
Basic  
Structure 

Old Major's Speech  I Have a Dream  

Context  
Describe the setting, 
audience, and author’s  
purpose  

  

 

Evidence for    
Unfairness  
How do King and Old Major 
prove the unfairness of 
their situation?  

Evidence 1- 

 

 

 

Evidence 2- 

 

 

 

Evidence 1- 

 

 

 

Evidence - 

 

Provide a vision 
for a better way 

In Old Major and King’s 
dream, what would 
their perfect world 
look like?  

Evidence 1- 

 

 

 

Evidence 2-  

 

 

Evidence 1-  

 

 

 

Evidence 2-  

Call for Action  

What must be done to 
achieve more just 
conditions?  

  

Directions: Use this form to help compare the structure of Martin Luther King’s I Have a Dream  speech with Old Major’s speech in chapter one.  

Analyzing Political Speeches 



Rhetorical Old Major’s Speech I have a Dream  

Alliteration 
Occurrence of the same 
letter or sound at the 
beginning of adjacent or 
closely connected words.  

  

Repetition 
Important words or 
phrases that are   
repeated for emphasis.  

Repeated important word(s) 1- 

Effect-  

 

Repeated important word(s) 2- 

Effect-  

 

Repeated important word(s) 1- 

Effect-  

 

Repeated important word(s) 2- 

Effect-  

 

Metaphor 
A thing regarded as 
representative or  
symbolic of something 
else, especially something 
abstract. 

Technically , a metaphor is a short version of an allegory. Explain 
the deeper meanings behind Major’s speech. What might some of 

the things metaphorically represent?  

 

Rhetorical  
Questions 
List questions that are 
for effect rather than 
to be answered. 

 

  

Allusion 

Find historical or 
literary references. 

N/A  

Directions: Use this form to help compare the rhetorical tools used in Martin Luther King’s I Have a Dream  speech and in Old Major’s speech in chapter one.  

Analyzing Political Speeches 



Old Major’s Speech  
 
"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 slav-
ery: that is the plain truth.” 
 
"But is this simply part of the order of nature? Is it be-
cause 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 misera-
ble condition? Because nearly the whole of the produce of our labour is stolen from us by human beings. There, com-
rades, 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 for ever.” 
 
"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 him-
self. Our labour tills the soil, our dung fertilises 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 chick-
ens? 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?” (abridged)  
 
"Is it not crystal clear, then, comrades, that all the evils of this life of ours spring from the tyranny of human beings? 
Only get rid of Man, and the produce of our labour would be our own. Almost overnight we could become rich and 
free. What then must we do? Why, work night and day, body and soul, for the overthrow of the human race! That is 
my message to you, comrades: 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 this  
straw beneath my feet, that sooner or later justice will be done. Fix your eyes on that, comrades, throughout the 
short remainder of your lives! And above all, pass on this message of mine to those who come 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." (abridged)  
 
"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    
tyrannise 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.” (abridged)  



I am happy to join with you today in what 
will go down in history as the greatest 
demonstration for freedom in the history 
of our nation. 

Five score years ago, a great American, in 
whose symbolic shadow we stand today, 
signed the Emancipation Proclamation. This momentous de-
cree came as a great beacon light of hope to millions of Negro 
slaves who had been seared in the flames of withering injus-
tice. It came as a joyous daybreak to end the long night of 
their captivity. 

But one hundred years later, the Negro still is not free. One 
hundred years later, the life of the Negro is still sadly crippled 
by the manacles of segregation and the chains of discrimina-
tion. One hundred years later, the Negro lives on a lonely is-
land of poverty in the midst of a vast ocean of material pros-
perity. One hundred years later, the Negro is still languished in 
the corners of American society and finds himself an exile in 
his own land. And so we've come here today to dramatize a 
shameful condition. 

In a sense we've come to our nation's capital to cash a check. When the architects of our republic wrote the magnifi-
cent words of the Constitution and the Declaration of Independence, they were signing a promissory note to which 
every American was to fall heir. This note was a promise that all men, yes, black men as well as white men, would be 
guaranteed the "unalienable Rights" of "Life, Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness." It is obvious today that America 
has defaulted on this promissory note, insofar as her citizens of color are concerned. Instead of honoring this sacred 
obligation, America has given the Negro people a bad check, a check which has come back marked "insufficient 
funds." 

But we refuse to believe that the bank of justice is bankrupt. We refuse to believe that there are insufficient funds in 
the great vaults of opportunity of this nation. And so, we've come to cash this check, a check that will give us upon 
demand the riches of freedom and the security of justice. 

We have also come to this hallowed spot to remind America of the fierce urgency of Now. This is no time to engage 
in the luxury of cooling off or to take the tranquilizing drug of gradualism. Now is the time to make real the promises 
of democracy. Now is the time to rise from the dark and desolate valley of segregation to the sunlit path of racial jus-
tice. Now is the time to lift our nation from the quicksands of racial injustice to the solid rock of brotherhood. Now is 
the time to make justice a reality for all of God's children. 

It would be fatal for the nation to overlook the urgency of the moment. This sweltering summer of the Negro's legiti-
mate discontent will not pass until there is an invigorating autumn of freedom and equality. Nineteen sixty-three is 
not an end, but a beginning. And those who hope that the Negro needed to blow off steam and will now be content 
will have a rude awakening if the nation returns to business as usual. And there will be neither rest nor tranquility in 
America until the Negro is granted his citizenship rights. The whirlwinds of revolt will continue to shake the founda-
tions of our nation until the bright day of justice emerges. 

But there is something that I must say to my people, who stand on the warm threshold which leads into the palace of 
justice: In the process of gaining our rightful place, we must not be guilty of wrongful deeds. Let us not seek to satisfy 
our thirst for freedom by drinking from the cup of bitterness and hatred. We must forever conduct our struggle on 
the high plane of dignity and discipline. We must not allow our creative protest to degenerate into physical violence. 
Again and again, we must rise to the majestic heights of meeting physical force with soul force. 

The marvelous new militancy which has engulfed the Negro community must not lead us to a distrust of all white 
people, for many of our white brothers, as evidenced by their presence here today, have come to realize that their 
destiny is tied up with our destiny. And they have come to realize that their freedom is inextricably bound to our 
freedom.  

We cannot walk alone. And as we walk, we must make the pledge that we shall always march ahead. We cannot turn 
back. 

There are those who are asking the devotees of civil rights, "When will you be satisfied?" We can never be satisfied 
as long as the Negro is the victim of the unspeakable horrors of police brutality. We can never be satisfied as long as 
our bodies, heavy with the fatigue of travel, cannot gain lodging in the motels of the highways and the hotels of the 
cities. We cannot be satisfied as long as the negro's basic mobility is from a smaller ghetto to a larger one. We can 
never be satisfied as long as our children are stripped of their self-hood and robbed of their dignity by signs stating: 
"For Whites Only." We cannot be satisfied as long as a Negro in Mississippi cannot vote and a Negro in New York be-
lieves he has nothing for which to vote. No, no, we are not satisfied, and we will not be satisfied until "justice rolls 
down like waters, and righteousness like a mighty stream."¹ (abridged)  


