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BODY RITUALS OF THE NACIREMA

By Horace Miner, Ph.D. American Anthropologist Vol. 58, 1956, p. 503-507

The anthropologist has become so familiar with the diversity of ways in which different people behave in similar situations
that he is not apt to be surprised by even the most exotic customs. In fact, if all of the logically possible combinations of
behavior have not been found somewhere in the world, he is apt to suspect that they must be present in some yet
undescribed tribe. The point has, in fact, been expressed with respect to clan organization by Murdock (1949: 71). In this
light, the magical beliefs and practices of the Nacirema present such unusual aspects that it seems desirable to describe
them as an example of the extremes to which human behavior can go.

Professor Linton first brought the ritual of the Nacirema to the attention of anthropologists twenty years ago (1936: 326),
but the culture of this people is still very poorly understood. They are a North American group living in the territory
between the Canadian Cree, the Yaqui and Tarahumare of Mexico, and the Carib and Arawak of the Antilles. Little is
known of their origin, although tradition states that they came from the east....

Nacirema culture is characterized by a highly developed market economy which has evolved in a rich natural habitat. While
much of the people's time is devoted to economic pursuits, a large part of the fruits of these labors and a considerable
portion of the day are spent in ritual activity. The focus of this activity is the human body, the appearance and health of
which loom as a dominant concern in the ethos of the people. While such a concern is certainly not unusual, its ceremonial
aspects and associated philosophy are unique.

The fundamental belief underlying the whole system appears to be that the human body is ugly and that its natural
tendency is to debility and disease. Incarcerated in such a body, man's only hope is to avert these characteristics through
the use of ritual and ceremony. Every household has one or more shrines devoted to this purpose. The more powerful
individuals in the society have several shrines in their houses and, in fact, the opulence of a house is often referred to in
terms of the number of such ritual centers it possesses. Most houses are of wattle and daub construction, but the shrine
rooms of the more wealthy are walled with stone. Poorer families imitate the rich by applying pottery plaques to their
shrine walls.

While each family has at least one such shrine, the rituals associated with it are not family ceremonies but are private and
secret. The rites are normally only discussed with children, and then only during the period when they are being initiated
into these mysteries. I was able, however, to establish sufficient rapport with the natives to examine these shrines and to
have the rituals described to me.

The focal point of the shrine is a box or chest which is built into the wall. In this chest are kept the many charms and
magical potions without which no native believes he could live. These preparations are secured from a variety of specialized
practitioners. The most powerful of these are the medicine men, whose assistance must be rewarded with substantial gifts.
However, the medicine men do not provide the curative potions for their clients, but decide what the ingredients should be
and then write them down in an ancient and secret language. This writing is understood only by the medicine men and by
the herbalists who, for another gift, provide the required charm.

The charm is not disposed of after it has served its purpose, but is placed in the charmbox of the household shrine. As
these magical materials are specific for certain ills, and the real or imagined maladies of the people are many, the charm-
box is usually full to overflowing. The magical packets are so numerous that people forget what their purposes were and
fear to use them again. While the natives are very vague on this point, we can only assume that the idea in retaining all the
old magical materials is that their presence in the charm-box, before which the body rituals are conducted, will in some
way protect the worshiper.

Beneath the charm-box is a small font. Each day every member of the family, in succession, enters the shrine room, bows
his head before the charm-box, mingles different sorts of holy water in the font, and proceeds with a brief rite of ablution.
The holy waters are secured from the Water Temple of the community, where the priests conduct elaborate ceremonies to
make the liquid ritually pure.

In the hierarchy of magical practitioners, and below the medicine men in prestige, are specialists whose designation is best
translated as "holy-mouth-men." The Nacirema have an almost pathological horror of and fascination with the mouth, the
condition of which is believed to have a supernatural influence on all social relationships. Were it not for the rituals of the
mouth, they believe that their teeth would fall out, their gums bleed, their jaws shrink, their friends desert them, and their
lovers reject them. They also believe that a strong relationship exists between oral and moral characteristics. For example,
there is a ritual ablution of the mouth for children which is supposed to improve their moral fiber.



The daily body ritual performed by everyone includes a mouth-rite. Despite the fact that these people are so punctilious
about care of the mouth, this rite involves a practice which strikes the uninitiated stranger as revolting. It was reported to
me that the ritual consists of inserting a small bundle of hog hairs into the mouth, along with certain magical powders, and
then moving the bundle in a highly formalized series of gestures.

In addition to the private mouth-rite, the people seek out a holy-mouth-man once or twice a year. These practitioners have
an impressive set of paraphernalia, consisting of a variety of augers, awls, probes, and prods. The use of these objects in the
exorcism of the evils of the mouth involves almost unbelievable ritual torture of the client. The holy-mouth-man opens the
client's mouth and, using the above mentioned tools, enlarges any holes which decay may have created in the teeth.
Magical materials are put into these holes. If there are no naturally occurring holes in the teeth, large sections of one or
more teeth are gouged out so that the supernatural substance can be applied. In the client's view, the purpose of

these ministrations is to arrest decay and to draw friends. The extremely sacred and traditional character of the rite is
evident in the fact that the natives return to the holy-mouth-men year after year, despite the fact that their teeth continue
to decay.

It is to be hoped that, when a thorough study of the Nacirema is made, there will be careful inquiry into the personality
structure of these people. One has but to watch the gleam in the eye of a holy-mouth-man, as he jabs an awl into an
exposed nerve, to suspect that a certain amount of sadism is involved. If this can be established, a very interesting pattern
emerges, for most of the population shows definite masochistic tendencies. It was to these that Professor Linton referred in
discussing a distinctive part of the daily body ritual which is performed only by men. This part of the rite includes scraping
and lacerating the surface of the face with a sharp instrument. Special women's rites are performed only four times during
each lunar month, but what they lack in frequency is made up in barbarity. As part of this ceremony, women bake their
heads in small ovens for about an hour. The theoretically interesting point is that what seems to be a preponderantly
masochistic people have developed sadistic specialists.

The medicine men have an imposing temple, or latipso, in every community of any size. The more elaborate ceremonies
required to treat very sick patients can only be performed at this temple. These ceremonies involve not only

the thaumaturge but a permanent group of vestal maidens who move sedately about the temple chambers in distinctive
costume and headdress.

The latipso ceremonies are so harsh that it is phenomenal that a fair proportion of the really sick natives who enter the
temple ever recover. Small children whose indoctrination is still incomplete have been known to resist attempts to take
them to the temple because "that is where you go to die." Despite this fact, sick adults are not only willing but eager to
undergo the protracted ritual purification, if they can afford to do so. No matter how ill the supplicant or how grave the
emergency, the guardians of many temples will not admit a client if he cannot give a rich gift to the custodian. Even after
one has gained and survived the ceremonies, the guardians will not permit the neophyte to leave until he makes still
another gift.

The supplicant entering the temple is first stripped of all his or her clothes. In everyday life the Nacirema avoids exposure
of his body and its natural functions. Bathing and excretory acts are performed only in the secrecy of the household shrine,
where they are ritualized as part of the body-rites. Psychological shock results from the fact that body secrecy is suddenly
lost upon entry into the latipso. A man, whose own wife has never seen him in an excretory act, suddenly finds himself
naked and assisted by a vestal maiden while he performs his natural functions into a sacred vessel. This sort of ceremonial
treatment is necessitated by the fact that the excreta are used by a diviner to ascertain the course and nature of the client's
sickness. Female clients, on the other hand, find their naked bodies are subjected to the scrutiny, manipulation and
prodding of the medicine men.

Few supplicants in the temple are well enough to do anything but lie on their hard beds. The daily ceremonies, like the
rites of the holy-mouth-men, involve discomfort and torture. With ritual precision, the vestals awaken their miserable
charges each dawn and roll them about on their beds of pain while performing ablutions, in the formal movements of
which the maidens are highly trained. At other times they insert magic wands in the supplicant's mouth or force him to eat
substances which are supposed to be healing. From time to time the medicine men come to their clients and jab magically
treated needles into their flesh. The fact that these temple ceremonies may not cure, and may even kill the neophyte, in no
way decreases the people's faith in the medicine men.

There remains one other kind of practitioner, known as a "listener." This witch-doctor has the power to exorcise the devils
that lodge in the heads of people who have been bewitched. The Nacirema believe that parents bewitch their own children.
Mothers are particularly suspected of putting a curse on children while teaching them the secret body rituals. The counter-
magic of the witch-doctor is unusual in its lack of ritual. The patient simply tells the "listener" all his troubles and fears,
beginning with the earliest difficulties he can remember. The memory displayed by the Nacirema in these exorcism



sessions is truly remarkable. It is not uncommon for the patient to bemoan the rejection he felt upon being weaned as a
babe, and a few individuals even see their troubles going back to the traumatic effects of their own birth.

In conclusion, mention must be made of certain practices which have their base in native esthetics but which depend upon
the pervasive aversion to the natural body and its functions. There are ritual fasts to make fat people thin and ceremonial
feasts to make thin people fat. Still other rites are used to make women's breasts larger if they are small, and smaller if they
are large.

General dissatisfaction with breast shape is symbolized in the fact that the ideal form is virtually outside the range of
human variation. A few women afflicted with almost inhuman hypermammary development are so idolized that they make
a handsome living by simply going from village to village and permitting the natives to stare at them for a fee.

Reference has already been made to the fact that excretory functions are ritualized, routinized, and relegated to secrecy.
Natural reproductive functions are similarly distorted. Intercourse is taboo as a topic and scheduled as an act. Efforts are
made to avoid pregnancy by the use of magical materials or by limiting intercourse to certain phases of the moon.
Conception is actually very infrequent. When pregnant, women dress so as to hide their condition. Parturition takes place
in secret, without friends or relatives to assist, and the majority of women do not nurse their infants.

Our review of the ritual life of the Nacirema has certainly shown them to be a magic-ridden people. It is hard to understand
how they have managed to exist so long under the burdens which they have imposed upon themselves. But even such
exotic customs as these take on real meaning when they are viewed with the insight provided by Malinowski when he
wrote (1948: 70):

Looking from far and above, from our high places of safety in the developed civilization, it is easy to see all the crudity and irrelevance
of magic. But without its power and guidance early man could not have mastered his practical difficulties as he has done, nor could man
have advanced to the higher stages of civilization.



COURSE SYLLABUS

Instructor: Mr. Patrick Clancy Block 2: 8:48 AM - 9:58 AM
pclancy @wssd.org Course Number: 2342 (College Prep)
Introduction

Twentieth Century Global Studies, building upon the tenth grade American Studies curriculum, moves students from an
American outlook on the 20th century to a multicultural, pluralistic, global perspective. The course begins at the close of
the 19th century examining Europe and the global impact of imperialism and concludes with topics focusing on the
developing world and contemporary issues of interdependence. Throughout this progression, students examine the events
and issues of the 20th century world through several long-term research and writing projects. This course demands a high
level of critical thinking, research, and writing. It gives the student a unique and global view of the 20th century.

Student reading will include selections from both primary and secondary sources, along with literature and novels. Several
assignments will require independent research. It is imperative that students keep up with both reading and written
homework in order to actively participate in class activities and discussions. Students must learn to formulate and defend
personal opinions.

Strath Haven Respect Statement
All members of the school community are expected to be respectful of each other.

Negative comments about anyone’s race, nationality, religion, physical appearance or ability, intellectual capability, gender
identity, sexual orientation, work ethic or character are unacceptable and will not be tolerated.

Students are encouraged to discuss and concerns with an adult in the building.

Strath Haven Academic Honesty

Strath Haven High School students are expected to maintain the highest standards of academic honesty.

Plagiarism is the unacknowledged use of another person's labor, ideas, words, or assistance. Repeating another person's
sentences as your own, adopting a particular phrase, paraphrasing someone else's argument, or presenting someone else's
line of thinking to develop a thesis as though it were your own are examples of plagiarism.

Any student found to have used phones or any other type of equipment to copy or otherwise misuse teacher materials such
as tests or other assignments will be subject to this policy.

Students who are found to have engaged in plagiarism or any other form of academic dishonesty will receive a zero for the
assignment, with no opportunity to make up the work. Students will also be subject to disciplinary action at the discretion
of the administration.

Classroom Policies

Class Absence: It is the student’s responsibility to meet with the teacher upon returning from an excused absence to
discuss completing missed work.

Unexcused Absence: Students will receive zero points for any missed on the day of the unexcused absence. This includes
projects, tests, quizzes, and homework.

Grading
The final grade is determined as follows: Marking Period 1 45%
Marking Period 2 45%
Final Exam 10%* (Pending Department Approval)

The Strath Haven High School grading scale will be used:

98-100 (A+) 87-89 (B+) 77-79 (C+) 67- 69 (D+) 1-59 (F)
93-97 (A) 83-86 (B) 73-76 (C) 63-66 (D)
90-92 (A-) 80-82 (B-) 70-72 (C-) 60-62 (D-)

Assessments include homework, presentations, debates, tests and quizzes, projects, and writing assignments. Class
participation may be included in the the quarter grades.
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AVERAGE MEN AND WOMEN WERE DELIGHTED AT

THE PROSPECT OF WAR
Bertrand Russell, 1956

Bertrand Russell (1872-1970), the distinguished mathematician and philosopher, was dismayed by the war fever that gripped English men
and women. During the war Russell was refined and imprisoned of his pacifistic activities. The following account is from his autobiography
published in 1951 and 1956.

During the hot days at the end of July, I was at Cambridge, discussing the situation with all and sundry. I found it
impossible to believe that Europe would be so mad as to plunge into war, but I was persuaded that, if there was war,
England would be involved. I felt strongly that England ought to remain neutral, and I collected the signatures of a large
number of professors and Fellows to a statement which appeared in the Manchester Guardian to that effect. The day war
was declared, almost all of them changed their minds. ... I spent the evening walking round the streets, especially in the
neighborhood of Trafalgar Square, noticing the cheering crowds, and making myself sensitive to the emotions of passers-by.
During this and the following days I discovered to my amazement that average men and women were delighted at the
prospect of war. I had fondly imagined what most pacifist contended, that wars were forced upon a reluctant population by
despotic and Machiavellian governments. ...

The first days of war were to me utterly amazing. My best friends, such as the Whiteheads, were savagely warlike. Men like
J.L. Hammond, who had been writing for years against participation in a European war, were swept off their feet by
Belgium. Meanwhile, I was living at the highest possible emotional tension. Although I did not foresee anything like the
full disaster of the war, I foresaw a great deal more than most people did. The prospect filled me with horror, but what
filled me with even more horror was the fact that the anticipation of carnage was delightful to something like ninety per
cent of the population. I had to revise my views on human nature. At that time I was wholly ignorant of psychoanalysis, but
I arrived for myself at a view of human passions not unlike that of the psychoanalysts. I arrived at this view in an endeavor
to understand popular feeling about the War. I had supposed until that late time that it was quite common for parents to
love their children, but the War persuaded me that it is a rare exception. I had supposed that most people liked money
better than almost anything else, but I discovered that they like destruction even better. I had supposed that intellectuals
frequently loved truth, but I found here again that not ten per cent of them prefer truth to popularity....

...As a lover of truth, the national propaganda of all the belligerent nations sickened me. As a lover of civilization, the
return to barbarism appalled me. As a man of thwarted parental feeling, the massacre of the young wrung my heart. I
hardly supposed that much good would come of opposing the War, but I felt that for the honour of human nature those
who were not swept off their feet should show that they stood firm.

THE RUSHING FEELING OF FRATERNITY
Stefan Zweig, 1941

Some intellectuals viewed the war as a way of regenerating the nation; nobility and fraternity would triumph over life's petty concerns. In the
following reading, Stefan Zweig (1881-1942), a prominent Austrian literary figure, recalled the scene in Vienna, the capital of the Austro-
Hungarian Empire, at the outbreak of World War 1. This passage comes from Zweig's autobiography written in 1941.

The next morning I was in Austria. In every station placards had been put up announcing general mobilization. The trains
were filled with fresh recruits, banners were flying, music sounded, and in Vienna I found the entire city in tumult. The
first shock at the news of war—the war that no one, people or government, had wanted—the war which had been bluffing
and toying with it, had suddenly been transformed into enthusiasm. There were parades in the street, flags, ribbons, and
music burst forth everywhere, young recruits were marching triumphantly, their faces lighting up at the cheering—they, the
John Does and Richard Roes who usually go unnoticed and uncelebrated.

And to be truthful, I must acknowledge that there was a majestic, rapturous, and even seductive something in this first
outbreak of the people from which one could escape only with difficulty. And in spite of all my hatred and aversion for war,
I should not like to have missed the memory of those first days. As never before, thousands and hundreds of thousands felt
what they should have felt in peace time, that they belonged together. A city of two million, a country of nearly fifty
million, in that hour felt that they were participating in world history, in a moment which would never recur, and that each
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one was called upon to cast his infinitesimal self into the glowing mass, there to be purified of all selfishness. All
differences of class, tank, and language were flooded over at that moment by the rushing feeling of fraternity. Strangers
spoke to one another in the streets, people who had avoided each other for years shook hands, everywhere one saw excited
faces. Each individual experienced an exaltation of his ego, he was no longer the isolated person of former times, he had
been incorporated into the mass, he was part of the people, and his person, his hitherto unnoticed person, had been given
meaning. The petty mail clerk, who ordinarily sorted letters early and late, who sorted constantly, who sorted from Monday
until Saturday without interruption; the clerk, the cobbler, had suddenly achieved a romantic possibility in life: he could
become a hero, and everyone who wore a uniform was already being cheered by the women, and greeted beforehand with
this romantic appellation by those who had to remain behind. They acknowledged the unknown power which had lifted
them out of their everyday existence. Even mothers with their grief, and women with their fears, were ashamed to manifest
their quite natural emotions in the face of this first transformation. But it is quite possible that a deeper more secret power
was at work in this frenzy. So deeply, so quickly did the tide break over humanity that, foaming over the surface, it churned
up the depths, the subconscious primitive instincts of the human animal—that which Freud so meaningfully calls "the
revulsion from culture," the desire to break out the conventional bourgeois world of codes and statutes, and to permit the
primitive instincts of the blood to rage at will. It is also possible that these powers of darkness had their share in the wild
frenzy into which everything was thrown—self-sacrifice and alcohol, the spirit of adventure and the spirit of pure faith, the
old magic of flags and patriotic slogans, that mysterious frenzy of the millions which can hardly be described in words, but
which, for the moment, gave a wild and almost rapturous impetus to the greatest crime of our time....

...What did the great mass know of war in 1914, after nearly half a century of peace? They did not know war, they had
hardly given it a thought. It had become legendary, and distance had made it seem romantic and heroic. They still saw it in
the perspective of their school readers and of paintings in museums; brilliant cavalry attacks in glittering uniforms, the
fatal shot always straight through the heart, the entire campaign a resounding march of victory—"We'll be home at
Christmas," the recruits shouted laughingly to their mothers in August of 1914. Who in the villages and the cities of
Austria remembered "real" war? A few ancients at best, who in 1866 had fought against Prussia, which was now their ally.
But what a quick, bloodless far-off war that had been, a campaign that ended in three weeks with few victims and before it
had well started! A rapid excursion into the romantic, a wild, manly adventure—that is how the war of 1914 was painted in
the imagination of the simple man, and the young people were honestly afraid that they might miss this most wonderful
and exciting experience of their lives; that is why they hurried and thronged to the colors, and that is why they shouted and
sang in the trains that carried them to the slaughter; wildly and feverishly the red wave of blood coursed through the veins
of the entire nation.

THAT FABULOUS DAY

Roland Doregelés

In "After Fifty Years," Roland Doregeles (1886-1973), a distinguished French writer, recalled the mood in Paris at the outbreak of the war.
Only three lines, written hastily by a hand that trembled. It was an announcement to a million and a half Frenchmen.

That people who had read it moved away, stunned, while others crowded in, but this silent numbness did not last.
Suddenly a heroic wind lifted their heads. What? War, was it? Well, then, let's go! Without any signal, the "Marseillaise"
poured from thousands of throats, sheafs of flags appeared at windows, and howling processions rolled out on the
boulevards. Each column brandished a placard: Alsace volunteers, Jewish volunteers, Polish volunteers. They hailed one
another above the bravos of the crowd and this human torrent, swelling at every corner, moved on to circle around the
Place de la Concorde, before the statue of Strasbourg banked with flowers, then flowed toward the Place de la République,
where mobs from Belleville and the Faubourg St. Antoine yelled themselves hoarse on the refrain from the great days, "Aux
armes, citoyens!" (To arms, citizens!) But this time it was better than a song.

To gather the news for my paper, I ran around the city in every direction. At the Cours la Reine I saw the fabled cuirassiers
(cavalry) in their horsetail plumes march by, and at the Rue La Fayette footsoldiers in battle garb with women throwing
flowers and kisses to them. In a marshaling yard I saw guns being loaded, their long, thin barrels twined around with
branches and laurel leaves, while troops in red breeches piled gaily into delivery vans they were scrawling with challenges
and caricatures. Young and old, civilians and military men burned with the same excitement. It was like a Brotherhood Day.

Dead tired but still exhilarated, I got back to L'Homme libre and burst into the office of Georges Clemenceau, our chief.
"What is Paris saying?" he asked me.

"It's singing, sir!"
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"Then everything will be all right...."
His old patriot's heart was not wrong; no cloud marred that fabulous day....

Less than twenty-four hours later, seeing their old dreams of peace crumble (socialist workers) would stream out into the
boulevards ... (but) they would break into the "Marseillaise," not the "Internationale"; they would cry, "To Berlin!," not
"Down with war!"

What did they have to defend, these black-nailed patriots? Not even a shack, an acre to till, indeed hardly a patch of ground
reserved at the Pantin Cemetery, yet they would depart like their rivals of yesterday, a heroic song on their lips and a flower
in their guns. No more poor or rich, proletarians or bourgeois, right-wingers or militant leftists; there were only
Frenchmen.

Beginning the next day, thousands of men eager to fight would jostle one another outside recruiting offices, watching to
join up. Men who could have stayed home, with their wives and children or an imploring mama. But no. The word "duty"
had a meaning for them, and the word "country" had regained its splendor.

I close my eyes, and they appear to me, those volunteers on the great day; then I see them again in the old kepi (military
cap) or blue helmet, shouting, "Here!" when somebody called for men for a raid, or hurling themselves into an attack with
fixed bayonets, and I wonder, and I question their bloody (ghosts).

Tell me, comrades in eternal silence, would you have besieged the enlistment offices with the same enthusiasm, would you
have fought such a courageous fight had you known that fifty years later those men in gray knit caps or steel helmets you
were ordered to kill would no longer be enemies and that we would have to open our arms to them? Wouldn't the heroic
"Let's go!" you shouted as you cleared the parapets have stuck in your throats? Deep in the grave where you dwell, don't
you regret your sacrifice? "Why did we fight? Why did we let ourselves get killed?" This is the murmur of a million and a
half voices rising from the bowels of the earth and we, the survivors do not know what to answer.
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WHO NEEDS WAR?
By: Alexandra Kollontai, 1915
“HEROES”

The war had not yet ended, indeed its end was still not in sight, but the number of cripples was multiplying: the armless,
the legless, the blind, the deaf, the mutilated... They had set off for the bloody world slaughter-house young, strong,
healthy. Their life still lay ahead of them. Only a few months, weeks, even days later, they were brought back to the
infirmaries half dead, crippled...

“Heroes,” say those who started a European war, who sent one people out against another, the worker from one country
out against his fellow worker from another. At least now they have won an award! They will be able to walk around
wearing their medals! People will respect them!

However, in real life things are different. The “hero” comes home to his native village or town, and when he arrives he
cannot believe his eyes: in place of “respect” and joy he finds waiting for him fresh sufferings and disillusionment. His
village has been reduced to poverty and starvation. The menfolk were dragged off to war, the livestock requisitioned...
Taxes must be paid, and there is no one to do the work. The women have been run off their feet. They are haggard and
starved, worn out with weeping. Cripple-heroes wander about the village, some with one medal, some with two. And the
only “respect” the hero gets is to hear his own family reproach him as a parasite who eats the bread of others. And the
bread is rationed!

The “hero” who returns to the town fares no better. He is met with “respect’, his mother weeps from both grief and joy: her
darling son is still alive, her aging mother's eyes have beheld him once again. His wife smiles... For a day or two they will
fuss around him. And then...

Since when do working people have the time, the leisure, to look after an invalid? Each has his own affairs, his own
worries. Moreover, times are difficult. Not a day passes but the cost of living rises. War!... The children are ailing; war is
always accompanied by epidemics, infection. The wife is trying to do a thousand things at once. She must work for herself
and for the “bread-winner”.

And the tsar’s pension?
How much is that? It would hardly pay for one boot for the one leg remaining!

Officers, wounded generals, will, of course, receive their pensions “according to rank”, but who is interested in the
ordinary private, the former workers, peasant or artisan? Who cares about his fate? Power in the state is not in the hands
of the people, but in the hands of the landowners and industrialists, the lords and masters. The state finances controlled
not by those “hero-soldiers” who die in the hundreds of thousands and millions in the war, but by those same lords: the
landowners, industrialists and state officials-the servants of the tsar.

At first, while the memory is still fresh and the cannon are still sounding at the front, the “hero-soldiers” will be
remembered. Various societies, charitable organizations and the Red Cross will come to their aid with miserly
handouts...First one year passes, then another. Peace comes, and people take up once more their former daily round. What
will become of our “heroes”?

Wounded colonels and generals will ride about in their cars; they took care of themselves during the war, hoarded up their
cash, stuffed their pockets with the soldiers” rations...And the “hero-soldiers”, maimed with their medals? What will their
fate be?

Will they really have to go and join the beggars on the church porch?...

It is not a pleasant fate that awaits the hero and savior of his fatherland, even if he wears ten medals on his breast...The
tsarist government will not concern itself about him, will not give him a thought... The hearts of the landowners and
industrialists, the hearts of the masters, will not grieve over the injured... What does it matter to them? It is not their
brother who is suffering, wandering about the country cursing his fate... This is not a “gentleman” but one of the “lower
orders”. And the “lower orders”-the workers, the peasant, the artisan—were born precisely in order to serve their “lords
and masters”, to shed their blood for them, and as their reward to die of hunger under some fence...

While the people themselves do not speak out on behalf of the “heroes”, while the people themselves do not take power
into their own hands, while the people themselves do not control the state finances, the cripple-heroes will be unable to
improve their lot.
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WHAT WERE THEY FIGHTING FOR?

Ask any soldiers, be he Russian or German, what were they fighting for? For what did they shed the blood of their
brothers, the workers and peasants of their neighboring country? For what did they cripple people? They will not tell you,
they will not answer, because they themselves do not really know.

Perhaps they were fighting on behalf of the Serbs, or perhaps it was the Germans who attacked Russia. There was talk of
land. At first the Russian peasant-soldiers thought: “We”re going to take the land away from the Germans.”

However, they soon realized that the war was not about land!... What was it about then? There are very few who know,
who understand. It is not only the Russians who are fighting “in the dark” without really understanding for what they are
knifing, bayoneting, and crippling people. The German, English and French soldiers also have as little idea of the real
reason for the war. Ask any one of them-each will cite you a different reason.

The German people were told: “Russia has attacked us. Russian Cossacks are marching on Berlin. We must defend our
fatherland. At the same time we will go and liberate Russia from the toils of bureaucracy, from the arbitrariness and
lawlessness of the tsar”s officials. We are going to die for the “liberty” of the Russian people! The Russian people
themselves are weak and cannot deal with their “internal enemies”, with venal ministers and the rapacious oppressor-
landowners. Let’s help them! We will open up for the Russian people the road to popular liberty, to rights and freedom.”

This was the seductive song that the Kaiser and his staff, the German landowners and industrialists, sang to the German
people. The people did not understand; they believed. In millions of issues the capitalist newspapers spread lies about the
war, governments introduced wartime censorship, did not allow one word of the ruth to be printed, and threw the best
friends of the working class into jail. The people were fooled, as the Russian soldiers were fooled when they were assured
that it was for “land” that they were marching into Galicia...

In France, the government, the generals, ministers, bankers and industrialists, found another explanation of the war for
their people. It was time to take back from the Germans the territory of Alsace and Lorraine, which they had conquered in
1870. “Citizens of glorious republican France!... You live in a free country, you have won all political rights for yourselves at
home... But next door, in neighboring Germany, the people are groaning under the yoke of the Kaiser!... Let us save the
German people! We will fight until we have chased the Kaiser out of Germany and have established a republic for the
Germans!”

And noble France decided to “liberate” the German people and put an end to the Kaiser. Not a bad cause! Who needs
kaisers and tsars? However, if you look a little closer you see that there is something rather odd: the people were living in
peace, the Kaiser and the Tsar were friends and paid visits to each other. The capitalists of various countries worked
together to set up factories and trading companies, together robed the colonies in Asia and Africa, profited from the
production of cannon and armored vehicles. And suddenly all the tsars and all the capitalists of the various countries have
apparently been seized by a noble passion: let us go and “liberate” our neighbor! Let us introduce rights and justice,
equality and prosperity among our neighbors!

The Germans set off to save Russia from the toils of tsarism, and and the French set out to liberate the Germans from the
power of the Kaiser...

However, on looking a little closer you see that the kaisers and tsars are still safe and sound, still on their thrones with
their power intact. The capitalists waxed rich thanks to the war. They “earned” about 20-40 kopecks for every rouble”s
worth of supplies for the army, and these supplies are worth hundreds and thousands of millions of roubles. And hundreds
of thousands and millions of those very citizens about which the “great powers” were suddenly so concerned have strewn
their own land and foreign lands with their bones. Is it the “liberation” of a foreign people that is the cause of war? Is there
anyone who still believes in such fairy tales?

Let us take another example: the English apparently only came into the war later on in order, on the one hand, to defend
Belgium, and on the other to defeat and destroy the German “military machine”—militarism. This is how it is presented in
words. But how does the English monarchy heave in fact? First of all, England loses no opportunity to seize German
colonies, German land. And, of course, she does not enquire or ask the population under whose dominion they wish to
remain—under German or under English. Belgium is Belgium, but meanwhile one must take for oneself other lands and
peoples... What do the Germans need them for?!

The same goes for the struggle against the military machine. The English do not like the “German militarists”, curse the
Prussians and express their indignation: the Germans have killed the spirit of freedom among their own people, who have
become a trained, obedient herd.
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The criticism is fierce. Much of it is true. The problem is that words and practice do not coincide. In practice, the English
government, while cursing the “German-Prussians”, is trying to learn from them and to introduce in its own country a
“German-style militarism”. From the beginning of the war a struggle has been going on in England between the people and
the government: the English government decided to introduce in England the same militarism for which it went to war
against Germany, is attempting to introduce universal compulsory military service in place of the paid volunteer system
which previously existed in England.

Now the English millionaires and predators have succeeded in breaking the resistance and have begun to introduce
compulsory military service. Once again it turns out not to be true; the English government decided to “liberate” a foreign
country from the evil of “militarism”, and to impose the very same evil upon its own people! However, this is not all! The
example given by Germany was so much to the taste of the English government that it decided to do what other countries
had done and introduce a “military system” in manufacture: to mobilize the workers, subordinate them to the military
authorities, remove from them the right to strike and defend their interests, and to bind them to the state... And this
genuine “military slavery” of the workers has been introduced not only in Germany but in all the belligerent countries- in
France, in Germany and in Russia. Work for a pittance, put up with every kind of restriction and insult—if you don”t you”ll
be sent to the front to face the bullets of the “enemy”. The English workers are putting up a bold and stubborn fight
against this new injustice, against this new attack by the capitalists against the workers; they are fighting against a new
form of slavery and defending their rights... However the English government is not retreating... It likes the example set by
Germany, finds “Prussian militarism” to its taste!

This is how matters stand in fact: the very reason, the very “evil” for which war was declared against a neighboring country
is introduced and reinforced at home!... The Germans went to “liberate” the Russian people, and at home during the war
introduced the same tsarist tyranny!... The French drew the sword in the name of “freedom” for the Germans, and instead
invented forms of oppression such as France had not known for years!... One only has to look around more carefully to
notice that these are not the reasons that caused the (European) powers to go to war with each other, that the reason why
one country went to war against its neighbour is not the one put before the people. The war has other causes, other
purposes, other reasons.

WHO IS RESPONSIBLE FOR THE WAR?

There are those who say: Perhaps we do not know the reasons for the war, but as for who is responsible—that is obvious!
And the one who is responsible should be punished. But who is responsible? Ask a Russian and he will say: Germany! She
was the first to declare war, and therefore she is the instigator.” Ask a German and he will say : “That”s not true! Lies! We
Germans did not want war, we prolonged negotiations. But the Russian government was the first to declare mobilisation.
That means that the instigator is Russia!” “Not true,” shouts Russia”s “allies”. “The Russian government declared
mobilization in response to an ultimatum, to the demand sent to Serbia by the Austrian government. The instigator is
Austrial” But Austria points to Russia, with England at her back. Read any of those orange, white, red, blue, grey or yellow
government books about the war, with their collections of letters, telegrams and government “notes (demands), and
remember how, over the last few decades, the great powers now at war with each other competed with each other in
robbing China, Persia, Turkey, the lands of Africa and others, and then one thing will be clear to you: for many months,
even years, before the war, the governments of all these countries were striving to outwit one another, conducted
diplomatic negotiations while secretly preparing for war. They pretended to be “bosom friends”, but in fact had only one
thing in view: to prove more skilful in outwitting the other—the English the Germans, the Germans the Russians, the
Russians the Austrians... And at the same time each government was also deceiving its own people. They spent years
preparing for war and spent vast amounts of their nation”s wealth on these preparations. What were the financial
resources of the nation used for in all the capitalist countries? For schools? For hospitals? For worker insurance? For cheap
housing for the poor? To improve land or roads? To meet the numerous needs of the people? Nothing of the kind!

The wealth of the nation went on military expenditure, on preparations for bloody conflict were made simultaneously by
the German and the Russian, the English and the Belgian governments. And now they pretend to be orphans! The people,
the politically conscious working people, were well aware before the war where the national wealth was going, knew that
taxes were collected so that the tsars and kaisers, the English and French capitalists, would have the wherewithal to build a
navy and machine guns... The people knew that in Russia half of this money went to line the pockets of the “builders”.
Why should we now forget who prepared the war? Why should we think that the culprits are the German workers and
peasants, and not our own useless, selfish government? No! If we are looking for the culprit, then we must say directly and
honestly: the governments of all the belligerent powers are equally responsible for this present war. Responsibility for the
war lies with the capitalists, bankers and landowners, together with their patrons and friends the tsars, kings, kaisers and
their ministers and diplomats. They all constitute one criminal band. It is not the interests of the people that they watch
over, but their own interests. War does not benefit the people, but their own pockets. They brought on this bloody disaster
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with their “foreign policy”. As for the people—get out there and die!... “Save the motherland” which they themselves
betrayed, bringing on disaster. Die “for the glory of the fatherland”, forgetting all the injustices, insults and humiliations...
Forget that even before the war began you understood that no good would come of government policy. Do not dare
remember that only yesterday you seethed with indignation when an officer struck a private, that you cursed the people”s
lack of rights in their own country... Now it is war!... Only yesterday you would have laughed if someone had told you that
the manufacturer-oppressor is your “brother”, and the German worker, as deprived as you are, is your “worst enemy”. Only
yesterday you would have given short shrift to any “counsellor” who presumed to recommend that you sacrifice your life
for a landowner, factory-owner or some wealthy boss. But today it”s war, and you bayonet, stab, cripple and kill the
“enemy”, a worker or peasant as ill-fated as you yourself... You sacrifice your own life and destroy that of a comrade from
another country to the benefit of your common enemy—the millionaire. Such is the will of those who are truly responsible
for the carnage of world war, the will of the capitalist class governments, the servants and friends of capital!

THE HOMELAND IN DANGER!

But what should one do? One cannot, after all, refuse to fight when one”s country has been attacked, and when one”s
homeland is in danger. Let those who were ready to die “for the homeland” ask themselves honestly and in all conscience:
What homeland does the worker have, what homeland do the dispossessed have? Do they have a homeland? If they did,
would there be the yearly flow of emigrants from every country into alien lands, the dispossessed and unemployed leaving
their native lands, believing, hoping that, perhaps, this “alien land” will prove a more loving step-mother than their own
mother country? Would there be, in Russia itself, hundreds of thousands of hungry and penniless “migrants”?

The general has a homeland, and so does the landowner, the merchant, the manufacturer and all those who carry a fat
wallet in their pocket. To these, the wealthy with the bulging purses, the homeland gives rights and privileges and the state
authorities concern themselves about their fate. But what does the “motherland” give to the worker, be he Russian,
German or French? The struggle for his daily bread, the struggle against poverty and lack of rights, oppression at the hands
of the master, landowner and landlord, insults, grief, illness and humiliation... Not infrequently prison! In Russia penal
servitude and exile... This is what the modern homeland gives to its children, to those who create its wealth with their
own hands, to those who purchase its military honour with their lives...

For the poor, the motherland is not a mother but a step-mother... Nonetheless there are many who says: perhaps our
mother does not indulge us, her loyal children who water her land with the sweat of our brow, but we love our land! We
will defend our people from attack by foreign enemies, we will save the faith of our fathers from enemies of another
creed!... But is modern warfare, warfare among all the major European powers, a war conducted between enemies of
different creeds or races? Look more closely. Who is fighting whom—Orthodox against Catholic or Catholic against
Lutheran? Christians against Mohammedans? No! This war has mixed everyone together. The Orthodox Russian shoots at
the Orthodox Bulgarian, the French Catholic kills the German Catholic, The Mohammedan helps the Christian to aim at a
brother Mohammedan, Jew kills Jew, and Pole kills Pole...

The war is being waged not among peoples of different faiths, not among different peoples with different faiths, not among
different peoples with different customs, languages and traditions, but among states, among large capitalist powers. Each
such power has swallowed up more than one people, taken more than one piece of land from its neighbours... How many
peoples and nations can you find in Russia!

The same is true of Austria. Nor does Germany lag behind: It once seized a piece of Poland, took Holstein from the Danes
and won Alsace from France. And England, the “ruler of the waves”? How many peoples has she brought under her
imperial sway—Indians and Negroes, Australians and islanders... The big powers have drawn a “frontier” around
themselves, driven the most diverse races and people across that frontier and declared: “There is your homeland! Obey our
laws in peace-time, and if there is war it is your duty to die for this homeland we imposed upon youl!... The “great powers”
who are now warring amongst themselves is each an oppressor of numerous peoples and nations. Russia oppresses Jews,
Ukrainians, Poles, Finns and many others. Germany oppresses Poles, Danes, etc. England and France oppress tens and
hundreds of millions in their colonies. War is being waged not in the name of freedom for the people, not in the name of
one”s right to one”s native language, not for the survival of institutions beneficial to the working class. No, war is being
waged in the name of the “right” of the great powers to oppress as many possible alien peoples and to rob as many possible
colonies. The war is being waged by predators in order to divide the spoils. A grotesque picture emerges: on the order of
the great powers, people of one nation, one language, one faith, kill and cripple each other, trample over the land... The
Russian Ukrainian peasant aims his gun at the Ukrainian peasant from Austria; the worker from Russian Poland points his
machine-gun at Polish workers from Germany... Forty-five years ago, Alsatians gave their lives for the glory of “La Belle
France”. Now they are defending their “homeland” under banners that carry the German eagle... And who knows? If
victory goes to the “allies”, perhaps the Alsatians will have to die in the next war for a French “homeland”!



And if one thinks of all the soldiers that England and France have brought from their colonies—Africans, Indians... For
what “homeland” are they dying? Their homeland is thousands of miles away. But what is left of that homeland since the
Europeans invaded it, since the “great powers” subdued it with fire and sword? They have no homeland anymore, and now
they must die for the glory of the bourgeoisie of the nation that oppresses them. However, it is not only the nations that
have been conquered and subdued by the capitalist states who are without a homeland; so also are the “true sons” of
Russia, Germany and England if they are merely the “offspring of the common folk”. What kind of homeland is it if tens of
millions are hired slaves working day and night for a handful of capitalists? What kind of homeland is it if these tens of
millions of workers have nothing to lose but their chains? What kind of homeland is it when it is not the people
themselves who conduct the affairs of the homeland, enact laws, supervise the national economy and control the national
budget, but a handful of masters, of wealthy exploiters?

Before defending and dying for one”s country, would it not instead of marching out against the external German foe, would
it not be more sensible to deal with the internal enemy, i.e. to expel all those tyrants and oppressors of the Russian people
who have, by their dangerous and selfish policies, caused the people to be massacred? Would it not be more sensible if the
German people, instead of setting out to “liberate” Russia from “tsarism”, were to settle accounts with their own Kaiser,
with their own capitalists and landowners? Would not the French be better advised to “purge” their native land of enemies
nearer to home rather than directing their cannon against the German people? There was a time when the workers and
peasants, in defending their “homeland”, were defending their native tongue from foreign oppression, defending their
freedom against feudal lords and tsars. Now, however, the class of capitalists has gathered into its own hands all wealth
and all power even in the most liberal countries, while in Russia the people are oppressed by the aristocracy—the feudal
landowners together with the capitalists. The capitalists of the whole world are now united in alliances which plunder and
oppress the workers in many countries. The capitalists set the workers of one country against the workers of another
country in order to strengthen their hold on workers throughout the world. The capitalists wage war in order to share out
the spoils and weaken the workers by division. Thus those who speak about the present war in terms of the defence of
freedom and the homeland are lying. There is only one way to defend freedom and right, to defend the cause of the
working class in this war- agreement among the workers of every country and their common struggle against the capitalists
in the name of a socialist society.

“IF THEY BEAT US THINGS WILL BE EVEN WORSE”

When it is a question of profit, the capitalists of every country, every tribe and race, become look-alike “bloodbrothers”.
Moreover, in times of peace the workers are well aware of this. They also know that the “enemies” of the workers”
interests, the workers” cause, are not the workers of another neighboring country but the capitalist bosses on both sides of
the border. Why, when the people are being summoned to the banner of the Tsar or the Kaiser, should the worker forget all
that life has taught him? Why should he believe on mere say-so that the pecuniary interests of the industrialist, merchant
or manufacturer who happens to be his compatriot are closer to him than the workers” cause common both to him and to
the dispossessed German and Austrian proletarian?

THE CAUSE OF THE WAR

Yet, even if war is a nasty, filthy business that no-one would defend, how can one not fight once the war has begun, once it
is a reality?

Here we must first seek the answer to another question: why has the war begun? What has caused the war? What are the
reasons behind it? Wars have a variety of causes. Once people fought over territory, for the freedom of their native land.
However, the present war has its own particular cause: this war was generated by capitalism. Capitalism is the name given
to an economic system in which capital, factories and land are divided up among a comparatively small group of people in
the country, while the rest possess only their workers” hands with which to feed themselves, and these they sell to the boss
—the capitalist, the manufacturer, the landed proprietor. As the capitalist economy develops in each state, capital begins to
feel cramped in its own country. In order to increase profits and interest, capital requires that the market expand, requires
new places, countries, colonies into which it can invest its accumulated capitals and from which the manufacturers and
industrialists can obtain “raw materials” such as metal, ore and cotton, to produce goods.

The major capitalist powers, those who are now at war with each other, all experience the same need for a world market,
for colonies. Each power thinks only of how it can bring under its control the colonies and markets of other countries,
either by diplomatic deception and by bribing the governments and capitalists in the weak and dependent countries, or by
force of arms. Colonies and domination of the world market are the causes of the disputes that flare up among the major
modern powers. Each wishes to monopolize (i.e., to be the sole master of) the market, each wishes to take all the profit for
itself alone. To begin with, these powers try to resolve the dispute by “diplomatic negotiations” in which each strives to
trick or outwit the other. Even in times of peace, the negotiations conducted by the diplomats never cease. However, no
information is given to the people. The dispute among the capitalist states ie being conducted not on behalf of the people,
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but on behalf of the capitalists, and these capitalist private property owners push their states onto the path of so-called
colonial or “imperialist” policy. It is they who decide whether or not there will be war. And the people? They need to know
only one thing: if you are called up- go and die!...

If the diplomats do not succeed in outwitting each other, they immediately threaten war. Behind the diplomats there stand
the cannon, and therefore there is no stable peace among the states, but only “armed peace”, that is, a period of peace
during which the state intensified its preparations for war... Neither the workers nor the people as a whole know anything
about the negotiations conducted by the diplomats. These negotiations are conducted “in secret”. However, the capitalists,
the bankers and the landowners—those on whose behalf this “aggressive policy” is being pursued, always know how the
diplomats are faring. If they begin to suspect that their own diplomats have failed to defend their financial interests, that
the negotiations are working to the advantage of the capitalists of another power, they immediately raise the alarm: “Help!
The homeland is in danger! Brother workers, forget all the humiliations, forget all the past! Save our common homeland!...
Go and die for the glory of the fatherland.” The government heeds the cry raised by the capitalists. It cannot fail to heed it,
for the government itself is made up of capitalists and landowners, and the government serves them, protecting their
profits and theft... In order to please the capitalists, the government begins to “hector” to its neighbor, and the
negotiations being conducted by the diplomats become more “heated”... Before you know it, war has started!... The people,
however, cannot be told the truth: we are fighting because our manufacturers and industrialists, our bankers and
merchants, want large profits; we are fighting in order to ensure our capitalists the “right” to rob some colony or country.
This would be “awkward”. The people will not be willing to die for such a cause. So we must cry: “The fatherland is in
danger!”... Or invent some tale or other such as “Let us free our neighbors from tsarism or kaiserism!”... The capitalists,
landowners, and bankers sit in their offices, pocket the tripled profit on the sale of arms, and await the outcome of the war.
Meanwhile the people fight and die, the people sacrifice their lives. And for what? To provide a better, sweeter, richer, more
luxurious life for their own native exploiters, bosses, industrialists, landowners, manufacturers...

The people are too trusting! They possess so little knowledge. They have not yet understood where their own interests lie,
and the capitalists and the servants of the government make use of this. Thus the cause of this war is the struggle of
national capital on the world market. Russian capital is fighting German capital in Russia itself, and fighting Austrian capital
in the Balkans; English and French capital is fighting German capital in Africa, Asia and on the markets of the smaller
states. Capital clashes with capital, fights against capital, each seeking to expel the other. Each desires mastery for itself, to
retain its “monopoly”, fleece the worker during the production of the goods, and the customer during the sale of the goods.
The more quickly capitalism develops, the more states are drawn into this struggle- the more bitter the struggle becomes.
War becomes unavoidable. It is pointless to comfort oneself with the thought that this is the war to end wars. For as long as
there exist capitalist property owners who hold state power in their hands, wars will continue. The aim of these wars will
be the same as the aim of the present war, namely, to secure better profits for one”s own industrialists and businessmen.
Does such an aim deserve that blood be shed in its names? Are the workers acting wisely when for such a cause they kill a
fellow workers from another country, destroy towns and devastate peaceful villages?... Have the workers come to “love”
their own exploiters, their own tyrant masters so much during the war that they are willing to die to defend their profits
and interests?!

Once the true cause of war, its purpose, has been understood, another question arises: what is to be done? How can the
slaughter be stopped? How can the people be spared new conflicts and disputes among the capitalists, new wars, in the
future? Before seeking the answer to these questions one must realize one thing: while capitalism continues to exist, while
there is private ownership of land, factories, plants, etc., upon the earth, while citizens continue to be divided into the
haves and the have-nots, into capitalists who have seized state power and hired workers without rights, while capitalists
continue to fight amongst themselves on the world market for the sake of their profits, wars are inevitable. Wars will only
end when the power of the capitalists has been smashed, when the owner-exploiters are no longer able to harm the people
and push them into bloody conflicts. War is generated by the unjust inequitable capitalist structure of society. In order to put
an end to war, the structure of society must be changed. In order to put an end to war, all the factories, all the plants, all the
industrial enterprises must be removed from the capitalist masters: the land must be taken from the landowners, the mines
from private proprietors, the banks from the capitalists, and all this wealth must become common property. In order to put
an end to war, a new and juster socialist world must be won for the people, for the working class. When the people manage
themselves control all national wealth, themselves manage the national economy and the national budget, themselves look
to the needs and requirements of all the citizens, themselves strive to ensure the prosperity and well-being of their native
land and the brotherhood of all peoples, then there will be no more wars. Then neighboring peoples will not seek to
destroy each other, then there will be no need for an “aggressive policy”: peaceful countries of free working people will
always find a common language! Then there will no longer be the chief culprits of war —a clique of capitalists destroying
millions of people so that after the war their purses will be fuller!... This is the main task facing the workers.
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However, one question remains, there remains another, immediate and urgent task: how can we stop the present fratricidal
war? What is to be done? There is an answer, and, more importantly, it is one and the same answer for the workers of every
country. That answer is as follows: governments may set brother upon brother, a worker from one country against a fellow
worker from another country, but the enemy remains one and the same for all workers throughout the world, the interests
of the Russian and the German, the English and the Austrian workers are one and the same. In order to achieve peace, the
first thing to be done is to bring culprits to book. And who are the culprits if not the tsars and kaisers, together with their
diplomats and ministers, all the obedient servants of capital; who else but they are responsible for this bloody catastrophe?
Let them answer for their deeds! Away with this worthless government, the patrons of the wealthy moneybags! Away with
tsars, kings, emperors, kaisers! Away with their ministers, policemen and corrupt officials! State power should belong to
the people! Let he who desires peace, let he who desires peace, let he who is weary of this criminal war, join the ranks of
those fighting not against an external, but against the internal enemy of the people. Let him say to himself: instead of dying
for the greater profit of the Krestovnikovs, the Guchkovs, the Morozovs, and all their honorable fraternity, I will give my
life for the freedom of my people, for the rights of the working class, for the victory of the workers” cause!... If the Russian
workers, the German workers, and the workers of all the belligerent countries say this, there will no longer exist in the
world a power willing to let the bloodshed continue, and the peace will follow automatically. All that is necessary is that
each soldier at the front, each worker in the workshop, should realize: my enemy is not the one who, like myself in my own
county, has no rights, who is oppressed by capital, whose life is a struggle for his daily bread.

My enemy is in my own country, and this enemy is the same for all the workers of the world. The enemy is capitalism, this
enemy is the rapacious, corrupt class government. This enemy is the lack of rights suffered by the working class. Comrade worker, a
private in the enemy army, I know now that it is not you who are my enemy. Give me your hand, comrade! We are both of
us the victims of deception and violence. Our main and common enemy is at our rear. Let us turn our rifles and guns
against our real, our common enemies... And then all our brave commanders, field marshals and generals will take to their
heels!... Let us each go to war in our own country against our oppressors, let us cleanse our homelands from the real
oppressors, let us cleanse our homelands from the real enemies of the people, from the tsars, kings and emperors! And
when power is in our hands, we will conclude our own peace over the heads of the defeated capitalists... This is the way
forward for those who wish to fight for a stable peace among the nations, for the victory of the workers” cause, for the
replacement of capitalist society by a just and better word based on the socialist brotherhood of the workers of every country.This
is the path, comrade, which you are being called to follow by the organized, conscious worker-socialists of Russia,
Germany, England, France, Italy, Bulgaria and other states, by those socialists who have remained true to the workers”
cause, who have not forgotten the great workers” behest: “Workers of all countries, unite!” Rally round the red banner of the
revolutionary workers” organizations! To work, comrades, to work! There have been enough victims to the glory of capital.
Our common enemy lies in our rear! Away with those responsible for the war! Away with capitalists and tsars! Let us fight
for the freedom of our homeland, for stable peace! Long live the approaching, long-awaited social revolution! Long live the victory of
the socialist brotherhood of nations!
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THE 27 ARTICLES

T.E. Lawrence, August 20, 1917

During World War I, British archeologist Thomas Edward (T.E.) Lawrence volunteered in the British Army and was stationed in the Middle
East. His work with the local tribal leaders to organize the Arab Revolt against the Ottoman Empire earned him international acclaim and
was later dramatized in the movie Lawrence of Arabia. Lawrence’s “27 Articles” offers guidance to other military leaders working in the
Middle East, but also can be transferred to other areas of leadership.

The following notes have been expressed in commandment form for greater clarity and to save words. They are, however,
only my personal conclusions, arrived at gradually while I worked in the Hejaz and now put on paper as stalking horses for
beginners in the Arab armies. They are meant to apply only to Bedu; townspeople or Syrians require totally different
treatment. They are of course not suitable to any other person's need, or applicable unchanged in any particular situation.
Handling Hejaz Arabs is an art, not a science, with exceptions and no obvious rules. At the same time we have a great
chance there; the Sherif trusts us, and has given us the position (towards his Government) which the Germans wanted to
win in Turkey. If we are tactful, we can at once retain his goodwill and carry out our job, but to succeed we have got to put
into it all the interest and skill we possess.

1. Go easy for the first few weeks. A bad start is difficult to atone for, and the Arabs form their judgments on externals that
we ignore. When you have reached the inner circle in a tribe, you can do as you please with yourself and them.

2. Learn all you can about your Ashraf and Bedu. Get to know their families, clans and tribes, friends and enemies, wells,
hills and roads. Do all this by listening and by indirect inquiry. Do not ask questions. Get to speak their dialect of Arabic,
not yours. Until you can understand their allusions, avoid getting deep into conversation or you will drop bricks. Be a little
stiff at first.

3. In matters of business deal only with the commander of the army, column, or party in which you serve. Never give
orders to anyone at all, and reserve your directions or advice for the C.O., however great the temptation (for efficiency's
sake) of dealing with his underlings. Your place is advisory, and your advice is due to the commander alone. Let him see
that this is your conception of your duty, and that his is to be the sole executive of your joint plans.

4. Win and keep the confidence of your leader. Strengthen his prestige at your expense before others when you can. Never
refuse or quash schemes he may put forward; but ensure that they are put forward in the first instance privately to you.
Always approve them, and after praise modify them insensibly, causing the suggestions to come from him, until they are in
accord with your own opinion. When you attain this point, hold him to it, keep a tight grip of his ideas, and push them
forward as firmly as possibly, but secretly, so that to one but himself (and he not too clearly) is aware of your pressure.

5. Remain in touch with your leader as constantly and unobtrusively as you can. Live with him, that at meal times and at
audiences you may be naturally with him in his tent. Formal visits to give advice are not so good as the constant dropping
of ideas in casual talk. When stranger sheikhs come in for the first time to swear allegiance and offer service, clear out of
the tent. If their first impression is of foreigners in the confidence of the Sherif, it will do the Arab cause much harm.

6. Be shy of too close relations with the subordinates of the expedition. Continual intercourse with them will make it
impossible for you to avoid going behind or beyond the instructions that the Arab C.O. has given them on your advice, and
in so disclosing the weakness of his position you altogether destroy your own.

7. Treat the sub-chiefs of your force quite easily and lightly. In this way you hold yourself above their level. Treat the leader,
if a Sherif, with respect. He will return your manner and you and he will then be alike, and above the rest. Precedence is a
serious matter among the Arabs, and you must attain it.

8. Your ideal position is when you are present and not noticed. Do not be too intimate, too prominent, or too earnest.
Avoid being identified too long or too often with any tribal sheikh, even if C.O. of the expedition. To do your work you
must be above jealousies, and you lose prestige if you are associated with a tribe or clan, and its inevitable feuds. Sherifs
are above all blood-feuds and local rivalries, and form the only principle of unity among the Arabs. Let your name therefore
be coupled always with a Sherif's, and share his attitude towards the tribes. When the moment comes for action put
yourself publicly under his orders. The Bedu will then follow suit.

9. Magnify and develop the growing conception of the Sherifs as the natural aristocracy of the Arabs. Intertribal jealousies
make it impossible for any sheikh to attain a commanding position, and the only hope of union in nomad Arabs is that the
Ashraf be universally acknowledged as the ruling class. Sherifs are half-townsmen, half-nomad, in manner and life, and
have the instinct of command. Mere merit and money would be insufficient to obtain such recognition; but the Arab
reverence for pedigree and the Prophet gives hope for the ultimate success of the Ashraf.
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10. Call your Sherif 'Sidi' in public and in private. Call other people by their ordinary names, without title. In intimate
conversation call a Sheikh 'Abu Annad', 'Akhu Alia' or some similar by-name.

11. The foreigner and Christian is not a popular person in Arabia. However friendly and informal the treatment of yourself
may be, remember always that your foundations are very sandy ones. Wave a Sherif in front of you like a banner and hide
your own mind and person. If you succeed, you will have hundreds of miles of country and thousands of men under your
orders, and for this it is worth bartering the outward show.

12. Cling tight to your sense of humor. You will need it every day. A dry irony is the most useful type, and repartee of a
personal and not too broad character will double your influence with the chiefs. Reproof, if wrapped up in some smiling
form, will carry further and last longer than the most violent speech. The power of mimicry or parody is valuable, but use it
sparingly, for wit is more dignified than humor. Do not cause a laugh at a Sherif except among Sherifs.

13. Never lay hands on an Arab; you degrade yourself. You may think the resultant obvious increase of outward respect a
gain to you, but what you have really done is to build a wall between you and their inner selves. It is difficult to keep quiet
when everything is being done wrong, but the less you lose your temper the greater your advantage. Also then you will not
go mad yourself.

14. While very difficult to drive, the Bedu are easy to lead, if: have the patience to bear with them. The less apparent your
interferences the more your influence. They are willing to follow your advice and do what you wish, but they do not mean
you or anyone else to be aware of that. It is only after the end of all annoyances that you find at bottom their real fund of

goodwill.

15. Do not try to do too much with your own hands. Better the Arabs do it tolerably than that you do it perfectly. It is their
war, and you are to help them, not to win it for them. Actually, also, under the very odd conditions of Arabia, your practical
work will not be as good as, perhaps, you think it is.

16. If you can, without being too lavish, forestall presents to yourself. A well-placed gift is often most effective in winning
over a suspicious sheikh. Never receive a present without giving a liberal return, but you may delay this return (while
letting its ultimate certainty be known) if you require a particular service from the giver. Do not let them ask you for
things, since their greed will then make them look upon you only as a cow to milk.

17. Wear an Arab headcloth when with a tribe. Bedu have a malignant prejudice against the hat, and believe that our
persistence in wearing it (due probably to British obstinacy of dictation) is founded on some immoral or irreligious
principle. A thick headcloth forms a good protection against the sun, and if you wear a hat your best Arab friends will be
ashamed of you in public.

18. Disguise is not advisable. Except in special areas, let it be clearly known that you are a British officer and a Christian.
At the same time, if you can wear Arab kit when with the tribes, you will acquire their trust and intimacy to a degree
impossible in uniform. It is, however, dangerous and difficult. They make no special allowances for you when you dress like
them. Breaches of etiquette not charged against a foreigner are not condoned to you in Arab clothes. You will be like an
actor in a foreign theatre, playing a part day and night for months, without rest, and for an anxious stake. Complete
success, which is when the Arabs forget your strangeness and speak naturally before you, counting you as one of
themselves, is perhaps only attainable in character: while half-success (all that most of us will strive for; the other costs too
much) is easier to win in British things, and you yourself will last longer, physically and mentally, in the comfort that they
mean. Also then the Turks will not hang you, when you are caught.

19. If you wear Arab things, wear the best. Clothes are significant among the tribes, and you must wear the appropriate,
and appear at ease in them. Dress like a Sherif, if they agree to it.

20. If you wear Arab things at all, go the whole way. Leave your English friends and customs on the coast, and fall back on
Arab habits entirely. It is possible, starting thus level with them, for the European to beat the Arabs at their own game, for
we have stronger motives for our action, and put more heart into it than they. If you can surpass them, you have taken an
immense stride toward complete success, but the strain of living and thinking in a foreign and half-understood language,
the savage food, strange clothes, and stranger ways, with the complete loss of privacy and quiet, and the impossibility of
ever relaxing your watchful imitation of the others for months on end, provide such an added stress to the ordinary
difficulties of dealing with the Bedu, the climate, and the Turks, that this road should not be chosen without serious
thought.

21. Religious discussions will be frequent. Say what you like about your own side, and avoid criticism of theirs, unless you
know that the point is external, when you may score heavily by proving it so. With the Bedu, Islam is so all-pervading an
element that there is little religiosity, little fervour, and no regard for externals. Do not think from their conduct that they
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are careless. Their conviction of the truth of their faith, and its share in every act and thought and principle of their daily
life is so intimate and intense as to be unconscious, unless roused by opposition. Their religion is as much a part of nature
to them as is sleep or food.

22. Do not try to trade on what you know of fighting. The Hejaz confounds ordinary tactics. Learn the Bedu principles of
war as thoroughly and as quickly as you can, for till you know them your advice will be no good to the Sherif. Unnumbered
generations of tribal raids have taught them more about some parts of the business than we will ever know. In familiar
conditions they fight well, but strange events cause panic. Keep your unit small. Their raiding parties are usually from one
hundred to two hundred men, and if you take a crowd they only get confused. Also their sheikhs, while admirable company
commanders, are too 'set' to learn to handle the equivalents of battalions or regiments. Don't attempt unusual things,
unless they appeal to the sporting instinct Bedu have so strongly, unless success is obvious. If the objective is a good one
(booty) they will attack like fiends, they are splendid scouts, their mobility gives you the advantage that will win this local
war, they make proper use of their knowledge of the country (don't take tribesmen to places they do not know), and the
gazelle-hunters, who form a proportion of the better men, are great shots at visible targets. A sheikh from one tribe cannot
give orders to men from another; a Sherif is necessary to command a mixed tribal force. If there is plunder in prospect, and
the odds are at all equal, you will win. Do not waste Bedu attacking trenches (they will not stand casualties) or in trying to
defend a position, for they cannot sit still without slacking. The more unorthodox and Arab your proceedings, the more
likely you are to have the Turks cold, for they lack initiative and expect you to. Don't play for safety.

23. The open reason that Bedu give you for action or inaction may be true, but always there will be better reasons left for
you to divine. You must find these inner reasons (they will be denied, but are none the less in operation) before shaping
your arguments for one course or other. Allusion is more effective than logical exposition: they dislike concise expression.
Their minds work just as ours do, but on different premises. There is nothing unreasonable, incomprehensible, or
inscrutable in the Arab. Experience of them, and knowledge of their prejudices will enable you to foresee their attitude and
possible course of action in nearly every case.

24. Do not mix Bedu and Syrians, or trained men and tribesmen. You will get work out of neither, for they hate each other.
I have never seen a successful combined operation, but many failures. In particular, ex-officers of the Turkish army,
however Arab in feelings and blood and language, are hopeless with Bedu. They are narrow minded in tactics, unable to
adjust themselves to irregular warfare, clumsy in Arab etiquette, swollen-headed to the extent of being incapable of
politeness to a tribesman for more than a few minutes, impatient, and, usually, helpless without their troops on the road
and in action. Your orders (if you were unwise enough to give any) would be more readily obeyed by Beduins than those of
any Mohammedan Syrian officer. Arab townsmen and Arab tribesmen regard each other mutually as poor relations, and
poor relations are much more objectionable than poor strangers.

25. In spite of ordinary Arab example, avoid too free talk about women. It is as difficult a subject as religion, and their
standards are so unlike our own that a remark, harmless in English, may appear as unrestrained to them, as some of their
statements would look to us, if translated literally.

26. Be as careful of your servants as of yourself. If you want a sophisticated one you will probably have to take an Egyptian,
or a Sudani, and unless you are very lucky he will undo on trek much of the good you so laboriously effect. Arabs will cook
rice and make coffee for you, and leave you if required to do unmanly work like cleaning boots or washing. They are only
really possible if you are in Arab kit. A slave brought up in the Hejaz is the best servant, but there are rules against British
subjects owning them, so they have to be lent to you. In any case, take with you an Ageyli or two when you go up country.
They are the most efficient couriers in Arabia, and understand camels.

27. The beginning and ending of the secret of handling Arabs is unremitting study of them. Keep always on your guard;
never say an unnecessary thing: watch yourself and your companions all the time: hear all that passes, search out what is
going on beneath the surface, read their characters, discover their tastes and their weaknesses and keep everything you find
out to yourself. Bury yourself in Arab circles, have no interests and no ideas except the work in hand, so that your brain is
saturated with one thing only, and you realize your part deeply enough to avoid the little slips that would counteract the
painful work of weeks. Your success will be proportioned to the amount of mental effort you devote to it.



24

TREATY OF VERSAILLES
June 28, 1919 (Excerpts)

Article 22. Certain communities formerly belonging to the Turkish Empire have reached a stage of development where
their existence as independent nations can be provisionally recognized subject to the rendering of administrative advice and
assistance by a Mandatory [i.e., a Western power] until such time as they are able to stand alone. The wishes of these
communities must be a principal consideration in the selection of the Mandatory.

Article 42. Germany is forbidden to maintain or construct any fortifications either on the left bank of the Rhine or on the
right bank to the west of a line drawn 50 kilometers to the East of the Rhine.

Article 45. As compensation for the destruction of the coal mines in the north of France and as part payment towards the
total reparation due from Germany for the damage resulting from the war, Germany cedes to France in full and absolute
possession, with exclusive right of exploitation, unencumbered and free from all debts and charges of any kind, the coal
mines situated in the Saar Basin....

Article 49. Germany renounces in favor of the League of Nations, in the capacity of trustee, the government of the
territory defined above. At the end of fifteen years from the coming into force of the present Treaty the inhabitants of the
said territory shall be called upon to indicate the sovereignty under which they desire to be placed. AlsaceLorraine. The
High Contracting Parties, recognizing the moral obligation to redress the wrong done by Germany in 1871 both to the
rights of France and to the wishes of the population of Alsace and Lorraine, which were separated from their country in
spite of the solemn protest of their representatives at the Assembly of Bordeaux, agree upon the following....

Article 51. The territories which were ceded to Germany in accordance with the Preliminaries of Peace signed at Versailles
on February 26, 1871, and the Treaty of Frankfort of May 10, 1871, are restored to French sovereignty as from the date of
the Armistice of November 11, 1918. The provisions of the Treaties establishing the delimitation of the frontiers before
1871 shall be restored.

Article 119. Germany renounces in favor of the Principal Allied and Associated Powers all her rights and titles over her
overseas possessions.

Article 156. Germany renounces, in favor of Japan, all her rights, title and privileges . . . which she acquired in virtue of"
the Treaty concluded by her with China on March 6, 1898, and of all other arrangements relative to the Province of
Shantung.

Article 159. The German military forces shall be demobilized and reduced as prescribed hereinafter

Article 160. By a date which must not be later than March 31, 1920, the German Army must not comprise more than
seven divisions of infantry and three divisions of cavalry. After that date the total number of effectives in the Army of the
States constituting Germany must not exceed 100,000 men, including officers and establishments of depots. The Army
shall be devoted exclusively to the maintenance of order within the territory and to the control of the frontiers. The total
effective strength of officers, including the personnel of staffs, whatever their composition, must not exceed four
thousand....

Article 231. The Allied and Associated Governments affirm and Germany accepts the responsibility of Germany and her
allies for causing all the loss and damage to which the Allied and Associated Governments and their nationals have been
subjected as a consequence of the war imposed upon them by the aggression of Germany and her allies.

Article 232. The Allied and Associated Governments recognize that the resources of Germany are not adequate, after
taking into account permanent diminutions of such resources which will result from other provisions of the present Treaty,
to make complete reparation for all such loss and damage. The Allied and Associated Governments, however, require, and
Germany undertakes, that she will make compensation for all damage done to the civilian population of the Allied and
Associated Powers and to their property during the period of the belligerency of each as an Allied or Associated Power
against Germany.
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THE RUSSIAN REVOLUTIONS
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WHAT IS TO BE DONE?

Vladimir Lenin, 1902

Lenin (Vladimir Illyich Ulyanov, 1870-1924) believed that on its own, the working class o
could never achieve a successful revolution; workers without leadership could not rise above ‘
petty trade unionism. Throughout his career, Lenin contrasted ignorant working-class f |
"spontaneity" with revolutionary "consciousness," meaning deliberate action guided by the
proper comprehension of conditions under which revolutionaries must work. Under his
leadership, the guiding ideology of the Soviet Union became Marxism-Leninism, that is,
Marxist theory as applied by Lenin to the special conditions of Russia.

A seminal document of Marxism-Leninism was Lenin's pamphlet What Is to Be Done?
published in 1902, fifteen years before the tsar's overthrow. In this tract Lenin addressed
the big questions facing Russian Marxists (who called themselves Social Democrats after
the German Social Democratic party that served as their model).

Without revolutionary theory there can be no revolutionary movement. This
idea cannot be insisted upon too strongly.... Yet, for Russian Social-Democrats
the importance of theory is enhanced by three other circumstances, which are
often forgotten: first, by the fact that our Party is only in process of formation,
its features are only just becoming defined, and it has as yet far from settled
accounts with the other trends of revolutionary thought that threaten to divert
the movement from the correct path...

Secondly, the Social-Democratic movement is in its very essence an international movement. This means, not only that we
must combat national chauvinism, but that an incipient movement in a young country can be successful only if it makes
use of the experiences of other countries. In order to make use of these experiences it is not enough merely to be
acquainted with them, or simply to copy out the latest resolutions. What is required is the ability to treat these experiences
critically and to test them independently.

He who realizes how enormously the modern working-class movement has grown and branched out will understand what
a reserve of theoretical forces and political (as well as revolutionary) experience is required to carry out this task.

[T]he national tasks of Russian Social-Democracy are such as have never confronted any other socialist party in the world.
We shall have occasion further on to deal with the political and organizational duties which the task of emancipating the
whole people from the yoke of autocracy imposes upon us. At this point, we wish to state only that the role of vanguard
fighter can be fulfilled only by a party that is guided by the most advanced theory...

We have said that there could not have been Social-Democratic consciousness among the workers. It would have to be brought
to them from without. The history of all countries shows that the working class, exclusively by its own effort, is able to
develop only trade union consciousness, i.e., the conviction that it is necessary to combine in unions, fight the employers,
and strive to compel the government to pass necessary labour legislation, etc.21 The theory of socialism, however, grew out
of the philosophic, historical, and economic theories elaborated by educated representatives of the propertied classes, by
intellectuals. By their social status the founders of modern scientific socialism, Marx and Engels, themselves belonged to
the bourgeois intelligentsia. In the very same way, in Russia, the theoretical doctrine of Social-Democracy arose altogether
independently of the spontaneous growth of the working-class movement; it arose as a natural and inevitable outcome of
the development of thought among the revolutionary socialist intelligentsia. ...

...Iassert: 1) that no revolutionary movement can endure without a stable organization of leaders maintaining continuity;
2) that the broader the popular mass drawn spontaneously drawn into the struggle, forming the basis of the movement and
participating in it, the more urgent the need for such an organization, and the more solid this organization must be (for it
is much easier for demagogues to side track the more backward sections of the masses); 3) that such an organization must
consist chiefly of people professionally engaged in revolutionary activity; 4) that in an autocratic state, the more we confine
the membership of such an organization to people who are professionally engaged in revolutionary activity and to have
been professionally trained in the art of combatting the political police, the more difficult will it be to wipe out such an
organization, and 5) the greater will be the number of people of the working class and of the other classes of society who
will be able to join the movement and perform active work in it...

... Social-Democracy leads the struggle of the working class, not only for better terms for the sale of labour-power, but for
the abolition of the social system that compels the propertyless to sell themselves to the rich. Social-Democracy represents
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the working class, not in its relation to a given group of employers alone, but in its relation to all classes of modern society
and to the state as an organized political force. Hence, it follows that not only must Social-Democrats not confine
themselves exclusively to the economic struggle, but that they must not allow the organization of economic exposures to
become the predominant part of their activities. We must take up actively the political education of the working class and
the development of its political consciousness.

...We can never give a mass organization that degree of secrecy without which there can be no question of persistent and
continuous struggle against the government. To concentrate all secret functions in the hands of as small a number of
professional revolutionaries as possible does not mean that the latter will “do the thinking for all” and that the rank and
file will not take an active part in the movement. On the contrary, the membership will promote increasing numbers of the
professional revolutionaries from its ranks; for it will know that it is not enough for a few students and for a few working
men waging the economic struggle to gather in order to form a “committee”, but that it takes years to train oneself to be a
professional revolutionary...Centralization of the secret functions of the organization by no means implies centralization of
all the functions of the movement. Active participation of the widest masses in the illegal press will not diminish because a
“dozen” professional revolutionaries centralize the secret functions connected with this work; on the contrary, it

will increase tenfold. In this way, and in this way alone, shall we ensure that reading the illegal press, writing for it, and to
some extent even distributing it, will almost cease to be secret work, for the police will soon come to realize the folly and
impossibility of judicial and administrative red-tape procedure over every copy of a publication that is being distributed in
the thousands. This holds not only for the press, but for every function of the movement, even for demonstrations. The
active and widespread participation of the masses will not suffer; on the contrary, it will benefit by the fact that a “dozen”
experienced revolutionaries, trained professionally no less than the police, will centralize all the secret aspects of the work
— the drawing up of leaflets, the working out of approximate plans; and the appointing of bodies of leaders for each urban
district, for each institution, etc. (I know that exception will be taken to my “undemocratic” views, but I shall reply below
fully to this anything but intelligent objection.) Centralization of the most secret functions in an organization of
revolutionaries will not diminish, but rather increase the extent and enhance the quality of the activity of a large number of
other organizations that are intended for a broad public and are therefore as loose and as non-secret as possible, such as
workers’ trade unions; workers’ self-education circles and circles for reading illegal literature; and socialist, as well as
democratic, circles among all other sections of the population; etc., etc. We must have such circles, trade unions, and
organizations everywhere in as large a number as possible and with the widest variety of functions...

...The only serious organizational principle for the active workers of our movement should he the strictest secrecy, the
strictest selection of members, and the training of professional revolutionaries. Given these qualities, something even more
than “democratism” would be guaranteed to us, namely, complete, comradely, mutual confidence among
revolutionaries....They have a lively sense of their responsibility, knowing as they do from experience that an organization of
real revolutionaries will stop at nothing to rid itself of an unworthy member...

...Our worst sin with regard to organization consists in the fact that by our primitiveness we have lowered the prestige of
revolutionaries in Russia. A person who is flabby and shaky on questions of theory, who has a narrow outlook, who pleads the
spontaneity of the masses as an excuse for his own sluggishness, who resembles a trade union secretary more than a
spokesman of the people, who is unable to conceive of a broad and bold plan that would command the respect even of
opponents, and who is inexperienced and clumsy in his own professional art — the art of combating the political police —
such a man is not a revolutionary, but a wretched amateur!
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PROCLAMATION OF THE KRONSTADT REBELS

In March 1921 the sailors at the Kronstadt naval base, in league with the workers of nearby Petrograd—all ardent allies of the Bolsheviks in
1917-1918—revoluted against the repressive Communist government. The high expectations created by the revolution clashed brutally with
Lenin's ruthless determination to restore order to a country utterly defeated in World War I and threatened with anarchy and dissolution. In
their disillusionment the Kronstadt sailors and their working-class allies reaffirmed their revolutionary ideals (expressed in the document
below) by taking up arms against "the dictatorship of the proletariat."

Their rebellion, a profound embarrassment to the communist regime, was quickly crushed by Red troops; a large number of the Kronstadt
rebels were executed. Yet it also persuaded Lenin, now that the White Army had been defeated in the civil war, to relax the grip of the
Comunist party and restore a measure of private enterprise under the New Economic Policy (NEP), which lasted until the Stalin revolution of
1929. Under Gorbachev the idealism of the Kronstadt sailors was recognized, and in January 1994 President Yeltsin declared their repression
"Illegal and in violation of basic human rights." He decreed that a monument be erected in honor of the victims.

With the October Revolution the working class had hoped to achieve its emancipation. But there resulted an even greater
enslavement of human personality.

The power of the police and gendarme monarchy fell into the hands of usurpers --the Communists --who, instead of giving
the people liberty, have instilled in them only the constant fear of the Tcheka, which by its horrors surpasses even the
gendarme régime of Tsarism. ... Worst and most cruel of all is the spiritual cabal of the Communists: they have laid their
hands also on the internal world of the laboring masses, compelling everyone to think according to Communist
prescription.

... Russia of the toilers, the first to raise the red banner of labor's emancipation, is drenched with the blood of those
martyred for the greater glory of Communist dominion. In that sea of blood, the Communists are drowning all the bright
promises and possibilities of the workers' revolution. It has now become clear that the Russian Communist Party is not the
defender of the laboring masses, as it pretends to be. The interests of the working people are foreign to it. Having gained
power, it is now fearful only of losing it, and therefore it considers all means permissible: defamation, deceit, violence,
murder, and vengeance upon the families of the rebels.

There is an end to long, suffering patience. Here and there the land is lit up by the fires of rebellion in a struggle against
oppression and violence. Strikes of workers have multiplied, but the Bolshevik police régime has taken every precaution
against the outbreak of the inevitable Third Revolution.

But in spite of it all it has come, and it is made by the hands of laboring masses. The Generals of Communism see clearly
that it is the people who have risen, the people who have become convinced that the Communists have betrayed the ideas
of Socialism. Fearing for their safety and knowing that there is no place they can hide in from the wrath of the workers, the
Communists still try to terrorize the rebels with prison, shooting, and other barbarities. But life under the Communist
dictatorship is more terrible than death. ...

There is no middle road. To triumph or to die! The example is being set by Kronstadt, the terror of counter-revolution from
the right to and from the left. Here has taken place the great revolutionary deed. Here is raised the banner of rebellion
against a three-year old tyranny and oppression of Communist autocracy, which has put in the shade the three-hundred-
year old despotism of monarchism. Here, in Kronstadt, has been laid the cornerstone of the Third Revolution which is to
break the last chains of the worker and open the new, broad road to Socialist creativity.

This new revolution will rouse the masses of the East and the West, and will serve as an example of new Socialist
constructiveness, in contradistinction to the governmental, cut-and-dried Communist "construction". The laboring masses
will learn that what has been done till now in the name of the workers and peasants was not Socialism.

Without firing a single shot, without shedding a drop of blood, the first step has been taken. Those who labor need no
blood. They will shed it only in self-defense. ... The workers and peasants march on: they are leaving behind them

the utchredilka (Constituent Assembly) with its bourgeois régime and the Communist Party dictatorship with its Tcheka
and State capitalism, which has put the noose around the neck of the workers and threaten to strangle them to death.

The present change offers the laboring masses the opportunity of securing, at last, freely elected Soviets which will
function without fear of the Party whip; they can now reorganize the governmentalized labor unions into voluntary
associations of workers, peasants, and working intelligentsia. At last is broken the police club of Communist autocracy.
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SOCIALIST CONDEMNATION OF THE BOLSHEVIKS
Karl Kautsky, 1919

Karl Kautsky (1854-1938), a leading German Marxist, denounced the Bolshevik regime for its terrorism, repression, and authoritarianism.
Kautsky viewed the course of the Russian Revolution from the humanitarian perspectives of German socialists. Eager to safeguard the moral
purity of the Marxist creed, he deplored the Bolsheviks' brutality. The following reflections, written in 1919, spell out the Marxist outsider's
reactions.

The world-war made the working class take a backward step both morally and intellectually. It brutalised almost every
strata of the population; it set the most undeveloped elements of the proletariat in the forefront of the movement, and
finally increased the [impoverished] state of the proletariat to such an extent, that it brought despair in the place of quiet
thought and reflection. The war also encouraged primitive ideas in the working-classes, by developing the military way of
thinking, that form of thinking which, as it is, lies very near the surface in the thoughts of the average unintelligent man,
who imagines that mere power is the determining factor in the world history—as if one needed only the necessary force
and recklessness to accomplish everything that one undertakes. Marx and Engels have always attacked and opposed this
conception...

The Bolsheviks...have...kept themselves going by discarding one after another part of their programme, so that finally they
have achieved the very contrary to that which they set out to obtain. For instance, in order to come into power they threw
overboard all their democratic principles. In order to keep themselves in power they have had to let their Socialist
principles go the way of the democratic. They have...sacrificed their principles, and have proved themselves to be
thoroughgoing opportunists.

Bolshevism has, up to the present, triumphed in Russia, but Socialism has already suffered a defeat. We have only to look
at the form of society which has developed under the Bolshevik regime, and which was bound so to develop, as soon as the
Bolshevik method was applied...

Among the phenomena for which Bolshevism has been responsible, Terrorism, which begins with the abolition of every
form of freedom of the Press, and ends in a system of wholesale execution, is certainly the most striking and the most
repellant of all. It is that which gave rise to the greatest hatred against the Bolsheviks....

The instruments of terrorism were the revolutionary tribunals and the extraordinary commissions...Both have carried on
fearful work, quite apart from the so-called military punitive expeditions, the victims of which are incalculable. The
number of victims of the extraordinary commissions will never be easy to ascertain. In any case they number their
thousands. The lowest estimate puts the number at 6,000; others give the total as double that number, others treble; and
over and above these are numberless cases of people who have been immured alive or ill-treated and tortured to death.

Those who defend Bolshevism do so by pointing out that their opponents, the White Guards of the Finns, the Baltic
barons, the counter-revolutionary Tsarist generals and admirals have not done any better. But is it a justification of theft to
show that others steal? In any case, these others do not go against their own principles, if they deliberately sacrifice human
life in order to maintain their power; whereas the Bolsheviks most certainly do. For they thus become unfaithful to the
principles of the sanctity of human life, which they themselves openly proclaimed, and by means of which they have
themselves become raised to power and justified in their actions....

But not even the aim of the Bolsheviks is free from objection. Its immediate endeavour is to preserve the militarist
bureaucratic apparatus of power, which it has created....

Shooting—that is the Alpha and Omega [the beginning and the end] of Communist government wisdom....

...The Extraordinary Commissions of the Soviet Republic deliberate in secret without any sort of guarantee that the
accused shall have their due rights. For it is not absolutely imperative that the accused himself should be heard, let alone
his witnesses. A mere denunciation, a mere suspicion suffices to remove him....

Originally [the Bolsheviks] were wholehearted protagonists of a National Assembly, elected on the strength of a universal
and equal vote. But they set this aside, as soon as it stood in their way. They were thoroughgoing opponents of the death
penalty, yet they established a bloody rule... [They were] fiery upholders of democracy within the proletariat, but they are
repressing this democracy more and more by means of their personal dictatorship...At the beginning of their regime they
declared it to be their object to smash the bureaucratic apparatus, which represented the means of power of the old State;
but they have introduced in its place a new form of bureaucratic rule... [They] strove to reduce all classes to the same level,
instead of which they have called into being a new class of distinction. They have created a class that stands on a lower
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level than the proletariat, which latter they have raised to a privileged class; and over and above this they have caused still
another class to appear, which is in receipt of large incomes and enjoys high privileges....

... The hereditary sin of Bolshevism has been its suppression of democracy through a form of government, namely, the
dictatorship, which has no meaning unless it represents the unlimited and despotic power, either of one single person or of
a small organization intimately bound together....

...The opposition against the Bolsheviks has been increasing from day to day. The growing nervousness betrayed by its
disciples over every kind of Press which is not official, as well as the exclusion of Socialist critics from the Soviets, shows
the transition to the Regiment of Terror. In such a situation, to demolish the dictatorship in order gradually to return to
democracy is scarcely possible. All such attempts hitherto have quickly come to an end. The Bolsheviks are prepared, in
order to maintain their position, to make all sorts of possible concessions to bureaucracy, to militarism, and to capitalism,
whereas any concession to democracy seems to be sheer suicide.

THE CULT OF STALIN

A.0. Avdienko, 1936

Among a people so deeply divided by ethnicity and petty localism and limited by a pervasive narrowness of perspective, building countrywide
unity and consensus was a crucial challenge for the government. In the Russian past the worship of saints and the veneration of tsar had
served that purpose. The political mobilization of the masses during the revolution required an intensification of that tradition. It led to the
"cult of personality," the deliberate fixation of individual dedication and loyalty on the all-powerful leader, whose personality exemplified the
challenge of extraordinary times. The following selection illustrates by what emotional bonds the individual was tied to Stalin, and through
Stalin to the prodigious transformation of Russian stare and society that he was attempting.

Thank you, Stalin. Thank you because I am joyful. Thank you because I am well. No matter how old I become, I shall never
forget how we received Stalin two days ago. centuries will pass, and the generations still to come will regard us as the
happiest of mortals, as the most fortunate of men, because we lived in the century of centuries, because we were privileged
to see Stalin, our inspired leader. Yes, and we regard ourselves as the happiest of mortals because we are the
contemporaries of a man who never had an equal in world history.

The men of all ages will call on thy name, which is strong, beautiful, wise and marvelous. Thy name is engraven on every
factory, every machine, every place on the earth, and in the hearts of all men.

Every time I have found myself in his presence I have been subjugated by his strength, his charm, his grandeur. I have
experienced a great desire to sing, to cry out, to shout with joy and happiness. And now see me--me!--on the same
platform where the Great Stalin stood a year ago. In what country, in what part of the world could such a thing happen.

I write books. I am an author. All thanks to thee, O great educator, Stalin. I love a young woman with a renewed love and
shall perpetuate myself in my children--all thanks to thee, great educator, Stalin. I shall be eternally happy and joyous, all
thanks to thee, great educator, Stalin. Everything belongs to thee, chief of our great country. And when the woman I love
presents me with a child the first word it shall utter will be: Stalin.

O great Stalin, O leader of the peoples,

Thou who broughtest man to birth.

Thou who fructifies the earth,

Thou who restorest to centuries,

Thou who makest bloom the spring,

Thou who makest vibrate the musical chords...
Thou, splendour of my spring, O thou,

Sun reflected by millions of hearts.
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LITERATURE AS PROPAGANDA
Yevgeny Yevtushenko, 1963

After Stalin's death in 1953, Soviet intellectuals breathed more freely, and they protested against the rigid Stalinist controls. In the following
extract from his Precocious Autobiography, Russian poet Yevgeny Yevtushenko (b. 1933) looks back to the raw days of intellectual repression
under Stalin.

Blankly smiling workers and collective farmers looked out from the covers of books. Almost every novel and short story
had a happy ending. Painters more and more often took as their subject stare banquets, weddings, solemn, public
meetings, and parades.

Blankly smiling workers and collective farmers looked out from the covers of books. Almost every novel and short story
had a happy ending. Painters more and more often took as their subject state banquets, weddings, solemn public meetings,
and parades.

The apotheosis of this trend was a movie which in its grand finale showed thousands of collective farmers having a
gargantuan feast against the backdrop of a new power station.

Recently I had a talk with its producer, gifted and intelligent man.

"How could you produce such a film?" I asked. "It is true that I also once wrote verses in that vein, but I was still wet
behind the ears, whereas you were adult and mature."

The producer smiled a sad smile. "You know, the strangest thing to me is that I was absolutely sincere. I thought all this
was a necessary part of building communism. And then I believed Stalin."

So when we talk about "the cult of personality," we should not be too hasty in accusing all those who, one way or another,
were involved in it, debasing themselves with their flattery. There were of course sycophants who used the situation for
their own ends. But that many people connected with the arts sand Stalin's praises was often not vice but tragedy.

How was it possible for even gifted and intelligent people to be deceived?

To begin with, Stalin was a strong and vivid personality. When he wanted to do, Stalin knew how to charm people. He
charmed Gorky and Barbusse. In 1937, the cruelest year of the purges, he managed to charm that tough and experienced
observer, Lion Feuchtwanger.

In the second place, in the minds of the Soviet people, Stalin's name was indissolubly linked with Lenin's. Stalin knew how
popular Lenin was and saw to it that history was rewritten in such a way as to make his own relations with Lenin seem
much more friendly than they had been in fact. The rewriting was so thorough that perhaps Stalin himself believed his own
version in the end.

There can be no doubt of Stalin's love for Lenin. His speech on Lenin's death, beginning with the words, "In leaving us,
Comrade Lenin has bequeathed . . . " reads like a poem in prose. He wanted to stand as Lenin's heir not only in other
people's eyes, but in his own eyes too. He deceived himself as well as the others. Even Pasternak put the two names side by
side:

Laughter in the village,
Voice behind the plow,

Lenin and Stalin,

And these verses now...

In reality, however, Stalin distorted Lenin's ideas, because to Lenin -- and this was the whole meaning of his work --
communism was to serve man, whereas under Stalin it appeared that man served communism.

Stalin's theory that people were the little cogwheels of communism was put into practice and with horrifying results. . . .
Russian poets, who had produced some fine works during the war, turned dull again. If a good poem did appear now and
then, it was likely to be about the war -- this was simpler to write about.

Poets visited factories and construction sites but wrote more about machines than about the men who made them work. If
machines could read, they might have found such poems interesting. Human beings did not.
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The size of a printing was not determined by demand but by the poet's official standing. As a result bookstores were
cluttered up with books of poetry which no one wanted. . . . A simple, touching poem by the young poet Vanshenkin, about
a boy's first love, caused almost a sensation against this background of industrial-agricultural verse. Vinokurov's first
poems, handsomely disheveled among the general sleekness, were avidly seized upon -- they had human warmth. But the
general situation was unchanged. Poetry remained unpopular. The older poets were silent, and when they did break their
silence, it was even worse. The generation of poets that had been spawned by the war and that had raised so many hopes
had petered out. Life in peacetime turned out to be more complicated than life at the front. Two of the greatest Russian
poets, Zablotsky and Smelyakov, were in concentration camps. The young poet Mandel (Korzhavin) had been deported. I
don't know if Mandel's name will be remembered in the history of Russian poets but it will certainly be remembered in the
history of Russian social thought.

He was the only poet who openly wrote and recited verses against Stalin while Stalin was alive. That he recited them seems
to be what saved his life, for the authorities evidently thought him insane. In one poem he wrote of Stalin:

There in Moscow, in whirling darkness,
Wrapped in his military coat,

Not understanding Pasternak,

A hard and cruel man stared at the snow.

... Now that ten years have gone by [Stalin died in 1953], I realize that Stalin's greatest crime was not the arrests and the
shootings he ordered. His greatest crime was the corruption of the human spirit.

Plates decorated to commemorate the Soviet Revolution & industrialization, displayed at the British Museum, London (Clancy, 2013)
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THE SECRET SPEECH
Nikita Khrushchev, 1956

Comrades! In the Party Central Committee’s report at the 20th Congress and in a number of speeches by delegates to the
Congress, as also formerly during Plenary CC/CPSU [Central Committee of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union]
sessions, quite a lot has been said about the cult of the individual and about its harmful consequences.

After Stalin’s death, the Central Committee began to implement a policy of explaining concisely and consistently that it is
impermissible and foreign to the spirit of Marxism-Leninism to elevate one person, to transform him into a superman
possessing supernatural characteristics, akin to those of a god. Such a man supposedly knows everything, sees everything,
thinks for everyone, can do anything, is infallible in his behavior.

Such a belief about a man, and specifically about Stalin, was cultivated among us for many years. The objective of the
present report is not a thorough evaluation of Stalin’s life and activity.

At present, we are concerned with a question which has immense importance for the Party now and for the future — with
how the cult of the person of Stalin has been gradually growing, the cult which became at a certain specific stage the source
of a whole series of exceedingly serious and grave perversions of Party principles, of Party democracy, of revolutionary
legality.

Because not all as yet realize fully the practical consequences resulting from the cult of the individual, [or] the great harm
caused by violation of the principle of collective Party direction and by the accumulation of immense and limitless power in
the hands of one person, the Central Committee considers it absolutely necessary to make material pertaining to this matter
available to the 20th Congress of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union.

Allow me first of all to remind you how severely the classics of Marxism-Leninism denounced every manifestation of the
cult of the individual. In a letter to the German political worker Wilhelm Bloss, [Karl] Marx stated: “From my antipathy to
any cult of the individual, I never made public during the existence of the [1st] International the numerous addresses from
various countries which recognized my merits and which annoyed me. I did not even reply to them, except sometimes to
rebuke their authors. [Fredrich] Engels and I first joined the secret society of Communists on the condition that everything
making for superstitious worship of authority would be deleted from its statute...”

The great modesty of the genius of the Revolution, Vladimir Ilyich Lenin, is known. Lenin always stressed the role of the
people as the creator of history, the directing and organizational roles of the Party as a living and creative organism, and also
the role of the Central Committee.

Marxism does not negate the role of the leaders of the working class in directing the revolutionary liberation movement.

While ascribing great importance to the role of the leaders and organizers of the masses, Lenin at the same time mercilessly
stigmatized every manifestation of the cult of the individual, inexorably combated [any] foreign-to-Marxism views about a
“hero” and a “crowd,” and countered all efforts to oppose a “hero” to the masses and to the people.

Lenin taught that the Party’s strength depends on its indissoluble unity with the masses, on the fact that behind the Party
follows the people — workers, peasants, and the intelligentsia. Lenin said, “Only he who believes in the people, [he] who
submerges himself in the fountain of the living creativeness of the people, will win and retain power.”

In addition to V. I. Lenin’s great accomplishments for the victory of the working class and of the working peasants, for the
victory of our Party and for the application of the ideas of scientific Communism to life, his acute mind expressed itself also
in this. [Lenin] detected in Stalin in time those negative characteristics which resulted later in grave consequences. Fearing
the future fate of the Party and of the Soviet nation, V. I. Lenin made a completely correct characterization of Stalin. He
pointed out that it was necessary to consider transferring Stalin from the position of [Party] General Secretary because Stalin
was excessively rude, did not have a proper attitude toward his comrades, and was capricious and abused his power.

In December 1922, in a letter to the Party Congress, Vladimir Ilyich wrote: “After taking over the position of General
Secretary, comrade Stalin accumulated immeasurable power in his hands and I am not certain whether he will be always
able to use this power with the required care.”

This letter — a political document of tremendous importance, known in the Party’s history as Lenin’s “Testament” - was
distributed among [you] delegates to [this] 20th Party Congress. You have read it and will undoubtedly read it again more
than once. You might reflect on Lenin’s plain words, in which expression is given to Vladimir Ilyich’s anxiety concerning the
Party, the people, the state, and the future direction of Party policy.
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Vladimir Ilyich said:

“Stalin is excessively rude, and this defect, which can be freely tolerated in our midst and in contacts among us
Communists, becomes a defect which cannot be tolerated in one holding the position of General Secretary. Because of
this, I propose that the comrades consider the method by which Stalin would be removed from this position and by
which another man would be selected for it, a man who, above all, would differ from Stalin in only one quality,
namely, greater tolerance, greater loyalty, greater kindness and more considerate attitude toward the comrades, a less
capricious temper, etc.”

This document of Lenin’s was made known to the delegates at the 13th Party Congress, who discussed the question of
transferring Stalin from the position of General Secretary. The delegates declared themselves in favor of retaining Stalin in
this post, hoping that he would heed Vladimir Ilyich’s critical remarks and would be able to overcome the defects which
caused Lenin serious anxiety.

As later events have proven, Lenin’s anxiety was justified. In the first period after Lenin’s death, Stalin still paid attention to
his advice, but later he began to disregard the serious admonitions of Vladimir Ilyich. When we analyze the practice of
Stalin in regard to the direction of the Party and of the country, when we pause to consider everything which Stalin
perpetrated, we must be convinced that Lenin’s fears were justified. The negative characteristics of Stalin, which, in Lenin’s
time, were only incipient, transformed themselves during the last years into a grave abuse of power by Stalin, which caused
untold harm to our Party.

We have to consider seriously and analyze correctly this matter in order that we may preclude any possibility of a repetition
in any form whatever of what took place during the life of Stalin, who absolutely did not tolerate collegiality in leadership
and in work, and who practiced brutal violence, not only toward everything which opposed him, but also toward that
which seemed, to his capricious and despotic character, contrary to his concepts.

Stalin acted not through persuasion, explanation and patient cooperation with people, but by imposing his concepts and
demanding absolute submission to his opinion. Whoever opposed these concepts or tried to prove his [own] viewpoint and
the correctness of his [own] position was doomed to removal from the leadership collective and to subsequent moral and
physical annihilation. This was especially true during the period following the 17th Party Congress, when many prominent
Party leaders and rank-and-file Party workers, honest and dedicated to the cause of Communism, fell victim to Stalin’s
despotism.

We must affirm that the Party fought a serious fight against the Trotskyites, rightists and bourgeois nationalists, and that it
disarmed ideologically all the enemies of Leninism. This ideological fight was carried on successfully, as a result of which
the Party became strengthened and tempered. Here Stalin played a positive role.
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LANA PETERS, STALIN’S DAUGHTER, DIES AT 85

By Douglas Martin, New York Times, November 28, 2011

Her three successive names were signposts on a twisted, bewildering road that took her from Stalin’s Kremlin, where she
was the “little princess,” to the West in a celebrated defection, then back to the Soviet Union in a puzzling homecoming,
and finally to decades of obscurity, wandering and poverty.

At her birth, on Feb. 28, 1926, she was named Svetlana Stalina, the only daughter and last surviving child of the brutal
Soviet tyrant Josef Stalin. After he died in 1953, she took her mother’s last name, Alliluyeva. In 1970, after her defection
and an American marriage, she became and remained Lana Peters.

Ms. Peters died of colon cancer on Nov. 22 in Richland County, Wis., the county’s corporation counsel, Benjamin
Southwick, said on Monday. She was 85.

Her death, like the last years of her life, occurred away from public view. There were hints of it online and in Richland
Center, the Wisconsin town in which she lived, though a local funeral home said to be handling the burial would not
confirm the death. A county official in Wisconsin thought she might have died several months ago. Phone calls seeking
information from a surviving daughter, Olga Peters, who now goes by the name Chrese Evans, were rebuffed, as were
efforts to speak to her in person in Portland, Ore., where she lives and works.

Ms. Peters’s initial prominence came only from being Stalin’s daughter, a distinction that fed public curiosity about her life
across three continents and many decades. She said she hated her past and felt like a slave to extraordinary circumstances.
Yet she drew on that past, and the infamous Stalin name, in writing two best-selling autobiographies.

Long after fleeing her homeland, she seemed to be still searching for something — sampling religions, from Hinduism to
Christian Science, falling in love and constantly moving. Her defection took her from India, through Europe, to the United
States. After moving back to Moscow in 1984, and from there to Soviet Georgia, friends told of her going again to America,
then to England, then to France, then back to America, then to England again, and on and on. All the while she faded from
the public eye.

Ms. Peters was said to have lived in a cabin with no electricity in northern Wisconsin; another time, in a Roman Catholic
convent in Switzerland. In 1992, she was reported to be living in a shabby part of West London in a home for elderly people
with emotional problems.

“You can’t regret your fate,” Ms. Peters once said, “although I do regret my mother didn’t marry a carpenter.”

‘Little Sparrow’

Her life was worthy of a Russian novel. It began with a loving relationship with Stalin, who had taken the name, meaning
“man of steel,” as a young man. (He was born loseb Besarionis dze Jughashvili.) Millions died under his brutally repressive
rule, but at home he called his daughter “little sparrow,” cuddled and kissed her, showered her with presents, and
entertained her with American movies.

She became a celebrity in her country, compared to Shirley Temple in the United States. Thousands of babies were named
Svetlana. So was a perfume.

At 18, she was setting the table in a Kremlin dining room when Churchill happened upon her. They had a spirited
conversation.

But all was not perfect even then. The darkest moment of her childhood came when her mother, Nadezhda Alliluyeva,
Stalin’s second wife, committed suicide in 1932. Svetlana, who was 6, was told that her mother had died of appendicitis.
She did not learn the truth for a decade.

In her teenage years, her father was consumed by the war with Germany and grew distant and sometimes abusive. One of
her brothers, Yakov, was captured by the Nazis, who offered to exchange him for a German general. Stalin refused, and
Yakov was killed.

In her memoirs she told of how Stalin had sent her first love, a Jewish filmmaker, to Siberia for 10 years. She wanted to
study literature at Moscow University, but Stalin demanded that she study history. She did. After graduation, again
following her father’s wishes, she became a teacher, teaching Soviet literature and the English language. She then worked
as a literary translator.
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A year after her father broke up her first romance, she told him she wanted to marry another Jewish man, Grigory Morozov,
a fellow student. Stalin slapped her and refused to meet him. This time, however, she had her way. She married Mr.
Morozov in 1945. They had one child, Iosif, before divorcing in 1947.

Her second marriage, in 1949, was more to Stalin’s liking. The groom, Yuri Zhdanov, was the son of Stalin’s right-hand
man, Andrei Zhdanov. The couple had a daughter, Yekaterina, the next year. But they, too, divorced soon afterward.

Her world grew darker in her father’s last years. Nikita S. Khrushchev, Stalin’s successor as Soviet leader, wrote in his
memoirs about the New Year’s party in 1952 when Stalin grabbed Svetlana by the hair and forced her to dance.

Defection

After Stalin died in 1953, his legacy was challenged, and the new leaders were eager to put his more egregious policies
behind them. Svetlana lost many of her privileges. In the 1960s, when she fell in love with Brijesh Singh, an Indian
Communist who was visiting Moscow, Soviet officials refused to let her marry him. After he became ill and died, they only
reluctantly gave her permission, in early 1967, to take his ashes home to India.

Once in India, Ms. Alliluyeva, as she was known now, evaded Soviet agents in the K.G.B. and showed up at the United
States Embassy in New Delhi seeking political asylum. The world watched in amazement as Stalin’s daughter, granted
protection, became the most high-profile Soviet exile since the ballet virtuoso Rudolf Nureyev defected in 1961. The
United States quickly dispatched a C.I.A. officer to help her travel through Italy to neutral Switzerland, but American
officials worried that accepting her into the United States could damage its improving relations with Moscow. Finally,
President Lyndon B. Johnson, on humanitarian grounds, agreed to admit her but asked that there be as little fanfare as
possible.

Unknown to Washington at the time, the K.G.B. was discussing plans to assassinate Ms. Alliluyeva, according to former
agency officials who were quoted by The Washington Times in 1992. But, they said, the K.G.B. backed off for fear an
assassination would be traced back to it too easily.

Her arrival in New York, in April 1967, was more triumphant than low-key. Reporters and photographers were waiting at
the airport, and she held a news conference in which she denounced the Soviet regime. Her autobiography, “Twenty Letters
to a Friend,” was published later that year, bringing her more than $2.5 million. In 1969 she recounted her journey from
the Soviet Union in a second memoir, “Only One Year.”

Settling in Princeton, N.J., Ms. Alliluyeva made a public show of burning her Soviet passport, saying she would never
return to the Soviet Union. She denounced her father as “a moral and spiritual monster,” called the Soviet system
“profoundly corrupt” and likened the K.G.B. to the Gestapo.

Writing in Esquire magazine, Garry Wills and Ovid Demaris — under the headline “How the Daughter of Stalin
Denounced Communism and Embraced God, America and Apple Pie” — said the Svetlana Alliluyeva saga added up to “the
Reader’s Digest ultimate story.”

As the Kremlin feared, Ms. Alliluyeva became a weapon in the cold war. In 1968, she denounced the trial of four Soviet
dissidents as “a mockery of justice.” On Voice of America radio, Soviet citizens heard her declare that life in the United
States was “free, gay and full of bright colors.”

Another Marriage

In interviews, however, she acknowledged loneliness. She missed her son, losif, who was 22 when she left Russia, and her
daughter, Yekaterina, who was then 17. But she seemed to find new vibrancy in 1970, when she married William Wesley
Peters. Mr. Peters had been chief apprentice to the architect Frank Lloyd Wright and, for a time, the husband of Wright’s
adopted daughter.

Wright’s widow, Olgivanna Wright, encouraged the Peters-Alliluyeva marriage, even though the adopted daughter was Mrs.
Wright'’s biological daughter from a previous marriage. That daughter was also named Svetlana, and Mrs. Wright saw
mystical meaning in the match.

The couple lived with Mrs. Wright and others at Taliesin West, the architect’s famous desert compound in Scottsdale, Ariz.
There, Ms. Peters began chafing at the strict communal lifestyle enforced by Mrs. Wright, finding her as authoritarian as
her father. Mr. Peters, meanwhile, objected to his wife’s buying a house in a nearby resort area, declaring he didn’t want “a
two-bit suburban life.”

Within two years, they separated. Ms. Peters was granted custody of their 8-month-old daughter, Olga. They divorced in
1973.


http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oUH_5My8I-g&feature=related
http://www.franklloydwright.org/web/Tours.html
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Information about the next few years is sketchier. Ms. Peters became a United States citizen in 1978 and later told The
Trenton Times that she had registered as a Republican and donated $500 to the conservative magazine National Review,
saying it was her favorite publication.

She and Olga moved to California, living there in several places before uprooting themselves again in 1982, this time for
England so that Olga could enroll in an English boarding school. She also began to speak more favorably of her father, Time
magazine reported, and perhaps felt she had betrayed him. “My father would have shot me for what I have done,” she said
in 1983.

Seeking Reconciliation

At the same time, Stalin was being partly rehabilitated in the Soviet Union, and Soviet officials, after blocking Ms. Peters’s
attempts to communicate with her children in Russia, relaxed their grip. losif, then 38 and practicing as a physician, began
calling regularly. He said he would try to come to England to see her.

“For this desperate woman, seeing losif appeared to herald a new beginning,” Time said.

Abruptly, however, losif was refused permission to travel. So in November 1984, Ms. Peters and 13-year-old Olga — who
was distraught because she had not been consulted about the move — went to Moscow and asked to be taken back. Lana
Peters now denounced the West. She had not known “one single day” of freedom in the West, she told reporters. She was
quoted as saying that she had been a pet of the C.I.A. Any conservative views she had expressed in the United States, if
they still existed, went unexpressed. When an ABC correspondent in Moscow tried to question her a few days later, she
exploded in anger, exclaiming: “You are savages! You are uncivilized people! Goodbye to you all.”

Ms. Peters and Olga were given Soviet citizenship, but soon their lives worsened. The son and daughter who lived in Russia
began shunning her and Olga. Defying the official atheism of the state, Olga insisted on wearing a crucifix. They moved to
Thilisi, Georgia, but it was no better than Moscow.

In April 1986, they returned to the United States, with no opposition by the Soviet authorities. Settling at first in
Wisconsin, Ms. Peters disavowed the anti-Western things she had said upon her arrival in Moscow, saying she had been
mistranslated, particularly the statement about being a pet of the C.I.A. Olga returned to school in England.

Quiet Years

Ms. Peters said she was now impoverished. She had given much of her book profits to charity, she said, and was saddled
with debt and failed investments. An odd, formless odyssey began. Friends said she appeared unable to live anywhere for
more than two years.

Mr. Peters died in 1991. Ms. Peters’s son, losif, died in November 2008.

Besides her daughter Olga, now Ms. Evans, Ms. Peters is survived by her daughter Yekaterina Zhdanov, a scientist who
goes by Katya and is living on the Kamchatka Peninsula in Eastern Siberia studying a volcano, according to The Associated
Press. Reached later on Monday by e-mail, Ms. Evans told The A.P. that her mother had died in a nursing home in Richland
Center, where she had lived for three years. “Please respect my privacy during this sad time,” the wire agency quoted her as
saying.

Ms. Peters was said to enjoy sewing and reading, mainly nonfiction, choosing not to own a television set. In an interview
with The Wisconsin State Journal in 2010, she was asked if her father had loved her. She thought he did, she said, because
she had red hair and freckles, like his mother.

But she could not forgive his cruelty to her. “He broke my life,” she said. “I want to explain to you. He broke my life.”

And he left a shadow from which she could never emerge. “Wherever I go,” she said, “here, or Switzerland, or India, or
wherever. Australia. Some island. I will always be a political prisoner of my father’s name.”


http://topics.nytimes.com/top/reference/timestopics/subjects/a/atheism/index.html?inline=nyt-classifier
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ANIMAL FARM

George Orwell, 1945

George Orwell’s depiction of the Russian transition from monarchy to despotism was originally censored by the British government, as the
Soviet Union was allied with Great Britain in World War II. Nevertheless, Orwell’s fable of animals liberating themselves from human
leadership only to find themselves oppressed by the revolution’s leaders offers a close parallel to the origins of the Soviet Union.

CHAPTER 1

Mr. 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 always called, though the name under which he had been exhibited
was Willingdon Beauty) was so highly regarded on the farm that everyone 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 appearance in spite of the fact that his tushes had never been cut. Before long the other
animals began to arrive and make themselves comfortable after 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 themselves on the window-sills, the pigeons fluttered up to the rafters, the sheep and cows lay down behind 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. Clover was a
stout motherly mare approaching middle 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
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universally respected for his steadiness of character and tremendous powers 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 sooner 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 usually 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 wandering 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
Mollie, 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, hoping 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 finally squeezed herself in between
Boxer and Clover; there she purred contentedly throughout Major's speech without listening to a word of what he was
saying.

All the animals were now present except Moses, 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 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, 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 usefulness 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 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 times no! The soil of England is fertile, its climate is good, it is capable
of affording food in abundance to an enormously greater number of animals 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 beyond 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 answer 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 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 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 fertilizes it, and yet there is not one of us 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 except your bare
rations and a stall?

"And even the miserable lives we lead are not allowed to reach their natural span. For myself 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 horror 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 throat and boil you down for the foxhounds. As for the dogs, when they
grow old and toothless, Jones ties a brick round their necks and drowns them in the nearest pond.
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"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, andthe produce of our labour would be our own. Almost overnight we couldbecome 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: Rebellion! I do not know when that Rebellion will come, it might be in a week or in a hundred years, but I
know, as surely as I see thisstraw beneath my feet, that sooner or later justice will be done. Fix youreyes on that, comrades,
throughout the short remainder of your lives! Andabove all, pass on this message of mine to those who come after you, so
that future generations shall carry on the struggle until it is victorious.

"And remember, comrades, your resolution 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 others. 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 men are enemies. All animals are comrades."

At this moment there was a tremendous uproar. While Major was speaking four large rats had crept out of their holes and
were sitting on their hindquarters, listening to him. The dogs had suddenly caught sight of them, and it was only by a swift
dash for their holes that the rats saved their lives. Major raised his trotter for silence.

"Comrades," he said, "here is a point that must be settled. The wild creatures, such as rats and rabbits--are they our friends
or our enemies? Let us put it to the vote. I propose this question to the meeting: Are rats comrades?"

The vote was taken at once, and it was agreed by an overwhelming majority that rats were comrades. There were only four
dissentients, the three dogs and the cat, who was afterwards discovered to have voted on both sides. Major continued:

"I have little 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
fighting 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 of 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 forgotten. Many years ago,
when I was a little pig, my mother and the other sows used to sing an old song of which they 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 the animals of long ago and have been lost to memory for generations. I will sing you that song now, comrades. I
am old and my voice is hoarse, but when I have taught you the tune, you can sing it better for yourselves. It is called 'Beasts

of England'."

Old Major cleared his throat and began to sing. As he had said, his voice was hoarse, but he sang well enough, and it was a
stirring tune, something between 'Clementine' and 'La Cucaracha'. The words ran:

Beasts of England, beasts of Ireland,
Beasts of every land and clime,
Hearken to my joyful tidings

Of the golden future time.

Soon or late the day is coming,
Tyrant Man shall be o'erthrown,
And the fruitful fields of England
Shall be trod by beasts alone.

Rings shall vanish from our noses,
And the harness from our back,
Bit and spur shall rust forever,
Cruel whips no more shall crack.

Riches more than mind can picture,
Wheat and barley, oats and hay,
Clover, beans, and mangel-wurzels
Shall be ours upon that day.

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 tidings
Of the golden future time.
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The singing of this song threw the animals into the wildest excitement. Almost before Major had reached the end, they had
begun singing it for themselves. Even the stupidest of them had already picked up the tune and a few of the words, and as
for the clever ones, such as the pigs and dogs, they had the entire song by heart within a few minutes. And then, after a few
preliminary tries, the whole farm burst out into 'Beasts of England' in tremendous unison. The cows lowed it, the dogs
whined it, the sheep bleated it, the horses whinnied it, the ducks quacked it. They were so delighted with the song that
they sang it right through five times in succession, and might have continued singing it all night if they had not been
interrupted.

Unfortunately, the uproar awoke Mr. Jones, who sprang out of bed, making sure that there was a fox in the yard. He seized
the gun which always stood in a corner of his bedroom, and let fly a charge of number 6 shot into the darkness. The pellets
buried themselves in the wall of the barn and the meeting broke up hurriedly. Everyone fled to his own sleeping-place. The
birds jumped on to their perches, the animals settled down in the straw, and the whole farm was asleep in a moment.

CHAPTER 2

Three nights later old Major died peacefully in his sleep. His body was buried at the foot of the orchard.

This was early in March. During the next three months there was much secret activity. Major's speech had given to the
more intelligent animals on the farm a completely new outlook on life. They did not know when the Rebellion predicted by
Major would take place, they had no reason for thinking that it would be within their own lifetime, but they saw clearly
that it was their duty to prepare for it. The work of teaching and organizing the others fell naturally upon the pigs, who
were generally recognized as being the cleverest of the animals. Pre-eminent among the pigs were two young boars named
Snowball and Napoleon, whom Mr. Jones was breeding up for sale. Napoleon was a large, rather fierce-looking Berkshire
boar, the only Berkshire on the farm, not much of a talker, but with a reputation for getting his own way. Snowball was a
more vivacious pig than Napoleon, quicker in speech and more inventive, but was not considered to have the same depth of
character. All the other male pigs on the farm were porkers. The best known among them was a small fat pig named
Squealer, with very round cheeks, twinkling eyes, nimble movements, and a shrill voice. He was a brilliant talker, and when
he was arguing some difficult point he had a way of skipping from side to side and whisking his tail which was somehow
very persuasive. The others said of Squealer that he could turn black into white.

These three had elaborated old Major's teachings into a complete system of thought, to which they gave the name of
Animalism. Several nights a week, after Mr. Jones was asleep, they held secret meetings in the barn and expounded the
principles of Animalism to the others. At the beginning they met with much stupidity and apathy. Some of the animals
talked of the duty of loyalty to Mr. Jones, whom they referred to as "Master," or made elementary remarks such as "Mr.
Jones feeds us. If he were gone, we should starve to death." Others asked such questions as "Why should we care what
happens after we are dead?" or "If this Rebellion is to happen anyway, what difference does it make whether we work for it
or not?", and the pigs had great difficulty in making them see that this was contrary to the spirit of Animalism. The
stupidest questions of all were asked by Mollie, the white mare. The very first question she asked Snowball was: "Will there
still be sugar after the Rebellion?"

"No," said Snowball firmly. "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."

"And shall I still be allowed to wear ribbons in my mane?" asked Mollie.

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

Mollie agreed, but she did not sound very convinced.

The pigs had an even harder struggle to counteract the lies put about by Moses, the tame raven. Moses, who was Mr.
Jones's especial pet, was a spy and a tale-bearer, but he was also a clever talker. He claimed to know of the existence of a
mysterious country called Sugarcandy Mountain, to which all animals went when they died. It was situated somewhere up
in the sky, a little distance beyond the clouds, Moses said. In Sugarcandy Mountain it was Sunday seven days a week, clover
was in season all the year round, and lump sugar and linseed cake grew on the hedges. The animals hated Moses because
he told tales and did no work, but some of them believed in Sugarcandy Mountain, and the pigs had to argue very hard to
persuade them that there was no such place.

Their most faithful disciples were the two cart-horses, Boxer and Clover. These two had great difficulty in thinking
anything out for themselves, but having once accepted the pigs as their teachers, they absorbed everything that they were
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told, and passed it on to the other animals by simple arguments. They were unfailing in their attendance at the secret
meetings in the barn, and led the singing of 'Beasts of England', with which the meetings always ended.

Now, as it turned out, the Rebellion was achieved much earlier and more easily than anyone had expected. In past years Mr.
Jones, although a hard master, had been a capable farmer, but of late he had fallen on evil days. He had become much
disheartened after losing money in a lawsuit, and had taken to drinking more than was good for him. For whole days at a
time he would lounge in his Windsor chair in the kitchen, reading the newspapers, drinking, and occasionally feeding
Moses on crusts of bread soaked in beer. His men were idle and dishonest, the fields were full of weeds, the buildings
wanted roofing, the hedges were neglected, and the animals were underfed.

June came and the hay was almost ready for cutting. On Midsummer's Eve, which was a Saturday, Mr. Jones went into
Willingdon and got so drunk at the Red Lion that he did not come back till midday on Sunday. The men had milked the
cows in the early morning and then had gone out rabbiting, without bothering to feed the animals. When Mr. Jones got
back he immediately went to sleep on the drawing-room sofa with the News of the World over his face, so that when
evening came, the animals were still unfed. At last they could stand it no longer. One of the cows broke in the door of the
store-shed with her horn and all the animals began to help themselves from the bins. It was just then that Mr. Jones woke
up. The next moment he and his four men were in the store-shed with whips in their hands, lashing out in all directions.
This was more than the hungry animals could bear. With one accord, though nothing of the kind had been planned
beforehand, they flung themselves upon their tormentors. Jones and his men suddenly found themselves being butted and
kicked from all sides. The situation was quite out of their control. They had never seen animals behave like this before, and
this sudden uprising of creatures whom they were used to thrashing and maltreating just as they chose, frightened them
almost out of their wits. After only a moment or two they gave up trying to defend themselves and took to their heels. A
minute later all five of them were in full flight down the cart track that led to the main road, with the animals pursuing
them in triumph.

Mrs. Jones looked out of the bedroom window, saw what was happening, hurriedly flung a few possessions into a carpet
bag, and slipped out of the farm by another way. Moses sprang off his perch and flapped after her, croaking loudly.
Meanwhile the animals had chased Jones and his men out on to the road and slammed the five-barred gate behind them.
And so, almost before they knew what was happening, the Rebellion had been successfully carried through: Jones was
expelled, and the Manor Farm was theirs.

For the first few minutes the animals could hardly believe in their good fortune. Their first act was to gallop in a body right
round the boundaries of the farm, as though to make quite sure that no human being was hiding anywhere upon it; then
they raced back to the farm buildings to wipe out the last traces of Jones's hated reign. The harness-room at the end of the
stables was broken open; the bits, the nose-rings, the dog-chains, the cruel knives with which Mr. Jones had been used to
castrate the pigs and lambs, were all flung down the well. The reins, the halters, the blinkers, the degrading nosebags, were
thrown on to the rubbish fire which was burning in the yard. So were the whips. All the animals capered with joy when
they saw the whips going up in flames. Snowball also threw on to the fire the ribbons with which the horses' manes and
tails had usually been decorated on market days.

"Ribbons," he said, "should be considered as clothes, which are the mark of a human being. All animals should go naked."

When Boxer heard this he fetched the small straw hat which he wore in summer to keep the flies out of his ears, and flung
it on to the fire with the rest.

In a very little while the animals had destroyed everything that reminded them of Mr. Jones. Napoleon then led them back
to the store-shed and served out a double ration of corn to everybody, with two biscuits for each dog. Then they sang
'Beasts of England' from end to end seven times running, and after that they settled down for the night and slept as they
had never slept before.

But they woke at dawn as usual, and suddenly remembering the glorious thing that had happened, they all raced out into
the pasture together. A little way down the pasture there was a knoll that commanded a view of most of the farm. The
animals rushed to the top of it and gazed round them in the clear morning light. Yes, it was theirs--everything that they
could see was theirs! In the ecstasy of that thought they gambolled round and round, they hurled themselves into the air in
great leaps of excitement. They rolled in the dew, they cropped mouthfuls of the sweet summer grass, they kicked up clods
of the black earth and snuffed its rich scent. Then they made a tour of inspection of the whole farm and surveyed with
speechless admiration the plowed land, the hayfield, the orchard, the pool, the spinney. It was as though they had never
seen these things before, and even now they could hardly believe that it was all their own.

Then they filed back to the farm buildings and halted in silence outside the door of the farmhouse. That was theirs too, but
they were frightened to go inside. After a moment, however, Snowball and Napoleon butted the door open with their
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shoulders and the animals entered in single file, walking with the utmost care for fear of disturbing anything. They tiptoed
from room to room, afraid to speak above a whisper and gazing with a kind of awe at the unbelievable luxury, at the beds
with their feather mattresses, the looking-glasses, the horsehair sofa, the Brussels carpet, the lithograph of Queen Victoria
over the drawing-room mantelpiece. They were just coming down the stairs when Mollie was discovered to be missing.
Going back, the others found that she had remained behind in the best bedroom. She had taken a piece of blue ribbon from
Mrs. Jones's dressing-table, and was holding it against her shoulder and admiring herself in the glass in a very foolish
manner. The others reproached her sharply, and they went outside. Some hams hanging in the kitchen were taken out for
burial, and the barrel of beer in the scullery was stove in with a kick from Boxer's hoof, otherwise nothing in the house was
touched. A unanimous resolution was passed on the spot that the farmhouse should be preserved as a museum. All were
agreed that no animal must ever live there.

The animals had their breakfast, and then Snowball and Napoleon called them together again.

"Comrades," said Snowball, "it is half-past six and we have a long day before us. Today we begin the hay harvest. But there
is another matter that must be attended to first."

The pigs now revealed that during the past three months they had taught themselves to read and write from an old spelling
book which had belonged to Mr. Jones's children and which had been thrown on the rubbish heap. Napoleon sent for pots
of black and white paint and led the way down to the five-barred gate that gave on to the main road. Then Snowball (for it
was Snowball who was best at writing) took a brush between the two knuckles of his trotter, painted out MANOR FARM
from the top bar of the gate and in its place painted ANIMAL FARM. This was to be the name of the farm from now
onwards. After this they went back to the farm buildings, where Snowball and Napoleon sent for a ladder which they
caused to be set against the end wall of the big barn. They explained that by their studies of the past three months the pigs
had succeeded in reducing the principles of Animalism to Seven Commandments. These Seven Commandments would
now be inscribed on the wall; they would form an unalterable law by which all the animals on Animal Farm must live for
ever after. With some difficulty (for it is not easy for a pig to balance himself on a ladder) Snowball climbed up and set to
work, with Squealer a few rungs below him holding the paint-pot. The Commandments were written on the tarred wall in
great white letters that could be read thirty yards away. They ran thus:

THE SEVEN COMMANDMENTS

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.

"

It was very neatly written, and except that "friend" was written "freind" and one of the "S's" was the wrong way round, the
spelling was correct all the way through. Snowball read it aloud for the benefit of the others. All the animals nodded in
complete agreement, and the cleverer ones at once began to learn the Commandments by heart.

"Now, comrades," cried Snowball, throwing down the paint-brush, "to the hayfield! Let us make it a point of honor to get in
the harvest more quickly than Jones and his men could do."

But at this moment the three cows, who had seemed uneasy for some time past, set up a loud lowing. They had not been
milked for twenty-four hours, and their udders were almost bursting. After a little thought, the pigs sent for buckets and
milked the cows fairly successfully, their trotters being well adapted to this task. Soon there were five buckets of frothing
creamy milk at which many of the animals looked with considerable interest.

"What is going to happen to all that milk?" said someone.
"Jones used sometimes to mix some of it in our mash," said one of the hens.

"Never mind the milk, comrades!" cried Napoleon, placing himself in front of the buckets. "That will be attended to. The
harvest is more important. Comrade Snowball will lead the way. I shall follow in a few minutes. Forward, comrades! The
hay is waiting."

So the animals trooped down to the hayfield to begin the harvest, and when they came back in the evening it was noticed
that the milk had disappeared.
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CHAPTER 3

HOW they toiled and sweated to get the hay in! But their efforts were rewarded, for the harvest was an even bigger success
than they had hoped.

Sometimes the work was hard; the implements had been designed for human beings and not for animals, and it was a great
drawback that no animal was able to use any tool that involved standing on his hind legs. But the pigs were so clever that
they could think of a way round every difficulty. As for the horses, they knew every inch of the field, and in fact understood
the business of mowing and raking far better than Jones and his men had ever done. The pigs did not actually work, but
directed and supervised the others. With their superior knowledge it was natural that they should assume the leadership.
Boxer and Clover would harness themselves to the cutter or the horse—rake (no bits or reins were needed in these days, of
course) and tramp steadily round and round the field with a pig walking behind and calling out "Gee up, comrade!" or
"Whoa back, comrade!" as the case might be. And every animal down to the humblest worked at turning the hay and
gathering it. Even the ducks and hens toiled to and fro all day in the sun, carrying tiny wisps of hay in their beaks. In the
end they finished the harvest in two days' less time than it had usually taken Jones and his men. Moreover, it was the
biggest harvest that the farm had ever seen. There was no wastage whatever; the hens and ducks with their sharp eyes had
gathered up the very last stalk. And not an animal on the farm had stolen so much as a mouthful.

All through that summer the work of the farm went like clockwork. The animals were happy as they had never conceived it
possible to be. Every mouthful of food was an acute positive pleasure, now that it was truly their own food, produced by
themselves and for themselves, not doled out to them by a grudging master. With the worthless parasitical human beings
gone, there was more for everyone to eat. There was more leisure too, inexperienced though the animals were. They met
with many difficulties—for instance, later in the year, when they harvested the corn, they had to tread it out in the ancient
style and blow away the chaff with their breath, since the farm possessed no threshing machine—but the pigs with their
cleverness and Boxer with his tremendous muscles always pulled them through. Boxer was the admiration of everybody.
He had been a hard worker even in Jones's time, but now he seemed more like three horses than one; there were days
when the entire work of the farm seemed to rest on his mighty shoulders. From morning to night he was pushing and
pulling, always at the spot where the work was hardest. He had made an arrangement with one of the cockerels to call him
in the mornings half an hour earlier than anyone else, and would put in some volunteer labour at whatever seemed to be
most needed, before the regular day's work began. His answer to every problem, every setback, was "I will work
harder!"—which he had adopted as his personal motto.

But everyone worked according to his capacity The hens and ducks, for instance, saved five bushels of corn at the harvest
by gathering up the stray grains. Nobody stole, nobody grumbled over his rations, the quarrelling and biting and jealousy
which had been normal features of life in the old days had almost disappeared. Nobody shirked—or almost nobody. Mollie,
it was true, was not good at getting up in the mornings, and had a way of leaving work early on the ground that there was a
stone in her hoof. And the behaviour of the cat was somewhat peculiar. It was soon noticed that when there was work to be
done the cat could never be found. She would vanish for hours on end, and then reappear at meal—times, or in the evening
after work was over, as though nothing had happened. But she always made such excellent excuses, and purred so
affectionately, that it was impossible not to believe in her good intentions. Old Benjamin, the donkey, seemed quite
unchanged since the Rebellion. He did his work in the same slow obstinate way as he had done it in Jones's time, never
shirking and never volunteering for extra work either. About the Rebellion and its results he would express no opinion.
When asked whether he was not happier now that Jones was gone, he would say only "Donkeys live a long time. None of
you has ever seen a dead donkey," and the

others had to be content with this cryptic answer.

On Sundays there was no work. Breakfast was an hour later than usual, and after breakfast there was a ceremony which
was observed every week without fail. First came the hoisting of the flag. Snowball had found in the harness—room an old
green tablecloth of Mrs. Jones's and had painted on it a hoof and a horn in white. This was run up the flagstaff in the
farmhouse garden every Sunday 8, morning. The flag was green, Snowball explained, to represent the green fields of
England, while the hoof and horn signified the future Republic of the Animals which would arise when the human race had
been finally overthrown. After the hoisting of the flag all the animals trooped into the big barn for a general assembly
which was known as the Meeting. Here the work of the coming week was planned out and resolutions were put forward
and debated. It was always the pigs who put forward the resolutions. The other animals understood how to vote, but could
never think of any resolutions of their own. Snowball and Napoleon were by far the most active in the debates. But it was
noticed that these two were never in agreement: whatever suggestion either of them made, the other could be counted on
to oppose it. Even when it was resolved—a thing no one could object to in itself—to set aside the small paddock behind the
orchard as a home of rest for animals who were past work, there was a stormy debate over the correct retiring age for each
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class of animal. The Meeting always ended with the singing of Beasts of England, and the afternoon was given up to
recreation.

The pigs had set aside the harness—room as a headquarters for themselves. Here, in the evenings, they studied
blacksmithing, carpentering, and other necessary arts from books which they had brought out of the farmhouse. Snowball
also busied himself with organising the other animals into what he called Animal Committees. He was indefatigable at
this. He formed the Egg Production Committee for the hens, the Clean Tails League for the cows, the Wild Comrades'
Re—education Committee (the object of this was to tame the rats and rabbits), the Whiter Wool Movement for the sheep,
and various others, besides instituting classes in reading and writing. On the whole, these projects were a failure. The
attempt to tame the wild creatures, for instance, broke down almost immediately. They continued to behave very much as
before, and when treated with generosity, simply took advantage of it. The cat joined the Re—education Committee and
was very active in it for some days. She was seen one day sitting on a roof and talking to some sparrows who were just out
of her reach. She was telling them that all animals were now comrades and that any sparrow who chose could come and
perch on her paw; but the sparrows kept their distance.

The reading and writing classes, however, were a great success. By the autumn almost every animal on the farm was
literate in some degree.

As for the pigs, they could already read and write perfectly. The dogs learned to read fairly well, but were not interested in
reading anything except the Seven Commandments. Muriel, the goat, could read somewhat better than the dogs, and
sometimes used to read to the others in the evenings from scraps of newspaper which she found on the rubbish heap.
Benjamin could read as well as any pig, but never exercised his faculty. So far as he knew, he said, there was nothing worth
reading. Clover learnt the whole alphabet, but could not put words together. Boxer could not get beyond the letter D. He
would trace out A, B, C, D, in the dust with his great hoof, and then would stand staring at the letters with his ears back,
sometimes shaking his forelock, trying with all his might to remember what came next and never succeeding. On several
occasions, indeed, he did learn E, E G, H, but by the time he knew them, it was always discovered that he had forgotten A,
B, C, and D. Finally he decided to be content with the first four letters, and used to write them out once or twice every day
to refresh his memory. Mollie refused to learn any but the six letters which spelt her own name.

She would form these very neatly out of pieces of twig, and would then decorate them with a flower or two and walk round
them admiring them.

None of the other animals on the farm could get further than the letter A. It was also found that the stupider animals, such
as the sheep, hens, and ducks, were unable to learn the Seven Commandments by heart. After much thought Snowball
declared that the Seven Commandments could in effect be reduced to a single maxim, namely: "Four legs good, two legs
bad." This, he said, contained the essential principle of Animalism. Whoever had thoroughly grasped it would be safe from
human influences. The birds at first objected, since it seemed to them that they also had two legs, but Snowball proved to
them that this was not so.

"A bird's wing, comrades," he said, "is an organ of propulsion and not of manipulation. It should therefore be regarded as a
leg. The distinguishing mark of man is the hand, the instrument with which he does all his mischief."

The birds did not understand Snowball's long words, but they accepted his explanation, and all the humbler animals set to
work to learn the new maxim by heart. FOUR LEGS GOOD, TWO LEGS BAD, was inscribed on the end wall of the barn,
above the Seven Commandments and in bigger letters When they had once got it by heart, the sheep developed a great
liking for this maxim, and often as they lay in the field they would all start bleating "Four legs good, two legs bad! Four legs
good, two legs bad!" and keep it up for hours on end, never growing tired of it.

Napoleon took no interest in Snowball's committees. He said that the education of the young was more important than
anything that could be done for those who were already grown up. It happened that Jessie and Bluebell had both whelped
soon after the hay harvest, giving birth between them to nine sturdy puppies. As soon as they were weaned, Napoleon took
them away from their mothers, saying that he would make himself responsible for their education. He took them up into a
loft which could only be reached by a ladder from the harness—room, and there kept them in such seclusion that the rest of
the farm soon forgot their existence.

The mystery of where the milk went to was soon cleared up. It was mixed every day into the pigs' mash. The early apples
were now ripening, and the grass of the orchard was littered with windfalls. The animals had assumed as a matter of course
that these would be shared out equally; one day, however, the order went forth that all the windfalls were to be collected
and brought to the harness—room for the use of the pigs. At this some of the other animals murmured, but it was no use.
All the pigs were in full agreement on this point, even Snowball and Napoleon. Squealer was sent to make the necessary
explanations to the others.
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"Comrades!" he cried. "You do not imagine, I hope, that we pigs are doing this in a spirit of selfishness and privilege? Many
of us actually dislike milk and apples. I dislike them myself. Our sole object in taking these things is to preserve our health.
Milk and apples (this has been proved by Science, comrades) contain substances absolutely necessary to the well —being of
a pig. We pigs are brainworkers. The whole management and organization of this farm depend on us. Day and night we are
watching over your welfare. It is for your sake that we drink that milk and eat those apples. Do you know what would
happen if we pigs failed in our duty? Jones would come back! Yes, Jones would come back! Surely, comrades," cried
Squealer almost pleadingly, skipping from side to side and whisking his tail, "surely there is no one among you who wants
to see Jones come back?"

Now if there was one thing that the animals were completely certain of, it was that they did not want Jones back. When it
was put to them in this light, they had no more to say. The importance of keeping the pigs in good health was all too
obvious. So it was agreed without further argument that the milk and the windfall apples (and also the main crop of apples
when they ripened) should be reserved for the pigs alone.

CHAPTER 4

BY THE late summer the news of what had happened on Animal Farm had spread across half the county. Every day
Snowball and Napoleon sent out flights of pigeons whose instructions were to mingle with the animals on neighboring
farms, tell them the story of the Rebellion, and teach them the tune of Beasts of England.

Most of this time Mr. Jones had spent sitting in the taproom of the Red Lion at Willingdon, complaining to anyone who
would listen of the monstrous injustice he had suffered in being turned out of his property by a pack of good—for—nothing
animals. The other farmers sympathized in principle, but they did not at first give him much help. At heart, each of them
was secretly wondering whether he could not somehow turn Jones's misfortune to his own advantage. It was lucky that the
owners of the two farms which adjoined Animal Farm were on permanently bad terms. One of them, which was named
Foxwood, was a large, neglected, old—fashioned farm, much overgrown by woodland, with all its pastures worn out and its
hedges in a disgraceful condition. Its owner, Mr. Pilkington, was an easy—going gentleman farmer who spent most of his
time in fishing or hunting according to the season. The other farm, which was called Pinchfield, was smaller and better
kept. Its owner was a Mr. Frederick, a tough, shrewd man, perpetually involved in lawsuits and with a name for driving
hard bargains. These two disliked each other so much that it was difficult for them to come to any agreement, even in
defense of their own interests.

Nevertheless, they were both thoroughly frightened by the rebellion on Animal Farm, and very anxious to prevent their
own animals from learning too much about it. At first they pretended to laugh to scorn the idea of animals managing a
farm for themselves. The whole thing would be over in a fortnight, they said. They put it about that the animals on the
Manor Farm (they insisted on calling it the Manor Farm; they would not tolerate the name "Animal Farm") were
perpetually fighting among themselves and were also rapidly starving to death. When time passed and the animals had
evidently not starved to death, Frederick and Pilkington changed their tune and began to talk of the terrible wickedness
that now flourished on Animal Farm. It was given out that the animals there practiced cannibalism, tortured one another
with red—hot horseshoes, and had their females in common. This was what came of rebelling against the laws of Nature,
Frederick and Pilkington said.

However, these stories were never fully believed. Rumors of a wonderful farm, where the human beings had been turned
out and the animals managed their own affairs, continued to circulate in vague and distorted forms, and throughout that
year a wave of rebelliousness ran through the countryside. Bulls which had always been tractable suddenly turned savage,
sheep broke down hedges and devoured the clover, cows kicked the pail over, hunters refused their fences and shot their
riders on to the other side. Above all, the tune and even the words of Beasts of England were known everywhere. It had
spread with astonishing speed. The human beings could not contain their rage when they heard this song, though they
pretended to think it merely ridiculous. They could not understand, they said, how even animals could bring themselves to
sing such contemptible rubbish. Any animal caught singing it was given a flogging on the spot. And yet the song was
irrepressible. The blackbirds whistled it in the hedges, the pigeons cooed it in the elms, it got into the din of the smithies
and the tune of the church bells. And when the human beings listened to it, they secretly trembled, hearing in it a prophecy
of their future doom.

Early in October, when the corn was cut and stacked and some of it was already threshed, a flight of pigeons came whirling
through the air and alighted in the yard of Animal Farm in the wildest excitement. Jones and all his men, with half a dozen
others from Foxwood and Pinchfield, had entered the five—barred gate and were coming up the cart—track that led to the
farm. They were all carrying sticks, except Jones, who was marching ahead with a gun in his hands. Obviously they were
going to attempt the recapture of the farm.
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This had long been expected, and all preparations had been made. Snowball, who had studied an old book of Julius Caesar's
campaigns which he had found in the farmhouse, was in charge of the defensive operations. He gave his orders quickly, and
in a couple of minutes every animal was at his post.

As the human beings approached the farm buildings, Snowball launched his first attack. All the pigeons, to the number of
thirty—five, flew to and fro over the men's heads and muted upon them from mid—air; and while the men were dealing
with this, the geese, who had been hiding behind the hedge, rushed out and pecked viciously at the calves of their legs.
However, this was only a light skirmishing maneuver, intended to create a little disorder, and the men easily drove the
geese off with their sticks. Snowball now launched his second line of attack. Muriel, Benjamin, and all the sheep, with
Snowball at the head of them, rushed forward and prodded and butted the men from every side, while Benjamin turned
around and lashed at them with his small hoofs. But once again the men, with their sticks and their hobnailed boots, were
too strong for them; and suddenly, at a squeal from Snowball, which was the signal for retreat, all the animals turned and
fled through the gateway into the yard.

The men gave a shout of triumph. They saw, as they imagined, their enemies in flight, and they rushed after them in
disorder. This was just what Snowball had intended. As soon as they were well inside the yard, the three horses, the three
cows, and the rest of the pigs, who had been lying in ambush in the cowshed, suddenly emerged in their rear, cutting them
off. Snowball now gave the signal for the charge. He himself dashed straight for Jones. Jones saw him coming, raised his
gun and fired. The pellets scored bloody streaks along Snowball's back, and a sheep dropped dead. Without halting for an
instant, Snowball flung his fifteen stone against Jones's legs. Jones was hurled into a pile of dung and his gun flew out of
his hands. But the most terrifying spectacle of all was Boxer, rearing up on his hind legs and striking out with his great
iron—shod hoofs like a stallion. His very first blow took a stable—lad from Foxwood on the skull and stretched him lifeless
in the mud. At the sight, several men dropped their sticks and tried to run. Panic overtook them, and the next moment all
the animals together were chasing them round and round the yard. They were gored, kicked, bitten, trampled on. There
was not an animal on the farm that did not take vengeance on them after his own fashion. Even the cat suddenly leapt off a
roof onto a cowman's shoulders and sank her claws in his neck, at which he yelled horribly. At a moment when the opening
was clear, the men were glad enough to rush out of the yard and make a bolt for the main road. And so within five minutes
of their invasion they were in ignominious retreat by the same way as they had come, with a flock of geese hissing after
them and pecking at their calves all the way.

All the men were gone except one. Back in the yard Boxer was pawing with his hoof at the stable—lad who lay face down in
the mud, trying to turn him over. The boy did not stir.

"He is dead," said Boxer sorrowfully. "I had no intention of doing that. I forgot that I was wearing iron shoes. Who will
believe that I did not do this on purpose?"

"No sentimentality, comrade!" cried Snowball from whose wounds the blood was still dripping. "War is war. The only good
human being is a dead one."

"I have no wish to take life, not even human life," repeated Boxer, and his eyes were full of tears. "Where is Mollie?"
exclaimed somebody.

Mollie in fact was missing. For a moment there was great alarm; it was feared that the men might have

harmed her in some way, or even carried her off with them. In the end, however, she was found hiding in her stall with her
head buried among the hay in the manger. She had taken to flight as soon as the gun went off. And when the others came
back from looking for her, it was to find that the stable—lad, who in fact was only stunned, had already recovered and made
off.

The animals had now reassembled in the wildest excitement, each recounting his own exploits in the battle at the top of
his voice. An impromptu celebration of the victory was held immediately. The flag was run up and Beasts of England was
sung a number of times, then the sheep who had been killed was given a solemn funeral, a hawthorn bush being planted
on her grave. At the graveside Snowball made a little speech, emphasising the need for all animals to be ready to die for
Animal Farm if need be.

The animals decided unanimously to create a military decoration, "Animal Hero, First Class," which was conferred there
and then on Snowball and Boxer. It consisted of a brass medal (they were really some old horse—brasses which had been
found in the harness—room), to be worn on Sundays and holidays. There was also "Animal Hero, Second Class," which was
conferred posthumously on the dead sheep.

There was much discussion as to what the battle should be called. In the end, it was named the Battle of the Cowshed,
since that was where the ambush had been sprung. Mr. Jones's gun had been found lying in the mud, and it was known
that there was a supply of cartridges in the farmhouse. It was decided to set the gun up at the foot of the Flagstaff, like a
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piece of artillery, and to fire it twice a year—once on October the twelfth, the anniversary of the Battle of the Cowshed, and
once on Midsummer Day, the anniversary of the Rebellion.

CHAPTER 5

AS WINTER drew on, Mollie became more and more troublesome. She was late for work every morning and excused
herself by saying that she had overslept, and she complained of mysterious pains, although her appetite was excellent. On
every kind of pretext she would run away from work and go to the drinking pool, where she would stand foolishly gazing at
her own reflection in the water. But there were also rumours of something more serious. One day, as Mollie strolled
blithely into the yard, flirting her long tail and chewing at a stalk of hay, Clover took her aside.

"Mollie," she said, "I have something very serious to say to you. This morning I saw you looking over the hedge that divides
Animal Farm from Foxwood. One of Mr. Pilkington's men was standing on the other side of the hedge. And—1 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?"

"He didn't! I wasn't! It isn't true!" cried Mollie, beginning to prance about and paw the ground.
"Mollie! Look me in the face. Do you give me your word of honour that that man was not stroking your nose?"

"It isn't true!" repeated Mollie, but she could not look Clover in the face, and the next moment she took to her heels and
galloped away into the field.

A thought struck Clover. Without saying anything to the others, she went to Mollie's stall and turned over the straw with
her hoof. Hidden under the straw was a little pile of lump sugar and several bunches of ribbon of different colours.

Three days later Mollie disappeared. For some weeks nothing was known of her whereabouts, then the pigeons reported
that they had seen her on the other side of Willingdon. She was between the shafts of a smart dogcart painted red and
black, which was standing outside a public—house. A fat red—faced man in check breeches and gaiters, who looked like a
publican, was stroking her nose and feeding her with sugar. Her coat was newly clipped and she wore a scarlet ribbon
round her forelock. She appeared to be enjoying herself, so the pigeons said. None of the animals ever mentioned Mollie
again.

In January there came bitterly hard weather. The earth was like iron, and nothing could be done in the fields. Many
meetings were held in the big barn, and the pigs occupied themselves with planning out the work of the coming season. It
had come to be accepted that the pigs, who were manifestly cleverer than the other animals, should decide all questions of
farm policy, though their decisions had to be ratified by a majority vote. This arrangement would have worked well enough
if it had not been for the disputes between Snowball and Napoleon. These two disagreed at every point where
disagreement was possible. If one of them suggested sowing a bigger acreage with barley, the other was certain to demand
a bigger acreage of oats, and if one of them said that such and such a field was just right for cabbages, the other would
declare that it was useless for anything except roots. Each had his own following, and there were some violent debates. At
the Meetings Snowball often won over the majority by his brilliant speeches, but Napoleon was better at canvassing
support for himself in between times. He was especially successful with the sheep. Of late the sheep had taken to bleating
"Four legs good, two legs bad" both in and out of season, and they often interrupted the Meeting with this. It was noticed
that they were especially liable to break into "Four legs good, two legs bad" at crucial moments in Snowball's speeches.
Snowball had made a close study of some back numbers of the Farmer and Stockbreeder which he had found in the
farmhouse, and was full of plans for innovations and improvements. He talked learnedly about field drains, silage, and
basic slag, and had worked out a complicated scheme for all the animals to drop their dung directly in the fields, at a
different spot every day, to save the labour of cartage. Napoleon produced no schemes of his own, but said quietly that
Snowball's would come to nothing, and seemed to be biding his time. But of all their controversies, none was so bitter as
the one that took place over the windmill.

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, and would also
run a circular saw, a chaff—cutter, a mangel—slicer, and an electric milking machine. The animals had never heard of
anything of this kind before (for the farm was an old—fashioned one and had only the most primitive machinery), 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.



49

Within a few weeks Snowball's plans for the windmill were fully worked out. The mechanical details came mostly from
three books which had belonged to Mr. Jones One Thousand Useful Things to Do About the House, Every Man His Own
Bricklayer, and Electricity for Beginners. Snowball used as his study a shed which had once been used for incubators and
had a smooth wooden floor, suitable for drawing on. He was closeted there for hours at a time. With his books held open
by a stone, and with a piece of chalk gripped between the knuckles of his trotter, he would move rapidly to and fro, drawing
in line after line and uttering little whimpers of excitement. Gradually the plans grew into a complicated mass of cranks
and cog—wheels, covering more than half the floor, which the other animals found completely unintelligible but very
impressive. All of them came to look at Snowball's drawings at least once a day. Even the hens and ducks came, and were at
pains not to tread on the chalk marks. Only Napoleon held aloof. He had declared himself against the windmill from the
start. One day, however, he arrived unexpectedly to examine the plans. He walked heavily round the shed, looked closely at
every detail of the plans and snuffed at them once or twice, then stood for a little while contemplating them out of the
corner of his eye; then suddenly he lifted his leg, urinated over the plans, and walked out without uttering a word.

The whole farm was deeply divided on the subject of the windmill. Snowball did not deny that to build it would be a
difficult business. Stone would have to be carried and built up into walls, then the sails would have to be made and after
that there would be need for dynamos and cables. (How these were to be procured, Snowball did not say.) But he
maintained that it could all be done in a year. And thereafter, he declared, so much labour would be saved that the animals
would only need to work three days a week. Napoleon, on the other hand, argued that the great need of the moment was to
increase food production, and that if they wasted time on the windmill they would all starve to death. The animals formed
themselves into two factions under the slogan, "Vote for Snowball and the three—day week" and "Vote for Napoleon and the
full manger." Benjamin was the only animal who did not side with either faction. He refused to believe either that food
would become more plentiful or that the windmill would save work. Windmill or no windmill, he said, life would go on as
it had always gone on—that is, badly.

Apart from the disputes over the windmill, there was the question of the defense of the farm. It was fully realized that
though the human beings had been defeated in the Battle of the Cowshed they might make another and more determined
attempt to recapture the farm and reinstate Mr. Jones. They had all the more reason for doing so because the news of their
defeat had spread across the countryside and made the animals on the neighboring farms more restive than ever. As usual,
Snowball and Napoleon were in disagreement. According to Napoleon, what the animals must do was to procure firearms
and train themselves in the use of them. According to Snowball, they must send out more and more pigeons and stir up
rebellion among the animals on the other farms. The one argued that if they could not defend themselves they were bound
to be conquered, the other argued that if rebellions happened everywhere they would have no need to defend themselves.
The animals listened first to Napoleon, then to Snowball, and could not make up their minds which was right; indeed, they
always found themselves in agreement with the one who was speaking at the moment.

At last the day came when Snowball's plans were completed. 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, though occasionally interrupted by bleating from the sheep, set forth his reasons for advocating the
building of the windmill. Then Napoleon stood up to reply. He said very quietly that the windmill was nonsense and that
he advised nobody to vote for it, and promptly sat down again; he had spoken for barely thirty seconds, and seemed almost
indifferent as to the effect he produced. At this Snowball sprang to his feet, and shouting down the sheep, who had begun
bleating again, broke into a passionate appeal in favor 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. In glowing sentences he painted
a picture of Animal Farm as it might be when sordid labour was lifted from the animals' backs. His imagination had now
run far beyond chaff—cutters and turnip—slicers. Electricity, he said, could operate threshing machines, ploughs, harrows,
rollers, and reapers and binders, besides supplying every stall with its own electric light, hot and cold water, and an electric
heater. 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.

In spite of the shock that Snowball's expulsion had given them, the animals were dismayed by this announcement. Several
of them would have protested if they could have found the right arguments. Even Boxer was vaguely troubled. He set his
ears back, shook his forelock several times, and tried hard to marshal his thoughts; but in the end he could not think of
anything to say. Some of the pigs themselves, however,

were more articulate. Four young porkers in the front row uttered shrill squeals of disapproval, and all four of them sprang
to their feet and began speaking at once. But suddenly the dogs sitting round Napoleon let out deep, menacing growls, and
the pigs fell silent and sat down again. Then the sheep broke out into a tremendous bleating of "Four legs good, two legs
bad!" which went on for nearly a quarter of an hour and put an end to any chance of discussion.

Afterwards Squealer was sent round the farm to explain the new arrangement to the others.

"Comrades," he said, "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 let you make your decisions for yourselves. But sometimes you might make the
wrong decisions, 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 better than a criminal?"

"He fought bravely at the Battle of the Cowshed," said somebody.

"Bravery is not enough," said Squealer. "Loyalty and obedience are more important. And as to the Battle of the Cowshed, I
believe the time will come when we shall find that Snowball's part in it was much exaggerated. 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?"

Once again this argument was unanswerable. Certainly the animals did not want Jones back; if the holding of debates on
Sunday mornings was liable to bring him back, then the debates must stop. Boxer, who had now had time to think things
over, voiced the general feeling by saying: "If Comrade Napoleon says it, it must be right." And from then on he adopted the
maxim, "Napoleon is always right," in addition to his private motto of "I will work harder."

By this time the weather had broken and the spring ploughing had begun. The shed where Snowball had drawn his plans of
the windmill had been shut up and it was assumed that the plans had been rubbed off the floor. Every Sunday morning at
ten o'clock the animals assembled in the big barn to receive their orders for the week. The skull of old Major, now clean of
flesh, had been disinterred from the orchard and set up on a stump at the foot of the flagstaff, beside the gun. After the
hoisting of the flag, the animals were required to file past the skull in a reverent manner before entering the barn.
Nowadays they did not sit all together as they had done in the past. Napoleon, with Squealer and another pig named
Minimus, who had a remarkable gift for composing songs and poems, sat on the front of the raised platform, with the nine
young dogs forming a semicircle round them, and the other pigs sitting behind. The rest of the animals sat facing them in
the main body of the barn. Napoleon read out the orders for the week in a gruff soldierly style, and after a single singing of
Beasts of England, all the animals dispersed.

On the third Sunday after Snowball's expulsion, the animals were somewhat surprised to hear Napoleon announce that the
windmill was to be built after all. He did not give any reason for having changed his mind, but merely warned the animals
that this extra task would mean very hard work, it might even be necessary to reduce their rations. The plans, however, had
all been prepared, down to the last detail. A special committee of pigs had been at work upon them for the past three
weeks. The building of the windmill, with various other improvements, was expected to take two years.

That evening Squealer explained privately to the other animals that Napoleon had never in reality been opposed to the
windmill. On the contrary, it was he who had advocated it in the beginning, and the plan which Snowball had drawn on the
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floor of the incubator shed had actually been stolen from among Napoleon's papers. The windmill was, in fact, Napoleon's
own creation. Why, then, asked somebody, had he spoken so strongly against it? Here Squealer looked very sly. That, he
said, was Comrade Napoleon's cunning. He had seemed to oppose the windmill, simply as a maneuver to get rid of
Snowball, who was a dangerous character and a bad influence. Now that Snowball was out of the way, the plan could go
forward without his interference. This, said Squealer, was something called tactics. He repeated a number of times,
"Tactics, comrades, tactics!" skipping round and whisking his tail with a merry laugh. The animals were not certain what
the word meant, but Squealer spoke so persuasively, and the three dogs who happened to be with him growled so
threateningly, that they accepted his explanation without further questions.

CHAPTER 6

ALL that year the animals worked like slaves. But they were happy in their work; they grudged no effort or sacrifice, well
aware that everything that they did was for the benefit of themselves and those of their kind who would come after them,
and not for a pack of idle, thieving human beings.

Throughout the spring and summer they worked a sixty—hour week, and in August Napoleon announced that there would
be work on Sunday afternoons as well. This work was strictly voluntary, but any animal who absented himself from it
would have his rations reduced by half. Even so, it was found necessary to leave certain tasks undone. The harvest was a
little less successful than in the previous year, and two fields which should have been sown with roots in the early summer
were not sown because the ploughing had not been completed early enough. It was possible to foresee that the coming
winter would be a hard one.

The windmill presented unexpected difficulties. There was a good quarry of limestone on the farm, and plenty of sand and
cement had been found in one of the outhouses, so that all the materials for building were at hand. But the problem the
animals could not at first solve was how to break up the stone into pieces of suitable size. There seemed no way of doing
this except with picks and crowbars, which no animal could use, because no animal could stand on his hind legs. Only after
weeks of vain effort did the right idea occur to somebody—namely, to utilize the force of gravity. Huge boulders, far too big
to be used as they were, were lying all over the bed of the quarry. The animals lashed ropes round these, and then all
together, cows, horses, sheep, any animal that could lay hold of the rope—even the pigs sometimes joined in at critical
moments—they dragged them with desperate slowness up the slope to the top of the quarry, where they were toppled over
the edge, to shatter to pieces below. Transporting the stone when it was once broken was comparatively simple. The horses
carried it off in cart—loads, the sheep dragged single blocks, even Muriel and Benjamin yoked themselves into an old
governess—cart and did their share. By late summer a sufficient store of stone had accumulated, and then the building
began, under the superintendence of the pigs.

But it was a slow, laborious process. Frequently it took a whole day of exhausting effort to drag a single boulder to the top
of the quarry, and sometimes when it was pushed over the edge it failed to break. Nothing could have been achieved
without Boxer, whose strength seemed equal to that of all the rest of the animals put together. When the boulder began to
slip and the animals cried out in despair at finding themselves dragged down the hill, it was always Boxer who strained
himself against the rope and brought the boulder to a stop. To see him toiling up the slope inch by inch, his breath coming
fast, the tips of his hoofs clawing at the ground, and his great sides matted with sweat, filled everyone with admiration.
Clover warned him sometimes to be careful not to overstrain himself, but Boxer would never listen to her. His two slogans,
"I will work harder" and "Napoleon is always right," seemed to him a sufficient answer to all problems. He had made
arrangements with the cockerel to call him three—quarters of an hour earlier in the mornings instead of half an hour. And
in his spare moments, of which there were not many nowadays, he would go alone to the quarry, collect a load of broken
stone, and drag it down to the site of the windmill unassisted.

The animals were not badly off throughout that summer, in spite of the hardness of their work. If they had no more food
than they had had in Jones's day, at least they did not have less. The advantage of only having to feed themselves, and not
having to support five extravagant human beings as well, was so great that it would have taken a lot of failures to outweigh
it. And in many ways the animal method of doing things was more efficient and saved labour. Such jobs as weeding, for
instance, could be done with a thoroughness impossible to human beings. And again, since no animal now stole, it was
unnecessary to fence off pasture from arable land, which saved a lot of labour on the upkeep of hedges and gates.
Nevertheless, as the summer wore on, various unforeseen shortages began to make them selves felt. There was need of
paraffin oil, nails, string, dog biscuits, and iron for the horses' shoes, none of which could be produced on the farm. Later
there would also be need for seeds and artificial manures, besides various tools and, finally, the machinery for the windmill.
How these were to be procured, no one was able to imagine.
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One Sunday morning, when the animals assembled to receive their orders, Napoleon announced that he had decided upon
a new policy. From now onwards Animal Farm would engage in trade with the neighboring farms: not, of course, for any
commercial purpose, but simply in order to obtain certain materials which were urgently necessary. The needs of the
windmill must override everything else, he said. He was therefore making arrangements to sell a stack of hay and part of
the current year's wheat crop, and later on, if more money were needed, it would have to be made up by the sale of eggs,
for which there was always a market in Willingdon. The hens, said Napoleon, should welcome this sacrifice as their own
special contribution towards the building of the windmill.

Once again the animals were conscious of a vague uneasiness. Never to have any dealings with human beings, never to
engage in trade, never to make use of money—had not these been among the earliest resolutions passed at that first
triumphant Meeting after Jones was expelled? All the animals remembered passing such resolutions: or at least they
thought that they remembered it. The four young pigs who had protested when Napoleon abolished the Meetings raised
their voices timidly, but they were promptly silenced by a tremendous growling from the dogs. Then, as usual, the sheep
broke into "Four legs good, two legs bad!" and the momentary awkwardness was smoothed over. Finally Napoleon raised
his trotter for silence and announced that he had already made all the arrangements. There would be no need for any of the
animals to come in contact with human beings, which would clearly be most undesirable. He intended to take the whole
burden upon his own shoulders. A Mr. Whymper, a solicitor living in Willingdon, had agreed to act as intermediary
between Animal Farm and the outside world, and would visit the farm every Monday morning to receive his instructions.
Napoleon ended his speech with his usual cry of "Long live Animal Farm!" and after the singing of Beasts of England the
animals were dismissed.

Afterwards Squealer made a round of the farm and set the animals' minds at rest. He assured them that the resolution
against engaging in trade and using money had never been passed, or even suggested. It was pure imagination, probably
traceable in the beginning to lies circulated by Snowball. A few animals still felt faintly doubtful, but Squealer asked them
shrewdly, "Are you certain that this is not something that you have dreamed, comrades? Have you any record of such a
resolution? Is it written down anywhere?" And since it was certainly true that nothing of the kind existed in writing, the
animals were satisfied that they had been mistaken.

Every Monday Mr. Whymper visited the farm as had been arranged. He was a sly—looking little man with side whiskers, a
solicitor in a very small way of business, but sharp enough to have realized earlier than anyone else that Animal Farm
would need a broker and that the commissions would be worth having. The animals watched his coming and going with a
kind of dread, and avoided him as much as possible. Nevertheless, the sight of Napoleon, on all fours, delivering orders to
Whymper, who stood on two legs, roused their pride and partly reconciled them to the new arrangement. Their relations
with the human race

were now not quite the same as they had been before. The human beings did not hate Animal Farm any less now that it
was prospering; indeed, they hated it more than ever. Every human being held it as an article of faith that the farm would
go bankrupt sooner or later, and, above all, that the windmill would be a failure. They would meet in the public—houses
and prove to one another by means of diagrams that the windmill was bound to fall down, or that if it did stand up, then
that it would never work. And yet, against their will, they had developed a certain respect for the efficiency with which the
animals were managing their own affairs. One symptom of this was that they had begun to call Animal Farm by its proper
name and ceased to pretend that it was called the Manor Farm. They had also dropped their championship of Jones, who
had given up hope of getting his farm back and gone to live in another part of the county. Except through Whymper, there
was as yet no contact between Animal Farm and the outside world, but there were constant rumours that Napoleon was
about to enter into a definite business agreement either with Mr. Pilkington of Foxwood or with Mr. Frederick of
Pinchfield—but never, it was noticed, with both simultaneously.

It was about this time that the pigs suddenly moved into the farmhouse and took up their residence there. Again the
animals seemed to remember that a resolution against this had been passed in the early days, and again Squealer was able
to convince them that this was not the case. It was absolutely necessary, he said, that the pigs, who were the brains of the
farm, should have a quiet place to work in. It was also more suited to the dignity of the Leader (for of late he had taken to
speaking of Napoleon under the title of "Leader") to live in a house than in a mere sty. Nevertheless, some of the animals
were disturbed when they heard that the pigs not only took their meals in the kitchen and used the drawing—room as a
recreation room, but also slept in the beds. Boxer passed it off as usual with "Napoleon is always right!", but Clover, who
thought she remembered a definite ruling against beds, went to the end of the barn and tried to puzzle out the Seven
Commandments which were inscribed there. Finding herself unable to read more than individual letters, she fetched
Muriel.

"Muriel," she said, "read me the Fourth Commandment. Does it not say something about never sleeping in a bed?"

With some difficulty Muriel spelt it out.
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"It says, 'No animal shall sleep in a bed with sheets ," she announced finally.

Curiously enough, Clover had not remembered that the Fourth Commandment mentioned sheets; but as it was there on
the wall, it must have done so. And Squealer, who happened to be passing at this moment, attended by two or three dogs,
was able to put the whole matter in its proper perspective.

"You have heard then, comrades," he said, "that we pigs now sleep 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 invention. We have removed the sheets from
the farmhouse beds, and sleep between blankets. And very comfortable beds they are too! But not more comfortable than
we need, I can tell you, comrades, with all the brainwork we have to do nowadays. You would not rob us of our repose,
would you, comrades? You would not have us too tired to carry out our duties? Surely none of you wishes to see Jones
back?"

The animals reassured him on this point immediately, and no more was said about the pigs sleeping in the farmhouse beds.
And when, some days afterwards, it was announced that from now on the pigs would get up an hour later in the mornings
than the other animals, no complaint was made about that either.

By the autumn the animals were tired but happy. They had had a hard year, and after the sale of part of the hay and corn,
the stores of food for the winter were none too plentiful, but the windmill compensated for everything. It was almost half
built now. After the harvest there was a stretch of clear dry weather, and the animals toiled harder than ever, thinking it
well worth while to plod to and fro all day with blocks of stone if by doing so they could raise the walls another foot. Boxer
would even come out at nights and work for an hour or two on his own by the light of the harvest moon. In their spare
moments the animals would walk round and round the half—finished mill, admiring the strength and perpendicularity of
its walls and marveling that they should ever have been able to build anything so imposing. Only old Benjamin refused to
grow enthusiastic about the windmill, though, as usual, he would utter nothing beyond the cryptic remark that donkeys
live a long time.

November came, with raging south—west winds. Building had to stop because it was now too wet to mix the cement.
Finally there came a night when the gale was so violent that the farm buildings rocked on their foundations and several
tiles were blown off the roof of the barn. The hens woke up squawking with terror because they had all dreamed
simultaneously of hearing a gun go off in the distance. In the morning the animals came out of their stalls to find that the
flagstaff had been blown down and an elm tree at the foot of the orchard had been plucked up like a radish. They had just
noticed this when a cry of despair broke from every animal's throat. A terrible sight had met their eyes. The windmill was
in ruins.

With one accord they dashed down to the spot. Napoleon, who seldom moved out of a walk, raced ahead of them all. Yes,
there it lay, the fruit of all their struggles, levelled to its foundations, the stones they had broken and carried so laboriously
scattered all around. Unable at first to speak, they stood gazing mournfully at the litter of fallen stone Napoleon paced to
and fro in silence, occasionally snuffing at the ground. His tail had grown rigid and twitched sharply from side to side, a
sign in him of intense mental activity. Suddenly he halted as though his mind were made up.

"Comrades," he said quietly, "do you know who is responsible for this? Do you know the enemy who has come in the night
and overthrown our windmill? SNOWBALL!" he suddenly roared in a voice of thunder. "Snowball has done this thing! In
sheer malignity, thinking to set back our plans and avenge himself for his ignominious expulsion, this traitor has crept here
under cover of night and destroyed our work of nearly a year. Comrades, here and now I pronounce the death sentence
upon Snowball. 'Animal Hero, Second Class," and half a bushel of apples to any animal who brings him to justice. A full
bushel to anyone who captures him alive!"

The animals were shocked beyond measure to learn that even Snowball could be guilty of such an action.

There was a cry of indignation, and everyone began thinking out ways of catching Snowball if he should ever come back.
Almost immediately the footprints of a pig were discovered in the grass at a little distance from the knoll. They could only
be traced for a few yards, but appeared to lead to a hole in the hedge. Napoleon snuffed deeply at them and pronounced
them to be Snowball's. He gave it as his opinion that Snowball had probably come from the direction of Foxwood Farm.

"No more delays, comrades!" cried Napoleon when the footprints had been examined. "There is work to be done. This very
morning we begin rebuilding the windmill, and we will build all through the winter, rain or shine. We will teach this
miserable traitor that he cannot undo our work so easily. Remember, comrades, there must be no alteration in our plans:
they shall be carried out to the day. Forward, comrades! Long live the windmill! Long live Animal Farm!"

CHAPTER 7
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IT WAS a bitter winter. The stormy weather was followed by sleet and snow, and then by a hard frost which did not break
till well into February. The animals carried on as best they could with the rebuilding of the windmill, well knowing that the
outside world was watching them and that the envious human beings would rejoice and triumph if the mill were not
finished on time.

Out of spite, the human beings pretended not to believe that it was Snowball who had destroyer the windmill:

they said that it had fallen down because the walls were too thin. The animals knew that this was not the case. Still, it had
been decided to build the walls three feet thick this time instead of eighteen inches as before, which meant collecting much
larger quantities of stone. For a long time the quarry was full of snowdrifts and nothing could be done. Some progress was
made in the dry frosty weather that followed, but it was cruel work, and the animals could not feel so hopeful about it as
they had felt before. They were always cold, and usually hungry as well. Only Boxer and Clover never lost heart. Squealer
made excellent speeches on the joy of service and the dignity of labour, but the other animals found more inspiration in
Boxer's strength and his never—failing cry of "I will work harder! "

In January food fell short. The corn ration was drastically reduced, and it was announced that an extra potato ration would
be issued to make up for it. Then it was discovered that the greater part of the potato crop had been frosted in the clamps,
which had not been covered thickly enough. The potatoes had become soft and discolored, and only a few were edible. For
days at a time the animals had nothing to eat but chaff and mangels. Starvation seemed to stare them in the face.

It was vitally necessary to conceal this fact from the outside world. Emboldened by the collapse of the windmill, the human
beings were inventing fresh lies about Animal Farm. Once again it was being put about that all the animals were dying of
famine and disease, and that they were continually fighting among themselves and had resorted to cannibalism and
infanticide. Napoleon was well aware of the bad results that might follow if the real facts of the food situation were known,
and he decided to make use of Mr. Whymper to spread a contrary impression. Hitherto the animals had had little or no
contact with Whymper on his weekly visits: now, however, a few selected animals, mostly sheep, were instructed to remark
casually in his hearing that rations had been increased. In addition, Napoleon ordered the almost empty bins in the
store—shed to be filled nearly to the brim with sand, which was then covered up with what remained of the grain and meal.
On some suitable pretext Whymper was led through the store—shed and allowed to catch a glimpse of the bins. He was
deceived, and continued to report to the outside world that there was no food shortage on Animal Farm.

Nevertheless, towards the end of January it became obvious that it would be necessary to procure some more grain from
somewhere. In these days Napoleon rarely appeared in public, but spent all his time in the farmhouse, which was guarded
at each door by fierce—looking dogs. When he did emerge, it was in a ceremonial manner, with an escort of six dogs who
closely surrounded him and growled if anyone came too near. Frequently he did not even appear on Sunday mornings, but
issued his orders through one of the other pigs, usually Squealer.

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

When the hens heard this, they raised a terrible outcry. They had been warned earlier that this sacrifice might be necessary,
but had not believed that it would really happen. They were just getting their clutches ready for the spring sitting, and they
protested that to take the eggs away now was murder. For the first time since the expulsion of Jones, there was something
resembling a rebellion. Led by three young Black Minorca pullets, the hens made a determined effort to thwart Napoleon's
wishes. Their method was to fly up to the rafters and there lay their eggs, which smashed to pieces on the floor. Napoleon
acted swiftly and ruthlessly. He ordered the hens' rations to be stopped, and decreed that any animal giving so much as a
grain of corn to a hen should be punished by death. The dogs saw to it that these orders were carried out. For five days the
hens held out, then they capitulated and went back to their nesting boxes. Nine hens had died in the meantime. Their
bodies were buried in the orchard, and it was given out that they had died of coccidiosis. Whymper heard nothing of this
affair, and the eggs were duly delivered, a grocer's van driving up to the farm once a week to take them away.

All this while no more had been seen of Snowball. He was rumoured to be hiding on one of the neighbouring farms, either
Foxwood or Pinchfield. Napoleon was by this time on slightly better terms with the other farmers than before. It happened
that there was in the yard a pile of timber which had been stacked there ten years earlier when a beech spinney was cleared.
It was well seasoned, and Whymper had advised Napoleon to sell it; both Mr. Pilkington and Mr. Frederick were anxious to
buy it. Napoleon was hesitating between the two, unable to make up his mind. It was noticed that whenever he seemed on
the point of coming to an agreement with Frederick, Snowball was declared to be in hiding at Foxwood, while, when he
inclined toward Pilkington, Snowball was said to be at Pinchfield.

Suddenly, early in the spring, an alarming thing was discovered. Snowball was secretly frequenting the farm by night! The
animals were so disturbed that they could hardly sleep in their stalls. Every night, it was said, he came creeping in under
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cover of darkness and performed all kinds of mischief. He stole the corn, he upset the milk—pails, he broke the eggs, he
trampled the seedbeds, he gnawed the bark off the fruit trees. Whenever anything went wrong it became usual to attribute
it to Snowball. 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, and when the key of the store—shed was lost, the whole farm was convinced that Snowball had
thrown it down the well. Curiously enough, they went on believing this even after the mislaid key was found under a sack
of meal. The cows declared unanimously that Snowball crept into their stalls and milked them in their sleep. The rats,
which had been troublesome that winter, were also said to be in league with Snowball.

Napoleon decreed that there should be a full investigation into Snowball's activities. With his dogs in attendance he set out
and made a careful tour of inspection of the farm buildings, the other animals following at a respectful distance. At every
few steps Napoleon stopped and snuffed the ground for traces of Snowball's footsteps, which, he said, he could detect by
the smell. He snuffed in every corner, in the barn, in the cow—shed, in the henhouses, in the vegetable garden, and found
traces of Snowball almost everywhere. He would put his snout to the ground, give several deep sniffs, ad exclaim in a
terrible voice, "Snowball! He has been here! I can smell him distinctly!" and at the word "Snowball" all the dogs let out
blood—curdling growls and showed their side teeth.

The animals were thoroughly frightened. It seemed to them as though Snowball were some kind of invisible influence,
pervading the air about them and menacing them with all kinds of dangers. In the evening Squealer called them together,
and with an alarmed expression on his face told them that he had some serious news to report.

"Comrades!" cried Squealer, making little nervous skips, "a most terrible thing has been discovered. Snowball has sold
himself to Frederick of Pinchfield Farm, who is even now plotting to attack us and take our farm away from us! Snowball is
to act as his guide when the attack begins. But there is worse than that. We had thought that Snowball's rebellion was
caused simply by his vanity and ambition. But we were wrong, comrades. Do you know what the real reason was? Snowball
was in league with Jones from the very start! He was Jones's secret agent 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 great deal, comrades. Did we
not see for ourselves how he attempted —fortunately without success—to get us defeated and destroyed at the Battle of the
Cowshed?"

The animals were stupefied. This was a wickedness far outdoing Snowball's destruction of the windmill. But it was some
minutes before they could fully take it in. 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 rallied and encouraged them at every turn, and how he
had not paused for an instant even when the pellets from Jones's gun had wounded his back. At first it was a little difficult
to see how this fitted in with his being on Jones's side. Even Boxer, who seldom asked questions, was puzzled. He lay
down, tucked his fore hoofs beneath him, shut his eyes, and with a hard effort managed to formulate his thoughts.

"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 in reality he was trying to lure us to our doom."

"But he was wounded," said Boxer. "We all saw him running with blood."

"That was part of the arrangement!" cried Squealer. "Jones's shot only grazed him. I could show you this in his own writing,
if you were able to read it. The plot was for Snowball, at the critical moment, to give the signal for flight and leave the field
to the enemy. And he very nearly succeeded—1I will even say, comrades, 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 not 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?" exclaimed Squealer, frisking
from side to side.

Now when Squealer described the scene so graphically, it seemed to the animals that they did remember it. At any rate,
they remembered that at the critical moment of the battle Snowball had turned to flee. 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 stated categorically —
categorically, comrade — that Snowball was Jones's agent from the very beginning—yes, and from long before the Rebellion
was ever thought of."
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"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 cast a very ugly look at Boxer with his little
twinkling eyes. He turned to go, then paused and added impressively: "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

lurking among us at this moment! "

Four days later, in the late afternoon, Napoleon ordered all the animals to assemble in the yard. When they were all
gathered together, Napoleon emerged 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 frisking round him and uttering
growls that sent shivers down all the animals' spines. They all cowered silently in their places, seeming to know in advance
that some terrible thing was about to happen.

Napoleon stood sternly surveying his audience; then he uttered a high—pitched whimper. Immediately the dogs bounded
forward, seized four of the pigs by the ear and dragged them, squealing with pain and terror, to Napoleon's feet. The pigs'
ears were bleeding, the dogs had tasted blood, and for a few moments they appeared to go quite mad. To the amazement of
everybody, three of them flung 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 shrieked 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 appeared to
change countenance, and sharply ordered Boxer to let the dog go, whereat Boxer lifted his hoof, and the dog slunk away,
bruised and howling.

Presently the tumult died down. The four pigs waited, trembling, with guilt written on every line of their countenances.
Napoleon now called upon them to confess their crimes. They were the same four pigs as had protested when Napoleon
abolished the Sunday Meetings. Without any further prompting they confessed that they had been secretly in touch with
Snowball ever since his expulsion, that they had collaborated with him in destroying the windmill, and that they had
entered into an agreement with him to hand over Animal Farm to Mr. Frederick. They added that Snowball had privately
admitted to them that he had been Jones's secret agent for years past. When they had finished their confession, the dogs
promptly tore their throats out, and in a terrible voice Napoleon demanded whether any other animal had anything to
confess.

The three hens who had been the ringleaders in the attempted rebellion over the eggs now came forward and stated that
Snowball had appeared to them in a dream and incited them to disobey Napoleon's orders. They, too, were slaughtered.
Then a goose came forward and confessed to having secreted six ears of corn during the last year's harvest and eaten them
in the night. Then a sheep confessed to having urinated in the drinking pool—urged to do this, so she said, by
Snowball—and two other sheep confessed to having murdered an old ram, an especially devoted follower of Napoleon, by
chasing him round and round a bonfire when he was suffering from a cough. They were all slain on the spot. And so the
tale of confessions and executions went on, until there was a pile of corpses lying before Napoleon's feet and the air was
heavy with the smell of blood, which had been unknown there since the expulsion of Jones.

When it was all over, the remaining animals, except for the pigs and dogs, crept away in a body. They were shaken and
miserable. They did not know which was more shocking—the treachery of the animals who had leagued themselves with
Snowball, or the cruel retribution they had just witnessed. In the old days there had often been scenes of bloodshed equally
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 knoll where the half—finished windmill stood, and with one accord they all lay down as though huddling
together for warmth—Clover,

Muriel, Benjamin, the cows, the sheep, and a whole flock of geese and hens—everyone, indeed, except the cat, who had
suddenly disappeared just before Napoleon ordered the animals to assemble. For some time nobody spoke. Only Boxer
remained on his feet. He fidgeted to and fro, swishing his long black tail against his sides and occasionally uttering a little
whinny of surprise. Finally he said:

"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 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 off at his lumbering trot and made for the quarry. Having got there, he collected two successive loads of
stone and dragged them down to the windmill before retiring for the night.

The animals huddled about Clover, not speaking. The knoll where they were lying gave them a wide prospect across the
countryside. Most of Animal Farm was within their view—the long pasture stretching down to the main road, the hayfield,
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the spinney, the drinking pool, the plowed fields where the young wheat was thick and green, and the red roofs of the farm
buildings with the smoke curling from the chimneys. It was a clear spring evening. The grass and the bursting hedges were
gilded by the level rays of the sun. Never had the farm—and with a kind of surprise they remembered that it was their own
farm, every inch of it their own property—appeared to the animals so desirable a place. 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
aimed at when they had set themselves years ago to work for the overthrow of the human race. These scenes of terror and
slaughter were not what they had looked forward to on that night when old Major first stirred them to rebellion. 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 according to his capacity, the strong protecting the weak, as she had protected the lost brood of ducklings
with her foreleg on the night of Major's speech. Instead—she did not know why—they had come to a time when no one
dared speak his mind, when fierce, growling dogs roamed everywhere, and when you had to watch your comrades torn to
pieces after confessing to shocking crimes. There was no thought of rebellion or disobedience 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 before all else it was needful
to prevent the return of the human beings. Whatever happened she would remain faithful, work hard, carry out the orders
that were given to her, and accept the leadership of Napoleon. But still, it was not for this that she and all the other
animals had hoped and toiled. It was not for this that they had built the windmill and faced the bullets of Jones's gun. Such
were her thoughts, though she lacked the words to express them.

At last, feeling this to be in some way a substitute for the words she was unable to find, 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
mournfully, in a way they had never sung it before.

They had just finished singing it for the third time when Squealer, attended by two dogs, approached them with the air of
having something important to say. He announced that, by a special decree of Comrade Napoleon, Beasts of England had
been abolished. From now onwards it was forbidden to sing it.

The animals were taken aback. "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 was the final act. The enemy both external and internal has
been defeated. In Beasts of England we expressed our longing for a better society in days to come. But that society has now
been established. Clearly this song has no longer any purpose."

Frightened though they were, some of the animals might possibly have protested, but at this moment the sheep set up
their usual bleating of "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 to come up to Beasts of England.

CHAPTER 8

A FEW days later, when the terror caused by the executions had died down, some of the animals remembered—or thought
they remembered—that the Sixth Commandment decreed "No animal shall kill any other animal." And though no one cared
to mention it in the hearing of the pigs or the dogs, it was felt that the killings which had taken place did not square with
this. Clover asked Benjamin to read her the Sixth Commandment, and when Benjamin, as usual, said that he refused to
meddle in such matters, she fetched Muriel. Muriel read the Commandment for her. It ran: "No animal shall kill any other
animal without cause." Somehow or other, the last two words had slipped out of the animals' memory. But they saw now
that the Commandment had not been violated; for clearly there was good reason for killing the traitors who had leagued
themselves with Snowball.

Throughout the year the animals worked even harder than they had worked in the previous year To rebuild the windmill,
with walls twice as thick as before, and to finish it by the appointed date, together with the regular work of the farm, was a
tremendous labour. There were times when it seemed to the animals that they worked longer hours and fed no better than
they had done in Jones's day. On Sunday mornings Squealer, holding down a long strip of paper with his trotter, would read
out to them lists of figures proving that the production of every class of foodstuff had increased by two hundred per cent,
three hundred per cent, or five hundred per cent, as the case might be. The animals saw no reason to disbelieve him,



especially as they could no longer remember very clearly what conditions had been like before the Rebellion. All the same,
there were days when they felt that they would sooner have had less figures and more food.

All orders were now issued through Squealer or one of the other pigs. Napoleon himself was not seen in public as often as
once in a fortnight. When he did appear, he was attended not only by his retinue of dogs but by a black cockerel who
marched in front of him and acted as a kind of trumpeter, letting out a loud "cock—a—doodle—doo" before Napoleon spoke.
Even in the farmhouse, it was said, Napoleon inhabited separate apartments from the others. He took his meals alone, with
two dogs to wait upon him, and always ate from the Crown Derby dinner service which had been in the glass cupboard in
the drawing—room. It was also announced that the gun would be fired every year on Napoleon's birthday, as well as on the
other two anniversaries.

Napoleon was now never spoken of simply as "Napoleon." He was always referred to in formal style as "our Leader,
Comrade Napoleon," and this pigs liked to invent for him such titles as Father of All Animals, Terror of Mankind, Protector
of the Sheep—fold, Ducklings' Friend, and the like. In his speeches, Squealer would talk with the tears rolling down his
cheeks of Napoleon's wisdom the goodness of his heart, and the deep love he bore to all animals everywhere, even and
especially the unhappy animals who still lived in ignorance and slavery on other farms. It had become usual to give
Napoleon the credit for every successful achievement and every stroke of good fortune. You would often hear one hen
remark to another, "Under the guidance of our Leader, Comrade Napoleon, I have laid five eggs in six days"; or two cows,
enjoying a drink at the pool, would exclaim, "Thanks to the leadership of Comrade Napoleon, how excellent this water
tastes!" The general feeling on the farm was well expressed in a poem entitled Comrade Napoleon, which was composed by

Minimus and which ran as follows:

Friend of 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 are 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 bottle or as a rolling—pin,

He should have learned to be
Faithful and true to thee,
Yes, his first squeak should be
"Comrade Napoleon!"

Napoleon approved of this poem and caused it to be inscribed on the wall of the big barn, at the opposite end from the
Seven Commandments. It was surmounted by a portrait of Napoleon, in profile, executed by Squealer in white paint.

Meanwhile, through the agency of Whymper, Napoleon was engaged in complicated negotiations with Frederick and
Pilkington. The pile of timber was still unsold. Of the two, Frederick was the more anxious to get hold of it, but he would
not offer a reasonable price. At the same time there were renewed rumours that Frederick and his men were plotting to
attack Animal Farm and to destroy the windmill, the building of which had aroused furious jealousy in him. Snowball was
known to be still skulking on Pinchfield Farm. In the middle of the summer the animals were alarmed to hear that three
hens had come forward and confessed that, inspired by Snowball, they had entered into a plot to murder Napoleon. They
were executed immediately, and fresh precautions for Napoleon's safety were taken. Four dogs guarded his bed at night,
one at each corner, and a young pig named Pinkeye was given the task of tasting all his food before he ate it, lest it should

be poisoned.

At about the same time it was given out that Napoleon had arranged to sell the pile of timber to Mr. Pilkington; he was
also going to enter into a regular agreement for the exchange of certain products between Animal Farm and Foxwood. The
relations between Napoleon and Pilkington, though they were only conducted through Whymper, were now almost
friendly. The animals distrusted Pilkington, as a human being, but greatly preferred him to Frederick, whom they both
feared and hated. As the summer wore on, and the windmill neared completion, the rumours of an impending treacherous
attack grew stronger and stronger. Frederick, it was said, intended to bring against them twenty men all armed with guns,
and he had already bribed the magistrates and police, so that if he could once get hold of the title—deeds of Animal Farm
they would ask no questions. Moreover, terrible stories were leaking out from Pinchfield about the cruelties that Frederick
practised upon his animals. He had flogged an old horse to death, he starved his cows, he had killed a dog by throwing it
into the furnace, he amused himself in the evenings by making cocks fight with splinters of razor—blade tied to their spurs.
The animals' blood boiled with rage when they heard of these things beingdone to their comrades, and sometimes they
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clamoured to be allowed to go out in a body and attack Pinchfield Farm, drive out the humans, and set the animals free.
But Squealer counselled them to avoid rash actions and trust in Comrade Napoleon's strategy.

Nevertheless, feeling against Frederick continued to run high. One Sunday morning Napoleon appeared in the barn and
explained that he had never at any time contemplated selling the pile of timber to Frederick; he considered it beneath his
dignity, he said, to have dealings with scoundrels of that description. The pigeons who were still sent out to spread tidings
of the Rebellion were forbidden to set foot anywhere on Foxwood, and were also ordered to drop their former slogan of
"Death to Humanity" in favour of "Death to Frederick." In the late summer yet another of Snowball's machinations was laid
bare. The wheat crop was full of weeds, and it was discovered that on one of his nocturnal visits Snowball had mixed weed
seeds with the seed corn.

A gander who had been privy to the plot had confessed his guilt to Squealer and immediately committed suicide by
swallowing deadly nightshade berries. The animals now also learned that Snowball had never—as many of them had
believed hitherto—received the order of "Animal Hero First Class." This was merely a legend which had been spread some
time after the Battle of the Cowshed by Snowball himself. So far from being decorated, he had been censured for showing
cowardice in the battle. Once again some of the animals heard this with a certain bewilderment, but Squealer was soon
able to convince them that their memories had been at fault.

In the autumn, by a tremendous, exhausting effort—for the harvest had to be gathered at almost the same time—the
windmill was finished. The machinery had still to be installed, and Whymper was negotiating the purchase of it, but the
structure was completed. In the teeth of every difficulty, in spite of inexperience, of primitive implements, of bad luck and
of Snowball's treachery, the work had been finished punctually to the very day! Tired out but proud, the animals walked
round and round their masterpiece, which appeared even more beautiful in their eyes than when it had been built the first
time. Moreover, the walls were twice as thick as before. Nothing short of explosives would lay them low this time! And
when they thought of how they had laboured, what discouragements they had overcome, and the enormous difference that
would be made in their lives when the sails were turning and the dynamos running—when they thought of all this, their
tiredness forsook them and they gambolled round and round the windmill, uttering cries of triumph. Napoleon himself,
attended by his dogs and his cockerel, came down to inspect the completed work; he personally congratulated the animals
on their achievement, and announced that the mill would be named Napoleon Mill.

Two days later the animals were called together for a special meeting in the barn. They were struck dumb with surprise
when Napoleon announced that he had sold the pile of timber to Frederick. Tomorrow Frederick's wagons would arrive and
begin carting it away. Throughout the whole period of his seeming friendship with Pilkington, Napoleon had really been in
secret agreement with Frederick.

All relations with Foxwood had been broken off; insulting messages had been sent to Pilkington. The pigeons

had been told to avoid Pinchfield Farm and to alter their slogan from "Death to Frederick" to "Death to Pilkington." At the
same time Napoleon assured the animals that the stories of an impending attack on Animal Farm were completely untrue,
and that the tales about Frederick's cruelty to his own animals had been greatly exaggerated. All these rumours had
probably originated with Snowball and his agents. It now appeared that Snowball was not, after all, hiding on Pinchfield
Farm, and in fact had never been there in his life: he was living—in considerable luxury, so it was said—at Foxwood, and
had in reality been a pensioner of Pilkington for years past.

The pigs were in ecstasies over Napoleon's cunning. By seeming to be friendly with Pilkington he had forced Frederick to
raise his price by twelve pounds. But the superior quality of Napoleon's mind, said Squealer, was shown in the fact that he
trusted nobody, not even Frederick. Frederick had wanted to pay for the timber with something called a cheque, which, it
seemed, was a piece of paper with a promise to pay written upon it. But Napoleon was too clever for him. He had
demanded payment in real five—pound notes, which were to be handed over before the timber was removed. Already
Frederick had paid up; and the sum he had paid was just enough to buy the machinery for the windmill.

Meanwhile the timber was being carted away at high speed. When it was all gone, another special meeting

was held in the barn for the animals to inspect Frederick's bank—notes. Smiling beatifically, and wearing both his
decorations, Napoleon reposed on a bed of straw on the platform, with the money at his side, neatly piled on a china dish
from the farmhouse kitchen. The animals filed slowly past, and each gazed his fill. And Boxer put out his nose to sniff at
the bank—notes, and the flimsy white things stirred and rustled in his breath.

Three days later there was a terrible hullabaloo. Whymper, his face deadly pale, came racing up the path on his bicycle,
flung it down in the yard and rushed straight into the farmhouse. The next moment a choking roar of rage sounded from
Napoleon's apartments. The news of what had happened sped round the farm like wildfire. The banknotes were forgeries!
Frederick had got the timber for nothing!
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Napoleon called the animals together immediately and in a terrible voice pronounced the death sentence upon Frederick.
When captured, he said, Frederick should be boiled alive. At the same time he warned them that after this treacherous
deed the worst was to be expected. Frederick and his men might make their long—expected attack at any moment.
Sentinels were placed at all the approaches to the farm. In addition, four pigeons were sent to Foxwood with a conciliatory
message, which it was hoped might re—establish good relations with Pilkington.

The very next morning the attack came. The animals were at breakfast when the look—outs came racing in with the news
that Frederick and his followers had already come through the five—barred gate. Boldly enough the animals sallied forth to
meet them, but this time they did not have the easy victory that they had had in the Battle of the Cowshed. There were
fifteen men, with half a dozen guns between them, and they opened fire as soon as they got within fifty yards. The animals
could not face the terrible explosions and the stinging pellets, and in spite of the efforts of Napoleon and Boxer to rally
them, they were soon driven back. A number of them were already wounded. They took refuge in the farm buildings and
peeped cautiously out from chinks and knot—holes. The whole of the big pasture, including the windmill, was in the hands
of the enemy. For the moment even Napoleon seemed at a loss. He paced up and down without a word, his tail rigid and
twitching. Wistful glances were sent in the direction of Foxwood. If Pilkington and his men would help them, the day
might yet be won. But at this moment the four pigeons, who had been sent out on the day before, returned, one of them
bearing a scrap of paper from Pilkington. On it was pencilled the words: "Serves you right."

Meanwhile Frederick and his men had halted about the windmill. The animals watched them, and a murmur of dismay
went round. Two of the men had produced a crowbar and a sledge hammer. They were going to knock the windmill down.

"Impossible!" cried Napoleon. "We have built the walls far too thick for that. They could not knock it down in a week.
Courage, comrades!"

But Benjamin was watching the movements of the men intently. The two with the hammer and the crowbar were drilling a
hole near the base of the windmill. Slowly, and with an air almost of amusement, Benjamin nodded his long muzzle.

"I thought so," he said. "Do you not see what they are doing? In another moment they are going to pack blasting powder
into that hole."

Terrified, the animals waited. It was impossible now to venture out of the shelter of the buildings. After a few minutes the
men were seen to be running in all directions. Then there was a deafening roar. The pigeons swirled into the air, and all the
animals, except Napoleon, flung themselves flat on their bellies and hid their faces. When they got up again, a huge cloud
of black smoke was hanging where the windmill had been. Slowly the breeze drifted it away. The windmill had ceased to
exist!

At this sight the animals' courage returned to them. The fear and despair they had felt a moment earlier were drowned in
their rage against this vile, contemptible act. A mighty cry for vengeance went up, and without waiting for further orders
they charged forth in a body and made straight for the enemy. This time they did not heed the cruel pellets that swept over
them like hail. It was a savage, bitter battle. The men fired again and again, and, when the animals got to close quarters,
lashed out with their sticks and their heavy boots. A cow, three sheep, and two geese were killed, and nearly everyone was
wounded. Even Napoleon, who was directing operations from the rear, had the tip of his tail chipped by a pellet. But the
men did not go unscathed either. Three of them had their heads broken by blows from Boxer's hoofs; another was gored in
the belly by a cow's horn; another had his trousers nearly torn off by Jessie and Bluebell. And when the nine dogs of
Napoleon's own bodyguard, whom he had instructed to make a detour under cover of the hedge, suddenly appeared on the
men's flank, baying ferociously, panic overtook them. They saw that they were in danger of being surrounded. Frederick
shouted to his men to get out while the going was good, and the next moment the cowardly enemy was running for dear
life. The animals chased them right down to the bottom of the field, and got in some last kicks at them as they forced their
way through the thorn hedge.

They had won, but they were weary and bleeding. Slowly they began to limp back towards the farm. The

sight of their dead comrades stretched upon the grass moved some of them to tears. And for a little while they halted in
sorrowful silence at the place where the windmill had once stood. Yes, it was gone; almost the last trace of their labour was
gone! Even the foundations were partially destroyed. And in rebuilding it they could not this time, as before, make use of
the fallen stones. This time the stones had vanished too. The force of the explosion had flung them to distances of
hundreds of yards. It was as though the windmill had never been.

As they approached the farm Squealer, who had unaccountably been absent during the fighting, came skipping towards
them, whisking his tail and beaming with satisfaction. And the animals heard, from the direction of the farm buildings, the
solemn booming of a gun.

"What is that gun firing for?" said Boxer. "To celebrate our victory!" cried Squealer.
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"What victory?" said Boxer. His knees were bleeding, he had lost a shoe and split his hoof, and a dozen pellets had lodged
themselves in his hind leg.

"What victory, comrade? Have we not driven the enemy off our soil—the sacred soil of Animal Farm? " "But they have
destroyed the windmill. And we had worked on it for two years!"

"What matter? We will build another windmill. We will build six windmills if we feel like it. You do not appreciate,
comrade, the mighty thing that we have done. The enemy was in occupation of this very ground that we stand upon. And
now —thanks to the leadership of Comrade Napoleon—we have won every inch of it back again!"

"Then we have won back what we had before," said Boxer. "That is our victory," said Squealer.

They limped into the yard. The pellets under the skin of Boxer's leg smarted painfully. He saw ahead of him the heavy
labour of rebuilding the windmill from the foundations, and already in imagination he braced himself for the task. But for
the first time it occurred to him that he was eleven years old and that perhaps his great muscles were not quite what they
had once been.

But when the animals saw the green flag flying, and heard the gun firing again—seven times it was fired in all—and heard
the speech that Napoleon made, congratulating them on their conduct, it did seem to them after all that they had won a
great victory. The animals slain in the battle were given a solemn funeral. Boxer and Clover pulled the wagon which served
as a hearse, and Napoleon himself walked at the head of the procession. Two whole days were given over to celebrations.
There were songs, speeches, and more firing of the gun, and a special gift of an apple was bestowed on every animal, with
two ounces of corn for each bird and three biscuits for each dog. It was announced that the battle would be called the
Battle of the Windmill, and that Napoleon had created a new decoration, the Order of the Green Banner, which he had
conferred upon himself. In the general rejoicings the unfortunate affair of the banknotes was forgotten.

It was a few days later than this that the pigs came upon a case of whisky in the cellars of the farmhouse. It had been
overlooked at the time when the house was first occupied. That night there came from the farmhouse the sound of loud
singing, in which, to everyone's surprise, the strains of Beasts of England were mixed up. At about half past nine Napoleon,
wearing an old bowler hat of Mr. Jones's, was distinctly seen to emerge from the back door, gallop rapidly round the yard,
and disappear indoors again. But in the morning a deep silence hung over the farmhouse. Not a pig appeared to be stirring.
It was nearly nine o'clock when Squealer made his appearance, walking slowly and dejectedly, his eyes dull, his tail hanging
limply behind him, and with every appearance of being seriously ill. He called the animals together and told them that he
had a terrible piece of news to impart. Comrade Napoleon was dying!

A cry of lamentation went up. Straw was laid down outside the doors of the farmhouse, and the animals walked on tiptoe.
With tears in their eyes they asked one another what they should do if their Leader were taken away from them. A rumour
went round that Snowball had after all contrived to introduce poison into Napoleon's food. At eleven o'clock Squealer came
out to make another announcement. As his last act upon earth, Comrade Napoleon had pronounced a solemn decree: the
drinking of alcohol was to be punished by death.

By the evening, however, Napoleon appeared to be somewhat better, and the following morning Squealer was able to tell
them that he was well on the way to recovery. By the evening of that day Napoleon was back at work, and on the next day
it was learned that he had instructed Whymper to purchase in Willingdon some booklets on brewing and distilling. A week
later Napoleon gave orders that the small paddock beyond the orchard, which it had previously been intended to set aside
as a grazing—ground for animals who were past work, was to be ploughed up. It was given out that the pasture was
exhausted and needed re—seeding; but it soon became known that Napoleon intended to sow it with barley.

About this time there occurred a strange incident which hardly anyone was able to understand. One night at about twelve
o'clock there was a loud crash in the yard, and the animals rushed out of their stalls. It was a moonlit night. At the foot of
the end wall of the big barn, where the Seven Commandments were written, there lay a ladder broken in two pieces.
Squealer, temporarily stunned, was sprawling beside it, and near at hand there lay a lantern, a paint—brush, and an
overturned pot of white paint. The dogs immediately made a ring round Squealer, and escorted him back to the farmhouse
as soon as he was able to walk. None of the animals could form any idea as to what this meant, except old Benjamin, who
nodded his muzzle with a knowing air, and seemed to understand, but would say nothing.

But a few days later Muriel, reading over the Seven Commandments to herself, noticed that there was yet another of them
which the animals had remembered wrong. They had thought the Fifth Commandment was "No animal shall drink
alcohol," but there were two words that they had forgotten. Actually the Commandment read: "No animal shall drink
alcohol to excess."
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CHAPTER 9

BOXER'S split hoof was a long time in healing. They had started the rebuilding of the windmill the day after the victory
celebrations were ended Boxer refused to take even a day off work, and made it a point of honour not to let it be seen that
he was in pain. In the evenings he would admit privately to Clover that the hoof troubled him a great deal. Clover treated
the hoof with poultices of herbs which she prepared by chewing them, and both she and Benjamin urged Boxer to work
less hard. "A horse's lungs do not last for ever," she said to him. But Boxer would not listen. He had, he said, only one real
ambition left—to see the windmill well under way before he reached the age for retirement.

At the beginning, when the laws of Animal Farm were first formulated, the retiring age had been fixed for horses and pigs
at twelve, for cows at fourteen, for dogs at nine, for sheep at seven, and for hens and geese at five. Liberal old—age
pensions had been agreed upon. As yet no animal had actually retired on pension, but of late the subject had been
discussed more and more. Now that the small field beyond the orchard had been set aside for barley, it was rumoured that
a corner of the large pasture was to be fenced off and turned into a grazing—ground for superannuated animals. For a
horse, it was said, the pension would be five pounds of corn a day and, in winter, fifteen pounds of hay, with a carrot or
possibly an apple on public holidays. Boxer's twelfth birthday was due in the late summer of the following year.

Meanwhile life was hard. The winter was as cold as the last one had been, and food was even shorter. Once

again all rations were reduced, except those of the pigs and the dogs. A too rigid equality in rations, Squealer explained,
would have been contrary to the principles of Animalism. In any case he had no difficulty in proving to the other animals
that they were not in reality short of food, whatever the appearances might be. For the time being, certainly, it had been
found necessary to make a readjustment of rations (Squealer always spoke of it as a "readjustment," never as a "reduction"),
but in comparison with the days of Jones, the improvement was enormous. Reading out the figures in a shrill, rapid voice,
he proved to them in detail that they had more oats, more hay, more turnips than they had had in Jones's day, that they
worked shorter hours, that their drinking water was of better quality, that they lived longer, that a larger proportion of their
young ones survived infancy, and that they had more straw in their stalls and suffered less from fleas. The animals believed
every word of it. Truth to tell, Jones and all he stood for had almost faded out of their memories. They knew that life
nowadays was harsh and bare, that they were often hungry and often cold, and that they were usually working when they
were not asleep. But doubtless it had been worse in the old days. They were glad to believe so. Besides, in those days they
had been slaves and now they were free, and that made all the difference, as Squealer did not fail to point out.

There were many more mouths to feed now. In the autumn the four sows had all littered about simultaneously, producing
thirty—one young pigs between them. The young pigs were piebald, and as Napoleon was the only boar on the farm, it was
possible to guess at their parentage. It was announced that later, when bricks and timber had been purchased, a
schoolroom would be built in the farmhouse garden. For the time being, the young pigs were given their instruction by
Napoleon himself in the farmhouse kitchen. They took their exercise in the garden, and were discouraged from playing
with the other young animals. About this time, too, it was laid down as a rule that when a pig and any other animal met on
the path, the other animal must stand aside: and also that all pigs, of whatever degree, were to have the privilege of
wearing green ribbons on their tails on Sundays.

The farm had had a fairly successful year, but was still short of money. There were the bricks, sand, and lime for the
schoolroom to be purchased, and it would also be necessary to begin saving up again for the machinery for the windmill.
Then there were lamp oil and candles for the house, sugar for Napoleon's own table (he forbade this to the other pigs, on
the ground that it made them fat), and all the usual replacements such as tools, nails, string, coal, wire, scrap—iron, and
dog biscuits. A stump of hay and part of the potato crop were sold off, and the contract for eggs was increased to six
hundred a week, so that that year the hens barely hatched enough chicks to keep their numbers at the same level. Rations,
reduced in December, were reduced again in February, and lanterns in the stalls were forbidden to save Oil. But the pigs
seemed comfortable enough, and in fact were putting on weight if anything. One afternoon in late February a warm, rich,
appetizing scent, such as the animals had never smelt before, wafted itself across the yard from the little brew—house,
which had been disused in Jones's time, and which stood beyond the kitchen. Someone said it was the smell of cooking
barley. The animals sniffed the air hungrily and wondered whether a warm mash was being prepared for their supper. But
no warm mash appeared, and on the following Sunday it was announced that from now onwards all barley would be
reserved for the pigs. The field beyond the orchard had already been sown with barley. And the news soon leaked out that
every pig was now receiving a ration of a pint of beer daily, with half a gallon for Napoleon himself, which was always
served to him in the Crown Derby soup tureen.

But if there were hardships to be borne, they were partly offset by the fact that life nowadays had a greater dignity than it
had had before. There were more songs, more speeches, more processions. Napoleon had commanded that once a week
there should be held something called a Spontaneous Demonstration, the object of which was to celebrate the struggles
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and triumphs of Animal Farm. At the appointed time the animals would leave their work and march round the precincts of
the farm in military formation, with the pigs leading, then the horses, then the cows, then the sheep, and then the poultry.
The dogs flanked the procession and at the head of all marched Napoleon's black cockerel. Boxer and Clover always carried
between them a green banner marked with the hoof and the horn and the caption, "Long live Comrade Napoleon! "

Afterwards there were recitations of poems composed in Napoleon's honour, and a speech by Squealer giving particulars of
the latest increases in the production of foodstuffs, and on occasion a shot was fired from the gun. The sheep were the
greatest devotees of the Spontaneous Demonstration, and if anyone complained (as a few animals sometimes did, when no
pigs or dogs were near) that they wasted time and meant a lot of standing about in the cold, the sheep were sure to silence
him with a tremendous bleating of "Four legs good, two legs bad!" But by and large the animals enjoyed these celebrations.
They found it comforting to be reminded that, after all, they were truly their own masters and that the work they did was
for their own benefit. So that, what with the songs, the processions, Squealer's lists of figures, the thunder of the gun, the
crowing of the cockerel, and the fluttering of the flag, they were able to forget that their bellies were empty,

at least part of the time.

In April, Animal Farm was proclaimed a Republic, and it became necessary to elect a President. There was only one
candidate, Napoleon, who was elected unanimously. On the same day it was given out that fresh documents had been
discovered which revealed further details about Snowball's complicity with Jones. It now appeared that Snowball had not,
as the animals had previously imagined, merely attempted to lose the Battle of the Cowshed by means of a stratagem, but
had been openly fighting on Jones's side. In fact, it was he who had actually been the leader of the human forces, and had
charged into battle with the words "Long live Humanity!" on his lips. The wounds on Snowball's back, which a few of the
animals still remembered to have seen, had been inflicted by Napoleon's teeth.

In the middle of the summer Moses the raven suddenly reappeared on the farm, after an absence of several years. He was
quite unchanged, still did no work, and talked in the same strain as ever about Sugarcandy Mountain. He would perch on a
stump, flap his black wings, and talk by the hour to anyone who would listen. "Up there, comrades," he would say
solemnly, pointing to the sky with his large beak—"up there, just on the other side of that dark cloud that you can
see—there it lies, Sugarcandy Mountain, that happy country where we poor animals shall rest for ever from our labours!"
He even claimed to have been there on one of his higher flights, and to have seen the everlasting fields of clover and the
linseed cake and lump sugar growing

on the hedges. Many of the animals believed him. Their lives now, they reasoned, were hungry and laborious; was it not
right and just that a better world should exist somewhere else? A thing that was difficult to determine was the attitude of
the pigs towards Moses. They all declared contemptuously that his stories about Sugarcandy Mountain were lies, and yet
they allowed him to remain on the farm, not working, with an allowance of a gill of beer a day.

After his hoof had healed up, Boxer worked harder than ever. Indeed, all the animals worked like slaves that year. Apart
from the regular work of the farm, and the rebuilding of the windmill, there was the schoolhouse for the young pigs, which
was started in March. Sometimes the long hours on insufficient food were hard to bear, but Boxer never faltered. In
nothing that he said or did was there any sign that his strength was not what it had been. It was only his appearance that
was a little altered; his hide was less shiny than it had used to be, and his great haunches seemed to have shrunken. The
others said, "Boxer will pick up when the spring grass comes on"; but the spring came and Boxer grew no fatter. Sometimes
on the slope leading to the top of the quarry, when he braced his muscles against the weight of some vast boulder, it
seemed that nothing kept him on his feet except the will to continue. At such times his lips were seen to form the words, "I
will work harder"; he had no voice left. Once again Clover and Benjamin warned him to take care of his health, but Boxer
paid no attention. His twelfth birthday was approaching. He did not care what happened so long as a good store of stone
was accumulated before he went on pension.

Late one evening in the summer, a sudden rumour ran round the farm that something had happened to Boxer. He had gone
out alone to drag a load of stone down to the windmill. And sure enough, the rumour was true.

A few minutes later two pigeons came racing in with the news: "Boxer has fallen! He is lying on his side and can't get up!"

About half the animals on the farm rushed out to the knoll where the windmill stood. There lay Boxer, between the shafts
of the cart, his neck stretched out, unable even to raise his head. His eyes were glazed, his sides matted with sweat. A thin
stream of blood had trickled out of his mouth. Clover dropped to her knees at his side.

"Boxer!" she cried, "how are you?"

"It is my lung," said Boxer in a weak voice. "It does not matter. I think you will be able to finish the windmill without me.
There is a pretty good store of stone accumulated. I had only another month to go in any case. To tell you the truth, I had



64

been looking forward to my retirement. And perhaps, as Benjamin is growing old too, they will let him retire at the same
time and be a companion to me."

"We must get help at once," said Clover. "Run, somebody, and tell Squealer what has happened."

All the other animals immediately raced back to the farmhouse to give Squealer the news. Only Clover remained, and
Benjamin who lay down at Boxer's side, and, without speaking, kept the flies off him with his long tail. After about a
quarter of an hour Squealer appeared, full of sympathy and concern. He said that Comrade Napoleon had learned with the
very deepest distress of this misfortune to one of the most loyal workers on the farm, and was already making
arrangements to send Boxer to be treated in the hospital at Willingdon. The animals felt a little uneasy at this. Except for
Mollie and Snowball, no other animal had ever left the farm, and they did not like to think of their sick comrade in the
hands of human beings. However, Squealer easily convinced them that the veterinary surgeon in Willingdon could treat
Boxer's case more satisfactorily than could be done on the farm. And about half an hour later, when Boxer had somewhat
recovered, he was with difficulty got on to his feet, and managed to limp back to his stall, where Clover and Benjamin had
prepared a good bed of straw for him.

For the next two days Boxer remained in his stall. The pigs had sent out a large bottle of pink medicine which they had
found in the medicine chest in the bathroom, and Clover administered it to Boxer twice a day after meals. In the evenings
she lay in his stall and talked to him, while Benjamin kept the flies off him. Boxer professed not to be sorry for what had
happened. If he made a good recovery, he might expect to live another three years, and he looked forward to the peaceful
days that he would spend in the corner of the big pasture. It would be the first time that he had had leisure to study and
improve his mind. He intended, he said, to devote the rest of his life to learning the remaining twenty —two letters of the
alphabet.

However, Benjamin and Clover could only be with Boxer after working hours, and it was in the middle of the day when the
van came to take him away. The animals were all at work weeding turnips under the supervision of a pig, when they were
astonished to see Benjamin come galloping from the direction of the farm buildings, braying at the top of his voice. It was
the first time that they had ever seen Benjamin excited—indeed, it was the first time that anyone had ever seen him gallop.
"Quick, quick!" he shouted.

"Come at once! They're taking Boxer away!" Without waiting for orders from the pig, the animals broke off work and raced
back to the farm buildings. Sure enough, there in the yard was a large closed van, drawn by two horses, with lettering on
its side and a sly—looking man in a low—crowned bowler hat sitting on the driver's seat. And Boxer's stall was empty.

The animals crowded round the van. "Good—bye, Boxer!" they chorused, "good—bye!"

"Fools! Fools!" shouted Benjamin, prancing round them and stamping the earth with his small hoofs. "Fools! Do you not
see what is written on the side of that van?"

That gave the animals pause, and there was a hush. Muriel began to spell out the words. But Benjamin pushed her aside
and in the midst of a deadly silence he read:

"'Alfred Simmonds, Horse Slaughterer and Glue Boiler, Willingdon. Dealer in Hides and Bone—Meal. Kennels Supplied.'
Do you not understand what that means? They are taking Boxer to the knacker's! "

A cry of horror burst from all the animals. At this moment the man on the box whipped up his horses and the van moved
out of the yard at a smart trot. All the animals followed, crying out at the tops of their voices. Clover forced her way to the
front. The van began to gather speed. Clover tried to stir her stout limbs to a gallop, and achieved a canter. "Boxer!" she
cried. "Boxer! Boxer! Boxer!" And just at this moment, as though he had heard the uproar outside, Boxer's face, with the
white stripe down his nose, appeared at the small window at the back of the van.

"Boxer!" cried Clover in a terrible voice. "Boxer! Get out! Get out quickly! They're taking you to your death!"

All the animals took up the cry of "Get out, Boxer, get out!" But the van was already gathering speed and drawing away
from them. It was uncertain whether Boxer had understood what Clover had said. But a moment later his face disappeared
from the window and there was the sound of a tremendous drumming of hoofs inside the van. He was trying to kick his
way out. The time had been when a few kicks from Boxer's hoofs would have smashed the van to matchwood. But alas! his
strength had left him; and in a few moments the sound of drumming hoofs grew fainter and died away. In desperation the
animals began appealing to the two horses which drew the van to stop. "Comrades, comrades!" they shouted. "Don't take
your own brother to his death! " But the stupid brutes, too ignorant to realise what was happening, merely set back their
ears and quickened their pace. Boxer's face did not reappear at the window. Too late, someone thought of racing ahead and
shutting the five—barred gate; but in another moment the van was through it and rapidly disappearing down the road.
Boxer was never seen again.
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Three days later it was announced that he had died in the hospital at Willingdon, in spite of receiving every attention a
horse could have. Squealer came to announce the news to the others. He had, he said, been present during Boxer's last
hours.

"It was the most affecting sight I have ever seen!" said Squealer, lifting his trotter and wiping away a tear. "I was at his
bedside at the very last. And at the end, almost too weak to speak, he whispered in my ear that his sole sorrow was to have
passed on before the windmill was finished. 'Forward, comrades!' he whispered. 'Forward in the name of the Rebellion.
Long live Animal Farm! Long live Comrade Napoleon! Napoleon is always right.' Those were his very last words,
comrades."

Here Squealer's demeanor suddenly changed. He fell silent for a moment, and his little eyes darted suspicious glances from
side to side before he proceeded.

It had come to his knowledge, he said, that a foolish and wicked rumor had been circulated at the time of Boxer's removal.
Some of the animals had noticed that the van which took Boxer away was marked "Horse Slaughterer," and had actually
jumped to the conclusion that Boxer was being sent to the knacker's. It was almost unbelievable, said Squealer, that any
animal could be so stupid. Surely, he cried indignantly, whisking his tail and skipping from side to side, surely they knew
their beloved Leader, Comrade Napoleon, better than that? But the explanation was really very simple. The van had
previously been the property of the knacker, and had been bought by the veterinary surgeon, who had not yet painted the
old name out. That was how the mistake had arisen.

The animals were enormously relieved to hear this. And when Squealer went on to give further graphic details of Boxer's
death—bed, the admirable care he had received, and the expensive medicines for which Napoleon had paid without a
thought as to the cost, their last doubts disappeared and the sorrow that they felt for their comrade's death was tempered
by the thought that at least he had died happy.

Napoleon himself appeared at the meeting on the following Sunday morning and pronounced a short oration in Boxer's
honor. It had not been possible, he said, to bring back their lamented comrade's remains for interment on the farm, but he
had ordered a large wreath to be made from the laurels in the farmhouse garden and sent down to be placed on Boxer's
grave. And in a few days' time the pigs intended to hold a memorial banquet in Boxer's honor. Napoleon ended his speech
with a reminder of Boxer's two favorite maxims, "I will work harder" and "Comrade Napoleon is always right"—maxims, he
said, which every animal would do well to adopt as his own.

On the day appointed for the banquet, a grocer's van drove up from Willingdon and delivered a large wooden crate at the
farmhouse. That night there was the sound of uproarious singing, which was followed by what sounded like a violent
quarrel and ended at about eleven o'clock with a tremendous crash of glass. No one stirred in the farmhouse before noon
on the following day, and the word went round that from somewhere or other the pigs had acquired the money to buy
themselves another case of whisky.

CHAPTER 10

YEARS passed. The seasons came and went, the short animal lives fled by. 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 an inebriates' home 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, stiff in the joints and with a tendency to rheumy eyes. She was two years past the retiring age, but in fact no animal
had ever actually retired. The talk of setting aside a corner of the pasture for superannuated animals had long since been
dropped. 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, except for being a little grayer about the muzzle, and, since Boxer's death,
more morose and taciturn than ever.

There were many more creatures on the farm now, though the increase was not so great as had been expected in earlier years.
Many animals had been born to whom the Rebellion was only a dim tradition, passed on by word of mouth, and others had been
bought who had never heard mention of such a thing before their arrival. The farm possessed three horses now besides Clover.
They were fine upstanding beasts, willing workers and good comrades, but very stupid. None of them proved able to learn the
alphabet beyond the letter B. They accepted everything that they were told about the Rebellion and the principles of Animalism,
especially from Clover, for whom they had an almost filial respect; but it was doubtful whether they understood very much of it.

The farm was more prosperous now, and better organized: it had even been enlarged by two fields which had been bought from
Mr. Pilkington. The windmill had been successfully completed at last, and the farm possessed a threshing machine and a hay
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elevator of its own, and various new buildings had been added to it. Whymper had bought himself a dogcart. The windmill,
however, had not after all been used for generating electrical power. It was used for milling corn, and brought in a handsome
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. But the luxuries of which Snowball had once taught the animals to dream, the stalls with electric
light and hot and cold water, and the three—day week, were no longer talked about. Napoleon had denounced such ideas as
contrary to the spirit of Animalism. The truest happiness, he said, lay in working hard and living frugally.

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 partly because there were so many pigs and so many dogs. It was not that these
creatures did not work, after their fashion. There was, as Squealer was never tired of explaining, endless work in the supervision
and organization of the farm. Much of this work was of a kind that the other animals were too ignorant to understand. For
example, Squealer told them that the pigs had to expend enormous labors every day upon mysterious things called "files,"
"reports," "minutes," and "memoranda." These were large sheets of paper which had to be closely covered with writing, and as
soon as they were so covered, they were burnt in the furnace. This was of the highest importance for the welfare of the farm,
Squealer said. But still, neither pigs nor dogs produced any food by their own labour; and there were very many of them, and
their appetites were always good.

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 labored in the fields; in winter they were troubled by the cold, and in summer by the flies. Sometimes
the older ones among them racked their dim memories and tried to determine whether in the early days of the Rebellion, when
Jones's expulsion was still recent, things had been better or worse than now. They could not remember. There was nothing with
which they could compare their present lives: they had nothing to go upon except Squealer's lists of figures, which invariably
demonstrated that everything was getting better and better. The animals found the problem insoluble; in any case, they had little
time for speculating on such things now. Only old Benjamin professed to remember every detail of his long life and to know that
things never had been, nor ever could be much better or much worse—hunger, hardship, and disappointment being, so he said,
the unalterable law of life.

And yet the animals never gave up hope. More, they never lost, even for an instant, their sense of honor and privilege in being
members of Animal Farm. They were still the only farm in the whole county—in all England! —owned and operated by animals.
Not one of them, not even the youngest, not even the newcomers who had been brought from farms ten or twenty miles away,
ever ceased to marvel at that. And when they heard the gun booming and saw the green flag fluttering at the masthead, their
hearts swelled with

imperishable pride, and the talk turned always towards the old heroic days, the expulsion of Jones, the writing of the Seven
Commandments, the great battles in which the human invaders had been defeated. None of the old dreams had been
abandoned. The Republic of the Animals which Major had foretold, when the green fields of England should be untrodden by
human feet, was still believed in. Some day it was coming: it might not be soon, it might not be with 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. It might be that
their lives were hard and that not all of their hopes had been fulfilled; but they were conscious that they were not as other
animals. If they went hungry, it was not from feeding tyrannical human beings; if they worked hard, at least they worked for
themselves. No creature among them went upon two legs. No creature called any other creature "Master." All animals were
equal.

One day in early summer Squealer ordered the sheep to follow him, and led them out to a piece of waste ground at the other end
of the farm, which had become overgrown with birch saplings. The sheep spent the whole day there browsing at the leaves
under Squealer's supervision. 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, for which
privacy was needed.

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. Startled, the animals stopped in their
tracks. It was Clover's voice. She neighed again, and all the animals broke into a gallop and 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, as though not quite used to supporting his considerable bulk in that position, but with
perfect balance, he was strolling across the yard. And a moment later, out from the door of the farmhouse came a long file of
pigs, all walking on their hind legs. Some did it better than others, one or two were even a trifle unsteady and looked as though
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they would have liked the support of a stick, but every one of them made his way right round the yard successfully. And finally
there was a tremendous baying of dogs and a shrill crowing from the black cockerel, and out came Napoleon himself,
majestically upright, casting haughty glances from side to side, and with his dogs gamboling round him. He carried a whip in his
trotter.

There was a deadly silence. Amazed, terrified, huddling 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 the first shock had worn off
and when, in spite of everything—in spite of their terror of the dogs, and of the habit, developed through long years, of never
complaining, never criticizing, no matter what happened —they might have uttered some word of protest. But just at that
moment, as though at a signal, all the sheep burst out into a tremendous bleating of—

"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 quieted down, the chance to utter any protest had
passed, for the pigs had marched back into the farmhouse.

Benjamin felt a nose nuzzling at his shoulder. He looked round. It was Clover. Her old eyes looked dimmer than ever. Without
saying anything, she tugged 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 gazing at the tatted 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?"

For once Benjamin consented to break his rule, and he read out to her what was written on the wall. There was nothing there
now except a single Commandment. It ran:

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 a wireless set, were arranging to install a
telephone, and had taken out subscriptions to John Bull, TitBits, and the Daily Mirror. It did not seem strange when Napoleon
was seen strolling 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 appearing in a black coat, ratcatcher breeches, and leather leggings, while his
favorite sow appeared in the watered silk dress which Mrs. Jones had been used to wear on Sundays.

A week later, in the afternoon, a number of dogcarts drove up to the farm. A deputation of neighboring farmers had been invited
to make a tour of inspection. They were shown all over the farm, and expressed great admiration for everything they saw,
especially the windmill. The animals were weeding the turnip field. They worked diligently hardly raising their faces from the
ground, and not knowing whether to be more frightened of the pigs or of the human visitors.

That evening loud laughter and bursts of singing came from the farmhouse. And suddenly, at the sound of the mingled voices,
the animals were stricken with curiosity. What could be happening in there, now that for the first time animals and human
beings were meeting on terms of equality? With one accord they 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 such animals as
were tall enough peered in at the dining—room window. There, round the long table, sat half a dozen farmers and half a dozen of
the more eminent pigs, Napoleon himself occupying the seat of honor at the head of the table. The pigs appeared completely at
ease in their chairs The company had been enjoying a game of cards but had broken off for the moment, evidently in order to
drink a toast. A large jug was circulating, and the mugs were being refilled with beer. No one noticed the wondering faces of the
animals that gazed in at the window.

Mr. Pilkington, of Foxwood, had stood up, his mug in his hand. In a moment, he said, he would ask the present company to
drink a toast. But before doing so, there were a few words that he felt it incumbent upon him to say.

It was a source of great satisfaction to him, he said—and, he was sure, to all others present—to feel that a long period of mistrust
and misunderstanding had now come to an end. There had been a time—not that he, or any of the present company, had shared
such sentiments—but there had been a time when the respected proprietors of Animal Farm had been regarded, he would not
say with hostility, but perhaps with a certain measure of misgiving, by their human neighbors. Unfortunate incidents had
occurred, mistaken ideas had been current. It had been felt that the existence of a farm owned and operated by pigs was
somehow abnormal and was liable to have an unsettling effect in the neighborhood. Too many farmers had assumed, without
due enquiry, that on such a farm a spirit of license and indiscipline would prevail. They had been nervous about the effects upon
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their own animals, or even upon their human employees. But all such doubts were now dispelled. Today he and his friends had
visited Animal Farm and inspected every inch of it with their own eyes, and what did they find? Not only the most up—to—date
methods, but a discipline and an orderliness which should be an example to all farmers everywhere. He believed that he was
right in saying that the lower animals on Animal Farm did more work and received less food than any animals in the county.
Indeed, he and his fellow—visitors today had observed many features which they intended to introduce on their own farms
immediately.

He would end his remarks, he said, by emphasizing once again the friendly feelings that subsisted, and ought to subsist,
between Animal Farm and its neighbors. Between pigs and human beings there was not, and there need not be, any clash of
interests whatever. Their struggles and their difficulties were one. Was not the labour problem the same everywhere? Here it
became apparent that Mr. Pilkington was about to spring some carefully prepared witticism on the company, but for a moment
he was too overcome by amusement to be able to utter it. After much choking, during which his various chins turned purple, he
managed to get it out: "If you have your lower animals to contend with," he said, "we have our lower classes!" This bon mot set
the table in a roar; and Mr. Pilkington once again congratulated the pigs on the low rations, the long working hours, and the
general absence of pampering which he had observed on Animal Farm.

And now, he said finally, he would ask the company to rise to their feet and make certain that their glasses were full.
"Gentlemen," concluded Mr. Pilkington, "gentlemen, I give you a toast: To the prosperity of Animal Farm!"

There was enthusiastic cheering and stamping of feet. Napoleon was so gratified that he left his place and came round the table
to clink his mug against Mr. Pilkington's before emptying it. When the cheering had died down, Napoleon, who had remained on
his feet, intimated that he too had a few words to say.

Like all of Napoleon's speeches, it was short and to the point. He too, he said, was happy that the period of misunderstanding
was at an end. For a long time there had been rumours—circulated, he had reason to think, by some malignant enemy—that
there was something subversive and even revolutionary in the outlook of himself and his colleagues. They had been credited
with attempting to stir up rebellion among the animals on neighbouring farms. Nothing could be further from the truth! Their
sole wish, now and in the past, was to live at peace and in normal business relations with their neighbours. This farm which he
had the honour to control, he added, was a co—operative enterprise. The title—deeds, which were in his own possession, were
owned by the pigs jointly.

He did not believe, he said, that any of the old suspicions still lingered, but certain changes had been made recently in the
routine of the farm which should have the effect of promoting confidence stiff further. Hitherto the animals on the farm had had
a rather foolish custom of addressing one another as "Comrade." This was to be suppressed. There had also been a very strange
custom, whose origin was unknown, of marching every Sunday morning past a boar's skull which was nailed to a post in the
garden. This, too, would be suppressed, and the skull had already been buried. His visitors might have observed, too, the green
flag which flew from the masthead. If so, they would perhaps have noted that the white hoof and horn with which it had
previously been marked had now been removed. It would be a plain green flag from now onwards.

He had only one criticism, he said, to make of Mr. Pilkington's excellent and neighbourly speech. Mr. Pilkington had referred
throughout 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. Henceforward the 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 prosperity of The Manor Farm! "

There was the same hearty cheering as before, and the mugs were emptied to the dregs. But as the animals outside gazed at the
scene, it seemed to them that some strange thing was happening. What was it that had altered in the faces of the pigs? Clover's
old dim eyes flitted from one face to another. 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 applause having come to an end, the company took up their cards and continued
the game that had been interrupted, and the animals crept silently away.

But they had not gone twenty yards when they stopped short. An uproar of voices was coming from the farmhouse. They rushed
back and looked through the window again. Yes, a violent quarrel was in progress. There were shoutings, banging on the table,
sharp suspicious glances, furious denials. The source of the trouble appeared to be that Napoleon and Mr. Pilkington had each
played an ace of spades simultaneously.

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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FASCIST DOCTRINES

Benito Mussolini

Ten years after he seized power, Mussolini, assisted by philosopher Giovanni Gentile (1875-1944), contributed an article to the Italian
Encyclopedia in which he discussed fascist political and social doctrines. In this piece, Mussolini lauded violence as a positive experience;
attacked Marxism for denying idealism by subjecting human beings to economic laws and for dividing the nation into warring classes; and
denounced liberal democracy for promoting individual selfishness at the expense of the national community and for being unable to solve the
nation's problems. The fascist state, he said, required unity and power, not individual freedom. The following excerpts are from Mussolini's
article.

...Above all, Fascism, the more it considers and observes the future and the development of humanity quite apart from
political considerations of the movement, believes neither in the possibility nor the utility of perpetual peace. It thus
repudiates the doctrine of Pacifism—born of a renunciation of the struggle and an art of cowardice in the face of sacrifice.
War alone brings up to its highest tension all human energy and puts the stamp of nobility upon the peoples who have the
courage to meet it. All other trials are substitutes, which never really put men into the position where they have to make
the great decision—the alternative of life or death. Thus a doctrine which is founded upon this harmful postulate of peace
is hostile to Fascism. And thus hostile to the spirit of Fascism, though accepted for what use they can be in dealing with
particular political situations, are all the international leagues and societies which, as history will show, can be scattered to
the winds when once strong national feeling is aroused by any motive—sentimental, ideal, or practical. This anti-pacifist
spirit is carried by Fascism even into the life of the individual; the proud motto of the Squadrista, "Me ne frego" [It doesn't
matter], written on the bandage of the wound, is an act of philosophy not only stoic, the summary of a doctrine not only
political—it is the education to combat, the acceptation of the risks which combat implies, and a new way of life for Italy.
Thus the Fascist accepts life and loves it, knowing nothing of and despising suicide: he rather conceives life as duty and
struggle and conquest, life which should be high and full, lived for oneself, but above all for others—those who are at hand
and those who are far distant, contemporaries, and those who will come after...

...Fascism [is] the complete opposite of...Marxian Socialism, the materialist conception of history of human civilization can
be explained simply through the conflict of interests among the various social groups and by the change and development
in the means and instruments of production. That the changes in the economic field—new discoveries of raw materials,
new methods of working them, and the inventions of science—have their importance no one can deny; but that these
factors are sufficient to explain the history of humanity excluding all others is an absurd delusion. Fascism, now and
always, believes in holiness and in heroism; that is to say, in actions influenced by no economic motive, direct or indirect.
And if the economic conception of history be denied, according to which theory men are no more than puppets, carried to
and fro by the waves of chance, while the real directing forces are quite out of their control, it follows that the existence of
an unchangeable and unchanging class-war is also denied - the natural progeny of the economic conception of history. And
above all Fascism denies that class-war can be the preponderant force in the transformation of society....

After Socialism, Fascism combats the whole complex system of democratic ideology, and repudiates it, whether in its
theoretical premises or in its practical application. Fascism denies that the majority, by the simple fact that it is a majority,
can direct human society; it denies that numbers alone can govern by means of a periodical consultation, and it affirms the
immutable, beneficial, and fruitful inequality of mankind, which can never be permanently leveled through the mere
operation of a mechanical process such as universal suffrage....

...Fascism denies, in democracy, the absur[d] conventional untruth of political equality dressed out in the garb of collective
irresponsibility, and the myth of "happiness" and indefinite progress....

...Given that the nineteenth century was the century of Socialism, of Liberalism, and of Democracy, it does not necessarily
follow that the twentieth century must also be a century of Socialism, Liberalism and Democracy: political doctrines pass,
but humanity remains, and it may rather be expected that this will be a century of authority...a century of Fascism. For if
the nineteenth century was a century of individualism it may be expected that this will be the century of collectivism and
hence the century of the State....

The foundation of Fascism is the conception of the State, its character, its duty, and its aim. Fascism conceives of the State
as an absolute, in comparison with which all individuals or groups are relative, only to be conceived of in their relation to
the State. The conception of the Liberal State is not that of a directing force, guiding the play and development, both
material and spiritual, of a collective body, but merely a force limited to the function of recording results: on the other
hand, the Fascist State is itself conscious and has itself a will and a personality -- thus it may be called the "ethic" State....
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...The Fascist State organizes the nation, but leaves a sufficient margin of liberty to the individual; the latter is deprived of
all useless and possibly harmful freedom, but retains what is essential; the deciding power in this question cannot be the
individual, but the State alone....

...For Fascism, the growth of empire, that is to say the expansion of the nation, is an essential manifestation of vitality, and
its opposite a sign of decadence. Peoples which are rising, or rising again after a period of decadence, are always imperialist;
and renunciation is a sign of decay and of death. Fascism is the doctrine best adapted to represent the tendencies and the
aspirations of a people, like the people of Italy, who are rising again after many centuries of abasement and foreign
servitude. But empire demands discipline, the coordination of all forces and a deeply felt sense of duty and sacrifice: this
fact explains many aspects of the practical working of the regime, the character of many forces in the State, and the
necessarily severe measures which must be taken against those who would oppose this spontaneous and inevitable
movement of Italy in the twentieth century, and would oppose it by recalling the outworn ideology of the nineteenth
century - repudiated wheresoever there has been the courage to undertake great experiments of social and political
transformation; for never before has the nation stood more in need of authority, of direction and order. If every age has its
own characteristic doctrine, there are a thousand signs which point to Fascism as the characteristic doctrine of our time.
For if a doctrine must be a living thing, this is proved by the fact that Fascism has created a living faith; and that this faith
is very powerful in the minds of men is demonstrated by those who have suffered and died for it.

MEIN KAMPF
Adolf Hitler, 1923

Many extreme racist nationalist and paramilitary organizations sprang up in postwar Germany. Adolf Hitler (1889-1945), a veteran of
World War I, joined one of these organizations, which became known as the National Socialist German Worker's party (commonly called the
Nazi party). Hitler had uncanny insight into the state of mind of postwar Germans and at mass meetings employed his power as an orator to
play on their dissatisfactions with the Weimar Republic.

In November 1923, Hitler attempted to overthrow the state government in Bavaria as the first step in bringing down the Weimar Republic.
But the Nazis quickly scattered when the Bavarian police opened fire. Hitler was arrested and sentenced to five years' imprisonment—he
served only nine months. While in prison, Hitler wrote Mein Kampf (My Struggle) in which he presented his views. The book came to be
regarded as an authoritative expression of the Nazi world-view and served as a kind of sacred writing for the Nazi movement.

Hitler's thought—a patchwork of nineteenth-century anti-Semitic, Volkish, Social Darwinist, and anti-Marxist ideas—contrasted sharply
with the core values of both the Judeo-Christian and the Enlightenment traditions. Central to Hitler's world-view was racial mythology; a
heroic Germanic race that was descended from the ancient Aryans who once swept across Europe, and was battling for survival against racial
inferiors. In he following passages excerpted from Mein Kampf, Hitler presents his views of race, of propaganda, and of the National Socialist
territorial goals.

The Primacy of Race

Nature does not want a pairing of weaker individuals with stronger ones; it wants even less a mating of higher race with a
weaker one. Otherwise its routine labors of promoting a higher breed lasting perhaps over hundreds of thousands of years
would be wiped out.

History offers much evidence for this process. It proves with terrifying clarity that any genetic mixture of Aryan blood with
people of a lower quality undermines the culturally superior people. The population of North America consists to a large
extent of Germanic elements, which have mixed very little with inferior people of color. Central and South America shows
a different humanity and culture; here Latin immigrants mixed with the aborigines, sometimes on a large scale. This
example alone allows a clear recognition of the effects of racial mixtures. Remaining racially pure the Germans of North
America rose to be masters of their continent; they will remain masters as long as they do not defile their blood.

The result of mixing races in short is: a) lowering the cultural level of the higher race; b) physical and spiritual
retrogression and thus the beginning of a slow but progressive decline.

To promote such a development means no less than committing sin against the will of the eternal creator...

Everything that we admire on earthy—science, technology, invention—is the creative product of only a few people, and
perhaps originally of only one race; our whole culture depends upon them. If they perish, the beauties of the earth will be
buried...
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All great cultures of the past perished because the original creative race was destroyed by the poisoning of its blood.

Such collapse always happened because people forgot that all cultures depend on human beings. In order to preserve a
given culture it is necessary to preserve the human beings who created it. Cultural preservation in this world is tied to the
iron law of necessity and the right to victory of the stronger and better...

If we divide humanity into three categories: into founders of culture, bearers of culture, and destroyers of culture, the
Aryan would undoubtedly rate first. He established the foundations and walls of all human progress...

The mixing of blood and the resulting lowering of racial cohesion is the sole reason why cultures perish. People do not
perish by defeat in war, but by losing the power of resistance inherent in pure blood.

All that is not pure race in this world is chaff....

A state which in the age of racial poisoning dedicates itself to the cultivation of its best racial elements will one day become
master of the world.

Anti-Semitism
The Jew offers the most powerful contrast to the Aryan... Despite all their seemingly intellectual qualities the Jewish

people are without true culture, and especially without a culture of their own. What Jews seem to possess as culture is the
property of others, for the most part corrupted in their hands.

In judging the Jewish position in regard to human culture, we have to keep in mind their essential characteristics. There
never was—and still is no—Jewish art. The Jewish people made no original contribution to the two queen goddesses of all
arts: architecture and music. What they have contributed is bowdlerization or spiritual theft. Which proves that Jews lack
the very qualities distinguishing creative and culturally blessed races....

The first and biggest lie of Jews is that Jewishness is not a matter of race but of religion, from which inevitably follow even
more lies. One of them refers to the language of Jews. It is not a means of expressing their thoughts, but of hiding them.
While speaking French a Jew thinks Jewish, and while he cobbles together some German verse, he merely expresses the
mentality of his people.

As long as the Jew is not master of other peoples, he must for better or worse speak their languages. Yet as soon as the
others have be-come his servants, then all should learn a universal language (Esperanto for instance), so that by these
means the Jews can rule more easily...

For hours the black-haired Jewish boy lies in wait., with satanic joy on his face, for the un-suspecting girl whom he
disgraces with his blood and thereby robs her from her people. He tries by all means possible to destroy the racial
foundations of the people he wants to subjugate.

But a people of pure race conscious of its blood can never be enslaved by the Jew; he re-mains forever a ruler of bastards.
Thus he systematically attempts to lower racial purity by racially poisoning individuals.
In politics he begins to replace the idea of democracy with the idea of the dictatorship of the proletariat.

He found his weapon in the organized Marxist masses, which avoid democracy and instead help him to subjugate and
govern people dictatorially with his brutal fists.

Systematically he works toward a double revolution, in economics and politics.

With the help of his international contacts he enmeshes people who effectively resist his attacks from within in a net of

external enemies whom he incites to war, and, if necessary, goes on to unfurling the red flag of revolution over the
battlefield.

He batters the national economies until the ruined state enterprises are privatized and subject to his financial control.

In politics he refuses to give the state the means for its self-preservation, destroys the bases of any national self-
determination and defense, wipes out the faith in leadership, denigrates the historic past, and pulls everything truly great
into the gutter.

In cultural affairs he pollutes art, literature, theatre, befuddles national sentiment, subverts all concepts of beauty and
grandeur, of noble-ness and goodness, and reduces people to their lowest nature.

Religion is made ridiculous, custom and morals are declared outdated, until the last props of national, character in the
battle for survival have collapsed...
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Thus the Jew is the big rabble-rouser for the complete destruction of Germany. Wherever in the world we read about
attacks on Germany, Jews are the source, just as in peace and during the war the news-papers of both the Jewish stock
market and the Marxists systematically incited hatred against Germany. Country after country gave up its neutrality and
joined the world war coalition in disregard of the true interest of the people.

Jewish thinking in all this is clear. The Bolshevization of Germany, i.e., the destruction of the German national people-
oriented intelligentsia and thereby the exploitation of German labor under the yoke of Jewish global finance are but the
prelude for the expansion of the Jewish tendency to conquer the world. As so often in history, Germany is the turning point
in this mighty struggle. If our people and our state become the victims of blood-thirsty and money-thirsty Jewish tyrants,
the whole world will be enmeshed in the tentacles of this octopus. If, however, Germany liberates itself from this yoke, we
can be sure that the greatest threat to all humanity has been broken....

Propaganda and Mass Rallies

The task of propaganda does not lie in the scientific training of individuals, but in directing the masses toward certain facts,
events, necessities, etc., whose significance is to be brought to their attention.

The essential skill consists in doing this so well that that you convince people about the reality of the fact, about the
necessity of an event, about the correctness of something necessary, etc.... You always have to appeal to the emotions and
far less to the so-called intellect...

The art of propaganda lies in sensing the emotional temper of the broad masses, so that you, in psychologically effective
form, can catch their attention and move their hearts...

The attention span of the masses is very short, their understanding limited; they easily forget. For that reason all effective
propaganda has to concentrate on very few points and drive them home through simple slogans, until even the simplest
can grasp what you have in mind. As soon as you give up this principle and become too complex, you will lose your
effectiveness, because the masses cannot digest and retain what you have offered. You thereby weaken your case and in the
end lose it altogether.

The larger the scope of your case, the more psychologically correct must be the method of your presentation....

The task of propaganda lies not in weighing right and wrong, but in driving home your own point of view. You cannot
objectively explore the facts that favor others and present them in doctrinaire sincerity to the masses. You have to push
relentlessly your own presentation...

Even the most brilliant propaganda will not produce the desired results unless it follows this fundamental rule: You must
stick to limiting yourself to essentials and repeat them endlessly. Persistence on this point, as in so many other cases in the
world, is the first and most important precondition for success....

Propaganda does not exist to furnish interesting diversions to blasé young dandies, but to convince above all the masses. In
their clumsiness they always require a long lead be-fore they are ready to take notice. Only by thousandfold repetition will
the simplest concepts stick in their memories.

No variation of your presentation should change the content of your propaganda; you al-ways have to come to the same
conclusion. You may want to highlight your slogans from various sides, but at the end you always have to reaffirm it. Only
consistent and uniform propaganda will succeed.

Every advertisement, whether in business or politics, derives its success from its persistence and uniformity...

The mass muting is... necessary because an incipient supporter of a new political movement will feel lonely and anxiously isolated. He needs at
the start a sense of a larger community which among most people produces vitality and courage. The same man as member of a military
company or battalion and surrounded by his comrades will more lightheartedly join an attack than if he were all by himself.
In a crowd be feels more sheltered, even if reality were a thousandfold against him.

The sense of community in a mass demonstration not only empowers the individual, but also promotes an esprit de corps.
The person who in his business or workshop is the first to represent a new political creed is likely to be exposed to heavy
discrimination. He needs the reassurance that comes from the conviction of being a member and a fighter in a large
comprehensive organization. The sense of this organization comes first to him in a mass demonstration. When he for the
first time goes from a petty workshop or from a large factory, where he feels insignificant, to a mass demonstration
surrounded by thousands and thou-sands of like-minded fellows-when he as a seeker is gripped by the intoxicating surge of
enthusiasm among three or four thousand others-when the visible success and the consensus of thousands of others prove
the correctness of his new political creed and for the first time arouse doubts about his previous political convictions—then
be submits to the miraculous influence of what we call "mass suggestion." The will, the yearning, and also the power of
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thousands of fellow citizens now fill every individual. The man who full of doubts and uncertain enters such a gathering,
leaves it inwardly strengthened; he has become a member of a community...

Lebenstraum
A people gains its freedom of existence only by occupying a sufficiently large space on earth...

If the National Socialist movement really wants to achieve a hallowed mission in history for our people, it must, in painful
awareness of its position in the world, boldly and methodically fight against the aimlessness and incapacity W6Kb have
hitherto guided the foreign policy of the German people. It must then, without respect for "tradition" and prejudice, find
the courage to rally the German people to a forceful advance on the road, which leads from their present cramped living
spate to new territories. In this manner they will be liberated from the danger of perishing or being enslaved in service to
others.

The National Socialist movement must try to end the disproportion between our numerous population and its limited
living space, the source of our food as well as the base of our power-between our historic past and the hopelessness of our
present impotence.

The demand for restoring the boundaries of 1914 is a political nonsense with consequences so huge as to make it appear a
crime-quite apart from the fact that our pre-war boundaries were anything but logical. They neither united all people of
German nationality nor served strategic-political necessity...

In the light of this fact we National Socialists must resolutely stick to our foreign policy goals, namely to secure for the
German people the territorial base to which they are en-titled. This is the only goal, which before God and our German
posterity justifies shedding our blood...

Just as our forebears did not receive the soil on which we live as a gift from heaven—they had to risk their lives for, it-so in
future we will not secure the living space for our people by divine grace, but by the might of the victorious sword.

However much all of us recognize the necessity of a reckoning with France, it would re-main ineffectual if we thereby
limited the scope of our foreign policy. It makes sense only if we consider it as a rear-guard action for expanding our living
space elsewhere in Europe....

If we speak today about gaining territory in Europe, we think primarily of Russia and its border states...

THE PROGRAM OF THE NSDAP

The program is the political foundation of the NSDAP and accordingly the primary political law of the State. It has been
made brief and clear intentionally.

All legal precepts must be applied in the spirit of the party program.

Since the taking over of control, the Fuehrer has succeeded in the realization of essential portions of the Party program
from the fundamentals to the detail.

The Party Program of the NSDAP was proclaimed on the 24 February 1920 by Adolf Hitler at the first large Party gathering
in Munich and since that day has remained unaltered. Within the national socialist philosophy is summarized in 25 points:

1. We demand the unification of all Germans in the Greater Germany on the basis of the right of self-determination of peoples.

2. We demand equality of rights for the German people in respect to the other nations; abrogation of the peace treaties of
Versailles and St. Germain.

3. We demand land and territory (colonies) for the sustenance of our people, and colonization for our surplus population.

4. Only a member of the race can be a citizen. A member of the race can only be one who is of German blood, without
consideration of creed. Consequently no Jew can be a member of the race.

5. Whoever has no citizenship is to be able to live in Germany only as a guest, and must be under the authority of legislation for
foreigners.

6. The right to determine matters concerning administration and law belongs only to the citizen. Therefore we demand that
every public office, of any sort whatsoever, whether in the Reich, the county or municipality, be filled only by citizens. We
combat the corrupting parliamentary economy, office-holding only according to party inclinations without consideration of
character or abilities.
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7. We demand that the state be charged first with providing the opportunity for a livelihood and way of life for the citizens. If it
is impossible to sustain the total population of the State, then the members of foreign nations (non-citizens) are to be expelled
from the Reich.

8. Any further immigration of non-citizens is to be prevented. We demand that all non-Germans, who have immigrated to
Germany since the 2 August 1914, be forced immediately to leave the Reich.

9. All citizens must have equal rights and obligations.

10. The first obligation of every citizen must be to work both spiritually and physically. The activity of individuals is not to
counteract the interests of the universality, but must have its result within the framework of the whole for the benefit of all
Consequently we demand:

11. Abolition of unearned (work and labour) incomes. Breaking of rent-slavery.

12. In consideration of the monstrous sacrifice in property and blood that each war demands of the people personal enrichment
through a war must be designated as a crime against the people. Therefore we demand the total confiscation of all war profits.

13. We demand the nationalization of all (previous) associated industries (trusts).
14. We demand a division of profits of all heavy industries.
15. We demand an expansion on a large scale of old age welfare.

16. We demand the creation of a healthy middle class and its conservation, immediate communalization of the great warehouses
and their being leased at low cost to small firms, the utmost consideration of all small firms in contracts with the State, county
or municipality.

17. We demand a land reform suitable to our needs, provision of a law for the free expropriation of land for the purposes of
public utility, abolition of taxes on land and prevention of all speculation in land.

18. We demand struggle without consideration against those whose activity is injurious to the general interest. Common
national criminals, usurers, Schieber and so forth are to be punished with death, without consideration of confession or race.

19. We demand substitution of a German common law in place of the Roman Law serving a materialistic world-order.

20. The state is to be responsible for a fundamental reconstruction of our whole national education program, to enable every
capable and industrious German to obtain higher education and subsequently introduction into leading positions. The plans of
instruction of all educational institutions are to conform with the experiences of practical life. The comprehension of the concept
of the State must be striven for by the school [Staatsbuergerkunde] as early as the beginning of understanding. We demand the
education at the expense of the State of outstanding intellectually gifted children of poor parents without consideration of
position or profession.

21. The State is to care for the elevating national health by protecting the mother and child, by outlawing child-labor, by the
encouragement of physical fitness, by means of the legal establishment of a gymnastic and sport obligation, by the utmost
support of all organizations concerned with the physical instruction of the young.

22. We demand abolition of the mercenary troops and formation of a national army.

23. We demand legal opposition to known lies and their promulgation through the press. In order to enable the provision of a
German press, we demand, that: a. All writers and employees of the newspapers appearing in the German language be members
of the race: b. Non-German newspapers be required to have the express permission of the State to be published. They may not
be printed in the German language: c. Non-Germans are forbidden by law any financial interest in German publications, or any
influence on them, and as punishment for violations the closing of such a publication as well as the immediate expulsion from
the Reich of the non-German concerned. Publications which are counter to the general good are to be forbidden. We demand
legal prosecution of artistic and literary forms which exert a destructive influence on our national life, and the closure of
organizations opposing the above made demands.

24. We demand freedom of religion for all religious denominations within the state so long as they do not endanger its existence
or oppose the moral senses of the Germanic race. The Party as such advocates the standpoint of a positive Christianity without
binding itself confessionally to any one denomination. It combats the Jewish-materialistic spirit within and around us, and is
convinced that a lasting recovery of our nation can only succeed from within on the framework: common utility precedes
individual utility.

25. For the execution of all of this we demand the formation of a strong central power in the Reich. Unlimited authority of the
central parliament over the whole Reich and its organizations in general. The forming of state and profession chambers for the
execution of the laws made by the Reich within the various states of the confederation. The leaders of the Party promise, if
necessary by sacrificing their own lives, to support by the execution of the points set forth above without consideration.
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WITH GERMANY’S UNEMPLOYED
Heinrich Hauser, 1932

The following article excerpted from the periodical Die Tat describes the loss of dignity suffered by the unemployed wandering Germany's
roads and taking shelter in municipal lodging houses. The author, a German writer, experienced conditions in a public shelter first hand.
Conditions in 1932 as described in the article radicalized millions of Germans, particularly young people.

An almost unbroken chain of homeless main extends the whole length of the great Hamburg-Berlin highway.

There are so many of them moving in both directions, impelled by the wind or making their way against it, that they could
shout a message from Hamburg to Berlin by word of mouth.

It is the same scene for the entire two hundred miles, and the same scene repeats itself on all the highways in Germany
over which I traveled this year presented the same aspects...

...Most of the hikers paid no attention to me. They walked separately or in small groups, with their eyes on the ground.
And they had the queer, stumbling gale of barefooted people, for their shoes were slung over their shoulders. Some of them
were guild members--carpenters, milkmen, and bricklayers--but they were in a minority. Far more numerous were those
whom one could assign to no special profusion or craft--unskilled young people, for the most part, who had been unable to
find a place for themselves in any city or town in Germany, and who had never had a job and never expected to have one.
There was something else that had never been seen before--whole families that had piled all their goods into baby carriages
and wheelbarrows that they were pushing along as they plodded forward in dumb despair. It was a whole nation on the
march.

I saw them — and this was the strongest impression that the year 1932 left with me — I saw them, gathered into groups,
of fifty or a hundred men, attacking fields of potatoes. I saw them digging up the potatoes and throwing them into sacks
while the farmer who owned the field watched them in despair and the local policeman looked on gloomily from the
distance. I saw them staggering toward the lights of the city as night fell, with their sacks on their backs. What did it
remind me of? Of the War, of the worst periods of starvation in 1917 and 1918, but even then people paid for the
potatoes...

I saw that the individual can know what is happening only by personal experience. I know what it is to be a tramp. I know
what cold and hunger are. I know what it is to spend the night outdoors or behind the thin walls of a shack through which
the wind whistles. I have slept in holes, under bridges, and under cattle shelters in pastures. But there are two things that I
have only recently experienced--begging and spending the night in a municipal lodging house.

I entered the huge Berlin municipal lodging house in a northern quarter of the city...

... There was an entrance arched by a brick vaulting, and a watchman sat in a little wooden sentry box... We stood waiting
in the corridor. Heavy steam rose from the men's clothes. Some of them sat down on the floor, pulled off their shoes, and
unwound the rags that were bound around their feet. More people were constantly pouring in the door, and we stood
closely packed together. Then another door opened. The crowd pushed forward, and people began forcing their way almost
eagerly through this door, for it was warm in there. Without knowing it I had caught the rhythm of the municipal lodging
house. It means waiting, standing around, and then suddenly jumping up.

We now stand in a long hall, down the length of which runs a bar dividing the hall into a narrow and a wide space. All the
light is on the narrow side. There are under yellow lamps that hang from the ceiling on long wires sit men in white
smocks.

We arrange ourselves in long lines, each leading up to one of these men, and the mill begins to grind....

.... As the line passes in single file the official does not look up at each new person to appear. He only looks at the paper
that is handed to him. These papers are for the most part in-valid cards or unemployment certificates. The very fact that
the official does not look up robs the homeless applicant of self-respect, al-though he may look too beaten down to feel
any....

...Now it is my turn and the questions and answers flow as smoothly as if I were an old hand. But finally I am asked, "Have
you ever been here before?"

HNO "
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"No?" The question reverberates through the whole room. The clerk refuses to believe me and looks through his card
catalogue. But no, my name is not there. The clerk thinks this strange, for he cannot have made a mistake, and the terrible
thing that one notices in all these clerks is that they expect you to lie. They do not believe what you say. They do not regard
you as a human being but as an infection, something foul that one keeps at a distance. He goes on. "How did you come
here from Hamburg?"

"By truck."

"Where have you spent the last three nights?"

... I lie coolly.

..."Have you begged?"

I feel a warm blush spreading over my face. It is welling up from the bourgeois world that I have come from. "No."

A coarse peal of laughter rises from the line, and a loud, piercing voice grips me as if someone had seized me by the throat:
"Never mind. The day will come, comrade, when there's nothing else to do." And the line breaks into laughter again, the
bitterest laughter I have ever heard, the laughter of damnation and despair...

Again the crowd pushes back in the kind of rhythm is so typical of a lodging house, and we are all herded into the
undressing room. I cling to the man who spoke to me. He is a Saxon with a friendly manner and he has noticed that I am a
stranger here. A certain sensitiveness, an almost perverse, spiritual alertness makes me like him very much.

Out of a big iron chest each of us takes a coat hanger that would serve admirably to hit somebody over the head with. As
we undress the room becomes filled with the heavy breath of poverty. We are so close together that we brush against each
other every time we move. Anyone who has been a soldier, anyone who has been to a public bath is perfectly accustomed
to the look of naked bodies. But I have never seen anything quite so repulsive as all these hundreds of withered human
frames. For in the homeless army the majority are men who have been defeated in the struggle of life, crippled, old, and
sick. There is no repulsive disease of which traces are not to be seen here. There is no form of mutilation or degeneracy
that is not represented, and the naked bodies of the old men are in a disgusting state of decline...

It is superfluous to describe what follows. Towels are handed out, then nightgowns-long, sack-like affairs made of plain
unbleached cotton but freshly washed. Then slippers. All at once a new sound goes up from the moving mass that has been
walking silently on bare feet. The shuftling and tattling of the hard soles of the slippers ring through the corridor.

... Distribution of spoons, distribution ofenameledware bowls with the words "Property of the City of Berlin" written on
their sides. Then the meal itself. A big kettle is carried in. Men with yellow smocks have brought it and men with yellow
smocks ladle out the food. These men, too, are homeless and they have been expressly picked by the establishment and
given free food and lodging and a little pocket money in exchange for their work about the house.

Where have I seen this kind of food distribution before? In a prison that I once helped to guard in the winter of 1919
during the German civil war. There was the same hunger then, the same trembling, anxious expectation of rations. Now
the men are standing in a long row, dressed in their plain nightshirts that reach to the ground, and the noise of their
shuffling feet is like the noise of big wild animals walking up and down the stone floor of their cages before feeding time.
Then men lean far over the kettle so that the warm steam from the food envelops them and they hold out their bowls as if
begging and whisper to the attendant, "Give me a real helping. Give me a little more." A piece of bread is handed out with
every bowl.

My next recollection is sitting at table in another room on a crowded bench that is like a seat in a fourth-class railway
carriage. Hundreds of hungry mouths make an enormous noise eating their food. The men sit bent over their food like
animals who feel that someone is going to take it away from them. They hold their bowl with their left arm part way
around it, so that nobody can take it away, and they also protect it with their other elbow and with their head and mouth,
while they move the spoon as fast as they can between their mouth and the bowl....

We shuffle into the sleeping room, where each bed has a number painted in big letters on the wall over it. You must find
the number that you have around your neck, and there is your bed, your home for one night. It stands in a row with fifty
others and across the room there are fifty more in a row....

... Only a few people, very few, move around at all. The others lie awake and still, staring at their blankets, wrapped up in
themselves, but not sleeping. Only an almost soldierly sense of comradeship, an inner self-control engendered by the
presence of so many people, prevents the despair that is written on all these faces from expressing itself. The few who are
moving about do so with the tormenting consciousness of men who merely want to kill time. They do not believe in what
they are doing.
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Going to sleep means passing into the unconscious, eliminating the intelligence. And one can read deeply into a man's life
by watching the way he goes to sleep. For we have not always slept in municipal lodgings. There are men among us who
still move as if they were in a bourgeois bedchamber. ...

...The air is poisoned with the breath of men who have stuffed too much food into empty stomachs. There is also a
sickening smell of Lysol. It seems completely terrible to me, and I am not merely pitying myself. It is painful just to look at
the scene. Life is no longer human here. Today, when I am experiencing this for the first time, I think that I should prefer to
do away with myself, to take gas, to jump into the river, or leap from some high place, if I were ever reduced o such straits
that I had to live here in the lodging house. But I have had too much experience not to mistrust even myself. If I were
reduced so low, would I really come to such a decision? I do not know. Animals die, plants wither, but men always go on
living.
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SOLDIER’S VOICE: POSTCARDS FROM NANKING

Amano Saburo, Japanese Reserve Army, December 1937

At Shanghai, Noon, November 29, 1937

We completed landing at noon and looked about near the wharf. Total devastation! A result of bombs, artillery, and small arms
fire. There is no trace of anyone, only Chink patrolman, Indian traffic cops, and beyond that, the Japanese army and British cars.

There are shops in some places, but no customers. . . . Tomorrow we head for Chang-shu to catch up with the Morozumi Unit,
but tonight we camp in Shanghai. The trek will take about four days on foot. This means the assault on Nanjing.

December 21, 1937

We’ve broken past the [100 mile] mark since coming ashore, and entered Chen-chiang as dusk approached this evening. The
Eleventh division moved in the night before. Now, there is little more than occasional machine gun fire—no real combat to
speak of. . . . On the sixth, I took command of the Third Platoon in the Ninth Company, under the Third Battalion, of the
Morozumi Unit. We marched four days since then, past Chiangyin city to reach Chenchiang on the tenth, today. Although I'm
supposed to be a “platoon commander,” this unit is down to twenty-seven men. That gives you an idea of just how awful the
fighting has been. . . .

On the fourteenth [the day after the siege of Nanjing began], the Sixty-fifth Regiment, led by Battalion commander, took over
the Mufushan [elevated] batteries a little over one ri [2.5 miles] northeast of Nanjing. . . . Right now, the Sixty-fifth is mopping
up defeated enemy stragglers in the area. Part of it left for Nanking to take part in today’s triumphal entry celebrations, but most
of us are charged with dealing with POWs. The Sixty-fifth by itself has taken a number approaching 20,000 to date. We hold
them in the Chink army compound beneath the elevated batteries. Provisions are inadequate, so lots of Chink troops have gone
without food or water for a week already.

While guarding POWs at Mufushan, on the outskirts of Nanjing, Amano wrote:
A POW from the Chink army handed me this document in the hope that I could help them out:

To the Commanding Officer of Great Japan:

After being cut off from our [retreating] army, we turned over our arms and surrendered to the military forces of Great
Japan, imploring you to adopt appropriate measures on our behalf. Three days have passed since coming here, yet we still
have no ideas of how you will deal with us. Tens of thousands of pitiable men have gone hungry for over four days. We
cannot survive on this rice gruel alone; soon we will die of starvation. Oh, Great Japan! Tens of thousands [of us] lie on
the verge of death, yet retain hope for life. We beg you to save our lives. If you should grant this entreaty, we will submit
to you with all our hearts and repay your kind blessing by enduring fire and water to serve Great Japan henceforth.
Please, please, I beseech you to bestow food on us so that we may live. We join in celebrating the Empire of Great Japan!
Banzai!

Most respectfully submitted, Fu Ho (Ad hoc Representative of the Surrendered Army)

Amano Saburo also documented in writing a chronology of approaching and entering Nanjing:

Chen-chiang-

After departing Chiang-yin on 7 December, several days’ forced march required to reach the walled city of Chen-chiang, whose
batteries overlook the Yangtze River, on 4 December. . . . No defeated enemy remnants around. Saw electric lights on for the first
time since landing [at Hu-p’u-chen], probably because our offensive left the Chinks with no time to destroy generating plants.
An American flag flutters about the U.S. Embassy on a low-lying hill; hatred welled up inside me.

From Chen-chiang to Nanking-

Departed from Chen-chiang at 11:00 a.m. for the assault for Nanjing. The ruins of some towns and villages en route clearly
showed that retreating Chink armies ravaged all of these to their hearts’ content. Finally established assault formations to attack
the Mufushan [elevated] batteries at 11:30 a.m., on 14 December. Later heard that another unit captured the Wulung batteries
earlier that morning. At 8:00 a.m., as the sun rose, we encountered the enemy about one ri [four kilometers] this side of the
Mufushan batteries. Suffered slight losses; killed or wounded 15,000 of the enemy and captured mounds of weapons.

Ch’uanchiao County-
Crossed the Yangtze from Hsiakwan outside Nanking; got here after a two day trek. Almost no sign of the enemy. Inhabitants
seem fairly amicable toward the imperial army. Such extravagant provisions never seen before! Chickens and pigs more plentiful



than vegetables, so we gorge on [plundered] meat everyday. Stone mortars are available [to pound mochi]. Also, we
requisitioned sweet glutinous rice for making New Year’s mochi. Will be here on guard duty for the time being.

JOHN RABE ON NANKING

John Rabe, an office manager for Siemens and a loyal Nazi Party member, took an active role in establishing the “Safe Zone”
for the evacuation of foriegn nationals during the Rape of Nanking.

September 21, 1937

All the rich or better-off Chinese began some time ago to flee up the Yangtze to Hankow. . . . Many Americans and
Germans have departed as well. I've been seriously considering the matter from all sides these last few nights. It wasn’t
because I love adventure that I returned here from the safety of Peitaiho [vacation destination for many foreigners in
China], but primarily to protect my property and to represent Siemens interests. Of course the company can’t—nor does it
—expect me to get myself killed here on its behalf. Besides, I haven’t the least desire to put my life at risk for the sake of
either the company’s or my own property; but there is a question of morality here, and as a reputable Hamburg
businessman, so far I haven’t been able to side-step it.

Our Chinese servants and employees, about 30 people in all including immediate families, have eyes only for their
“master.” . . . I cannot bring myself for now to betray the trust these people have put in me. And it is touching to see how
they believe in me. . . .

Under such circumstances, can I, may I, cut and run? I don’t think so. Anyone who has ever sat in a dugout and held a
trembling Chinese child in each hand through the long hours of an air raid can understand what I feel.

Finally—subconsciously—there’s a last, and the not least important, reason that makes my sticking it out here seem simply
a matter of course. I am a member of the NSDAP, and temporarily held the office of local deputy leader. When I pay
business calls on the Chinese agencies and ministries who are our customers, I am constantly asked questions about
Germany, about our party and government, and my answer always is:

Yes indeed—We are soldiers of labor; We are a government of workers, We are friends of the working man,
We do not leave workers-—the poor-— in the lurch when times are hard!

To be sure, as a National Socialist I was speaking only of German workers, not about the Chinese; but what would the
Chinese think? Times are bitterly hard here in the country of my hosts, who have treated me well for three decades now.
The rich are fleeing, the poor must stay behind. They don’t know where to go. They don’t have the means to flee. Aren’t
they in danger of being slaughtered in great numbers? Shouldn’t one make an attempt to help them? Save a few at least?
And even if it’s only our own people, our employees?

December 16, 1937

Almost all the houses of the German military advisors have been looted by Japanese soldiers. No Chinese even dares set
foot outside his house! When the gates to my garden are opened to let my car leave the grounds—where I have already
taken in over a hundred of the poorest refugees—women and children on the street outside kneel and bang their heads
against the ground, pleading to be allowed to camp on my garden grounds. You simply cannot conceive of the misery. . . .

I've just heard that hundreds more disarmed Chinese soldiers have been led out of our Zone to be shot, including 50 of our
police who are to be executed for letting soldiers in. . . . We Europeans are all paralyzed with horror. There are executions
everywhere, some are being carried out with machine guns outside the barracks of the War Ministry.

Katsuo Okazaki, the consul general, who visited us this evening, explained that while it was true that a few soldiers were
being shot, the rest were to be interned in a concentration camp on an island on the Yangtze.

As I write this, the fists of Japanese soldiers are hammering at the back gate to the garden. Since my boys don’t open up,
heads appear along the top of the wall. When I suddenly show up with my flashlight, they beat a hasty retreat. We open the
main gate and walk after them a little distance until they vanish in dark narrow streets, where assorted bodies have been
lying in the gutter for three days now. Makes you shudder in revulsion.

All the women and children, their eyes big with terror, are sitting on the grass in the garden, pressed closely together, in
part to keep warm, in part to give each other courage. Their one hope is that I, the “foreign devil,” will drive these evil
spirits away.
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IN DEFENSE OF APPEASEMENT
Neville Chamberlin, 1938

Address to the Nation, September 27th

First of all I must say something to those who have written to my wife or myself in these last weeks to tell us of their
gratitude for my efforts and to assure us of their prayers for my success. Most of these letters have come from women—
mothers or sisters of our own countrymen. But there are countless others besides—from France, from Belgium, from Italy,
even from Germany, and it has been heartbreaking to read of the growing anxiety they reveal and their intense relief when
they thought, too soon, that the danger of war was past.

If I felt my responsibility heavy before, to read such letters has made it seem almost overwhelming. How horrible, fantastic,
incredible it is that we should be digging trenches and trying on gas masks here because of a quarrel in a far-away country
between people of whom we know nothing. It seems still more impossible that a quarrel which has already been settled in
principle should be the subject of war.

I can well understand the reasons why the Czech Government have felt unable to accept the terms which have been put
before them in the German memorandum. Yet I believe after my talks with Herr Hitler that, if only time were allowed, it
ought to be possible for the arrangements for transferring the territory that the Czech Government has agreed to give to
Germany to be settled by agreement under conditions which would assure fair treatment to the population concerned. . . .

However much we may sympathize with a small nation confronted by a big and powerful neighbor, we cannot in all
circumstances undertake to involve the whole British Empire in war simply on her account. If we have to fight it must be
on larger issues than that. I am myself a man of peace to the depths of my soul. Armed conflict between nations is a
nightmare to me; but if I were convinced that any nation had made up its mind to dominate the world by fear of its force, I
should feel that it must be resisted. Under such a domination life for people who believe in liberty would not be worth
living; but war is a fearful thing, and we must be very clear, before we embark upon it, that it is really the great issues that
are at stake, and that the call to risk everything in their defense, when all the consequences are weighed, is irresistible.

For the present I ask you to await as calmly as you can the events of the next few days. As long as war has not begun, there
is always hope that it may be prevented, and you know that I am going to work for peace to the last moment. Good
night. . . .

Speech Before House of Commons, September 30th, 1928

Since I first went to Berchtesgaden more than 20,0000 letters and telegrams have come to No. 10, Downing Street. Of
course, I have been able to look at a tiny fraction of them, but I have seen enough to know that the people who wrote did
not feel that they had such a cause for which to fight, if they were asked to go to war in order that the Sudeten Germans
might not join the Reich. That is how they are feeling. That is my answer to those who say that we should have told
Germany weeks ago that, if her army crossed the border of Czechoslovakia, we should be at war with her. We had no treaty
obligations and no legal obligations to Czechoslovakia and if we had said that, we feel that we should have received no
support from the people of this country. . . .

...When we were convinced, as we became convinced, that nothing any longer would keep the Sudetenland within the
Czechoslovakian State, we urged the Czech Government as strongly as we could to agree to the cession of territory, and to
agree promptly. The Czech Government, through the wisdom and courage of President Benes, accepted the advice of the
French Government and ourselves. It was a hard decision for anyone who loved his country to take, but to accuse us of
having by that advice betrayed the Czechoslovakian State is simply preposterous. What we did was to save her from
annihilation and give her a chance of new life as a new State, which involves the loss of territory and fortifications, but may
perhaps enable her to enjoy in the future and develop a national existence under a neutrality and security comparable to
that which we see in Switzerland to-day. Therefore, I think the Government deserve the approval of this House for their
conduct of affairs in this recent crisis which has saved Czechoslovakia from destruction and Europe from Armageddon.

Does the experience of the Great War and of the years that followed it give us reasonable hope that, if some new war
started, that would end war any more than the last one did?

One good thing, at any rate, has come out of this emergency through which we have passed. It has thrown a vivid light
upon our preparations for defense, on their strength and on their weakness. I should not think we were doing our duty if
we had not already ordered that a prompt and thorough inquiry should be made to cover the whole of our preparations,
military and civil, in order to see, in the light of what has happened during these hectic days, what further steps may be
necessary to make good our deficiencies in the shortest possible time.
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MOLOTOV-RIPPENTROP PACT
Moscow, 1939

The Government of the German Reich and The Government of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics desirous of
strengthening the cause of peace between Germany and the U.S.S.R., and proceeding from the fundamental provisions of
the Neutrality Agreement concluded in April, 1926 between Germany and the U.S.S.R., have reached the following
Agreement:

Article I. Both High Contracting Parties obligate themselves to desist from any act of violence, any aggressive action, and
any attack on each other, either individually or jointly with other Powers.

Article II. Should one of the High Contracting Parties become the object of belligerent action by a third Power, the other
High Contracting Party shall in no manner lend its support to this third Power.

Article III. The Governments of the two High Contracting Parties shall in the future maintain continual contact with one
another for the purpose of consultation in order to exchange information on problems affecting their common interests.

Article IV. Should disputes or conflicts arise between the High Contracting Parties shall participate in any grouping of
Powers whatsoever that is directly or indirectly aimed at the other party.

Article V. Should disputes or conflicts arise between the High Contracting Parties over problems of one kind or another,
both parties shall settle these disputes or conflicts exclusively through friendly exchange of opinion or, if necessary,
through the establishment of arbitration commissions.

Article VI. The present Treaty is concluded for a period of ten years, with the proviso that, in so far as one of the High
Contracting Parties does not advance it one year prior to the expiration of this period, the validity of this Treaty shall
automatically be extended for another five years.

Article VII. The present treaty shall be ratified within the shortest possible time. The ratifications shall be exchanged in
Berlin. The Agreement shall enter into force as soon as it is signed.

[The section below was not published at the time the above was announced. ]
Secret Additional Protocol.

Article I. In the event of a territorial and political rearrangement in the areas belonging to the Baltic States (Finland,
Estonia, Latvia, Lithuania), the northern boundary of Lithuania shall represent the boundary of the spheres of influence of
Germany and U.S.S.R. In this connection the interest of Lithuania in the Vilna area is recognized by each party.

Article II. In the event of a territorial and political rearrangement of the areas belonging to the Polish state, the spheres of
influence of Germany and the U.S.S.R. shall be bounded approximately by the line of the rivers Narev, Vistula and San.

The question of whether the interests of both parties make desirable the maintenance of an independent Polish States and
how such a state should be bounded can only be definitely determined in the course of further political developments.

In any event both Governments will resolve this question by means of a friendly agreement.

Article III. With regard to Southeastern Europe attention is called by the Soviet side to its interest in Bessarabia. The
German side declares its complete political disinterest in these areas.

Article IV. This protocol shall be treated by both parties as strictly secret.



84

“THEIR FINEST HOUR”

Winston Churchill, June 8, 1940, Address to the Houses of Parliament

I spoke the other day of the colossal military disaster which occurred when the French High Command failed to withdraw
the Northern Armies from Belgium at the moment when they knew that the French front was decisively broken at Sedan
and on the Meuse. This delay entailed the loss of fifteen or sixteen French divisions and threw out of action for the critical
period the whole of the British Expeditionary Force. Our Army and 120,000 French troops were indeed rescued by the
British Navy from Dunkirk but only with the loss of their cannon, vehicles and modem equipment. This loss inevitably
took some weeks to repair, and in the first two of those weeks the battle in France has been lost. When we consider the
heroic resistance made by the French Army against heavy odds in this battle, the enormous losses inflicted upon the enemy
and the evident exhaustion of the enemy, it may well be thought that these twenty-five divisions of the best-trained and
best-equipped troops might have turned the scale. However, General Weygand had to fight without them. Only three
British divisions or their equivalent were able to stand in the line with their French comrades. They had suffered severely,
but they had fought well. We sent every man we could to France as fast as we could re-equip and transport their
formations.

I am not reciting these facts for the purpose of recrimination. That I judge to be utterly futile and even harmful. We cannot
afford it. I recite them in order to explain why it was we did not have, as we could have had, between twelve and fourteen
British divisions fighting in the line in this great battle instead of only three. Now I put all this aside. I put it on the shelf,
from which the historians, when they have time, will select their documents to tell their stories. We have to think of the
future and not of the past. This also applies in a small way to our own affairs at home. There are many who would hold an
inquest in the House of Commons on the conduct of the Governments - and of Parliaments, for they are in it, too - during
the years which led up to this catastrophe. They seek to indict those who were responsible for the guidance of our affairs.
This also would be a foolish and pernicious process. There are too many in it. Let each man search his conscience and
search his speeches. I frequently search mine.

Of this I am quite sure, that if we open a quarrel between the past and the present, we shall find that we have lost the
future. Therefore, I cannot accept the drawing of any distinctions between Members of the present Government. It was
formed at a moment of crisis in order to unite all the parties and all sections of opinion. It has received the almost
unanimous support of both Houses of Parliament. Its Members are going to stand together, and, subject to the authority of
the House of Commons, we are going to govern the country and fight the war. It is absolutely necessary at a time like this
that every Minister who tries each day to do his duty shall be respected; and their subordinates must know that their chiefs
are not threatened men, men who are here today and gone tomorrow, but that their directions must be punctually and
faithfully obeyed. Without this concentrated power we cannot face what lies before us. I should not think it would be very
advantageous for the House to prolong this Debate this afternoon under conditions of public stress. . .

The disastrous military events which have happened during the past fortnight have not come to me with any sense of
surprise. Indeed, I indicated a fortnight ago as clearly as I could to the House that the worst possibilities were open; and I
made it perfectly clear then that whatever happened in France would make no difference to the resolve of Britain and the
British Empire to fight on, 'if necessary for years, if necessary alone.' During the last few days we have successfully brought
off the great majority of the troops we had on the lines of communication in France; and seven-eighths of the troops we
have sent to France since the beginning of the war-that is to say, about 350,000 out Of 400,000 men-are safely back in this
country. Others are still fighting with the French, and fighting with considerable success in their local encounters against
the enemy. We have also brought back a great mass of stores, rifles and munitions of all kinds which had been accumulated
in France during the last nine months.

We have, therefore, in this island today a very large and powerful military force. This force comprises all our best-trained
and our finest troops, including scores of thousands of those who have already measured their quality against the Germans
and found themselves at no disadvantage. We have under arms at the present time in this island over a million and a
quarter men. Behind these we have the Local Defense Volunteers, numbering half a million, only a portion of whom,
however, are yet armed with rifles or other firearms. We have incorporated into our Defense Forces every man for whom
we have a weapon. We expect very large additions to our weapons in the near future, and in preparation for this we intend
forthwith to call up, drill and train further large numbers. Those who are not called up, or else are employed upon the vast
business of munitions production in all its branches-and their ramifications are innumerable-will serve their country best
by remaining at their ordinary work until they receive their summons. We have also over here Dominions armies. The
Canadians had actually landed in France, but have now been safely withdrawn, much disappointed, but in perfect order,
with all their artillery and equipment. And these very high-class forces from the Dominions will now take part in the
defense of the Mother Country.
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Lest the account which I have given of these large forces should raise the question: Why did they not take part in the great
battle in France? I must make it clear that, apart from the divisions training and organizing at home, only twelve divisions
were equipped to fight upon a scale which justified their being sent abroad. And this was fully up to the number which the
French had been led to expect would be available in France at the ninth month of the war. The rest of our forces at home
have fighting value for home defense which will, of course, steadily increase every week that passes. Thus, the invasion of
Great Britain would at this time require the transportation across the sea of hostile armies on a very large scale, and after
they been so transported they would have to be continually maintained with all the masses of munitions and supplies
which are required for continuous battle-as continuous battle it will surely be.

Here is where we come to the Navy - and after all, we have a Navy. Some people seem to forget that we have a Navy. We
must remind them. For the last thirty years I have been concerned in discussions about the possibilities of overseas
invasion, and I took the responsibility on behalf of the Admiralty, at the beginning of the last war, of allowing all regular
troops to be sent out of the country. That was a very serious step to take, because our Territorials had only just been called
up and were quite untrained. Therefore, this island was for several months practically denuded of fighting troops. The
Admiralty had confidence at that time in their ability to prevent a mass invasion even though at that time the Germans had
a magnificent battle fleet the proportion of ten to sixteen, even though they were capable of fighting a general engagement
every day and any day, whereas now they have only a couple of heavy ships worth speaking of - the Scharnhorst and the
Gneisenau.

We are also told that the Italian Navy is to come out and gain sea superiority in these waters. If they seriously intend it, I
shall only say that we shall be delighted to offer Signor Mussolini a free and safeguarded passage through the Straits of
Gibraltar in order that he may play the part to which he aspires. There is a general curiosity in the British Fleet to find out
whether the Italians are up to the level they were at in the last war or whether they have fallen off at all.

Therefore, it seems to me that as far as seaborne invasion on a great scale is concerned, we are far more capable of meeting
it today than we were at many periods in the last war and during the early months of this war, before our other troops were
trained, and while the BEF [British Expeditionary Force] had proceeded abroad. Now, the Navy have never pretended to be
able to prevent raids by bodies of 5,000 or 10,000 men flung suddenly across and thrown ashore at several points on the
coast some dark night or foggy morning. The efficacy of sea-power, especially under modern conditions, depends upon the
invading force being of large size. It has to be of large size, in view of our military strength, to be of any use. If it is of large
size, then the Navy have something they can find and meet and, as it were, bite on.

Now we must remember that even five divisions, however lightly equipped, would require 200 to 250 ships, and with
modern air reconnaissance and photography it would not be easy to collect such an armada, marshal it and conduct it
across the sea without any powerful naval forces to escort it; and there would be very great possibilities, to put it mildly,
that this armada would be intercepted long before it reached the coast, and all the men drowned in the sea or, at the worst,
blown to pieces with their equipment while they were trying to land. We also have a great system of minefields, recently
strongly reinforced, through which we alone know the channels. If the enemy tries to sweep passages through these
minefields, it will be the task of the Navy to destroy the minesweepers and any other forces employed to protect them.
There should be no difficulty in this, owing to our great superiority at sea.

Those are the regular, well-tested, well-proved arguments on which we have relied during many years in peace and war. But
the question is whether there are any new methods by which those solid assurances can be circumvented. Odd as it may
seem, some attention has been given to this by the Admiralty, whose prime duty and responsibility it is to destroy any large
seaborne expedition before it reaches, or at the moment when it reaches these shores. . .The House may be assured that
the utmost ingenuity is being displayed and imagination is being evoked from large numbers of competent officers, well
trained in tactics and thoroughly up to date, to measure and counter-work novel possibilities. Untiring vigilance and
untiring searching of the mind is being, and must be, devoted to the subject, because, remember, the enemy is crafty and
there is no dirty trick he will not do.

Some people will ask why, then, was it that the British Navy was not able to prevent the movement of a large army from
Germany into Norway across the Skaggerak? But the conditions in the Channel and in the North Sea are in no way like
those which prevail in the Skaggerak. In the Skaggerak, because of the distance, we could give no air support to our surface
ships, and consequently, lying as we did close to the enemy's main air power, we were compelled to use only our
submarines. We could not enforce the decisive blockade or interruption which is possible from surface vessels. Our
submarines took a heavy toll but could not, by themselves, prevent the invasion of Norway. In the Channel and in the
North Sea, on the other hand, our superior naval surface forces, aided by our submarines, will operate with close and
effective air assistance.



86

This brings me, naturally, to the great question of invasion from the air, and of the impending struggle between the British
and German Air Forces. It seems quite clear that no invasion on a scale beyond the capacity of our land forces to crush
speedily is likely to take place from the air until our Air Force has been definitely overpowered. In the meantime, there may
be raids by parachute troops and attempted descents of airborne soldiers. We should be able to give those gentry a warm
reception, both in the air and on the ground, if they reach it in any condition to continue the dispute. But the great
question is: Can we break Hitler's air weapon? Now, of course, it is a very great pity that we have not got an Air Force at
least equal to that of the most powerful enemy within striking distance of these shores. But we have a very powerful Air
Force which has proved itself far superior in. quality, both in men and in many types of machine, to what we have met so
far in the numerous and fierce air battles which have been fought with the Germans. In France, where we were at a
considerable disadvantage and lost many machines on the ground when they were standing round the aerodromes, we
were accustomed to inflict in the air losses of as much as two to two-and-a-half to one. In the fighting over Dunkirk, which
was a sort of no-man's land, we undoubtedly beat the German Air Force, and gained the mastery of the local air, inflicting
here a loss of three or four to one day after day. Anyone who looks at the photographs which were published a week or so
ago of the re-embarkation, showing the masses of troops assembled on the beach and forming an ideal target for hours at a
time, must realize that this re-embarkation would not have been possible unless the enemy had resigned all hope of
recovering air superiority at that time and at that place.

In the defense of this island the advantages to the defenders will be much greater than they were in the fighting around
Dunkirk. We hope to improve on the rate of three or four to one which was realized at Dunkirk; and in addition all our
injured machines and their crews which get down safe-and, surprisingly, a very great many injured machines and men do
get down safely in modern air fighting-all of these will fall, in an attack upon these islands, on friendly soil and live to fight
another day; whereas all the injured enemy machines and their complements will be total losses as far as the war is
concerned.

During the great battle in France, we gave very powerful and continuous aid to the French Army, both by fighters and
bombers; but in spite of every kind of pressure we never would allow the entire metropolitan fighter strength of the Air
Force to be consumed. This decision was painful, but it was also right, because the fortunes of the battle in France could
not have been decisively affected even if we had thrown in our entire fighter force. That battle was lost by the unfortunate
strategical opening, by the extraordinary and unforeseen power of the armored columns and by the great preponderance of
the German Army in numbers. Our fighter Air Force might easily have been exhausted as a mere accident in that great
struggle, and then we should have found ourselves at the present time in a very serious plight. But as it is, I am happy to
inform the House that our fighter strength is stronger at the present time relatively to the Germans, who have suffered
terrible losses, than it has ever been; and consequently we believe ourselves possessed of the capacity to continue the war
in the air under better conditions than we have ever experienced before. I look forward confidently to the exploits of our
fighter pilots-these splendid men, this brilliant youth-who will have the glory of saving their native land, their island home,
and all they love, from the most deadly of all attacks.

There remains, of course, the danger of bombing attacks, which will certainly be made very soon upon us by the bomber
forces of the enemy. It is true that the German bomber force is superior in numbers to ours; but we have a very large
bomber force also, which we shall use to strike at military targets in Germany without intermission. I do not at all
underrate the severity of the ordeal which lies before us; but 1 believe our countrymen will show themselves capable of
standing up to it, like the brave men of Barcelona, and will be able to stand up to it, and carry on in spite of it, at least as
well as any other people in the world. Much will depend upon this; every man and every woman will have the chance to
show the finest qualities of their race, and render the highest service to their cause. For all of us, at this time, whatever our
sphere, our station, our occupation or our duties, it will be a help to remember the famous lines:

He nothing common did or mean,
Upon that memorable scene.

I have thought it right upon this occasion to give the House and the country some indication of the solid, practical grounds
upon which we base our inflexible resolve to continue the war. There are a good many people who say, 'Never mind. Win or
lose, sink or swim, better die than submit to tyranny - and such a tyranny.' And I do not dissociate myself from them. But I
can assure them that our professional advisers of the three Services unitedly advise that we should carry on the war, and
that there are good and reasonable hopes of final victory. We have fully informed and consulted all the self-governing
Dominions, these great communities far beyond the oceans who have been built up on our laws and on our civilization,
and who are absolutely free to choose their course, but are absolutely devoted to the ancient Motherland, and who feel
themselves inspired by the same emotions which lead me to stake our all upon duty and honor. We have fully consulted
them, and I have received from their Prime Ministers, Mr Mackenzie King of Canada, Mr Menzies of Australia, Mr Fraser of
New Zealand, and General Smuts of South Africa [these were the self-governing dominions of the British Empire]- that
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wonderful man, with his immense profound mind, and his eye watching from a distance the whole panorama of European
affairs - I have received from all these eminent men, who all have Governments behind them elected on wide franchises,
who are all there because they represent the will of their people, messages couched in the most moving terms in which
they endorse our decision to fight on, and declare themselves ready to share our fortunes and to persevere to the end. That
is what we are going to do.

We may now ask ourselves: In what way has our position worsened since the beginning of the war? It has worsened by the
fact that the Germans have conquered a large part of the coastline of Western Europe, and many small countries have been
overrun by them. This aggravates the possibilities of air attack and adds to our naval preoccupations. It in no way
diminishes, but on the contrary definitely increases, the power of our long distance blockade. Similarly, the entrance of
Italy into the war increases the power of our long-distance blockade. We have stopped the worst leak by that. We do not
know whether military resistance will come to an end in France or not, but should it do so, then of course, the Germans
will be able to concentrate their forces, both military and industrial, upon us. But for the reasons I have given to the House
these will not be found so easy to apply. If invasion has become more imminent, as no doubt it has, we, being relieved from
the task of maintaining a large army in France, have far larger and more efficient forces to meet it.If Hitler can bring under
his despotic control the industries of the countries he has conquered, this will add greatly to his already vast armament
output. On the other hand, this will not happen immediately, and we are now assured of immense, continuous and
increasing support in supplies and munitions of all kinds from the United States; and especially of airplanes and pilots
from the Dominions and across the oceans, coming from regions which are beyond the reach of enemy bombers.

I do not see how any of these factors can operate to our detriment on balance before the winter comes; and the winter will
impose a strain upon the Nazi regime, with almost all Europe writhing and starving under its cruel heel, which, for all their
ruthlessness, will run them very hard. We must not forget that from the moment when we declared war on September 3rd
it was always possible for Germany to turn all her air force upon this country, together with any other devices of invasion
she might conceive, and that France could have done little or nothing to prevent her doing so. We have, therefore, lived
under this danger, in principle and in a slightly modified form, during all these months. In the meanwhile, however, we
have enormously improved our methods of defense, and we have learned, what we had no right to assume at the
beginning, namely, that the individual aircraft and the individual British pilot have a sure and definite superiority.
Therefore, in casting up this dread balance sheet and contemplating our dangers with a disillusioned eye, I see great reason
for intense vigilance and exertion but none whatever for panic or despair.

During the first four years of the last war the Allies experienced nothing but disaster and disappointment. That was our
constant fear: one blow after another, terrible losses, frightful dangers. Everything miscarried. And yet at the end of those
four years the morale of the Allies was higher than that of the Germans, who had moved from one aggressive triumph to
another, and who stood everywhere triumph?int invaders of the lands into which they had broken. During that war we
repeatedly asked ourselves the question: How are we going to win? And no one was able ever to answer it with much
precision, until at the end, quite suddenly, quite unexpectedly, our terrible foe collapsed before us, and we were so glutted
with victory that in our folly we threw it away.

We do not yet know what will happen in France or whether the French resistance will be prolonged, both in France and in
the French Empire overseas. The French Government will be throwing away great opportunities and casting adrift their
future if they do not continue the war in accordance with their Treaty obligations, from which we have not felt able to
release them. The House will have read the historic declaration in which, at the desire of many Frenchmen - and of our
own hearts - we have proclaimed our willingness at the darkest hour in French history to conclude a union of common
citizenship in this struggle. However matters may go in France or with the French Government, or other French
Governments, we in this island and in the British Empire will never lose our sense of comradeship with the French people.
If we are now called upon to endure what they have been suffering, we shall emulate their courage, and if final victory
rewards our toils they shall share the gains, aye, and freedom shall be restored to all. We abate nothing of our just
demands; not one jot or tittle do we recede. Czechs, Poles, Norwegians, Dutch, Belgians have joined their causes to our
own. All these shall be restored.

What General Weygand called the Battle of France is over. I expect that the Battle of Britain is about to begin. Upon this
battle depends the survival of Christian civilization. Upon it depends our own British life, and the long continuity of our
institutions and our Empire. The whole fury and might of the enemy must very soon be turned on us. Hitler knows that he
will have to break us in this island or lose the war. If we can stand up to him, all Europe may be free and the life of the
world may move forward into broad, sunlit uplands. But if we fail, then the whole world, including the United States,
including all that we have known and cared for, will sink into the abyss of a new Dark Age made more sinister, and perhaps
more protracted, by the lights of perverted science. Let us therefore brace ourselves to our duties and so bear ourselves
that, if the British Empire and its Commonwealth last for a thousand years, men will still say, 'This was their finest hour.'



STATEMENT ON THE GERMAN INVASION OF THE
SOVIET UNION

Vyacheslav Molotov - June 22, 1941

Citizens of the Soviet Union:
The Soviet Government and its head, Comrade Stalin, have authorized me to make the following statement:

Today at 4 o'clock a.m., without any claims having been presented to the Soviet Union, without a declaration of war,
German troops attacked our country, attacked our borders at many points and bombed from their airplanes our cities;
Zhitomir, Kiev, Sevastopol, Kaunas and some others, killing and wounding over two hundred persons. There were also
enemy air raids and artillery shelling from Romanian and Finnish territory.

This unheard of attack upon our country is perfidy unparalleled in the history of civilized nations. The attack on our
country was perpetrated despite the fact that a treaty of non-aggression had been signed between the U.S.S.R. and
Germany and that the Soviet Government most faithfully abided by all provisions of this treaty. The attack upon our
country was perpetrated despite the fact that during the entire period of operation of this treaty, the German Government
could not find grounds for a single complaint against the U.S.S.R. as regards observance of this treaty. Entire responsibility
for this predatory attack upon the Soviet Union falls fully and completely upon the German Fascist rulers.

At 5:30 a.m. -- that is, after the attack had already been perpetrated, Von der Schulenburg, the German Ambassador in
Moscow, on behalf of his government made the statement to me as People's Commissar of Foreign Affairs to the effect that
the German Government had decided to launch war against the U.S.S.R. in connection with the concentration of Red Army
units near the eastern German frontier.

In reply to this I stated on behalf of the Soviet Government that, until the very last moment, the German Government had
not presented any claims to the Soviet Government, that Germany attacked the U.S.S.R. despite the peaceable position of
the Soviet Union, and that for this reason Fascist Germany is the aggressor. On instruction of the government of the Soviet
Union I also stated that at no point had our troops or our air force committed a violation of the frontier and therefore the
statement made this morning by the Romanian radio to the effect that Soviet aircraft allegedly had fired on Romanian
airdromes is a sheer lie and provocation.

Likewise a lie and provocation is the whole declaration made today by Hitler, who is trying belatedly to concoct accusations
charging the Soviet Union with failure to observe the Soviet-German pact. Now that the attack on the Soviet Union has
already been committed, the Soviet Government has ordered our troops to repulse the predatory assault and to drive
German troops from the territory of our country.

This war has been forced upon us, not by the German people, not by German workers, peasants and intellectuals, whose
sufferings we well understand, but by the clique of bloodthirsty Fascist rulers of Germany who have enslaved Frenchmen,
Czechs, Poles, Serbians, Norway, Belgium, Denmark, Holland, Greece and other nations.

The government of the Soviet Union expresses its unshakable confidence that our valiant army and navy and brave falcons
of the Soviet Air Force will acquit themselves with honor in performing their duty to the fatherland and to the Soviet
people, and will inflict a crushing blow upon the aggressor.

This is not the first time that our people have had to deal with an attack of an arrogant foe. At the time of Napoleon's
invasion of Russia our people's reply was war for the fatherland, and Napoleon suffered defeat and met his doom. It will be
the same with Hitler, who in his arrogance has proclaimed a new crusade against our country. The Red Army and our
whole people will again wage victorious war for the fatherland, for our country, for honor, for liberty.

The government of the Soviet Union expresses the firm conviction that the whole population of our country, all workers,
peasants and intellectuals, men and women, will conscientiously perform their duties and do their work. Our entire people
must now stand solid and united as never before. Each one of us must demand of himself and of others discipline,
organization and self-denial worthy of real Soviet patriots, in order to provide for all the needs of the Red Army, Navy and
Air Force, to insure victory over the enemy. The government calls upon you, citizens of the Soviet Union, to rally still more
closely around our glorious Bolshevist party, around our Soviet Government, around our great leader and comrade, Stalin.

Ours is a righteous cause. The enemy shall be defeated. Victory will be ours.
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ADDRESS TO THE JAPANESE PEOPLE ON THE
ATTACK OF PEARL HARBOR

Hideki Tojo, December 8, 1941

We, by the grace of Heaven, Emperor of Japan, and seated on the throne of a line unbroken for ages eternal, enjoin upon
thee, our loyal and brave subjects. We hereby declare war upon the United States of America and the British Empire.

The men and officers of our army and navy shall do their utmost in prosecuting the war. Our public servants of various
departments will perform faithfully and diligently their appointed tasks and all other subjects of ours shall pursue their
respective duties.

The entire nation with united will shall mobilize their united strength so that nothing will miscarry in the attainment of
our royal aims.

To insure the solidity of these ages and contribute to world peace is the far-sighted policy which was formulated by our
great, illustrious, imperial grandsire and our great imperial sire's experience, and which we lay constantly to heart; to
cultivate friendship among nations and to enjoy prosperity in common with all nations - has always been the guiding
principle of our empire's foreign policy.

It has been unavoidable and far from our wishes that our empire has been brought to cross swords with America and
Britain.

More than four years have passed since China, failing to comprehend the true intentions of our empire, and recklessly
causing trouble, disturbed the peace of East Asia and compelled our empire to take up arms.

Although there has been re-established the National government of China, with which Japan has effected neighborly
intercourse and co-operation, the regime which has survived at Chungking, relying upon American and British protection
still continues its opposition.

Eager for the realization of their inordinate ambitions to dominate the Orient, both America and Britain, supporting the
Chungking regime, have aggravated disturbances in East Asia. Moreover, these two powers, inducing other countries to
follow suit, increased military preparations on all sides of our empire to challenge us. They have obstructed by every means
our peaceful commerce and finally resorted to direct severance of economic relations, menacing gravely the existence of our
empire.

Patiently have we waited and long have we endured in the hope that our government might retrieve the situation in peace.

But our adversaries, showing not the least spirit of conciliation, have unduly delayed a settlement, and in the meantime
they have intensified the economic and political pressure to compel thereby our empire to submission.

This turn of affairs would, if left unchecked, not only nullify our empire's efforts of many years for the sake of the
stabilization of East Asia, but also endanger the very existence of our nation.

The situation being such as it is our empire, for its existence and self-defense, has no other recourse but to appeal to arms
and to crush every obstacle in its path.

The hallowed spirits of our imperial ancestors guard us from above and we rely upon the loyalty and courage of our
subjects in our confident expectation that the task bequeathed by our forefathers will be carried forward and that the
source of the evil will be speedily eradicated and an enduring peace immutably established in East Asia, preserving thereby
the glory of our empire.



90

IMPERIALISM & POST-COLONIALISM

RULE BRITANNIA

When Britain first, at heaven’s command,
Arose from out the azure main,

Arose, arose, arose from out the azure main.

This was the charter, the charter of the land,
And guardian angels sang the strain.

Chorus

Rule Britannia!

Britannia rule the waves.

Britons never, never, never shall be slaves.

The nations not so blest as thee,

Must in their turn to tyrants fall,

Must in their turn, must in their turn,
To tyrants fall,

While thou shall flourish,

Shall flourish great and free,

The dread and envy of them all. Chorus.

Still more majestic shalt thou rise,

More dreadful from each foreign stroke.
More dreadful, more dreadful

From each foreign stroke.

As the loud blast that tears the skies,
Serves but to root thy native oak. Chorus.

Thee haughty tyrants ne’er shall tame,

All their attempts to bend thee down,

All their attempts, all their attempts

To bend thee down,

Will but arouse thy generous flame.

But work their woe and thy renown. Chorus.

To thee belongs the rural reign,

Thy cities shall with commerce shine,
Thy cities shall, thy cities shall

With commerce shine.

All thine shall be the subject main,
And every shore it circles thine. Chorus.

The muses still, with freedom found,
Shall to thy happy coast repair,
Shall to thy happy coast,

Thy happy coasts repair,

Best isle of beauty,

With matchless beauty crowned,

And manly hearts to guard the fair. Chorus.

LAND OF HOPE AND GLORY

Dear Land of Hope, thy hope is
crowned.

God make thee mightier yet!
On Sov'ran brows, beloved,
renowned,

Once more thy crown is set.
Thine equal laws, by Freedom
gained,

Have ruled thee well and long;
By Freedom gained, by Truth
maintained,

Thine Empire shall be strong.

Chorus:

Land of Hope and Glory,
Mother of the Free,

How shall we extol thee,
Who are born of thee?
Wider still and wider

Shall thy bounds be set;
God, who made thee mighty,
Make thee mightier yet.

Thy fame is ancient as the days,
As Ocean large and wide:

A pride that dares, and heeds not
praise,

A stern and silent pride:

Not that false joy that dreams
content

With what our sires have won;
The blood a hero sire hath spent
Still nerves a hero son.

WHITE MAN’S BURDEN
Rudyard Kipling, 1899

Take up the White Man’s burden—
Send forth the best ye breed—

Go send your sons to exile

To serve your captives' need

To wait in heavy harness

On fluttered folk and wild—

Your new-caught, sullen peoples,
Half devil and half child

Take up the White Man’s burden
In patience to abide

To veil the threat of terror

And check the show of pride;

By open speech and simple

An hundred times made plain
To seek another’s profit

And work another’s gain

Take up the White Man’s burden—
And reap his old reward:

The blame of those ye better

The hate of those ye guard—

The cry of hosts ye humour

(Ah slowly) to the light:

"Why brought ye us from bondage,
“Our loved Egyptian night?”

Take up the White Man’s burden-
Have done with childish days-
The lightly proffered laurel,

The easy, ungrudged praise.
Comes now, to search your
manhood

Through all the thankless years,
Cold-edged with dear-bought
wisdom,

The judgment of your peers!
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SHOOTING AN ELEPHANT
George Orwell, 1936

In Moulmein, in lower Burma, I was hated by large numbers of people — the only time in my life that I have been important
enough for this to happen to me. I was sub-divisional police officer of the town, and in an aimless, petty kind of way anti-
European feeling was very bitter. No one had the guts to raise a riot, but if a European woman went through the bazaars
alone somebody would probably spit betel juice over her dress. As a police officer I was an obvious target and was baited
whenever it seemed safe to do so. When a nimble Burman tripped me up on the football field and the referee (another
Burman) looked the other way, the crowd yelled with hideous laughter. This happened more than once. In the end the
sneering yellow faces of young men that met me everywhere, the insults hooted after me when I was at a safe distance, got
badly on my nerves. The young Buddhist priests were the worst of all. There were several thousands of them in the town
and none of them seemed to have anything to do except stand on street corners and jeer at Europeans.

All this was perplexing and upsetting. For at that time I had already made up my mind that imperialism was an evil thing
and the sooner I chucked up my job and got out of it the better. Theoretically — and secretly, of course — I was all for the
Burmese and all against their oppressors, the British. As for the job I was doing, I hated it more bitterly than I can perhaps
make clear. In a job like that you see the dirty work of Empire at close quarters. The wretched prisoners huddling in the
stinking cages of the lock-ups, the grey, cowed faces of the long-term convicts, the scarred buttocks of the men who had
been Bogged with bamboos — all these oppressed me with an intolerable sense of guilt. But I could get nothing into
perspective. I was young and ill-educated and I had had to think out my problems in the utter silence that is imposed on
every Englishman in the East. I did not even know that the British Empire is dying, still less did I know that it is a great
deal better than the younger empires that are going to supplant it. All I knew was that I was stuck between my hatred of
the empire I served and my rage against the evil-spirited little beasts who tried to make my job impossible. With one part
of my mind I thought of the British Raj as an unbreakable tyranny, as something clamped down, in saecula saeculorum,
upon the will of prostrate peoples; with another part I thought that the greatest joy in the world would be to drive a
bayonet into a Buddhist priest’s guts. Feelings like these are the normal by-products of imperialism; ask any Anglo-Indian
official, if you can catch him off duty.

One day something happened which in a roundabout way was enlightening. It was a tiny incident in itself, but it gave me a
better glimpse than I had had before of the real nature of imperialism - the real motives for which despotic governments
act. Early one morning the sub-inspector at a police station the other end of the town rang me up on the phone and said
that an elephant was ravaging the bazaar. Would I please come and do something about it? I did not know what I could do,
but I wanted to see what was happening and I got on to a pony and started out. I took my rifle, an old 44 Winchester and
much too small to kill an elephant, but I thought the noise might be useful in terrorem. Various Burmans stopped me on
the way and told me about the elephant’s doings. It was not, of course, a wild elephant, but a tame one which had gone
“must.” It had been chained up, as tame elephants always are when their attack of “must” is due, but on the previous night
it had broken its chain and escaped. Its mahout, the only person who could manage it when it was in that state, had set out
in pursuit, but had taken the wrong direction and was now twelve hours’ journey away, and in the morning the elephant
had suddenly reappeared in the town. The Burmese population had no weapons and were quite helpless against it. It had
already destroyed somebody’s bamboo hut, killed a cow and raided some fruit-stalls and devoured the stock; also it had
met the municipal rubbish van and, when the driver jumped out and took to his heels, had turned the van over and
inflicted violences upon it.

The Burmese sub-inspector and some Indian constables were waiting for me in the quarter where the elephant had been
seen. It was a very poor quarter, a labyrinth of squalid bamboo huts, thatched with palm leaf, winding all over a steep
hillside. I remember that it was a cloudy, stuffy morning at the beginning of the rains. We began questioning the people as
to where the elephant had gone and, as usual, failed to get any definite information. That is invariably the case in the East;
a story always sounds clear enough at a distance, but the nearer you get to the scene of events the vaguer it becomes. Some
of the people said that the elephant had gone in one direction, some said that he had gone in another, some professed not
even to have heard of any elephant. I had almost made up my mind that the whole story was a pack of lies, when we heard
yells a little distance away. There was a loud, scandalized cry of “Go away, child! Go away this instant!” and an old woman
with a switch in her hand came round the corner of a hut, violently shooing away a crowd of naked children. Some more
women followed, clicking their tongues and exclaiming; evidently there was something that the children ought not to have
seen. I rounded the hut and saw a man’s dead body sprawling in the mud. He was an Indian, a black Dravidian coolie,
almost naked, and he could not have been dead many minutes. The people said that the elephant had come suddenly upon
him round the corner of the hut, caught him with its trunk, put its foot on his back and ground him into the earth. This
was the rainy season and the ground was soft, and his face had scored a trench a foot deep and a couple of yards long. He
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was lying on his belly with arms crucified and head sharply twisted to one side. His face was coated with mud, the eyes
wide open, the teeth bared and grinning with an expression of unendurable agony. (Never tell me, by the way, that the dead
look peaceful. Most of the corpses I have seen looked devilish.) The friction of the great beast’s foot had stripped the skin
from his back as neatly as one skins a rabbit. As soon as I saw the dead man I sent an orderly to a friend’s house nearby to
borrow an elephant rifle. I had already sent back the pony, not wanting it to go mad with fright and throw me if it smelt the
elephant.

The orderly came back in a few minutes with a rifle and five cartridges, and meanwhile some Burmans had arrived and told
us that the elephant was in the paddy fields below, only a few hundred yards away. As I started forward practically the
whole population of the quarter flocked out of the houses and followed me. They had seen the rifle and were all shouting
excitedly that I was going to shoot the elephant. They had not shown much interest in the elephant when he was merely
ravaging their homes, but it was different now that he was going to be shot. It was a bit of fun to them, as it would be to an
English crowd; besides they wanted the meat. It made me vaguely uneasy. I had no intention of shooting the elephant — I
had merely sent for the rifle to defend myself if necessary — and it is always unnerving to have a crowd following you. I
marched down the hill, looking and feeling a fool, with the rifle over my shoulder and an ever-growing army of people
jostling at my heels. At the bottom, when you got away from the huts, there was a metalled road and beyond that a miry
waste of paddy fields a thousand yards across, not yet plowed but soggy from the first rains and dotted with coarse grass.
The elephant was standing eight yards from the road, his left side towards us. He took not the slightest notice of the
crowd’s approach. He was tearing up bunches of grass, beating them against his knees to clean them and stuffing them into
his mouth.

I had halted on the road. As soon as I saw the elephant I knew with perfect certainty that I ought not to shoot him. It is a
serious matter to shoot a working elephant - it is comparable to destroying a huge and costly piece of machinery — and
obviously one ought not to do it if it can possibly be avoided. And at that distance, peacefully eating, the elephant looked
no more dangerous than a cow. I thought then and I think now that his attack of “must” was already passing off; in which
case he would merely wander harmlessly about until the mahout came back and caught him. Moreover, I did not in the
least want to shoot him. I decided that I would watch him for a little while to make sure that he did not turn savage again,
and then go home.

But at that moment I glanced round at the crowd that had followed me. It was an immense crowd, two thousand at the
least and growing every minute. It blocked the road for a long distance on either side. I looked at the sea of yellow faces
above the garish clothes-faces all happy and excited over this bit of fun, all certain that the elephant was going to be shot.
They were watching me as they would watch a conjurer about to perform a trick. They did not like me, but with the
magical rifle in my hands I was momentarily worth watching. And suddenly I realized that I should have to shoot the
elephant after all. The people expected it of me and I had got to do it; I could feel their two thousand wills pressing me
forward, irresistibly. And it was at this moment, as I stood there with the rifle in my hands, that I first grasped the
hollowness, the futility of the white man’s dominion in the East. Here was I, the white man with his gun, standing in front
of the unarmed native crowd — seemingly the leading actor of the piece; but in reality I was only an absurd puppet pushed
to and fro by the will of those yellow faces behind. I perceived in this moment that when the white man turns tyrant it is
his own freedom that he destroys. He becomes a sort of hollow, posing dummy, the conventionalized figure of a sahib. For
it is the condition of his rule that he shall spend his life in trying to impress the “natives,” and so in every crisis he has got
to do what the “natives” expect of him. He wears a mask, and his face grows to fit it. I had got to shoot the elephant. I had
committed myself to doing it when I sent for the rifle. A sahib has got to act like a sahib; he has got to appear resolute, to
know his own mind and do definite things. To come all that way, rifle in hand, with two thousand people marching at my
heels, and then to trail feebly away, having done nothing — no, that was impossible. The crowd would laugh at me. And my
whole life, every white man’s life in the East, was one long struggle not to be laughed at.

But I did not want to shoot the elephant. I watched him beating his bunch of grass against his knees, with that preoccupied
grandmotherly air that elephants have. It seemed to me that it would be murder to shoot him. At that age I was not
squeamish about killing animals, but I had never shot an elephant and never wanted to. (Somehow it always seems worse
to kill a large animal.) Besides, there was the beast’s owner to be considered. Alive, the elephant was worth at least a
hundred pounds; dead, he would only be worth the value of his tusks, five pounds, possibly. But I had got to act quickly. I
turned to some experienced-looking Burmans who had been there when we arrived, and asked them how the elephant had
been behaving. They all said the same thing: he took no notice of you if you left him alone, but he might charge if you went
too close to him.

It was perfectly clear to me what I ought to do. I ought to walk up to within, say, twenty-five yards of the elephant and test
his behavior. If he charged, I could shoot; if he took no notice of me, it would be safe to leave him until the mahout came
back. But also I knew that I was going to do no such thing. I was a poor shot with a rifle and the ground was soft mud into
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which one would sink at every step. If the elephant charged and I missed him, I should have about as much chance as a
toad under a steam-roller. But even then I was not thinking particularly of my own skin, only of the watchful yellow faces
behind. For at that moment, with the crowd watching me, I was not afraid in the ordinary sense, as I would have been if I
had been alone. A white man mustn’t be frightened in front of “natives”; and so, in general, he isn’t frightened. The sole
thought in my mind was that if anything went wrong those two thousand Burmans would see me pursued, caught,
trampled on and reduced to a grinning corpse like that Indian up the hill. And if that happened it was quite probable that
some of them would laugh. That would never do.

There was only one alternative. I shoved the cartridges into the magazine and lay down on the road to get a better aim. The
crowd grew very still, and a deep, low, happy sigh, as of people who see the theatre curtain go up at last, breathed from
innumerable throats. They were going to have their bit of fun after all. The rifle was a beautiful German thing with cross-
hair sights. I did not then know that in shooting an elephant one would shoot to cut an imaginary bar running from ear-
hole to ear-hole. I ought, therefore, as the elephant was sideways on, to have aimed straight at his ear-hole, actually I aimed
several inches in front of this, thinking the brain would be further forward.

When I pulled the trigger I did not hear the bang or feel the kick — one never does when a shot goes home - but I heard the
devilish roar of glee that went up from the crowd. In that instant, in too short a time, one would have thought, even for the
bullet to get there, a mysterious, terrible change had come over the elephant. He neither stirred nor fell, but every line of
his body had altered. He looked suddenly stricken, shrunken, immensely old, as though the frightful impact of the bullet
had paralyzed him without knocking him down. At last, after what seemed a long time - it might have been five seconds, I
dare say — he sagged flabbily to his knees. His mouth slobbered. An enormous senility seemed to have settled upon him.
One could have imagined him thousands of years old. I fired again into the same spot. At the second shot he did not
collapse but climbed with desperate slowness to his feet and stood weakly upright, with legs sagging and head drooping. I
fired a third time. That was the shot that did for him. You could see the agony of it jolt his whole body and knock the last
remnant of strength from his legs. But in falling he seemed for a moment to rise, for as his hind legs collapsed beneath him
he seemed to tower upward like a huge rock toppling, his trunk reaching skyward like a tree. He trumpeted, for the first
and only time. And then down he came, his belly towards me, with a crash that seemed to shake the ground even where I
lay.

I got up. The Burmans were already racing past me across the mud. It was obvious that the elephant would never rise
again, but he was not dead. He was breathing very rhythmically with long rattling gasps, his great mound of a side
painfully rising and falling. His mouth was wide open - I could see far down into caverns of pale pink throat. I waited a
long time for him to die, but his breathing did not weaken. Finally I fired my two remaining shots into the spot where I
thought his heart must be. The thick blood welled out of him like red velvet, but still he did not die. His body did not even
jerk when the shots hit him, the tortured breathing continued without a pause. He was dying, very slowly and in great
agony, but in some world remote from me where not even a bullet could damage him further. I felt that I had got to put an
end to that dreadful noise. It seemed dreadful to see the great beast Lying there, powerless to move and yet powerless to
die, and not even to be able to finish him. I sent back for my small rifle and poured shot after shot into his heart and down
his throat. They seemed to make no impression. The tortured gasps continued as steadily as the ticking of a clock.

In the end I could not stand it any longer and went away. I heard later that it took him half an hour to die. Burmans were
bringing dash and baskets even before I left, and I was told they had stripped his body almost to the bones by the
afternoon.

Afterwards, of course, there were endless discussions about the shooting of the elephant. The owner was furious, but he
was only an Indian and could do nothing. Besides, legally I had done the right thing, for a mad elephant has to be killed,
like a mad dog, if its owner fails to control it. Among the Europeans opinion was divided. The older men said I was right,
the younger men said it was a damn shame to shoot an elephant for killing a coolie, because an elephant was worth more
than any damn Coringhee coolie. And afterwards I was very glad that the coolie had been killed; it put me legally in the
right and it gave me a sufficient pretext for shooting the elephant. I often wondered whether any of the others grasped that
I had done it solely to avoid looking a fool.
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INDIAN HOME RULE
Mohandas K. Gandhi, 1909

The popular image of Gandhi in the West involves a saintly manner and “passive resistance.” In fact he was a skillful lawyer whose
techniques of nonviolent protest were anything but passive and who could be fearlessly outspoken in defense of his beloved India. In this
imaginary dialogue, Gandhi is replying to the question of an interviewer (here labeled “READER?”) as to how he would address “extremists”
seeking independence from Britain. Gandhi’s replies are labeled “EDITOR.”

EDITOR:

I would say to the extremists: “I know that you want Home Rule for India; it is not to be had for your asking. Everyone will
have to take it for himself. What others get for me is not Home Rule but foreign rule; therefore, it would not be proper for
you to say that you have obtained Home Rule if you have merely expelled the English. I have already described the true
nature of Home Rule. This you would never obtain by force of arms. Brute-force is not natural to Indian soil. You will have,
therefore, to rely wholly on soul-force. You must not consider that violence is necessary at any stage for reaching our goal.”
I would say to the moderates: “Mere petitioning is derogatory; we thereby confess inferiority. To say that British rule is
indispensable, is almost a denial of the Godhead. We cannot say that anybody or anything is indispensable except God.
Moreover, common sense should tell us that to state that, for the time being, the presence of the English in India is a
necessity, is to make them conceited.

“If the English vacated India, bag and baggage, it must not be supposed that she would be widowed. It is possible that
those who are forced to observe peace under their pressure would fight after their withdrawal. There can be no advantage
in suppressing an eruption; it must have its vent. If, therefore, before we can remain at peace, we must fight amongst
ourselves, it is better that we do so. There is no occasion for a third party to protect the weak. It is this so-called protection
which has unnerved us. Such protection can only make the weak weaker. Unless we realize this, we cannot have Home
Rule. I would paraphrase the thought of an English clergyman and say that anarchy under Home Rule were better than
orderly foreign rule. Only, the meaning that the leaned divine attached to Home Rule is different from Indian Home Rule
according to my conception. We have to learn, and to teach others, that we do not want the tyranny of either English rule
or Indian rule.”

If this idea were carried out, both the extremists and the moderates could join hands. There is no occasion to fear or
distrust one another.

READER:
What then, would you say to the English?

EDITOR:

To them I would respectfully say: “I admit you are my rulers. It is not necessary to debate the question whether you hold
India by the sword or by my consent. I have no objection to your remaining in my country, but although you are the rulers;
you will have to remain as servants of the people. It is not we who have to do as you wish, but it is you who have to do as
we wish. You may keep the riches that you have drained away from this land, but you may not drain riches henceforth.
Your function will be, if you so wish, to police India; you must abandon the idea of deriving any commercial benefit from
us. We hold the civilization that you support to be the reverse of civilization. We consider our civilization to be far superior
to yours. If you realize this truth, it will be to your advantage and, if you do not, according to your own proverb, you should
only live in our country in the same manner as we do. You must not do anything that is contrary to our religions. It is your
duty as rulers that for the sake of the Hindus you should eschew beef, and for the sake of Muslims you should avoid bacon
and ham. We have hitherto said nothing because we have been cowed down, but you need not consider that you have not
hurt our feelings by your conduct. We are not expressing our sentiments either through base selfishness or fear, but
because it is our duty now to speak out boldly. We consider your schools and courts to be useless. We want our own
ancient schools and courts to be restored. The common language of India is not English but Hindi. You should, therefore,
learn it. We can hold communication with you only in our national language.

“We cannot tolerate the idea of your spending money on railways and the military. We see no occasion for either. You may
fear Russia; we do not. When she comes we shall look after her. If you are with us, we may then receive her jointly. We do
not need any European cloth. We shall manage with articles produced and manufactured at home. You may not keep one
eye on Manchester and the other on India. We can work together only if our interests are identical.
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MARXISM, CAPITALISM, AND INDIA’S FUTURE

Jawaharal Nehru, 1941

As our struggle toned down and established itself at a low level, there was little of excitement in it, except at long intervals. My
thoughts traveled more to other countries, and I watched and studied, as far as I could in jail, the world situation in the grip of the
great depression. I read as many books as I could find on the subject, and the more I read the more fascinated I grew.

India with her problems and struggles became just a part of this mighty world drama, of the great struggle of political and economic
forces that was going on everywhere, nationally and internationally. In that struggle my own sympathies went increasingly toward the
communist side. I had long been drawn to socialism and communism, and Russia had appealed to me. Much in Soviet Russia I dislike
- the ruthless suppression of all contrary opinion, the wholesale regimentation, the unnecessary violence (as I thought) in carrying out
various policies.

But there was no lack of violence and suppression in the capitalist world, and I realized more and more how the very basis and
foundation of our acquisitive society and property was violence. Without violence it could not continue for many days. A measure of
political liberty meant little indeed when the fear of starvation was always compelling the vast majority of people everywhere to
submit to the will of the few, to the greater glory and advantage of the latter.

Violence was common in both places, but the violence of the capitalist order seemed inherent in it; while the violence of Russia, bad
though it was, aimed at a new order based on peace and cooperation and real freedom for the masses. With all her blunders, Soviet
Russia had triumphed over enormous difficulties and taken great strides toward this new order. While the rest of the world was in the
grip of the depression and going backward in some ways, in the Soviet country a great new world was being built up before our eyes.
Russia, following the great Lenin, looked into the future and thought only of what was to be, while other countries lay numbed under
the dead hand of the past and spent their energy in preserving the useless relics of a bygone age.

In particular, I was impressed by the reports of the great progress made by the backward regions of Central Asia under the Soviet
regime. In the balance, therefore, I was all in favor of Russia, and the presence and example of the Soviets was a bright and heartening
phenomenon in a dark and dismal world. But Soviet Russia's success or failure, vastly important as it was as a practical experiment in
establishing a communist state, did not affect the soundness of the theory of communism. The Bolsheviks may blunder or even fail
because of national or international reasons, and yet the communist theory may be correct. On the basis of that very theory it was
absurd to copy blindly what had taken place in Russia, for its application depended on the particular conditions prevailing in the
country in question and the stage of its historical development.

Besides, India, or any other country, could profit by the triumphs as well as the inevitable mistakes of the Bolsheviks. Perhaps the
Bolsheviks had tried to go too fast because, surrounded as they were by a world of enemies, they feared external aggression. A slower
tempo might avoid much of the misery caused in the rural areas.

But then the question rose if really radical results could be obtained by slowing down the rate of change. Reformism was an
impossible solution of any vital problem at a critical moment when the basic structure had to be changed, and, however slow the
progress might be later on, the initial step must be a complete break with the existing order, which had fulfilled its purpose and was
now only a drag on future progress.

In India, only a revolutionary plan could solve the two related questions of the land and industry as well as almost every other major
problem before the country.... Russia apart, the theory and philosophy of Marxism lightened up many a dark corner of my mind.
History came to have a new meaning for me. The Marxist interpretation threw a flood of light on it, and it became an unfolding drama
with some order and purpose, howsoever unconscious, behind it. In spite of the appalling waste and misery of the past and the
present, the future was bright with hope, though many dangers intervened. It was the essential freedom from dogma and the scientific
outlook of Marxism that appealed to me.

It was true that there was plenty of dogma in official communism in Russia and elsewhere, and frequently heresy hunts were
organized. That seemed to be deplorable, though it was not difficult to understand in view of the tremendous changes taking place
rapidly in the Soviet countries when effective opposition might have resulted in catastrophic failure. The great world crisis and slump
seemed to justify the Marxist analysis. While all other systems and theories were groping about in the dark, Marxism alone explained
it more or less satisfactorily and offered a real solution. As this conviction grew upon me, I was filled with a new excitement, and my
depression at the nonsuccess of civil disobedience grew much less. Was not the world marching rapidly toward the desired
consummation? There were grave dangers of wars and catastrophes, but at any rate we were moving There was no stagnation.

Our national struggle became a stage in the longer journey, and it was as well that repression and suffering were tempering our people
for future struggles and forcing them to consider the new ideas that were stirring the world. We would be the stronger and the more
disciplined and hardened by the elimination of the weaker elements. Time was in our favor.
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ECONOMIC DEVELOPMENT AND NONALIGNMENT

Jawaharal Nehru, 1956, Speech in Washington, DC

We are now engaged in a gigantic and exciting task of achieving rapid and large scale economic development of our country.
Such development, in an ancient and underdeveloped country such as India, is only possible with purposive planning. True
to our democratic principles and traditions, we seek, in free discussion and consultation as well as in implementation, the
enthusiasm and the willing and active cooperation of our people. We completed our first Five-Year Plan 8 months ago, and
now we have begun on a more ambitious scale our second Five-Year Plan, which seeks a planned development in
agriculture and industry, town and country, and between factory and small-scale and cottage production.

I speak of India because it is my country and I have some right to speak for her. But many other countries in Asia tell the
same story, for Asia today is resurgent, and these countries which long lay under foreign yoke have won back their
independence and are fired by a new spirit and strive toward new ideals. To them, as to us, independence is as vital as the
breath they take to sustain life, and colonialism, in any form, or anywhere, is abhorrent....

.. . Peace and freedom have become indivisible, and the world cannot continue for long partly free and partly subject. In
this atomic age, peace has also become a test of human survival. Recently we have witnessed two tragedies which have
powerfully affected men and women all over the world. These are the tragedies in Egypt and Hungary. Our deeply felt
sympathies must go out to those who have suffered or are suffering, and all of us must do our utmost to help them and to
assist in solving these problems in a peaceful and constructive way.

But even these tragedies have one hopeful aspect, for they have demonstrated that the most powerful countries cannot
revert to old colonial methods or impose their domination over weak countries. World opinion has shown that it can
organize itself to resist such outrages. Perhaps, as an outcome of these tragedies, freedom will he enlarged and will have a
more assured basis.

The preservation of peace forms the central aim of India's policy. It is in the pursuit of this policy that we have chosen the
path of nonalignment in any military or like pact of alliance. Non-alignment does not mean passivity of mind or action, lack
of faith or conviction. It does not mean submission to what we consider evil. It is a positive and dynamic approach to such
problems that confront us.

We believe that each country has not only the right to freedom but also to decide its own policy and way of life. Only thus
can true freedom flourish and a people grow according to their own genius. We believe, therefore, in non-aggression and
non-interference by one country in the affairs of another and the growth of tolerance between them and the capacity for
peaceful coexistence. We think that by the free exchange of ideas and trade and other contacts between nations each will
learn from the other and truth will prevail. We therefore endeavor to maintain friendly relations with all countries, even
though we may disagree with them in their policies or structure of government. We think that by this approach we can
serve not only our country but also the larger causes of peace and good; fellowship in the world.
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THE CASE FOR APARTHEID
A.L Geyer, 1953

As one of the aftermaths of the last war, many people seem to suffer from a neurotic guilt complex with regard to colonies.
This has led to a strident denunciation of the Black African's wrongs, real or imaginary, under the white man's rule in
Africa. It is a denunciation, so shrill and emotional, that the vast debt owed by Black Africa to those same white men is lost
sight of (and, incidentally, the Black African is encouraged to forget that debt). Con fining myself to that area of” which I
know at least a very little, Africa south of the Equator, I shall say this without fear of reasonable contradiction: ever)
millimeter of progress in all that vast area is due entirely to the White Man. You are familiar with the cry that came floating
over the ocean from the West-a cry that "colonialism" is outmoded and pernicious, a cry that is being vociferously echoed
by a certain gentleman in the East. (This refers to Jawaharlal Nehru, Prime Minister of India.)

May I point out that African colonies are of comparatively recent date. Before that time Black Africa did have independence
for a thousand years and more-and what did she make of it? One problem, I admit, she did solve most effectively. There
was no overpopulation. Interminable savage inter tribal wars, witchcraft, disease, famine, and even cannibalism saw to
that.

Let me turn to my subject, to that part of Africa south of the Sahara which, historically, is not part of Black Africa at all -
my own country. Its position is unique in Africa as its racial problem is unique in the world.

1. South Africa is no more the original home of its black Africans, the Bantu than it is of its white Africans. Both races
went there as colonists and, what is more, as practically contemporary colonists. In some parts the Bantu arrived
first, in other parts the Europeans were the first comers.

2. South Africa contains the only independent white nation in all Africa ~. South African nation which has no other
homeland to which it could retreat; a nation which has created a highly developed modern state, and t which
occupies a position of inestimable importance

3. South Africa is the only independent country in the world in which white people are outnumbered by black people.
Including all colored races or peoples the proportion in Brazil is 20 to 1. In South Africa it is 1 to 4.

This brings me to the question of the future. To me there seems to be two possible lines of development: Apartheid or
Partnership. Partnership means Cooperation of the individual citizens within a single community, irrespective of race.... (It)
demands that there shall be no discrimination whatsoever in trade and industry, in the professions and the Public Service.
Therefore, whether a man is black or a white African, must according to this policy be as irrelevant as whether in London a
man is a Scotsman or an Englishman. I take it: that Partnership must also aim at the eventual disappearance of all social
segregation based on race. This policy of Partnership admittedly does not envisage immediate adult suffrage. Obviously,
however, the loading of the franchise in order to exclude the great majority of the Bantu could be no wore than a temporary
expedient.... (In effect) "there must one day be black domination, in the sense that power must pass to the immense
African majority. Need I say more to show that this policy of Partnership could, in South Africa, only mean the eventual
disappearance of the white South African nation? And will you be greatly surprised if I tell you that this white nation is not
prepared to commit national suicide, not even by slow poisoning? The only alternative is a policy of apartheid, the policy of
separate development. The germ of this policy is inherent in almost all of our history, implanted there by the force of
circumstances.... Apartheid is a policy of self preservation. We make no apology for possessing that very natural urge. But it
is more than that. It is an attempt at self preservation in a manner that will enable the Bantu to develop fully as a separate
people.

We believe that, for a long time to come, political power will have to remain with the whites, also in the interest of our still
very immature Bantu. But we believe also, in the words of a statement by the Dutch Reformed Church in 1950, a Church
that favors apartheid, that "no people in the world worth their salt, would be content indefinitely with no say or only
indirect say in the affairs of the State or in the country's socioeconomic organization in which decisions are taken about
their interests and their future."

The immediate aim is, therefore, to keep the races outside the Bantu areas apart as far as possible, to continue the process
of improving the conditions and standards of living of the Bantu, and to give them greater responsibility for their own local
affairs. At the same time the long-range aim is to develop the Bantu areas both agriculturally and industrially, with the
object of making these areas in every sense the national home of the Bantu - areas in which their interests are paramount,
in which to an ever greater degree all professional and other positions are to be occupied by them, and in which they are to
receive progressively more and more autonomy.
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WE ARE AT WAR
December 16, 1961

Umkhonto We Sizwe ("Spear of the Nation," the military wing of the African National Congress) was founded partly in response to the
notorious Sharpeville Massacre of March 1960. Its leader, Nelson Mandela, was to be arrested shortly after this manifesto was published,
eventually being sentenced to life in prison, though he was released in 1990, with the end of apartheid.

On 16th December, 1961, Umkhonto We Sizwe, military wing of the ANC, made it known that we, the oppressed people of
South Africa, would fight for our rights. We made this known not only with words. Dynamite blasts announced it.

From 13th August, our men of Umkhonto We Sizwe, together with our brothers of ZAPU (Zimbabwe African People's
Union) have been fighting the oppressors in Matabeleland, Wankie and further south.

The Vorster government, through the radio and newspapers, continues to lie bout this fighting.

The truth is very different from what these newspapers have reported. Our men are armed and trained freedom-fighters,
not "terrorists." They are fighting with courage, discipline and skill. The forces of the Rhodesian racialists suffered heavy
losses. So also did the white soldiers sent to Rhodesia by Vorster to save the Smith regime from collapse.

The freedom-fighters have inflicted heavy losses on the enemy. Apart from those who have been ambushed and killed,
hospitals at Bulawayo and Wankie are crowded with wounded Smith and Vorster forces. Several South African helicopters
and military transport planes have been brought down over the past three months.

The fighting will go on in Rhodesia and South Africa. We will fight until we have one, however long it takes and however
much it will cost.

Why We Fight
To you, the sons and daughters of the soil, our case is clear.

The white oppressors have stolen our land. They have destroyed our families. They have taken for themselves the best that
there is in our rich country and have left us the worst. They have the fruits and the riches. We have the backbreaking toil
and the poverty.

We burrow into the belly of the earth to dig out gold, diamonds, coal, uranium. The white oppressors and foreign investors
grab all this wealth. It is used for their enrichment and to buy arms to suppress and kill us.

In the factories, on the farms, on the railways, wherever you go, the hard, dirty, dangerous, badly paid jobs are ours. The
best jobs are for whites only.

In our own land we have to carry passes; we are restricted and banished while the white oppressors move about freely.
Our homes are hovels; those of the whites are luxury mansions, flats and farmsteads.

There are not enough schools for our children; the standard of education is low, and we have to pay for it. But the
government uses our taxes and the wealth we create to provide free education for white children.

We have suffered long enough.

Over 300 years ago the white invaders began a ceaseless war of aggression against us, murdered our forefathers, stole our
land and enslaved our people.

Today they still rule by force. They murder our people. They still enslave us.
Only by meeting force with force can we win back our motherland.

We have tried every way to reason with the white supremacists. For many years our leaders and organizations sent
petitions and deputations to Cape Town and Pretoria, even overseas, to London and the United Nations in New York. We
organized mass demonstrations, pass-burnings, peaceful stay-at-homes.

What Answer Was Given by the Government?

Strikers and demonstrators were shot in cold blood. New acts of oppression and injustice were heaped upon us. Our
leaders and spokesmen were banned, gagged, jailed, banished--even murdered. Our organization, the African National
Congress, was outlawed. Our meetings, journals and leaflets were prohibited.
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The Nazi Vorster, who was interned for helping Hitler, is now the Prime Minister of South Africa. This man is the murderer
of Mini, Mkaba, Khayingo, Bongco, Saloojee and other brave sons of Africa. He has condemned Mandela, Sisulu, Mbeki,
Bhlaba, Motsoaledi, Mlangeni, Kathrada, Fischer and many others to rot away in jails for life.

They have declared war on us. We have to fight back!

Our Indian brothers know full well the hardships and bitterness of white baaskaap rule. Since the time of Mahatma Ghandi
and before, they have had to face persecution--attempts to deport them to India, Ghetto Acts, Group Areas and other forms
of oppression.

The South African Indian Congress fought back. Led by men like Yusuf Dadoo, Monty Naicker and Nana Sita, the Indian
community marched hand in hand with the ANC for liberty, for the rights of all South Africans.

Our Colored brothers know how even the few privileges they were allowed--crumbs from the master's table--have been
taken away from them. Votes, skilled jobs, trade union rights--one by one they are being taken away. Now apartheid
madness is conscripting the Colored youth into labor camps and jails for pass offenders. The ghetto walls grow higher. That
is why the Colored People's Congress (CPC) pledged its support to the Freedom Charter and why its leaders are driven into
jail or exile.

And what of the white minority? For years they have been misled by racialist politicians, dominees and fascists who told
them they were the superior race. They have followed the Vorsters and the de Villiers Graffs, and now they are being called
upon to fight and die in Defense of apartheid. Let them ask themselves: is it worth it? Has it brought anything but
uncertainty and fear, isolation and contempt at home and abroad. Is this a future to fight and die for--a life in an armed
camp, surrounded by the hate and anger of the oppressed non-white people?

The African National Congress, remembering also the Bram Fischers and the Dennis Goldbergs, calls on white South
Africans to take their place on the side of liberty and democracy, the side of our freedom fighters--now before it is too late.

What We Fight For

We are fighting for democracy--majority rule--the right of the Africans to rule Africa. We are fighting for a South Africa in
which there will be peace and harmony and equal rights for all people.

We are not racialists, as the white oppressors are. The African National Congress has a message of freedom for all who live
in our country.

What You Should Do
The battle has begun.

In Rhodesia, we have met the oppressors with guns in our hands! That was the start. Soon there will be battles in South
Africa.

We will speak to them with guns, again and again, now here, now there, until their day is done and apartheid destroyed for
ever.

We call on you to be prepared.

Stand up and speak out against Vorster and his Nazis. Don't collaborate with them! Take courage from our immortal
freedom-fighters who died in the name of freedom for all.

Our country will be free. We fight for all South Africans, for you and your children and your children's children.
Prepare to support our fighting men!

Pass this message to your friends and relatives, throughout Southern Africa--in Botswana, Lesotho, South-West Africa, or
Swaziland; in Rhodesia, Mozambique or Angola, and in every corner of South Africa itself.

HELP THE FREEDOM FIGHTERS!

MAKE THEIR PATH EASY! Make the enemy's path hard!

WE ARE ANSWERING THE WHITE OPPRESSORS IN THE LANGUAGE THEY HAVE CHOSEN!

THIS IS A WAR TO DESTROY APARTHEID, TO WIN BACK OUR COUNTRY FOR ALL OUR PEOPLE!
WE SHALL WIN! FORWARD TO VICTORY OR DEATH!

AFRIKA! MAYIBUYE! AMANDLA NGAWETHU!

MATLA KE ARONA! POWER TO THE PEOPLE!
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HIGH RISE APARTHEID

May 15, 1972, Time Magazine

South Africa's expanding economy has given nearly every white householder the means to afford black domestic servants.
In Johannesburg, the nation's largest city, the demand for black maids, nannies, cooks, chauffeurs and gardeners has
increased so sharply that blacks now outnumber whites by nearly two to one. But South Africa's white apartheid
government does not want the domestic workers to live in the city. Reason: too many blacks on the street at night. Thus it
has decided to force the servants to move into a complex of high-rise "hostels" on the outskirts of Johannesburg. The plan
has set off a hot racial debate.

The barracks-style quarters, says Gerhardus van der Merwe, who is in charge of the project, are designed "to ensure that
inmates will live and relax together under pleasant conditions" —and inmates is precisely the word. According to the
government's plan, the twelve-building complex will provide accommodations (strictly segregated according to sex) for
some 60,000 blacks, most of whom are married.

So far, two five-story structures have been completed. They have no elevators, no electrical outlets ("these people would
just abuse them," said an official) and no heating ("to keep costs down"). The bathtubs—five for every 100 people—are not
even full size. The government made sure, however, that the buildings included police offices and cells for potential
troublemakers, as well as electronically controlled doors that can be used to seal off any part of the building "in case of
unrest." The black workers, who earn between $20 and $50 a month, will have to pay $8 a month for the privilege of
sharing a room with three other people.

Orwellian Horror

By last week, when the first two hostels were scheduled to open, the proposed living conditions had raised a storm of
protest. Progressive Party M.P. Helen Suzman called the hostels an "Orwellian horror." White women, churchmen and
students staged placard protests. Some of the shock felt by chic matrons over the city's "white by night" policy, as it is
called, was undoubtedly at the prospect of having no servants to wait on candlelit dinner parties—but by no means all of it
was. At a jampacked citizens' meeting, Anglican Bishop John Carter condemned the hostels as the work of "morally sick"
people. Said one white housewife: "My maid, who is 66 years old, just wept and said to me: 'Madam, we are people, not
cattle.'"

The government did its best to defend the scheme. "It compares favorably with white migrant laborers' accommodations
overseas," said Van der Merwe. Nonetheless, mindful perhaps that a similar attempt at a "white by night" policy aroused
such concern in the nearby town of Randburg that the ruling National Party suffered seriously in local elections, the
Johannesburg city council decided to postpone the hostel opening for another two months. "We are putting in an open-air
cinema, and the women's block will get a basketball court," explained an official. "We are also considering putting in
heating."



1984 NOBEL PEACE PRIZE LECTURE
Archbishop Desmond Tutu

Ladies and Gentlemen,

Before I left South Africa, a land I love passionately, we had an emergency meeting of the Executive Committee of the South
African Council of Churches with the leaders of our member churches. We called the meeting because of the deepening
crisis in our land, which has claimed nearly 200 lives this year alone. We visited some of the trouble-spots on the
Witwatersrand. I went with others to the East Rand. We visited the home of an old lady. She told us that she looked after her
grandson and the children of neighbors while their parents were at work. One day the police chased some pupils who had
been boycotting classes, but they disappeared between the township houses. The police drove down the old lady’s street.
She was sitting at the back of the house in her kitchen, whilst her charges were playing in the front of the house in the yard.
Her daughter rushed into the house, calling out to her to come quickly. The old lady dashed out of the kitchen into the
living room. Her grandson had fallen just inside the door, dead. He had been shot in the back by the police. He was 6 years
old. A few weeks later, a white mother, trying to register her black servant for work, drove through a black township. Black
rioters stoned her car and killed her baby of a few months old, the first white casualty of the current unrest in South Africa.
Such deaths are two too many. These are part of the high cost of apartheid.

Everyday in a squatter camp near Cape Town, called K.T.C., the authorities have been demolishing flimsy plastic shelters
which black mothers have erected because they were taking their marriage vows seriously. They have been reduced to
sitting on soaking mattresses, with their household effects strewn round their feet, and whimpering babies on their laps, in
the cold Cape winter rain. Everyday the authorities have carried out these callous demolitions. What heinous crime have
these women committed, to be hounded like criminals in this manner? All they have wanted is to be with their husbands,
the fathers of their children. Everywhere else in the world they would be highly commended, but in South Africa, a land
which claims to be Christian, and which boasts a public holiday called Family Day, these gallant women are treated so
inhumanely, and yet all they want is to have a decent and stable family life. Unfortunately, in the land of their birth, it is a
criminal offence for them to live happily with their husbands and the fathers of their children. Black family life is thus being
undermined, not accidentally, but by deliberate Government policy. It is part of the price human beings, God’s children, are
called to pay for apartheid. An unacceptable price.

I come from a beautiful land, richly endowed by God with wonderful natural resources, wide expanses, rolling mountains,
singing birds, bright shining stars out of blue skies, with radiant sunshine, golden sunshine. There is enough of the good
things that come from God’s bounty, there is enough for everyone, but apartheid has confirmed some in their selfishness,
causing them to grasp greedily a disproportionate share, the lion’s share, because of their power. They have taken 87 of the
land, though being only about 20 of our population. The rest have had to make do with the remaining 13. Apartheid has
decreed the politics of exclusion. 73 of the population is excluded from any meaningful participation in the political
decision-making processes of the land of their birth. The new constitution, making provision of three chambers, for whites,
coloreds, and Indians, mentions blacks only once, and thereafter ignores them completely. Thus this new constitution,
lauded in parts of the West as a step in the right direction, entrenches racism and ethnicity. The constitutional committees
are composed in the ratio of 4 whites to 2 coloreds and 1 Indian. 0 black. 2 + 1 can never equal, let alone be more than, 4.
Hence this constitution perpetuates by law and entrenches white minority rule. Blacks are expected to exercise their political
ambitions in unviable, poverty-stricken, arid, bantustan homelands, ghettoes of misery, inexhaustible reservoirs of cheap
black labor, bantustans into which South Africa is being balkanized. Blacks are systematically being stripped of their South
African citizenship and being turned into aliens in the land of their birth. This is apartheid’s final solution, just as Nazism
had its final solution for the Jews in Hitler’s Aryan madness. The South African Government is smart. Aliens can claim but
very few rights, least of all political rights.

In pursuance of apartheid’s ideological racist dream, over 3.000.000 of God’s children have been uprooted from their homes,
which have been demolished, whilst they have then been dumped in the bantustan homeland resettlement camps. I say
dumped advisedly: only things or rubbish is dumped, not human beings. Apartheid has, however, ensured that God’s
children, just because they are black, should be treated as if they were things, and not as of infinite value as being created in
the image of God. These dumping grounds are far from where work and food can be procured easily. Children starve, suffer
from the often irreversible consequences of malnutrition — this happens to them not accidentally, but by deliberate
Government policy. They starve in a land that could be the bread basket of Africa, a land that normally is a net exporter of
food.
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The father leaves his family in the bantustan homeland, there eking out a miserable existence, whilst he, if he is lucky, goes
to the so-called white man’s town as a migrant, to live an unnatural life in a single sex hostel for 11 months of the year, being
prey there to prostitution, drunkenness, and worse. This migratory labor policy is declared Government policy, and has
been condemned, even by the white Dutch Reformed Church,1 not noted for being quick to criticize the Government, as a
cancer in our society. This cancer, eating away at the vitals of black family life, is deliberate Government policy. It is part of
the cost of apartheid, exorbitant in terms of human suffering.

Apartheid has spawned discriminatory education, such as Bantu Education, education for serfdom, ensuring that the
Government spends only about one tenth on one black child per annum for education what it spends on a white child. It is
education that is decidedly separate and unequal. It is to be wantonly wasteful of human resources, because so many of
God’s children are prevented, by deliberate Government policy, from attaining to their fullest potential. South Africa is
paying a heavy price already for this iniquitous policy because there is a desperate shortage of skilled manpower, a direct
result of the short-sighted schemes of the racist regime. It is a moral universe that we inhabit, and good and right equity
matter in the universe of the God we worship. And so, in this matter, the South African Government and its supporters are
being properly hoisted with their own petard.

Apartheid is upheld by a phalanx of iniquitous laws, such as the Population Registration Act, which decrees that all South
Africans must be classified ethnically, and duly registered according to these race categories. Many times, in the same family
one child has been classified white whilst another, with a slightly darker hue, has been classified colored, with all the
horrible consequences for the latter of being shut out from membership of a greatly privileged caste. There have, as a result,
been several child suicides. This is too high a price to pay for racial purity, for it is doubtful whether any end, however
desirable, can justify such a means. There are laws, such as the Prohibition of Mixed Marriages Act, which regard marriages
between a white and a person of another race as illegal. Race becomes an impediment to a valid marriage. Two persons who
have fallen in love are prevented by race from consummating their love in the marriage bond. Something beautiful is made
to be sordid and ugly. The Immorality Act decrees that fornication and adultery are illegal if they happen between a white
and one of another race. The police are reduced to the level of peeping Toms to catch couples red-handed. Many whites have
committed suicide rather than face the disastrous consequences that follow in the train of even just being charged under this
law. The cost is too great and intolerable.

Such an evil system, totally indefensible by normally acceptable methods, relies on a whole phalanx of draconian laws such
as the security legislation which is almost peculiar to South Africa. There are the laws which permit the indefinite detention
of persons whom the Minister of Law and Order has decided are a threat to the security of the State. They are detained at his
pleasure, in solitary confinement, without access to their family, their own doctor, or a lawyer. That is severe punishment
when the evidence apparently available to the Minister has not been tested in an open court — perhaps it could stand up to
such rigorous scrutiny, perhaps not; we are never to know. It is a far too convenient device for a repressive regime, and the
minister would have to be extra special not to succumb to the temptation to circumvent the awkward process of testing his
evidence in an open court, and thus he lets his power under the law to be open to the abuse where he is both judge and
prosecutor. Many, too many, have died mysteriously in detention. All this is too costly in terms of human lives. The minister
is able, too, to place people under banning orders without being subjected to the annoyance of the checks and balances of
due process. A banned person for 3 or 5 years becomes a non-person, who cannot be quoted during the period of her
banning order. She cannot attend a gathering, which means more than one other person. Two persons together talking to a
banned person are a gathering! She cannot attend the wedding or funeral of even her own child without special permission.
She must be at home from 6:00 PM of one day to 6:00 AM of the next and on all public holidays, and from 6:00 PM on
Fridays until 6:00 AM on Mondays for 3 years. She cannot go on holiday outside the magisterial area to which she has been
confined. She cannot go to the cinema, nor to a picnic. That is severe punishment, inflicted without the evidence allegedly
justifying it being made available to the banned person, nor having it scrutinized in a court of law. It is a serious erosion and
violation of basic human rights, of which blacks have precious few in the land of their birth. They do not enjoy the rights of
freedom of movement and association. They do not enjoy freedom of security of tenure, the right to participate in the
making of decisions that affect their lives. In short, this land, richly endowed in so many ways, is sadly lacking in justice.

Once a Zambian and a South African, it is said, were talking. The Zambian then boasted about their Minister of Naval
Affairs. The South African asked, “But you have no navy, no access to the sea. How then can you have a Minister of Naval
Affairs?” The Zambian retorted, “Well, in South Africa you have a Minister of Justice, don’t you?”

It is against this system that our people have sought to protest peacefully since 1912 at least, with the founding of the
African National Congress. They have used the conventional methods of peaceful protest — petitions, demonstrations,
deputations, and even a passive resistance campaign. A tribute to our people’s commitment to peaceful change is the fact
that the only South Africans to win the Nobel Peace Prize are both black. Our people are peace-loving to a fault. The
response of the authorities has been an escalating intransigence and violence, the violence of police dogs, tear gas, detention
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without trial, exile, and even death. Our people protested peacefully against the Pass Laws in 1960, and 69 of them were
killed on March 21, 1960, at Sharpeville, many shot in the back running away. Our children protested against inferior
education, singing songs and displaying placards and marching peacefully. Many in 1976, on June 16th and subsequent
times, were killed or imprisoned. Over 500 people died in that uprising. Many children went into exile. The whereabouts of
many are unknown to their parents. At present, to protest that self-same discriminatory education, and the exclusion of
blacks from the new constitutional dispensation, the sham local black government, rising unemployment, increased rents
and General Sales Tax, our people have boycotted and demonstrated. They have staged a successful two-day stay away.
Over 150 people have been killed. It is far too high a price to pay. There has been little revulsion or outrage at this wanton
destruction of human life in the West. In parenthesis, can somebody please explain to me something that has puzzled me.
When a priest goes missing and is subsequently found dead, the media in the West carry his story in very extensive
coverage.2 I am glad that the death of one person can cause so much concern. But in the self-same week when this priest is
found dead, the South African Police kill 24 blacks who had been participating in the protest, and 6.000 blacks are sacked for
being similarly involved, and you are lucky to get that much coverage. Are we being told something I do not want to
believe, that we blacks are expendable and that blood is thicker than water, that when it comes to the crunch, you cannot
trust whites, that they will club together against us? I don’t want to believe that is the message being conveyed to us.

Be that as it may, we see before us a land bereft of much justice, and therefore without peace and security. Unrest is endemic,
and will remain an unchanging feature of the South African scene until apartheid, the root cause of it all, is finally
dismantled. At this time, the Army is being quartered on the civilian population. There is a civil war being waged. South
Africans are on either side. When the African National Congress and the Pan-Africanist Congress3 were banned in 1960,
they declared that they had no option but to carry out the armed struggle. We in the South African Council of Church have
said we are opposed to all forms of violence — that of a repressive and unjust system, and that of those who seek to
overthrow that system. However, we have added that we understand those who say they have had to adopt what is a last
resort for them. Violence is not being introduced into the South African situation de novo from outside by those who are
called terrorists or freedom fighters, depending on whether you are oppressed or an oppressor. The South African situation
is violent already, and the primary violence is that of apartheid, the violence of forced population removals, of inferior
education, of detention without trial, of the migratory labor system, etc.

There is war on the border of our country. South African faces fellow South African. South African soldiers are fighting
against Namibians who oppose the illegal occupation of their country by South Africa, which has sought to extend its
repressive system of apartheid, unjust and exploitative.

There is no peace in Southern Africa. There is no peace because there is no justice. There can be no real peace and security
until there be first justice enjoyed by all the inhabitants of that beautiful land. The Bible knows nothing about peace without
justice, for that would be crying “peace, peace, where there is no peace”. God’s Shalom, peace, involves inevitably
righteousness, justice, wholeness, fullness of life, participation in decision-making, goodness, laughter, joy, compassion,
sharing and reconciliation.

I have spoken extensively about South Africa, first because it is the land I know best, but because it is also a microcosm of
the world and an example of what is to be found in other lands in differing degree — when there is injustice, invariably peace
becomes a casualty. In El Salvador, in Nicaragua, and elsewhere in Latin America, there have been repressive regimes which
have aroused opposition in those countries. Fellow citizens are pitted against one another, sometimes attracting the
unhelpful attention and interest of outside powers, who want to extend their spheres of influence. We see this in the Middle
East, in Korea, in the Philippines, in Kampuchea, in Vietnam, in Ulster, in Afghanistan, in Mozambique, in Angola, in
Zimbabwe, behind the Iron Curtain.

Because there is global insecurity, nations are engaged in a mad arms race, spending billions of dollars wastefully on
instruments of destruction, when millions are starving. And yet, just a fraction of what is expended so obscenely on defense
budgets would make the difference in enabling God’s children to fill their stomachs, be educated, and given the chance to
lead fulfilled and happy lives. We have the capacity to feed ourselves several times over, but we are daily haunted by the
spectacle of the gaunt dregs of humanity shuffling along in endless queues, with bowls to collect what the charity of the
world has provided, too little too late. When will we learn, when will the people of the world get up and say, Enough is
enough. God created us for fellowship. God created us so that we should form the human family, existing together because
we were made for one another. We are not made for an exclusive self-sufficiency but for interdependence, and we break the
law of our being at our peril. When will we learn that an escalated arms race merely escalates global insecurity? We are now
much closer to a nuclear holocaust than when our technology and our spending were less.

Unless we work assiduously so that all of God’s children, our brothers and sisters, members of our one human family, all
will enjoy basic human rights, the right to a fulfilled life, the right of movement, of work, the freedom to be fully human,



104

with a humanity measured by nothing less than the humanity of Jesus Christ Himself, then we are on the road inexorably to
self-destruction, we are not far from global suicide; and yet it could be so different.

When will we learn that human beings are of infinite value because they have been created in the image of God, and that it
is a blasphemy to treat them as if they were less than this and to do so ultimately recoils on those who do this? In
dehumanizing others, they are themselves dehumanized. Perhaps oppression dehumanizes the oppressor as much as, if not
more than, the oppressed. They need each other to become truly free, to become human. We can be human only in
fellowship, in community, in koinonia, in peace.

Let us work to be peacemakers, those given a wonderful share in Our Lord’s ministry of reconciliation. If we want peace, so
we have been told, let us work for justice. Let us beat our swords into ploughshares.

God calls us to be fellow workers with Him, so that we can extend His Kingdom of Shalom, of justice, of goodness, of
compassion, of caring, of sharing, of laughter, joy and reconciliation, so that the kingdoms of this world will become the
Kingdom of our God and of His Christ, and He shall reign forever and ever. Amen. Then there will be a fulfillment of the
wonderful vision in the Revelation of St. John the Divine (Rev. 6:9ff):

9. After this 1 beheld, and lo, a great multitude, which no man could number, of all nations and kindreds and people and tongues, stood
before the throne and before the Lamb, clothed with white robes, and palms in their hands,

10. And cried with a loud voice saying, “Salvation to our God, who sitteth upon the throne, and unto the Lamb”.

11. And all the angels stood round about the throne, and about the elders and the four beasts, and fell before the throne on their faces, and
worshipped God

12. saying, “Amen; Blessing and glory and wisdom and thanksgiving and honor and power and might, be unto our God forever and
ever. Amen”.
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INAUGURAL ADDRESS

Nelson Mandela, May 10, 1994

Your Majesties, Your Highnesses, Distinguished Guests, Comrades and Friends:

Today, all of us do, by our presence here, and by our celebrations in other parts of our country and the world, confer glory and
hope to newborn liberty. Out of the experience of an extraordinary human disaster that lasted too long, must be born a society of
which all humanity will be proud.

Our daily deeds as ordinary South Africans must produce an actual South African reality that will reinforce humanity's belief in
justice, strengthen its confidence in the nobility of the human soul and sustain all our hopes for a glorious life for all. All this we
owe both to ourselves and to the peoples of the world who are so well represented here today.

To my compatriots, I have no hesitation in saying that each one of us is as intimately attached to the soil of this beautiful
country as are the famous jacaranda trees of Pretoria and the mimosa trees of the bushveld. Each time one of us touches the soil
of this land, we feel a sense of personal renewal. The national mood changes as the seasons change. We are moved by a sense of
joy and exhilaration when the grass turns green and the flowers bloom.

That spiritual and physical oneness we all share with this common homeland explains the depth of the pain we all carried in our
hearts as we saw our country tear itself apart in a terrible conflict, and as we saw it spurned, outlawed and isolated by the
peoples of the world, precisely because it has become the universal base of the pernicious ideology and practice of racism and
racial oppression.

We, the people of South Africa, feel fulfilled that humanity has taken us back into its bosom, that we, who were outlaws not so
long ago, have today been given the rare privilege to be host to the nations of the world on our own soil.

We thank all our distinguished international guests for having come to take possession with the people of our country of what
is, after all, a common victory for justice, for peace, for human dignity. We trust that you will continue to stand by us as we
tackle the challenges of building peace, prosperity, non-sexism, non-racialism and democracy.

We deeply appreciate the role that the masses of our people and their political mass democratic, religious, women, youth,
business, traditional and other leaders have played to bring about this conclusion. Not least among them is my Second Deputy
President, the Honorable EW. de Klerk.

We would also like to pay tribute to our security forces, in all their ranks, for the distinguished role they have played in securing
our first democratic elections and the transition to democracy, from blood-thirsty forces which still refuse to see the light. The
time for the healing of the wounds has come. The moment to bridge the chasms that divide us has come. The time to build is
upon us.

We have, at last, achieved our political emancipation. We pledge ourselves to liberate all our people from the continuing bondage
of poverty, deprivation, suffering, gender and other discrimination. We succeeded to take our last steps to freedom in conditions
of relative peace. We commit ourselves to the construction of a complete, just and lasting peace.

We have triumphed in the effort to implant hope in the breasts of the millions of our people. We enter into a covenant that we
shall build the society in which all South Africans, both black and white, will be able to walk tall, without any fear in their
hearts, assured of their inalienable right to human dignity - a rainbow nation at peace with itself and the world.

As a token of its commitment to the renewal of our country, the new Interim Government of National Unity will, as a matter of
urgency, address the issue of amnesty for various categories of our people who are currently serving terms of imprisonment. We
dedicate this day to all the heroes and heroines in this country and the rest of the world who sacrificed in many ways and
surrendered their lives so that we could be free. Their dreams have become reality. Freedom is their reward.

We are both humbled and elevated by the honor and privilege that you, the people of South Africa, have bestowed on us, as the
first President of a united, democratic, non-racial and non-sexist South Africa, to lead our country out of the valley of darkness.

We understand it still that there is no easy road to freedom. We know it well that none of us acting alone can achieve success.
We must therefore act together as a united people, for national reconciliation, for nation building, for the birth of a new world.

Let there be justice for all. Let there be peace for all. Let there be work, bread, water and salt for all. Let each know that for each
the body, the mind and the soul have been freed to fulfill themselves.

Never, never and never again shall it be that this beautiful land will again experience the oppression of one by another and suffer
the indignity of being the skunk of the world. Let freedom reign. The sun shall never set on so glorious a human achievement!
God bless Africa! Thank you.
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FIDEL CASTRO TO NIKITA KHRUSHCHEV
October 26, 1962

Dear Comrade Khrushchev:

Given the analysis of the situation and the reports which have reached us, [I] consider an attack to be almost imminent--
within the next 24 to 72 hours. There are two possible variants: the first and most probable one is an air attack against
certain objectives with the limited aim of destroying them; the second, and though less probable, still possible, is a full
invasion. This would require a large force and is the most repugnant form of aggression, which might restrain them.

You can be sure that we will resist with determination, whatever the case. The Cuban people's morale is extremely high
and the people will confront aggression heroically.

I would like to briefly express my own personal opinion.

If the second variant takes place and the imperialists invade Cuba with the aim of occupying it, the dangers of their
aggressive policy are so great that after such an invasion the Soviet Union must never allow circumstances in which the
imperialists could carry out a nuclear first strike against it.

I tell you this because I believe that the imperialists' aggressiveness makes them extremely dangerous, and that if they
manage to carry out an invasion of Cuba — a brutal act in violation of universal and moral law — then that would be the
moment to eliminate this danger forever, in an act of the most legitimate self-defense. However harsh and terrible the
solution, there would be no other.

This opinion is shaped by observing the development of their aggressive policy. The imperialists, without regard for world
opinion and against laws and principles, have blockaded the seas, violated our air-space, and are preparing to invade, while
at the same time blocking any possibility of negotiation, even though they understand the gravity of the problem.

You have been, and are, a tireless defender of peace, and I understand that these moments, when the results of your
superhuman efforts are so seriously threatened, must be bitter for you. We will maintain our hopes for saving the peace
until the last moment, and we are ready to contribute to this in any way we can. But, at the same time, we are serene and
ready to confront a situation which we see as very real and imminent.

I convey to you the infinite gratitude and recognition of the Cuban people to the Soviet people, who have been so generous
and fraternal, along with our profound gratitude and admiration to you personally. We wish you success with the enormous
task and great responsibilities which are in your hands.

Fraternally,

Fidel Castro
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NIKITA KHRUSHCHEV TO JOHN F. KENNEDY

Moscow, October 26, 1962, 7 p.m.

Dear Mr. President:

I have received your letter of October 25. From your letter, I got the feeling that you have some understanding of the
situation which has developed and (some) sense of responsibility. I value this.

Now we have already publicly exchanged our evaluations of the events around Cuba and each of us has set forth his
explanation and his understanding of these events. Consequently, I would judge that, apparently, a continuation of an
exchange of opinions at such a distance, even in the form of secret letters, will hardly add anything to that which one side
has already said to the other.

I think you will understand me correctly if you are really concerned about the welfare of the world. Everyone needs peace:
both capitalists, if they have not lost their reason, and, still more, Communists, people who know how to value not only
their own lives but, more than anything, the lives of the peoples. We, Communists, are against all wars between states in
general and have been defending the cause of peace since we came into the world. We have always regarded war as a
calamity, and not as a game nor as a means for the attainment of definite goals, nor, all the more, as a goal in itself. Our
goals are clear, and the means to attain them is labor. War is our enemy and a calamity for all the peoples.

It is thus that we, Soviet people, and, together with US, other peoples as well, understand the questions of war and peace. I
can, in any case, firmly say this for the peoples of the Socialist countries, as well as for all progressive people who want
peace, happiness, and friendship among peoples.

I see, Mr. President, that you too are not devoid of a sense of anxiety for the fate of the world understanding, and of what
war entails. What would a war give you? You are threatening us with war. But you well know that the very least which you
would receive in reply would be that you would experience the same consequences as those which you sent us. And that
must be clear to us, people invested with authority, trust, and responsibility. We must not succumb to intoxication and
petty passions, regardless of whether elections are impending in this or that country, or not impending. These are all
transient things, but if indeed war should break out, then it would not be in our power to stop it, for such is the logic of
war. | have participated in two wars and know that war ends when it has rolled through cities and villages, everywhere
sowing death and destruction.

In the name of the Soviet Government and the Soviet people, I assure you that your conclusions regarding offensive
weapons on Cuba are groundless. It is apparent from what you have written me that our conceptions are different on this
score, or rather, we have different estimates of these or those military means. Indeed, in reality, the same forms of weapons
can have different interpretations.

You are a military man and, I hope, will understand me. Let us take for example a simple cannon. What sort of means is
this: offensive or defensive? A cannon is a defensive means if it is set up to defend boundaries or a fortified area. But if one
concentrates artillery, and adds to it the necessary number of troops, then the same cannons do become an offensive
means, because they prepare and clear the way for infantry to attack. The same happens with missile-nuclear weapons as
well, with any type of this weapon.

You are mistaken if you think that any of our means on Cuba are offensive. However, let us not quarrel now. It is apparent
that I will not be able to convince you of this. But I say to you: You, Mr. President, are a military man and should
understand: Can one attack, if one has on one's territory even an enormous quantity of missiles of various effective
radiuses and various power, but using only these means. These missiles are a means of extermination and destruction. But
one cannot attack with these missiles, even nuclear missiles of a power of 100 megatons because only people, troops, can
attack. Without people, any means however powerful cannot be offensive.

How can one, consequently, give such a completely incorrect interpretation as you are now giving, to the effect that some
sort of means on Cuba are offensive. All the means located there, and I assure you of this, have a defensive character, are
on Cuba solely for the purposes of defense, and we have sent them to Cuba at the request of the Cuban Government. You,
however, say that these are offensive means.

But, Mr. President, do you really seriously think that Cuba can attack the United States and that even we together with
Cuba can attack you from the territory of Cuba? Can you really think that way? How is it possible? We do not understand
this. Has something so new appeared in military strategy that one can think that it is possible to attack thus. I say precisely
attack, and not destroy, since barbarians, people who have lost their sense, destroy.
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I believe that you have no basis to think this way. You can regard us with distrust, but, in any case, you can be calm in this
regard, that we are of sound mind and understand perfectly well that if we attack you, you will respond the same way. But
you too will receive the same that you hurl against us. And I think that you also understand this. My conversation with you
in Vienna gives me the right to talk to you this way.

This indicates that we are normal people, that we correctly understand and correctly evaluate the situation. Consequently,
how can we permit the incorrect actions which you ascribe to us? Only lunatics or suicides, who themselves want to perish
and to destroy the whole world before they die, could do this. We, however, want to live and do not at all want to destroy
your country. We want something quite different: To compete with your country on a peaceful basis. We quarrel with you,
we have differences on ideological questions. But our view of the world consists in this, that ideological questions, as well
as economic problems, should be solved not by military means, they must be solved on the basis of peaceful competition,
i.e., as this is understood in capitalist society, on the basis of competition. We have proceeded and are proceeding from the
fact that the peaceful co-existence of the two different social-political systems, now existing in the world, is necessary, that
it is necessary to assure a stable peace. That is the sort of principle we hold.

You have now proclaimed piratical measures, which were employed in the Middle Ages, when ships proceeding in
international waters were attacked, and you have called this "a quarantine" around Cuba. Our vessels, apparently, will soon
enter the zone which your Navy is patrolling. I assure you that these vessels, now bound for Cuba, are carrying the most
innocent peaceful cargoes. Do you really think that we only occupy ourselves with the carriage of so-called offensive
weapons, atomic and hydrogen bombs? Although perhaps your military people imagine that these (cargoes) are some sort
of special type of weapon, I assure you that they are the most ordinary peaceful products.

Consequently, Mr. President, let us show good sense. I assure you that on those ships, which are bound for Cuba, there are
no weapons at all. The weapons which were necessary for the defense of Cuba are already there. I do not want to say that
there were not any shipments of weapons at all. No, there were such shipments. But now Cuba has already received the
necessary means of defense.

I don't know whether you can understand me and believe me. But I should like to have you believe in yourself and to agree
that one cannot give way to passions; it is necessary to control them. And in what direction are events now developing? If
you stop the vessels, then, as you yourself know, that would be piracy. If we started to do that with regard to your ships,
then you would also be as indignant as we and the whole world now are. One cannot give another interpretation to such
actions, because one cannot legalize lawlessness. If this were permitted, then there would be no peace, there would also be
no peaceful coexistence. We should then be forced to put into effect the necessary measures of a defensive character to
protect our interests in accordance with international law. Why should this be done? To what would all this lead?

Let us normalize relations. We have received an appeal from the Acting Secretary General of the UN, U Thant, with his
proposals. I have already answered him. His proposals come to this, that our side should not transport armaments of any
kind to Cuba during a certain period of time, while negotiations are being conducted--and we are ready to enter such
negotiations--and the other side should not undertake any sort of piratical actions against vessels engaged in navigation on
the high seas. I consider these proposals reasonable. This would be a way out of the situation which has been created,
which would give the peoples the possibility of breathing calmly. You have asked what happened, what evoked the delivery
of weapons to Cuba? You have spoken about this to our Minister of Foreign Affairs. I will tell you frankly, Mr. President,
what evoked it.

We were very grieved by the fact — I spoke about it in Vienna — that a landing took place, that an attack on Cuba was
committed, as a result of which many Cubans perished. You yourself told me then that this had been a mistake. I respected
that explanation. You repeated it to me several times, pointing out that not everybody occupying a high position would
acknowledge his mistakes as you had done. I value such frankness. For my part, I told you that we too possess no less
courage; we also acknowledged those mistakes which had been committed during the history of our state, and not only
acknowledged, but sharply condemned them.

If you are really concerned about the peace and welfare of your people, and this is your responsibility as President, then I,
as the Chairman of the Council of Ministers, am concerned for my people. Moreover, the preservation of world peace
should be our joint concern, since if, under contemporary conditions, war should break out, it would be a war not only
between the reciprocal claims, but a world wide cruel and destructive war.

Why have we proceeded to assist Cuba with military and economic aid? The answer is: We have proceeded to do so only

for reasons of humanitarianism. At one time, our people itself had a revolution, when Russia was still a backward country.
We were attacked then. We were the target of attack by many countries. The USA participated in that adventure. This has
been recorded by participants in the aggression against our country. A whole book has been written about this by General
Graves, who, at that time, commanded the US Expeditionary Corps. Graves called it "The American Adventure in Siberia."



We know how difficult it is to accomplish a revolution and how difficult it is to reconstruct a country on new foundations.
We sincerely sympathize with Cuba and the Cuban people, but we are not interfering in questions of domestic structure,
we are not interfering in their affairs. The Soviet Union desires to help the Cubans build their life as they themselves wish
and that others should not hinder them.

You once said that the United States was not preparing an invasion. But you also declared that you sympathized with the
Cuban counter-revolutionary emigrants, that you support them and would help them to realize their plans against the
present Government of Cuba. It is also not a secret to anyone that the threat of armed attack, aggression, has constantly
hung, and continues to hang over Cuba. It was only this which impelled us to respond to the request of the Cuban
Government to furnish it aid for the strengthening of the defensive capacity of this country.

If assurances were given by the President and the Government of the United States that the USA itself would not
participate in an attack on Cuba and would restrain others from actions of this sort, if you would recall your fleet, this
would immediately change everything. I am not speaking for Fidel Castro, but I think that he and the Government of Cuba,
evidently, would declare demobilization and would appeal to the people to get down to peaceful labor. Then, too, the
question of armaments would disappear, since, if there is no threat, then armaments are a burden for every people. Then
too, the question of the destruction, not only of the armaments which you call offensive, but of all other armaments as
well, would look different.

I spoke in the name of the Soviet Government in the United Nations and introduced a proposal for the disbandment of all
armies and for the destruction of all armaments. How then can I now count on those armaments?

Armaments bring only disasters. When one accumulates them, this damages the economy, and if one puts them to use,
then they destroy people on both sides. Consequently, only a madman can believe that armaments are the principal means
in the life of society. No, they are an enforced loss of human energy, and what is more are for the destruction of man
himself. If people do not show wisdom, then in the final analysis they will come to a clash, like blind moles, and then
reciprocal extermination will begin.

Let us therefore show statesmanlike wisdom. I propose: We, for our part, will declare that our ships, bound for Cuba, will
not carry any kind of armaments. You would declare that the United States will not invade Cuba with its forces and will not
support any sort of forces which might intend to carry out an invasion of Cuba. Then the necessity for the presence of our
military specialists in Cuba would disappear.

Mr. President, I appeal to you to weigh well what the aggressive, piratical actions, which you have declared the USA
intends to carry out in international waters, would lead to. You yourself know that any sensible man simply cannot agree
with this, cannot recognize your right to such actions.

If you did this as the first step towards the unleashing of war, well then, it is evident that nothing else is left to us but to
accept this challenge of yours. If, however, you have not lost your self-control and sensibly conceive what this might lead
to, then, Mr. President, we and you ought not now to pull on the ends of the rope in which you have tied the knot of war,
because the more the two of us pull, the tighter that knot will be tied. And a moment may come when that knot will be
tied so tight that even he who tied it will not have the strength to untie it, and then it will be necessary to cut that knot,
and what that would mean is not for me to explain to you, because you yourself understand perfectly of what terrible forces
our countries dispose.

Consequently, if there is no intention to tighten that knot and thereby to doom the world to the catastrophe of
thermonuclear war, then let us not only relax the forces pulling on the ends of the rope, let us take measures to untie that
knot. We are ready for this.

We welcome all forces which stand on positions of peace. Consequently, I expressed gratitude to Mr. Bertrand Russell, too,
who manifests alarm and concern for the fate of the world, and I readily responded to the appeal of the Acting Secretary
General of the UN, U Thant.

There, Mr. President, are my thoughts, which, if you agreed with them, could put an end to that tense situation which is
disturbing all peoples.

These thoughts are dictated by a sincere desire to relieve the situation, to remove the threat of war.
Respectfully yours,
N. Khrushchev



POST-MORTEM ANATOMY OF A COUP

By George J. Church, James Carney, Ann M. Simmons, and Bruce van Voors
September 2, 1991, Time Magazine

It might have been the most widely advertised coup in history. Rumors and warnings had begun as early as the summer of
1990. According to British intelligence, elements of the Soviet army and KGB actually rehearsed a coup (under the guise of
a countercoup) in February of this year. June brought what was soon called the "constitutional-coup attempt." Prime
Minister Valentin Pavlov asked the Supreme Soviet for the authority to issue decrees without Mikhail Gorbachev's
knowledge, but was rebuffed. In late July hard- liners published an announcement appealing for "those who recognize the
terrible plight into which our country has fallen" to support dramatic action to end disorder. They might as well have put
up billboards shouting COUP!

In hindsight, even the timing seems screamingly obvious. Gorbachev had designated Tuesday, Aug. 20, for the ceremonial
signing of a new union treaty with the presidents of the Russian and Kazakh republics; other republics were expected to
sign later. The treaty would transfer so many powers -- over taxes, natural resources, even the state security apparatus -- to
the republics as to make restoring ironfisted Kremlin control of the whole country impossible. Moreover, a new national
Cabinet would have been named by representatives of the republics. Some of the eventual coup leaders, including KGB
chairman Vladimir Kryuchkov, Defense Minister Dmitri Yazov and Interior Minister Boris Pugo, would almost certainly
have lost their jobs. The plotters could not afford to let that treaty go into effect.

Yet Gorbachev by his own testimony was totally unprepared. To some scholars and Soviet officials that appears so odd as to
suggest that the President himself had staged a Potemkin coup to win domestic and foreign sympathy. But that seems
farfetched. More probably, the very volume and intensity of coup talk had dulled his political antennae; the cry of wolf was
sounding old and tired. Alexander Yakovlev, a close adviser, claimed after it was all over that he had even given Gorbachev
the names of some likely -- and, as it turned out actual -- plotters. The President, according to Yakovlev, had scoffed that
they "lack the courage to stage a coup."

As late as 4 p.m. Sunday, working at his Crimean vacation retreat at Foros on the speech he intended to give at the treaty
signing, Gorbachev telephoned Georgi Shakhnazarov, an aide and friend, who was vacationing nearby. They chatted briefly;
Shakhnazarov heard nothing to indicate that his boss was in any way troubled. Less than an hour later, however, at 10
minutes to 5, the head of Gorbachev's security guards entered the President's office and, as Gorbachev later recounted the
story, announced that "a group of people" was demanding to see him. Who were they, asked Gorbachev, and why had they
been let into the house? They were accompanied by Yuri Plekhanov, the chief of the state security-guard organization, said
Gorbachev's man; that was all he knew. Gorbachev picked up a phone to call Moscow. "It didn't work. I lifted the second
((phone)), the third, the fourth, the fifth. Nothing." All his communications had been cut.

Instantly realizing what might be up, Gorbachev went to another room, called in his wife, daughter and son-in-law and
warned them that his visitors might "attempt to arrest me or take me away somewhere." Returning to his office, he found
that the delegation had already bulled its way in. There were four besides Plekhanov. Gorbachev initially named only one:
Valeri Boldin, his own chief of staff. It was as if John Sununu had joined a coup against George Bush. The others were
finally identified as Oleg Baklanov, deputy chairman of the National Defense Council and in effect leader of the military-
industrial complex; a Communist Party hack named Oleg Shenin; and General Valentin Varennikov. In the name of the so-
called State Committee for the State of Emergency, the visitors demanded that Gorbachev sign a decree proclaiming an
emergency and turning over all his powers to Vice President Gennadi Yanayev. Gorbachev's reply: "Go to hell."

By then, a special detachment of KGB troops had surrounded his vacation house. Just in case Gorbachev somehow got out
and tried to return to Moscow, KGB units drove tractors across the runway of the nearby airport to prevent Gorbachev's
TU-134 presidential jet from taking off.

Roughly 12 hours passed before the outside world knew anything. But at 6 a.m. Monday, TASS, the Soviet news agency,
reported falsely that Gorbachev was ill and had yielded his powers temporarily to Yanayev. An hour later, TASS announced
the formation of the eight-member State Committee for the State of Emergency, ostensibly headed by Yanayev. Actually,
this gray and ineffectual apparatchik was only a figurehead; the real power probably was held by Kryuchkov, Pugo and
Yazov, plus possibly lesser-known figures. Some of Russian republic president Boris Yeltsin's aides later fingered Baklanov
as the chief plotter. The committee announced that it would rule by decree for six months, and began setting up some of
the machinery of dictatorship. All newspapers except for nine pro-coup sheets were ordered to stop publishing, political
parties were suspended and protest demonstrations banned. Muscovites going to work or to shop Monday morning had to
maneuver around troops, tanks and armored personnel carriers that were moving to cordon off or seize key installations.
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Yet it was obvious even that early that the coup was ill planned and curiously halfhearted. The plotters neglected to carry
out that sine qua non of successful coups: the immediate arrest of popular potential enemies before they could begin
organizing a resistance. In particular, the failure to make sure that Yeltsin was taken into custody (there were some reports
that an attempt at an arrest was made, but botched) was fatal. Inexplicably, the putschists did not even pull the plug on the
communications of anyone except Gorbachev. Bush and other foreign leaders were amazed at how easily they could get
through by telephone to Yeltsin; he in turn seems to have had no difficulty coordinating action with other coup opponents
across the country.

Most successful coup organizers also begin by moving reliable troops into key positions. Yet U.S. intelligence analysts,
poring early Monday over satellite pictures taken during the previous two days, detected no evidence of any unusual troop
movements. The Soviet plotters used troops and equipment that happened to be on hand in Moscow and other cities and
gave the soldiers only the vaguest idea of what they were supposed to be doing. In Moscow some seemed to think they
were participating in an odd sort of parade or drill.

Far from being prepared to crush opposition, the troops were obviously under orders to avoid confrontation if possible and
above all not to shoot. Citizens shouted "Fascist!" or worse at the troops, scrawled swastikas in the dirt on tanks parked
outside the Russian Parliament Building, climbed aboard armored personnel carriers to argue with the commanders and
urge them to turn back -- all with impunity. When the coup leaders decreed a curfew from 11 p.m. to 5 a.m., the soldiers
made no attempt to enforce it.

In Leningrad troops based inside the city stayed in their barracks throughout the coup. Armored assault units
headquartered nearby at one point started moving on the old czarist capital, but reformist Mayor Anatoli Sobchak --
another leader the coup conspirators foolishly left at large -- persuaded the tankmen to halt outside the city.

Why were the coup plotters so inept and halfhearted? Simple incompetence might be one answer; several were party or
government hacks who had never displayed much imagination or initiative. They may have thought that the economic
collapse that had made Gorbachev wildly unpopular, coupled with a long Russian tradition of submissiveness to authority,
would win the populace to their side without any need for bloodshed. They may even have been corrupted, so to speak, by
the new atmosphere of democracy and legalism -- at least to the extent of feeling a need to give their coup a cloak of
constitutionalism, which in turn prevented them from acting with the ruthlessness a successful coup generally requires.
Alternatively, some American officials think the plotters were not so much inept as unable to round up enough support to
flaunt any more muscle than they did.

There were many indications that an early and decisive use of force might have carried the day. According to British
sources, heads of government and foreign ministers of the major Western powers had agreed during a long series of very
secret talks on a coordinated policy to oppose any Soviet coup attempt. But though all of them condemned the coup, some
initially hinted that they might eventually live with it. On Monday morning Bush asserted that "coups can fail" but at the
same time voiced hope that Yanayev too might turn out to be a reformer. French President Francois Mitterrand on Monday
night treated the coup as a fait accompli.

Within the U.S.S.R. many powerful figures who wound up opposing the coup were initially noncommittal, stayed
conspicuously out of sight or played highly ambiguous roles. Alexander Dzasokhov, a secretary of the Central Committee
of the Soviet Communist Party, tried to paint the party as a resolute opponent of the conspirators. "From the very
beginning of the coup," he said, the committee secretariat "kept trying to get in touch with the state Emergency Committee
and demanded that they see Gorbachev." In fact, though, Nursultan Nazarbayeyv, president of Kazakhstan, says the Central
Committee on Monday secretly urged local party organizations to support the junta.

Soviet Foreign Minister Alexander Bessmertnykh came down with a vaguely defined illness, one of several seeming cases of
"coup flu." (Symptoms: cold feet and a weakening of the backbone.) After initially cabling Soviet ambassadors around the
world to put a "good face" on the coup, Bessmertnykh climbed out of his sickbed to denounce the plot only after it was
falling apart -- too late, as it turned out, to keep from getting fired. General Mikhail Moiseyev, Chief of the Soviet General
Staff, was perhaps conveniently on vacation in the Crimea when the coup began. But some of his subordinates claimed he
wrote out the orders for the troops to occupy key points in Moscow -- as well as the orders for them to go back to their
barracks when the coup was palpably failing.

Even the indomitable Yeltsin reportedly had a moment of irresolution. On Monday morning he hurried to the Russian
republic headquarters -- nicknamed the White House because of its marble facade -- and was quickly joined by other coup
opponents. One of them, former Soviet Interior Minister Vadim Bakhatin, says they urged Yeltsin to proclaim himself in
command of all army and KGB units on Russian republic soil. Bakhatin recounts that Yeltsin was reluctant; he feared that
such an order would split the army and perhaps start a bloody civil war. Bakhatin and others, however, convinced Yeltsin
that if no one exercising constitutional authority was willing to countermand orders from the junta, the army might
eventually if reluctantly invade the White House and arrest them all, and the coup would succeed.
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From then on, Yeltsin never wavered. At 12:30 p.m. Monday he clambered atop an armored truck outside the White House
to announce the decree assuming command. He denounced the coup as illegal and unconstitutional and called for a general
strike to thwart it. In retrospect, that was the first and perhaps the biggest turning point. Yeltsin had made it obvious that
the coup would face determined resistance; his appearance helped inspire protest demonstrations throughout the country.
At the time, however, its significance was not entirely apparent. No more than about 200 Muscovites had gathered outside
the Russian republic building to see and hear his fiery performance. But as word spread, the crowd grew and grew until it
eventually numbered in the tens of thousands.

At 5 p.m. Monday the conspirators finally called a press conference to introduce themselves. Their performance was a
disaster. Far from coming across as a take-charge group, they appeared nervous and half apologetic. They gave a
preposterous excuse for assuming authority (Gorbachev was too tired and ill to retain command); stressed that the coup
was a constitutional devolution of authority to Yanayev, although it clearly was not; and proclaimed a highly dubious
devotion to continued reform. Junta member Vasili Starodubtsev sniffled continually, and Yanayev seemed twitchy. As
Gorbachev later commented, "They said I was sick, but they were the ones whose hands were shaking."

Gorbachev apparently was listening if not watching. His security guards stayed with him at the Foros dacha, scrounged up
some old radio receivers that had been forgotten but not discarded, and set up a jury-rigged antenna so they could monitor
foreign radio coverage of the coup. Gorbachev later praised the reporting of the British Broadcasting Corp., Radio Liberty
and Voice of America -- without seeming to recognize the irony that all three networks had been jammed by the Soviet
government not so very long ago. Though he said he had been subjected to intense "psychological pressure,” this apparently
consisted of isolation rather than any actual interference with his activities. The President spent part of his time drafting an
angry condemnation of the coup, and was so incensed at the reports of his illness that he made four videotapes of himself
(he did not say how he got hold of a camera) to prove he was not sick at all. Fearing that the worst might happen to him,
he also recorded his last will and testament. Gorbachev's wife Raisa was apparently quite shaken by the experience. She
was later reported to have suffered some paralysis of her left hand and was said to be receiving medical treatment.

In the outside world, the tide was beginning to turn. By Tuesday morning the Western powers had got their act together
and unanimously, though separately, proclaimed a clear line: no normal relations with the Soviet Union until legitimate
authority was restored, and a quick and indefinite cutoff of most of the economic aid that the U.S.S.R. desperately needs.

Coal miners in Siberia and the far north left their pits. Resolutions condemning the Emergency Committee were passed in
communities from Sakhalin Island in the far east to Petrozavodsk, near the border with Finland. In Leningrad tens of
thousands gathered in front of the Winter Palace, which Lenin's forces had stormed to begin the Bolshevik Revolution.

In Moscow resistance organizers had fanned out across the city Monday night to post leaflets in subway stations calling for
a mass demonstration at noon Tuesday. From a second-floor balcony of the Russian republic building, speaker after speaker
led a throng of up to 150,000 Muscovites in chants of "We will win!" Shouted Yeltsin: "We will hold out as long as we have

to, to remove this junta from power." Bush telephoned on Tuesday morning to encourage that ( determination by making it
clear that the putschists would get no foreign support.

Tuesday afternoon brought one telltale indication that the junta was losing what grip it had established. After obediently
reporting all the pronouncements of the so-called Emergency Committee and little else, TASS suddenly began interspersing
them with reports of the burgeoning resistance. For example, it let Soviet citizens know that Aleksei II, Patriarch of the
Orthodox Church and a signer of a December appeal for a law-and-order crackdown, had come out against the coup.

Tension nonetheless built toward a climax Tuesday night. It was obvious that the junta could no longer prevail unless it
began using deadly force, starting with an armed assault on Yeltsin's White House. All afternoon and evening, loudspeakers
blared warnings that tanks were rolling toward the building and 60 planes filled with paratroopers were preparing for an
airborne assault. Thousands of people worked through the night building barricades to deter an attack, supplemented by
human chains of unarmed protesters. At the foot of the main staircase, an organizer with a megaphone called, "All
courageous men who are willing to defend the building, please come forward!" About 90 men -- the forerunners of many,
many more -- formed up in three rows on the stairs. An Orthodox priest in full regalia read the Lord's Prayer to them.

Just before midnight, short bursts of gunfire did echo from nearby streets. It was not, however, the start of an assault but a
confused scuffle between tanks and protesters around a trolleybus barricade. Three demonstrators were left dead -- the
only casualties in Moscow of the coup.

Otherwise, nothing happened. During the daylight hours Tuesday, Ruslan Khasbulatov, first deputy chairman of the
supreme soviet of the Russian Federation and a close Yeltsin adviser, was on the phone to KGB chief Kryuchkov and
Defense Minister Yazov. He asked them point-blank if the junta planned to storm the White House. "Yazov did not deny it,"
he reported. Late Tuesday night and again Wednesday morning, Gennadi Burbulis, another Yeltsin aide, spoke twice more
with Kryuchkov. Finally Kryuchkov promised, "You can sleep soundly." There would be no shoot-out.
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Why not? Reports within the Soviet Union and from Western intelligence sources differed in detail, but agreed in essence:
the armed forces would not carry out any order to attack. One story was that senior army commanders had met secretly
Tuesday night and decided they would not storm the White House or countenance any firing at civilians.

Some troops sent to menace the Russian republic headquarters turned to defending it instead. By agreement with Yeltsin,
Major General Alexander Lebed, a commander of airborne troops, on Tuesday afternoon ordered the tanks and armored
personnel carriers from his Tula division parked around the building to turn their turrets around so that they could not fire
at Yeltsin's headquarters; no ammunition was distributed to the vehicles' crews. In effect, the tanks and APCs became part
of the barricades protecting the building. Some American officials believe that the junta did intend to storm the building
but Lebed's virtual defection derailed its plans. Another version, not necessarily contradictory, was that Colonel General
Gennadi Shaposhnikov, commander of the Soviet air force, and Lieut. General Pavel Grachev, chief of the airborne troops,
flatly refused to order an attack on the White House. That story gained credence at week's end when Shaposhnikov was
appointed Defense Minister, with Grachev his chief deputy.

Wednesday morning there was a seemingly ominous flurry of military activity. Soviet troops in Lithuania and Estonia took
control of several radio and TV stations; in Moscow paratroopers shut down an independent radio station that had
resumed broadcasting the day before. But those actions quickly turned out to be the plotters' last gasp. The failure to storm
the White House on Tuesday made clear that the junta would not or could not resort to the serious bloodshed that by then
would have been necessary to crush resistance. By Wednesday the plotters evidently concluded that the jig was up, and the
coup fell apart with astonishing speed.

At 2:15 p.m., Yeltsin announced to the Russian parliament that some of the conspirators were running to Vnukovo Airport
to get out of town. A delegation headed by Yeltsin's vice president, Alexander Rutskoi, chased after them to arrest them.
One hour earlier, TASS announced that the Defense Ministry had ordered all troops to clear out of Moscow, and this order
was happily obeyed. Bystanders cheered as soldiers, some waving pre-revolutionary Russian flags, rode atop armored
vehicles on their way back to bases. The order to clear out, in fact, came from Gorbachev. For two days he had demanded
that his captors let him phone Moscow again and supply a plane so that he could return to the capital; his requests were
ignored. But on Wednesday he was suddenly allowed to use the phone once more. He called General Moiseyev, who by
then was back in Moscow, and Moiseyev passed on the order to the Defense Ministry.

After two days of isolation, Gorbachev was suddenly again besieged by visitors from Moscow, this time competing for his
favor. How many conspirators tried to flee the capital on Wednesday is still not entirely clear. Pugo, for example, was
originally rumored to be aboard a plane headed for Central Asia, but in fact was soon admitted to a Moscow hospital with
gunshot wounds, apparently self-inflicted, from which he died. Kryuchkov and Yazov, however, did get to Vnukovo Airport
ahead of their pursuers from Yeltsin's headquarters, and hopped a plane for Gorbachev's resort. They were accompanied by
Anatoli Lukyanov, chairman of the Soviet parliament. Though he is an old friend and law-school classmate of Gorbachev's,
Lukyanov played at best an ambiguous role in the coup; he was not a member of the Emergency Committee but has been
accused by some of Yeltsin's aides of being the mastermind behind the whole plot. Hard on their heels, Rutskoi and his
avengers also took off for the Crimea -- taking care to bring guns.

Possibly Kryuchkov and Yazov hoped to negotiate with Gorbachev an end to the coup that would preserve some of their
power. Or maybe they simply intended to beg for forgiveness and leniency. Rutskoi and his friends, however, feared they
might want to kill the Soviet President. The thought that some of the plotters might try to execute him in a last attempt to
save the coup occurred to Gorbachev as well. One of his first calls on Wednesday was to the chief of his personal guard at
the Kremlin, working out arrangements to guarantee his safety on a return to Moscow.

When Kryuchkov and Yazov arrived at his dacha, Gorbachev refused to see them; he demanded that they be arrested
(Lukyanov was not arrested but was suspended from his job pending an investigation). Rutskoi and his gun-toting party,
who got to the dacha shortly after, were delighted to do that job. They frisked both Kryuchkov and Yazov; Kryuchkov
offered no resistance, but the Defense Minister grumbled (neither was armed). Even then Rutskoi and his companions
were worried that other plotters might try something. "We told the airport to prepare two planes to mislead the
scoundrels," Rutskoi later said on Soviet television.

All this took so long that Gorbachev did not get back to Moscow until 2:15 a.m. Thursday. Stepping off the plane, he
looked haggard and drawn but flashed a relieved smile, rather like the released hostage that he was. In theory, at least, he
was back in full command. In fact, he faced gigantic tasks of rounding up the plotters, alleviating the economic and social
chaos that had given the excuse for the coup, and working out a modus vivendi with Yeltsin. As for the surviving plotters,
all of whom had been arrested by week's end, they were facing not only treason trials but also the knowledge that their
mismanaged coup had intensified the move toward democracy and decentralization they had tried to stop. The three days
that shook the world were over.
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INTELLECTUAL OPINIONS OF THE HUNDRED

FLOWERS MOVEMENT
1957

[From a writer:]

We cannot but admit that since the liberation of the country, our guiding theoretical ideas [in literature] have been
conservative and at the same time profoundly influenced by doctrinairism from abroad, which to a considerable degree has
hindered and stunted the development and prosperity of literary and artistic enterprises.

[From the editor in chief of the Guangming Daily:]

I think a party leading a nation is not the same as a party owning a nation; the public supports the Party, but members of
the public have not forgotten that they are the masters of the nation... isn’t it too much that within the scope of the nation,
there must be a Party man as leader in every unit, big or small, whether section or subsection... For many years, the talents

or capabilities of many Party men have not matched their duties. They have bungled their jobs to the detriment of the state,
and have not been able to command the respect of the masses, with the result that the relations between the Party and the
masses have been tense.

[From a college professor:]
The Party members, due to their occupying positions of leadership and being favorably situated, seem to enjoy in all
respects excessive privileges.

[From a student leader:]
True socialism is highly democratic, but the socialism we have here is not democratic. I call this society a socialism sprung
from a basis of feudalism...

QUOTATIONS OF CHAIRMAN MAO

Chinese Communist Party, 1964

For a short period in the late sixties the "Little Red Book" containing the thoughts of Chinese Communist Party Chairman Mao Zedong (or as
his name was spelled in English at the time "Mao Tse-Tung") was one of the most intensively-studied books in the world. Assembled by party
editors from old speeches and writings of Mao, it was intended as a guide for those involved in the Cultural Revolution of 1966-1969. Mao
argued that the Chinese Revolution had become rigid and betrayed its basic principles. To reinvigorate it, he invited young people to join the
Red Guards and attack "bourgeois" elements in society. Everyone in China was forced to gather in study groups to spend hours discussing
every line of the Quotations and applying them to their lives. The results were disastrous. Millions died, many others were imprisoned for
"incorrect" thoughts such as liking Western music or advocating Confucianism, many of China's brightest and most creative people were
forced to abandon their jobs to labor on collective farms, and a whole generation lost its chance at education as it charged around the
countryside attacking the previous generation.

"To Be Attacked by the Enemy Is Not a Bad Thing but a Good Thing," (May 26, 1939)
How does Mao turn criticism into an advantage?

I hold that it is bad as far as we are concerned if a person, a political party, an army or a school is not attacked by the
enemy, for in that case it would definitely mean that we have sunk to the level of the enemy. It is good if we are attacked by
the enemy, since it proves that we have drawn a clear line of demarcation between the enemy and ourselves. It is still better
if the enemy attacks us wildly and paints us as utterly black and without a single virtue; it demonstrates that we have not
only drawn a clear line of demarcation between the enemy and ourselves but achieved a great deal in our work.

Speech at the Communist Party's National Conference on Propaganda Work (March 12, 1957)

This passage was used to justify the intensive "reeducation" sessions which tried to bring all Chinese people into line. The final qualifying
phrases were usually ignored.

“In our country bourgeois and petty-bourgeois ideology, anti-Marxist ideology, will continue to exist for a long time.
Basically, the socialist system has been established in our country. We have won the basic victory in transforming the
ownership of the means of production, but we have not yet won complete victory on the political and ideological fronts. In
the ideological field, the question of who will win in the struggle between the proletariat and the bourgeoisie has not been
really settled yet. We still have to wage a protracted struggle against bourgeois and petty-bourgeois ideology. It is wrong
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not to understand this and to give up ideological struggle. All erroneous ideas, all poisonous weeds, all ghosts and
monsters, must be subjected to criticism; in no circumstance should they be allowed to spread unchecked. However, the
criticism should be fully reasoned, analytical and convincing, and not rough, bureaucratic, metaphysical or dogmatic.”

"Problems of War and Strategy" (November 6, 1938)

In its original context this saying meant that the Communists would never be allowed to come to power in China without a successful violent
revolution. In the context of the Cultural Revolution it meant that the Chinese People's Army had to play a leading role in sustaining,
purifying, and spreading Communism. And abroad it was often used to justify revolutionary terrorism.

“Every Communist must grasp the truth, ‘Political power grows out of the barrel of a gun.””
"On the People's Democratic Dictatorship" (June 30, 1949)

The ultimate goal of Marxists was not unlike that of anarchists: the complete abolition of state power and the establishment of direct
democracy among the people. However both Marx and Lenin had argued that a period of transition called "socialism" was necessary, in which
the state would organize the conditions necessary for its own abolition. But the only Communist states which abolished themselves, like that
of the Soviet Union, did so in order to transform themselves into conventional states.

“Don't you want to abolish state power? Yes, we do, but not right now; we cannot do it yet. Why? Because imperialism still
exists, because domestic reaction still exists, because classes still exist in our country. Our present task is to strengthen the
people's state apparatus--mainly the people's army, the people's police and the people's courts--in order to consolidate
national defense and protect the people's interests.”

Speech at the Moscow Meeting of Communist and Workers' Parties (November 18, 1957)

Mao was widely ridiculed abroad for stating that the U.S. and its nuclear arsenal were "paper tigers." Many supposed that Mao would have
willingly plunged the world into a nuclear war out of sheer ignorance. But it seems more probable that, lacking such arms himself, he used his
most powerful weapon: the bluff. The bomb was not a very effective tool of diplomacy because the threat it posed was only as credible as the
willingness of any nation to plunge the world into a holocaust, very probably destroying itself in the process. Mao had every reason to let the
world think he was not afraid of the bomb no matter what his private thoughts might have been.

“I have said that all the reputedly powerful reactionaries are merely paper tigers. The reason is that they are divorced from
the people. Look! Was not Hitler a paper tiger? Was Hitler not overthrown? I also said that the tsar of Russia, the emperor
of China and Japanese imperialism were all paper tigers. As we know, they were all overthrown. U.S. imperialism has not
yet been overthrown and it has the atom bomb. I believe it also will be overthrown. It, too, is a paper tiger.”

Introductory note to "Women Have Gone to the Labor Front" (1955)

Women had been oppressed in China as much as anywhere on earth, and Mao often spoke of the important role they would play in building
Communism. Many concrete advances were made for women; however, except for his wife Jian Qing, who was very influential during the
Cultural Revolution, women were generally relegated to subordinate positions in the party leadership.

“In order to build a great socialist society, it is of the utmost importance to arouse the broad masses of women to join in
productive activity. Men and women must receive equal pay for equal work in production. Genuine equality between the
sexes can only be realized in the process of the socialist transformation of society as a whole.”
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CHINA'’S GILDED AGE

by Xiao-huang Yin, Atlantic Monthly, April 1994

A journey through a country bursting with new wealth but besotted by corruption and threatened by a split between its prosperous cities and
its stagnant rural areas

Recently I took a six-week journey across China. It was my first trip back since I came to the United States to study, in
1985. In the course of my visit I saw -- I felt -- the perturbations of profound and chaotic social change. China's stunning
hurtle from a centrally planned economy to a free market has set off an economic explosion and generated tremendous
prosperity. Its economic growth was 13 percent in 1993, and average personal income in urban areas has doubled since
1985. With the state-owned sector accounting for less than 30 percent of total economic output, the socialist system is
becoming an empty shell. Across China the lines between the state and private economies are blurring. At the largest
national department store in Shanghai, a symbol of Chinese socialist business, customers now bargain for better prices.
The counters within the store have been contracted out to shop clerks, who decide the prices. Dual ownership has in
essence turned this state enterprise into a private business. Asked if such a practice is an example of China's "socialist
market economy," a professor of economics at Nanjing University, where I taught in the early 1980s, replied, "Nobody
knows what the concept means. It is only rhetoric, and it can mean anything but socialism."

With capitalism unleashed and investment from overseas stimulating the economy, China has become a land of
opportunity. Rags-to-riches success stories fill people's conversation. Zhao Zhangguang, an herbalist whose "101" hair-
stimulating lotion has sold extremely well around the world, has become one of China's richest men. In 1993 alone his net
profits reached up to $50 million. Even some of my relatives have become millionaires. A distant cousin who was a high
school teacher until 1986 told me modestly that he had made "a little money" by opening a factory that produces bristle
brushes for export to America. He drove me to his new summer house in his new Mercedes-Benz 500SEL, one of his three
luxury cars. "This is China's Gilded Age," a former colleague of mine commented sarcastically. "These Chinese Carnegies
and Rockefellers are more successful than their American counterparts -- they made more money within a shorter time."

To be sure, not everyone gets rich quick, but the economic boom has brought most urban Chinese a huge improvement in
their standard of living. Color TV sets, refrigerators, and VCRs, considered luxuries when I lived in China, can be found in
almost every working-class urban household -- at least in the prosperous coastal cities. For the first time in my life I saw
some overweight people in my home town of Yangzhou. With fax machines, satellite television, computer modems, and
radio talk shows, the Chinese are well informed about events in the outside world. They may even know as much as the
average American about happenings in the United States. Hillary Clinton's health-insurance program, the gay-rights
movement, and daily prices on the U.S. stock exchanges are familiar matters throughout China.

Of course, China is far from being an open and free society. Last August the government announced that it had sentenced a
journalist, Wu Shishen, to life imprisonment in Beijing for his alleged selling of an "internal document" to a Hong Kong
magazine for about $870. However, in other aspects of life the state has relaxed its control. In 1985, when I was last in
China, the campaign against "spiritual pollution" was still under way, and it destroyed the careers of many intellectuals.
One of my colleagues in Nanjing was sent to the countryside to receive "re-education” for his "unhealthy soul." He was
accused of looking closely at the breasts of a woman student while he talked excitedly about graphic sexual portrayals in
the fiction of Saul Bellow. Now the government seems to put fewer restrictions on popular culture and even risqué material
from the West. In a hair salon a few blocks from my old home in Yangzhou glossy posters of naked girls cover the walls.
Entering the shopping center of Jinling Hotel, in Nanjing, I was astounded to see a Playboy Bunny calendar welcoming
customers. I was particularly struck by the sight because at Occidental College, where I have been teaching, there was a
heated debate among students over whether the magazine should be removed from the college library.

Hearing my astonishment at the government's new tolerance of looser sexual mores, a friend of mine smiled. "The
authorities now consider sex socially permissible and morally acceptable," he said. "It may be because the government feels
that when people are interested in sex, they have less time to concern themselves with other issues."

I do not know how accurate my friend's comments are, but a recent study by the Xinmin Evening News, in Shanghai, indicates
that the number of couples engaged in premarital or extramarital affairs in China is skyrocketing. Meanwhile, the quest for
democracy has waned. Gone are the days when enthusiasm for political reform was the prevailing emotion in society.
Having tasted the fruits of prosperity, ordinary Chinese are now more interested in making money. They fear that radical
political reform may cost them their new wealth. A recent opinion poll conducted by the Shenzhen Commercial Daily
discovered that 88 percent of residents in Beijing were concerned with inflation, and 81 percent with social stability. Only
42 percent showed some slight interest in politics. Perhaps the most obvious manifestation of this trend in social thought



is the change in certain formalities. Until the end of the 1970s "tongzhi" ("comrade") was the standard form of address used
by one Chinese to another. In the post-Mao 1980s the term "xiansheng" ("sir") gained popularity. Today "laoban" ("boss" or
"manager") has become fashionable.

Similarly, the catchword "canzheng" ("participate in political reform") has been replaced by "xiahai" ("plunge into the sea"),
which refers to going into business. Many of my former colleagues in Nanjing have plunged into the sea, hoping to make
their fortunes. A friend of mine who was a classicist by training, and who liked to argue with me about the origins of
parliamentary democracy, has become a cosmetics salesman -- a job that I can hardly associate with his background and
interests. When I mentioned this, he laughed. "Well, I have taken an indirect course to fight for democracy," he said,
"because the growth of independent wealth, whether legitimate or ill-gotten, will surely erode the Party's control of the
people." He may not be representative of China's educated elite, but many scholars seem to share his view that the most
prudent course for intellectuals who champion the cause of democracy is to accommodate the economic demands of the
masses.

Of course, people have not forgotten the Tiananmen Square crackdown of 1989, but they now believe that the best
prospect for democracy in China is "peaceful evolution" -- the Asian model, emphasizing social stability and economic
prosperity rather than radical political changes, which many Chinese see as dangerously volatile. A restaurant owner who
was sitting next to me in a train to Zhengjiang admitted that he had no intention of risking his good life by embracing the
abstract notion of democracy. "You know, democracy is a luxury," he continued, after I bought him a bottle of Tsingtao beer.
"Only people who have enough food on their dinner table can afford democracy. Look at the Russians: the root of their
problem is that there is too much freedom but too little bread."

Indeed, the social upheaval and the rise of neo-Nazism as a result of unemployment and poverty in Russia -- China's "Big
Brother" in the 1950s -- have caused great doubt about the wisdom of radical political change. Ordinary Chinese observe
with dread that the Russian economy has sharply declined since the collapse of the old system, and that Russian society is
violent and perpetually unstable. Horrible stories of Russian girls engaging in prostitution in China are widely circulated
and reported in Chinese newspapers. In a crackdown last summer about a dozen Russian women in Guangzhou (Canton)
were arrested for what a police spokesman called "doing pornographic business." The miserable experience of these Russian
girls is recounted vividly by Cheng Naishan, a feminist writer in Shanghai. In her recent short story "White Russians, Red
Russians," she tells how a daughter of a Russian aristocrat who fled to China after the Russian Revolution ended up as a
prostitute in Shanghai. Now she is appalled to learn that a group of Russian girls, recruited by a posh hotel in Shanghali,
have become the same kind of "Russian Miss" as was found in those pre-1949 days.

For many Chinese, the Russian lesson appears to be that only after a nation achieves a relatively high level of economic
prosperity can it afford the fruit and the perils of democracy. The argument, which presumes that as prosperity rises the
prospect of democracy expands, has been proved correct by what has happened in other East Asian nations. In the long
run, as China's newly emerged middle class gains strength, it will demand more political power. When that happens, there
will be a new enthusiasm for democracy.

However, the sybaritic ethos does not mean that there are no signs of political liberalization in China. The power of the
National People's Congress -- China's legislature -- has increased significantly since the 1980s. The People's Congress was a
rubber stamp in the Mao era, but its role expanded considerably when Peng Zhen, a former Beijing mayor and one of
China's "Eight Elders," became its chairman, in 1983. Because government officials at all levels now have institutionalized
nomination and tenure, the legislature has more say in decision making. Official appointments at the local level must now
be approved by a majority vote of the local people's congresses, giving rise to confrontations between the legislatures and
the local government bureaucracies. In many cases local people's congresses vote down candidates nominated by the
government. In my home town last year the nominee for director of the municipal energy bureau was rejected three times
by the city's people's congress, because of his lack of professional training. The legislature and the municipal government
were locked in a struggle for almost six months; finally the government changed its candidate. Since 1984 a dozen faculty
members from Nanjing University have been elected to the local people's congress. Nostalgic for the days when the
government was relatively incorrupt, these representatives are the most vocal critics of the tainted local Party bosses and
the scandal-ridden government bureaucracy. They also care about issues that are linked with daily life, such as food prices,
environmental protection, and traffic problems. Thus the people's congresses, at least those at the grassroots level, serve as
a channel for ordinary Chinese to express their concerns.

Whereas enthusiasm for democracy has ebbed in China, corruption is flowing throughout the land. Financial scandals,
which are widespread, highlight the chaos in Chinese society. Official statistics indicate that 30 percent of state enterprises,
60 percent of joint ventures, 80 percent of private businesses, and almost all shop owners regularly cheat on their taxes.
Bank officials have embezzled billions of dollars in state funds and then fled overseas. It is an open secret that many
government officials have deposits in foreign banks and own property abroad. It was widely rumored that not long ago a
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top-ranking Chinese official bought, through a relative, a multimillion-dollar mansion in Beverly Hills -- an impressive
house even by Hollywood standards.

The proportion of Party members involved in bribery and embezzlement has reached levels that were inconceivable in the
days when revolutionaries dominated the Communist Party. The government journal Fortnight Chat last July revealed that
during the first three months of last year the number of cases of bribery and embezzlement involving more than a million
yuan (at the time, about $175,000) had doubled from the previous year, with one Party member embezzling more than $6
million. Almost certainly with the assistance of Party cadres at the highest level, Shen Taifu, the general manager of the
Great Wall Company, stole about $200 million from state funds and individual investors within five months. Rumor has it
that members of Premier Li Peng's family were involved in the scandal.

The widespread corruption in China reflects a deep social, political, and psychological crisis in the nation. The gunshots at
Tiananmen Square marked the end of the revolutionary phase of the Communist movement. Chinese leaders now openly
acknowledge that the Party has changed from a "proletarian vanguard" into a ruling body. As a result the Party rank and file
feel that they are no longer restrained by orthodox ethics. Many see the economic pluralism as providing them with an
opportunity to loot. A fear that economic reform may falter at any time and a lack of confidence that the society will remain
stable over the long term further impel the rush to get rich quick. Mao's slogan "Serve the people" has been thrown away,
and the new motto for Party cadres is "Make the best use of power you can while still in office."

Recently the Chinese government has inaugurated a new anti-corruption campaign, but few people believe that this round
will be any different from earlier ones. "This is the fifteenth time I've seen the government launch such a campaign since
1980," an old friend of mine told me cynically. "What they do is shoot a few small fliers [petty officials] but let the big
tigers [senior cadres] run away." Others believe that since corruption is rampant and exists at every level of society, a
complete cleanup is impossible -- it would cause turmoil and upset the government's weak control over the pace and
direction of economic growth. "The Party leaders simply cannot afford to have a real crack down," a college professor
remarked to I me, "because it is too costly. They can stay in power only if China has enough stability to guarantee economic
progress."

There is some truth in these comments. Indeed, corruption has become an integral part of daily life in China. Graft and the
loosening of controls allow the entrepreneurial spirit of those with ability to flourish. Moonlighting often brings people
more income than their official pay. With their extra money ordinary Chinese can now display their personalities and
reclaim their private lives. Perhaps this is, why public outrage over corruption is not so strong as abroad I had heard it was.
There is even a rather tolerant attitude toward graft, especially among the professionals who have benefited from the
market economy. In their eyes, corruption is inevitable in the transition from totalitarianism to authoritarianism.
"Corruption is a price that China has to pay for the changes from a centrally planned economy to a market system -- it is
the grease that can lubricate the political machine in a changing society," an economics professor in Nanjing preaches to his
students. A popular ballad sums up the situation nicely: "Of the 1.2 billion [people], one billion are corrupted. We join
forces to cheat the Party and government." A close friend of mine said, "As long as it brings along changes and prosperity, it
is tolerable. In any case, I'd rather live in a corrupted but free and prosperous society than a purified but stifling and
stagnant land."

Of course, not everyone would agree with his view. For those without skills or authority, it is infuriating to live in such a
corrupt society. One of my relatives, a retired worker, had an operation last spring. Although she was fully covered by the
state medical insurance, she had to pay bribes to virtually everyone involved in her treatment, from the surgeon to the
cleaning woman. The bribes amounted to twice her monthly pension. Tourists in China often become victims of minor
graft. For example, I was overcharged many times in restaurants, hotels, and shops. Even in my home town I was cheated
by a taxi driver, who almost beat me up when I pointed out his dishonesty. The Chinese revolution of the fifties and sixties
succeeded in breaking up the old agglomerations of power and wealth, and achieved a new way of distributing wealth -- a
social leveling -- in a nation that historically had huge disparities between rich and poor. Until Deng Xiaoping's push for
economic reform in late 1978, Chinese society was relatively egalitarian, although this goal was met at the cost of
intellectual freedom, individual aspiration, and economic growth. With prosperity, however, problems familiar from
Chinese history have reappeared, old ways of viewing power and wealth are common once again, and traditional disparities
are resuming. Corruption and the widening income gap also spotlight a rising problem in Chinese society: rural poverty.

While personal income levels are rising rapidly in cities, the countryside, where 80 percent of China's population lives, is
falling behind. A recent study of living standards in Shenzhen, Guangzhou, and Shanghai reports that the average annual
income in the three cities has reached $1,200. But in Guizhou, a remote southwestern province, villagers earn only about
$40 a year. Nationwide the average annual income of peasants is about $135.



120

I was struck by the gulf between the prosperity of urban centers and the poverty of rural areas when I took a bus along a
winding dirt road to Xiao county, in North Anhui Plain. If coastal cities reflected China's stirring and optimistic mood,
what I saw in North Anhui was just the opposite. What is the cause of rural poverty? Some villagers blame the corruption
of local officials. But government officials in the major cities are just as greedy as those in the villages -- perhaps more so,
since the spoils are greater. The real problem is that the government has failed to raise the prices of farm products to keep
up with those of manufactured goods. In the first half of 1993 the prices of fertilizer, fuel, and other farming necessities
rose nearly twice as fast as those of farm commodities. Now the more grain a peasant produces, the less profit he makes.
Villagers in coastal areas usually develop their land for fruits, vegetables, and other cash crops that cater to urban needs.
They also make money in township mills, property speculation, and service industries. As a result, more than half of their
annual income comes from nonagricultural sources. But peasants in inland areas are denied such advantages. Investment
rarely comes in, because the lack of highways and railroads makes it difficult to transport goods produced inland to the
great metropolises or to overseas markets. The various barriers will take years to remove, but they all contribute to the
peasants' poverty and deepen the gulf between bustling urban China and depressed rural China.

To be sure, rural poverty is an old problem. But peasants now feel a more intense agony because they know that city life in
coastal areas has improved, and they want to live better too. Grievances and jealousy are producing hatred, and the
resentment felt by the have-nots can be striking. In August an explosion and a big fire occurred in Shenzhen, China's
special economic zone across from Hong Kong. More than a dozen people were killed, and hundreds were wounded. "It
served them right," I heard a migrant peasant worker from Henan say bitterly in a small restaurant near Shanghai. "These
bastards have made too much money by exploiting us."

A more subtle manifestation of rural grievance is that many villagers now hang Mao's picture in their houses. When I asked
if they really missed the Great Leader, an old woman hesitated and then said, "No one likes the old days." She quickly
added in a louder voice, "But under his leadership at least we all lived the same kind of life. Chairman Mao put the interests
of us villagers first. Now the leaders have forgotten us. We are no longer treated the same way as the town folks." At one
time the Party was led by men who had all been born in rural families and had lived many years among villagers -- and Mao
did make peasants the centerpiece of his Marxist plan for revolution. The leaders of the current regime, however, have no
roots in the countryside. As an educated and technocratic elite, they show neither concern for nor understanding of the
grievances of peasants.

Surprisingly, I found growing prejudice among urban residents against peasants. A Shanghai taxi driver insisted that
migrant peasant workers were all potential "criminals." In my home town peasant beggars from Anhui slept right on the
sidewalks, but no one paid any attention to them. When I mentioned this to my friends, they shrugged and replied, "So
what?" Some of them even argued that peasants in inland areas live in poverty because they waste money and because the
lack of efficiency there turns diligent workers into layabouts.

The peasants are equally prejudiced against city people, especially the educated elite. To some extent their distrust is
understandable. Throughout the brief history of the People's Republic, villagers have often suffered from the enthusiasm of
urban intellectuals who used rural China for "grand experiments," betrayed its interests, disregarded its traditions, and
treated peasants like stepping-stones toward more-ambitious goals. Under the nonsensical order of the Party cadres rice
was planted in the cold, dry north and wheat was planted in the humid, warm south. The results were disastrous. In fact, it
was the overweening confidence of urban intellectuals in their own particular abstractions that inflicted an enormous
economic disaster on rural China during the Great Leap Forward at the end of the 1950s, resulting in the deaths of millions
of peasants. Resentment still runs deep today.

The rural grievance has become more complicated as it mingles with the growing sentiment of the interior regions. During
the past few years China's inland provinces saw the economic boom and the development clearly bypass them. As a petty
cadre from Gansu, a poor northwestern province, complained to me, "You know, the relationship between us inlanders and
you guys on the coast is just like that between underdeveloped countries and industrial nations. We supply you with raw
materials and cheap migrant labor, but you turn around and sell us secondhand products at high prices. The gap bleeds us
inland people of capital and resources. You robbed us of everything, from money to women!"

Such complaints are most alarming. Mixed with the rising tide of regionalism, rural grievances can be explosive. Rumors of
peasant riots circulate widely. Indeed, the government confirmed that last June about 10,000 peasants rioted against the
authorities in Renshou county, in Sichuan province. Rebellions have broken out in poverty-stricken inland regions
throughout modern Chinese history, from the Taiping Rebellion to the Communist movement in Yan'an. Unrest in the
remote countryside shook the foundations of the empire and brought down the old regime.

Themselves once organizers of the peasant revolution, old Party leaders are aware of the volatility of rural grievances. Wan
Li, a former chairman of the National People's Congress and a close friend of China's paramount leader Deng, warned
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recently that if poverty persists among the peasants, another Chen Sheng-Wu Guang Rebellion will break out. He was
referring to a famous peasant rebellion that took place some 200 years before the birth of Jesus. The rebellion triggered a
series of civil wars and thus caused the collapse of the mighty Qin dynasty, founded by China's first Emperor, Qin
Shihuang. Since historians often compare the Communist regime to the Qin dynasty and Mao to the whirlwind dictator
Qin Shihuang. the parallel between rural unrest today and the peasant rebellion then presents an ominous lesson for the
current regime.

The Party has taken action to soothe the peasants' wrath. Last summer it issued orders to reduce the taxes and fees levied
on peasants. But there is no clear sign so far that these widely publicized policies differ from previous propaganda. Much
depends on how determined the current regime is to solve rural problems and whether any real improvement occurs in the
countryside. Unless the boom extends inland, China's long-term political stability and economic development will remain
in doubt.

Despite the gloomy scene in the countryside, I made an encouraging discovery that is worth mentioning. The imbalance in
the ratio of male to female babies in rural areas may not be as serious as people abroad have heard. Statistics show that
China's sex imbalance at birth reached 114 males to 100 females in 1992. Most demographers believe that the disparity is
caused by the ancient practice of female infanticide. But this does not seem to be the case. Stepped-up prosecution of infant
killers and severe punishment have helped to curtail the practice. The disparity may, rather, have been caused by the
underreporting of female births in villages. Chinese law requires the registration of births with local family-planning
programs. To get around strict child quotas, villagers often fail to register the births of their daughters. They ship the girls
off to be raised by relatives until a son is born. In a village near Baoying, in northern Jiangsu, I found seven such "ghost
children." Their presence would have been unthinkable in the past, because the government controlled food distribution.
But villagers now have their own land, so their livelihoods no longer depend on the state and they can afford to have more
children.

What will happen after the eighty-nine year-old Deng Xiaoping, China's de facto Emperor, dies? It is rumored that he is
battling prostate cancer and suffering from Parkinson's disease. A widely circulated political joke says that now the most
powerful person in China is not Deng but his daughter, because it is she who decides what her father is to know and to say.

How China after Deng's death can combine a capitalist economy with its legacy of communism is anybody's guess. Most
Chinese agree that the economic reforms may continue and outlast Deng's political system. There is a great risk of chaos in
the prospect, however, as indicated by a rising tide of regionalism, the widening gap between rich and poor, and the mutual
distrust between the cities and the countryside. People wait in uneasy anticipation. The looming future may hold continued
economic prosperity along with political freedom, but it may also hold an eruption of upheavals and disunity like that after
the collapse of the Manchu Empire, in 1911. In any case, China's prospects are extremely uncertain.

When I asked about China's future at a party with my friends, no one answered. Obviously they didn't want to be bothered
by such a question, at least not during our happy celebration. "Great disorder leads to great order," a historian finally said,
murmuring a slogan of Mao's from the Cultural Revolution. After a long pause he added drily, "Let's hope for the best but
prepare for the worst."
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ON THE JEWISH STATE
Theodore Herzl, 1896

The idea which I have developed in this pamphlet is a very old one: it is the restoration of the Jewish State.
The world resounds with outcries against the Jews, and these outcries have awakened the slumbering idea. . .
We are a people - one people.

We have honestly endeavored everywhere to merge ourselves in the social life of surrounding communities and to preserve
the faith of our fathers. We are not permitted to do so. In vain are we loyal patriots, our loyalty in some places running to
extremes; in vain do we make the same sacrifices of life and property as our fellow citizens; in vain do we strive to increase
the fame of our native land in science and art, or her wealth by trade and commerce. In countries where we have lived for
centuries we are still cried down as strangers, and often by those whose ancestors were not yet domiciled in the land where
Jews had already had experience of suffering. The majority may decide which are the strangers; for this, as indeed every
point which arises in the relations between nations, is a question of might. I do not here surrender any portion of our
prescriptive right, when I make this statement merely in my own name as an individual. In the world as it now is and for an
indefinite period will probably remain, might precedes right. It is useless, therefore, for us to be loyal patriots, as were the
Huguenots who were forced to emigrate. If we could only be left in peace....

[However,] oppression and persecution cannot exterminate us. No nation on earth has survived such struggles and
sufferings as we have gone through. Jew-baiting has merely stripped off our weaklings; the strong among us were
invariably true to their race when persecution broke out against them....

However much I may worship personality-powerful individual personality in statesmen, inventors, artists, philosophers, or
leaders, as well as the collective personality of a historic group of human beings, which we call a nation-however much I
may worship personality, I do not regret its disappearance. Whoever can, will, and must perish, let him perish. But the
distinctive nationality of Jews neither can, will, nor must be destroyed. It cannot be destroyed, because extrenal enemies
consolidate it. It will not be destroyed; this is shown during two thousand years of appalling suffering. It must not be
destroyed .... Whole branches of Judaism may wither and fall, but the trunk will remain. . .

The Jewish Question

No one can deny the gravity of the situation of the Jews. Wherever they live in perceptible numbers, they are more or less
persecuted. Their equality before the law, granted by statute, has become practically a dead letter. They are debarred from
filling even moderately high positions, either in the army, or in any public or private capacity. And attempts are made to
thrust them out of business also: "Don't buy from Jews!"

Attacks in Parliaments, in assemblies, in the press, in the pulpit, in the street, on journeys-for example, their exclusion
from certain hotels-even in places of recreation, become daily more numerous. The forms of persecutions varying according
to the countries and social circles in which they occur....

The Plan

Let the sovereignty be granted us over a portion of the globe large enough to satisfy the rightful requirements of a nation;
the rest we shall manage for ourselves.

The creation of a new State is neither ridiculous nor impossible. We have in our day witnessed the process in connection
with nations which were not largely members of the middle class, but poorer, less educated, and consequently weaker than
ourselves. The Governments of all countries scourged by Anti-Semitism will be keenly interested in assisting us to obtain
the sovereignty we want.

The plan, simple in design, but complicated in execution, will be carried out by two agencies: The Society of Jews and the
Jewish Company. The Society of Jews will do the preparatory work in the domains of science and politics, which the Jewish
Company will afterwards apply practically. The Jewish Company will be the liquidating agent of the business interests of
departing Jews, and will organize commerce and trade in the new country.

We must not imagine the departure of the Jews to be a sudden one. It will be gradual, continuous, and will cover many
decades. The poorest will go first to cultivate the soil. In accordance with a preconceived plan, they will construct roads,
bridges, railways and telegraph installations; regulate rivers; and build their own dwellings; their labor will create trade,
trade will create markets and markets will attract new settlers, for every man will go voluntarily, at his own expense and his
own risk. The labor expended on the land will enhance its value, and the Jews will soon perceive that a new and permanent
sphere of operation is opening here for that spirit of enterprise which has heretofore met only with hatred and obloquy.
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MEMORANDUM FOR THE SECRETARY OF DEFENSE

After the Six Day War, US Defense Secretary Robert McNamara requested the views of the Joint Chiefs of Staff regarding the relationship of
land that had come under Israeli control to that country's security.

The chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, Earle G. Wheeler, replied on June 29, 1967:

Memorandum for the Secretary of Defense

1. Reference is made to your memorandum, dated 19 June 1967, subject as above, which requested the views of the Joint
Chiefs of Staff, without regard to political factors, on the minimum territory, in addition to that held on 4 June 1967, Israel
might be justified in retaining in order to permit a more effective defense against possible conventional Arab attack and
terrorist raids.

2. From a strictly military point of view, Israel would require the retention of some captured territory in order to provide
militarily defensible borders. Determination of territory to be retained should be based on accepted tactical principles such
as control of commanding terrain, use of natural obstacles, elimination of enemy-held salients, and provision of defense in-
depth for important facilities and installations. More detailed discussions of the key border areas mentioned in the
reference are contained in the Appendix hereto. In summary, the views of the Joint Chiefs of Staff regarding these areas are
as follows:

a. The Jordanian West Bank. Control of the high ground running north-south through the middle of West Jordan
generally east of the main north-south highway along the axis Jenin-Nablus-Bira-Jerusalem and then southeast to a
junction with the Dead Sea at the Wadi el Daraja would provide Israel with a militarily defensible border. The
envisioned defensive line would run just east of Jerusalem; however, provision could be made for
internationalization of the city without significant detriment to Israel's defensive posture.

b. Syrian Territory Contiguous to Israel. Israel is particularly sensitive to the prevalence of terrorist raids and border
incidents in this area. The presently occupied territory, the high ground running generally north-south on a line with
Qnaitra about 15 miles inside the Syrian border, would give Israel contral of the terrain which Syria has used
effectively in harassing the border area.

c. The Jerusalem-Latrun Area. See subparagraph 2a, above.

d. The Gaza Strip. By occupying the Gaza Strip, Israel would trade approximately 45 miles of hostile border for eight.
Configured as it is, the strip serves as a salient for introduction of Arab subversion and terrorism, and its retention
would be to Israel's military advantage.

e. The Negev-Sinai Border. Except for retention of the demilitarized zone around Al Awja and some territory for the
protection of the port of Eilat, discussed below, continued occupation of the Sinai would present Israel with
problems outweighing any military gains.

f. The Negev-Jordan-Aqaba-Strait of Tiran Area. Israel's objectives here would be innocent passage through the Gulf of
Aqaba and protection of its port of Eilat. Israel could occupy Sharm ash-Shaykh with considerable inconvenience but
could rely on some form of internationalization to secure free access to the gulf. Failing this, Israel would require
key terrain in the Sinai to protect its use of the Strait of Tiran. Eilat, situated at the apex of Israel's narrow southern
tip, is vulnerable to direct ground action from Egyptian territory. Israel would lessen the threat by retention of a
portion of the Sinai Peninsula south and east of the Wadi el Gerafi then east to an intersection with the Gulf of
Aqgaba at approximately 29°20' north latitude.

3. It is emphasized that the above conclusions, in accordance with your terms of reference, are based solely on military
considerations from the Israeli point of view.

For the Joint Chiefs of Staff:
Signed

Earle G. Wheeler
Chairman, Joint Chiefs of Staff
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THE UPRISING IN KHURDAD 15, 1979

Ayatollah Khomeini, June 15, 1979

Born Ruhollah Hendi, the Ayatollah (the word signifies religious leader) took the name in 1930. He taught in the major Shi'ite theological
school at Qom, but was exiled for his opposition to the government of the Shah. Living in Paris after 1978 he orchestrated the Islamic
Revolution of 1979 in Iran. He became the effective political and religious leader of the country until his death in 1989.

Those who are ignorant must be guided to a correct understanding. We must say to them: "You who imagine that
something can be achieved in Iran by some means other than Islam, you who suppose that something other than Islam
overthrew the Shah's regime, you who believe non-Islamic elements played a role--study the matter carefully. Look at the
tombstones of those who gave their lives in the movement of Khurdad 15. If you can find a single tombstone belonging to
one of the non-Islamic elements, it will mean they played a role. And if, among the tombstones of the Islamic elements,
you can find a single tombstone belonging to someone from the upper echelons of society, it will mean that they too played
a role. But you will not find a single tombstone belonging to either of those groups. All the tombstones belong to Muslims
from the lower echelons of society: peasants, workers, tradesmen, committed religious scholars. Those who imagine that
some force other than Islam could shatter the great barrier of tyranny are mistaken. As for those who oppose us because of
their opposition to Islam, we must cure them by means of guidance, if it is at all possible; otherwise, we will destroy these
agents of foreign powers with the same fist that destroyed the Shah's regime.

Your opponents, oppressed people, have never suffered. In the time of the taghut, they never suffered because either they
were in agreement with the regime and loyal to it, or they kept silent. Now you have spread the banquet of freedom in
front of them and they have sat down to eat. Xenomaniacs, people infatuated with the West, empty people, people with no
content! Come to your senses; do not try to westernize everything you have! Look at the West, and see who the people are
in the West that present themselves as champions of human rights and what their aims are. Is it human rights they really
care about, or the rights of the superpowers? What they really want to secure are the rights of the superpowers. Our jurists
should not follow or imitate them. You should implement human rights as the working classes of our society understand
them. Yes, they are the real Society for the Defense of Human Rights. They are the ones who secure the well-being of
humanity; they work while you talk; for they are Muslims and Islam cares about humanity. You who have chosen a course
other than Islam--you do nothing for humanity. All you do is write and speak in an effort to divert our movement from its
course.

But as for those who want to divert our movement from its course, who have in mind treachery against Islam and the
nation, who consider Islam incapable of running the affairs of our country despite its record of 1400 years---they have
nothing at all to do with our people, and this must be made clear. How much you talk about the West, claiming that we
must measure Islam in accordance with Western criteria! What an error! It was the mosques that created this Revolution,
the mosques that brought this movement into being. The mihrab was a place not only for preaching, but also for war--war
against both the devil within and the tyrannical powers without. So preserve your mosques, O people. Intellectuals, do not
be Western-style intellectuals, imported intellectuals; do your share to preserve the mosques!



126

BRIEFING TO THE UN SECURITY COUNCIL

Hans Blix, February 14, 2003

Mr. President,

Since I reported to the Security Council on 27 January, UNMOVIC has had two further weeks of operational and analytical
work in New York and active inspections in Iraq. This brings the total period of inspections so far to 11 weeks. Since then,
we have also listened on 5 February to the presentation to the Council by the US Secretary of State and the discussion that
followed. Lastly, Dr. EIBaradei and I have held another round of talks in Baghdad with our counterparts and with Vice
President Ramadan on 8 and 9 February.

Let me begin today's briefing with a short account of the work being performed by UNMOVIC in Iragq.

We have continued to build up our capabilities. The regional office in Mosul is now fully operational at its temporary
headquarters. Plans for a regional office at Basra are being developed. Our Hercules L-100 aircraft continues to operate
routine flights between Baghdad and Larnaca. The eight helicopters are fully operational. With the resolution of the
problems raised by Iraq for the transportation of minders into the no-fly zones, our mobility in these zones has improved.
We expect to increase utilization of the helicopters. The number of Iraqi minders during inspections had often reached a
ratio as high as five per inspector. During the talks in January in Baghdad, the Iraqi side agreed to keep the ratio to about
one to one. The situation has improved.

Since we arrived in Iraq, we have conducted more than 400 inspections covering more than 300 sites. All inspections were
performed without notice, and access was almost always provided promptly. In no case have we seen convincing evidence
that the Iraqi side knew in advance that the inspectors were coming.

The inspections have taken place throughout Iraq at industrial sites, ammunition depots, research centres, universities,
presidential sites, mobile laboratories, private houses, missile production facilities, military camps and agricultural sites. At
all sites which had been inspected before 1998, re-baselining activities were performed. This included the identification of
the function and contents of each building, new or old, at a site. It also included verification of previously tagged
equipment, application of seals and tags, taking samples and discussions with the site personnel regarding past and present
activities. At certain sites, ground-penetrating radar was used to look for underground structures or buried equipment.

Through the inspections conducted so far, we have obtained a good knowledge of the industrial and scientific landscape of
Iraq, as well as of its missile capability but, as before, we do not know every cave and corner. Inspections are effectively
helping to bridge the gap in knowledge that arose due to the absence of inspections between December 1998 and
November 2002.

More than 200 chemical and more than 100 biological samples have been collected at different sites. Three-quarters of
these have been screened using our own analytical laboratory capabilities at the Baghdad Centre (BOMVIC). The results to
date have been consistent with Iraq's declarations.

We have now commenced the process of destroying approximately 50 litres of mustard gas declared by Iraq that was being
kept under UNMOVIC seal at the Muthanna site. One-third of the quantity has already been destroyed. The laboratory
quantity of thiodiglycol, a mustard gas precursor, which we found at another site, has also been destroyed.

The total number of staff in Iraq now exceeds 250 from 60 countries. This includes about 100 UNMOVIC inspectors, 15
IAEA inspectors, 50 aircrew, and 65 support staff. Mr. President,

In my 27 January update to the Council, I said that it seemed from our experience that Iraq had decided in principle to
provide cooperation on process, most importantly prompt access to all sites and assistance to UNMOVIC in the
establishment of the necessary infrastructure. This impression remains, and we note that access to sites has so far been
without problems, including those that had never been declared or inspected, as well as to Presidential sites and private
residences.

In my last updating, I also said that a decision to cooperate on substance was indispensable in order to bring, through
inspection, the disarmament task to completion and to set the monitoring system on a firm course. Such cooperation, as I
have noted, requires more than the opening of doors. In the words of resolution 1441 (2002) - it requires immediate,
unconditional and active efforts by Iraq to resolve existing questions of disarmament - either by presenting remaining
proscribed items and programs for elimination or by presenting convincing evidence that they have been eliminated. In the
current situation, one would expect Iraq to be eager to comply. While we were in Baghdad, we met a delegation from the
Government of South Africa. It was there to explain how South Africa gained the confidence of the world in its dismantling
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of the nuclear weapons program, by a wholehearted cooperation over two years with IAEA inspectors. I have just learned
that Iraq has accepted an offer by South Africa to send a group of experts for further talks.

How much, if any, is left of Iraq's weapons of mass destruction and related proscribed items and programs? So far,
UNMOVIC has not found any such weapons, only a small number of empty chemical munitions, which should have been
declared and destroyed. Another matter - and one of great significance - is that many proscribed weapons and items are not
accounted for. To take an example, a document, which Iraq provided, suggested to us that some 1,000 tonnes of chemical
agent were "unaccounted for". One must not jump to the conclusion that they exist. However, that possibility is also not
excluded. If they exist, they should be presented for destruction. If they do not exist, credible evidence to that effect should
be presented.

We are fully aware that many governmental intelligence organizations are convinced and assert that proscribed weapons,
items and programs continue to exist. The US Secretary of State presented material in support of this conclusion.
Governments have many sources of information that are not available to inspectors. Inspectors, for their part, must base
their reports only on evidence, which they can, themselves, examine and present publicly. Without evidence, confidence
cannot arise.

Mr. President, in my earlier briefings, I have noted that significant outstanding issues of substance were listed in two
Security Council documents from early 1999 (S/1999/94 and S/1999/356) and should be well known to Iraq. I referred, as
examples, to the issues of anthrax, the nerve agent VX and long-range missiles, and said that such issues "deserve to be
taken seriously by Iraq rather than being brushed aside...". The declaration submitted by Iraq on 7 December last year,
despite its large volume, missed the opportunity to provide the fresh material and evidence needed to respond to the open
questions. This is perhaps the most important problem we are facing. Although I can understand that it may not be easy
for Iraq in all cases to provide the evidence needed, it is not the task of the inspectors to find it. Iraq itself must squarely
tackle this task and avoid belittling the questions.

In my January update to the Council, I referred to the Al Samoud 2 and the Al Fatah missiles, reconstituted casting
chambers, construction of a missile engine test stand and the import of rocket engines, which were all declared to
UNMOVIC by Iraq. I noted that the Al Samoud 2 and the Al Fatah could very well represent prima facie cases of proscribed
missile systems, as they had been tested to ranges exceeding the 150-kilometer limit set by the Security Council. I also
noted that Iraq had been requested to cease flight tests of these missiles until UNMOVIC completed a technical review.

Earlier this week, UNMOVIC missile experts met for two days with experts from a number of Member States to discuss
these items. The experts concluded unanimously that, based on the data provided by Iraq, the two declared variants of the
Al Samoud 2 missile were capable of exceeding 150 kilometers in range. This missile system is therefore proscribed for Iraq
pursuant to resolution 687 (1991) and the monitoring plan adopted by resolution 715 (1991).

As for the Al Fatah, the experts found that clarification of the missile data supplied by Iraq was required before the
capability of the missile system could be fully assessed.

With respect to the casting chambers, I note the following: UNSCOM ordered and supervised the destruction of the casting
chambers, which had been intended for use in the production of the proscribed Badr-2000 missile system. Iraq has declared
that it has reconstituted these chambers. The experts have confirmed that the reconstituted casting chambers could still be
used to produce motors for missiles capable of ranges significantly greater than 150 kilometers. Accordingly, these
chambers remain proscribed.

The experts also studied the data on the missile engine test stand that is nearing completion and have assessed it to be
capable of testing missile engines with thrusts greater than that of the SA-2 engine. So far, the test stand has not been
associated with a proscribed activity.

On the matter of the 380 SA-2 missile engines imported outside of the export/import mechanism and in contravention of
paragraph 24 of resolution 687 (1991), UNMOVIC inspectors were informed by Iraq during an official briefing that these
engines were intended for use in the Al Samoud 2 missile system, which has now been assessed to be proscribed. Any such
engines configured for use in this missile system would also be proscribed.

I intend to communicate these findings to the Government of Iraq.

At the meeting in Baghdad on 8 and 9 February, the Iraqi side addressed some of the important outstanding disarmament
issues and gave us a number of papers, e.g. regarding anthrax and growth material, the nerve agent VX and missile
production. Experts who were present from our side studied the papers during the evening of 8 February and met with
Iraqi experts in the morning of 9 February for further clarifications. Although no new evidence was provided in the papers
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and no open issues were closed through them or the expert discussions, the presentation of the papers could be indicative
of a more active attitude focusing on important open issues.

The Iraqi side suggested that the problem of verifying the quantities of anthrax and two VX-precursors, which had been
declared unilaterally destroyed, might be tackled through certain technical and analytical methods. Although our experts
are still assessing the suggestions, they are not very hopeful that it could prove possible to assess the quantities of material
poured into the ground years ago. Documentary evidence and testimony by staff that dealt with the items still appears to
be needed.

Not least against this background, a letter of 12 February from Iraq's National Monitoring Directorate may be of relevance.
It presents a list of 83 names of participants "in the unilateral destruction in the chemical field, which took place in the
summer of 1991". As the absence of adequate evidence of that destruction has been and remains an important reason why
quantities of chemicals have been deemed "unaccounted for", the presentation of a list of persons who can be interviewed
about the actions appears useful and pertains to cooperation on substance. I trust that the Iraqi side will put together a
similar list of names of persons who participated in the unilateral destruction of other proscribed items, notably in the
biological field.

The Iraqi side also informed us that the commission, which had been appointed in the wake of our finding 12 empty
chemical weapons warheads, had had its mandate expanded to look for any still existing proscribed items. This was
welcomed.

A second commission, we learnt, has now been appointed with the task of searching all over Iraq for more documents
relevant to the elimination of proscribed items and programs. It is headed by the former Minister of Oil, General Amer
Rashid, and is to have very extensive powers of search in industry, administration and even private houses.

The two commissions could be useful tools to come up with proscribed items to be destroyed and with new documentary
evidence. They evidently need to work fast and effectively to convince us, and the world, that it is a serious effort.

The matter of private interviews was discussed at length during our meeting in Baghdad. The Iraqi side confirmed the
commitment, which it made to us on 20 January, to encourage persons asked to accept such interviews, whether in or out
of Irag. So far, we have only had interviews in Baghdad. A number of persons have declined to be interviewed, unless they
were allowed to have an official present or were allowed to tape the interview. Three persons that had previously refused
interviews on UNMOVIC's terms, subsequently accepted such interviews just prior to our talks in Baghdad on 8 and 9
February. These interviews proved informative. No further interviews have since been accepted on our terms. I hope this
will change. We feel that interviews conducted without any third party present and without tape recording would provide
the greatest credibility.

At the recent meeting in Baghdad, as on several earlier occasions, my colleague Dr. ElBaradei and I have urged the Iraqi
side to enact legislation implementing the UN prohibitions regarding weapons of mass destruction. This morning we had a
message that a Presidential decree has now been issued containing prohibitions with regard to importation and production
of biological, chemical and nuclear weapons. We have not yet had time to study the details of the text of the decree.

Mr. President, I should like to make some comments on the role of intelligence in connection with inspections in Iraq.

A credible inspection regime requires that Iraq provide full cooperation on "process" - granting immediate access
everywhere to inspectors - and on substance, providing full declarations supported by relevant information and material
and evidence. However, with the closed society in Iraq of today and the history of inspections there, other sources of
information, such as defectors and government intelligence agencies are required to aid the inspection process.

I remember myself how, in 1991, several inspections in Iraq, which were based on information received from a
Government, helped to disclose important parts of the nuclear weapons program. It was realized that an international
organization authorized to perform inspections anywhere on the ground could make good use of information obtained
from governments with eyes in the sky, ears in the ether, access to defectors, and both eyes and ears on the market for
weapons-related material. It was understood that the information residing in the intelligence services of governments could
come to very active use in the international effort to prevent proliferation of weapons of mass destruction. This remains
true and we have by now a good deal of experience in the matter.

International organizations need to analyze such information critically and especially benefit when it comes from more
than one source. The intelligence agencies, for their part, must protect their sources and methods. Those who provide such
information must know that it will be kept in strict confidence and be known to very few people. UNMOVIC has achieved
good working relations with intelligence agencies and the amount of information provided has been gradually increasing.
However, we must recognize that there are limitations and that misinterpretations can occur.
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Intelligence information has been useful for UNMOVIC. In one case, it led us to a private home where documents mainly
relating to laser enrichment of uranium were found. In other cases, intelligence has led to sites where no proscribed items
were found. Even in such cases, however, inspection of these sites were useful in proving the absence of such items and in
some cases the presence of other items - conventional munitions. It showed that conventional arms are being moved
around the country and that movements are not necessarily related to weapons of mass destruction.

The presentation of intelligence information by the US Secretary of State suggested that Iraq had prepared for inspections
by cleaning up sites and removing evidence of proscribed weapons programs. I would like to comment only on one case,
which we are familiar with, namely, the trucks identified by analysts as being for chemical decontamination at a munitions
depot. This was a declared site, and it was certainly one of the sites Iraq would have expected us to inspect. We have noted
that the two satellite images of the site were taken several weeks apart. The reported movement of munitions at the site
could just as easily have been a routine activity as a movement of proscribed munitions in anticipation of imminent
inspection. Our reservation on this point does not detract from our appreciation of the briefing.

Yesterday, UNMOVIC informed the Iraqi authorities of its intention to start using the U-2 surveillance aircraft early next
week under arrangements similar to those UNSCOM had followed. We are also in the process of working out modalities
for the use of the French Mirage aircraft starting late next week and for the drones supplied by the German Government.
The offer from Russia of an Antonov aircraft, with night vision capabilities, is a welcome one and is next on our agenda for
further improving UNMOVIC's and IAEA's technical capabilities. These developments are in line with suggestions made in
a non-paper recently circulated by France, suggesting a further strengthening of the inspection capabilities.

It is our intention to examine the possibilities for surveying ground movements, notably by trucks. In the face of persistent
intelligence reports for instance about mobile biological weapons production units, such measures could well increase the
effectiveness of inspections.

UNMOVIC is still expanding its capabilities, both in terms of numbers of staff and technical resources. On my way to the
recent Baghdad meeting, I stopped in Vienna to meet 60 experts, who had just completed our general training course for
inspectors. They came from 22 countries, including Arab countries.

Mr. President, UNMOVIC is not infrequently asked how much more time it needs to complete its task in Iraq. The answer
depends upon which task one has in mind - the elimination of weapons of mass destruction and related items and
programs, which were prohibited in 1991 - the disarmament task - or the monitoring that no new proscribed activities
occur. The latter task, though not often focused upon, is highly significant - and not controversial. It will require
monitoring, which is "ongoing", that is, open-ended until the Council decides otherwise.

By contrast, the task of "disarmament" foreseen in resolution 687 (1991) and the progress on "key remaining disarmament
tasks" foreseen in resolution 1284 (1999) as well as the "disarmament obligations", which Iraq was given a "final
opportunity to comply with" under resolution 1441 (2002), were always required to be fulfilled in a shorter time span.
Regrettably, the high degree of cooperation required of Iraq for disarmament through inspection was not forthcoming in
1991. Despite the elimination, under UNSCOM and IAEA supervision, of large amounts of weapons, weapons-related
items and installations over the years, the task remained incomplete, when inspectors were withdrawn almost 8 years later
at the end of 1998.

If Iraq had provided the necessary cooperation in 1991, the phase of disarmament - under resolution 687 (1991) - could
have been short and a decade of sanctions could have been avoided. Today, three months after the adoption of resolution
1441 (2002), the period of disarmament through inspection could still be short, if "immediate, active and unconditional
cooperation" with UNMOVIC and the IAEA were to be forthcoming.
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LETTER TO THE PEOPLE OF IRAQ
Saddam Hussein, April 28, 2003

Peace be upon you, and the mercy and blessings of God.

Just as Hulaku entered Baghdad, the criminal Bush entered it, with Alqami, or rather, more than one Alqami.They did not
conquer you - you who reject the occupation and humiliation, you who have Arabism and Islam in your hearts and minds -
except through betrayal.

Indeed, it is not a victory while there is still resistance in your souls.

What we used to say has now become reality, for we do not live in peace and security while the deformed Zionist entity is
on our Arab land; therefore there is no rift in the unity of the Arab struggle.

Sons of our great people:Rise up against the occupier and do not trust anyone who talks of Sunni and Shia, because the
only issue that the homeland - your great Iraq - faces now is the occupation.

There are no priorities other than driving out the infidel, criminal, cowardly occupier. No honorable hand is held out to
shake his, but, rather, the hand of traitors and collaborators.

I say to you that all the countries surrounding you are against your resistance, but God is with you because you are fighting
unbelief and defending your rights.

The traitors have allowed themselves to declare their treachery, even though it is shameful, so declare your rejection of the
occupier for the sake of great Iraq, for the nation, for Islam and for humanity.

Iraq - together with the sons of the nation and the people of honor - and we shall restore the stolen relics and rebuild Iraq
which they (may God bring shame upon them) wish to split into pieces.

Saddam has no property in his own name and I defy anyone to prove that there were palaces except in the name of the Iraqi
state. I left them a long time ago to live in a small house.

Forget everything and resist the occupation, because error begins when there are priorities other than the occupier and his
expulsion. Remember that they are aiming to bring in those who will fight one another so that your Iraq will remain weak
and they can plunder it as they have been doing.

Your party, the Arab Ba'ath Socialist party, is proud that it did not extend its hand to the Zionist enemy and did not give in
to the cowardly American or British aggressor.

Whoever stands against Iraq and plots against it will not prosper in peace at the hands of America.
Greetings to everyone who resists, to every honorable Iraqi citizen, and to every woman, child and sheikh in our great Iraq.

United, and the enemy and the traitors who came in with him will flee. Know that the one with whom the invading forces
came, whose planes flew to kill you, will send you nothing but poison.

God willing, the day of liberation and victory will come, for us, for the nation, and above all for Islam. This time, as always
when right triumphs, the days to come will be more beautiful.

Take care of your possessions, your departments, and your schools. Boycott the occupier. Boycott him, for this is a duty
towards Islam, religion and the homeland.

Long live great Iraq and its people. Long live Palestine, free and Arab from the river to the sea.
God is greatest. May the despicable ones be despised.

Saddam Hussein
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