells.	
CLOVER	watches	in	horror.	

The	End.	
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