
In the long pasture, not far from the farm buildings, there was a small knoll which was the 
highest point on the farm. After surveying the ground, Snowball declared that this was just 
the place for a windmill, which could be made to operate a dynamo and supply the farm with 
electrical power. This would light the stalls and warm them in winter. The animals had never 
heard of anything of this kind before, and they listened in astonishment while Snowball 
conjured up pictures of fantastic machines which would do their work for them while they 
grazed at their ease in the fields or improved their minds with reading and conversation. 
 
At the Meeting on the following Sunday the question of whether or not to begin work on the 
windmill was to be put to the vote. When the animals had assembled in the big barn, Snowball 
stood up and, broke into a passionate appeal in favour of the windmill. Until now the animals 
had been about equally divided in their sympathies, but in a moment Snowball’s eloquence 
had carried them away. By the time he had finished speaking, there was no doubt as to which 
way the vote would go. But just at this moment Napoleon stood up and, casting a peculiar 
sidelong look at Snowball, uttered a high-pitched whimper of a kind no one had ever heard 
him utter before. 
 
At this there was a terrible baying sound outside, and nine enormous dogs wearing brass-
studded collars came bounding into the barn. They dashed straight for Snowball, who only 
sprang from his place just in time to escape their snapping jaws. In a moment he was out of 
the door and they were after him. Too amazed and frightened to speak, all the animals 
crowded through the door to watch the chase. Snowball was racing across the long pasture 
that led to the road. He was running as only a pig can run, but the dogs were close on his heels. 
Suddenly he slipped and it seemed certain that they had him. Then he was up again, running 
faster than ever, then the dogs were gaining on him again. One of them all but closed his jaws 
on Snowball’s tail, but Snowball whisked it free just in time. Then he put on an extra spurt and, 
with a few inches to spare, slipped through a hole in the hedge and was seen no more. 
 
Silent and terrified, the animals crept back into the barn. In a moment the dogs came bounding 
back. At first no one had been able to imagine where these creatures came from, but the 
problem was soon solved: they were the puppies whom Napoleon had taken away from their 
mothers and reared privately. Though not yet full-grown, they were huge dogs , and as fierce-
looking as wolves. They kept close to Napoleon. It was noticed that they wagged their tails to 
him in the same way as the other dogs had been used to do to Mr. Jones. 
 
Napoleon, with the dogs following him, now mounted on to the raised portion of the floor 
where Major had previously stood to deliver his speech. He announced that from now on the 
Sunday-morning Meetings would come to an end. They were unnecessary, he said, and 
wasted time. In future all questions relating to the working of the farm would be settled by a 
special committee of pigs, presided over by himself. These would meet in private and 
afterwards communicate their decisions to the others. The animals would still assemble on 
Sunday mornings to salute the flag, sing Beasts of England, and receive their orders for the 
week; but there would be no more debates. 


