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  A Boy Called Pig




   




  Part One




  Pig wasn’t even called Pig until he was about four years old. He was given a name when he was born, but it was soon forgotten. He didn’t need a name anyway, because nobody ever spoke to him. He was so small and pathetic when he was born that his parents didn’t even bother feeding him, they just put him on the floor in the kitchen and let him eat scraps. But Pig survived.




  At first, he just sat under the table at meal times and ate whatever landed in front of him. Luckily his family were such messy eaters that it was enough for him to live on. He lived like this for nearly a year, avoiding his five brothers and sisters’ big feet as they fought over the feasts at the dinner table.




  When he was old enough to walk, his brothers and sisters kicked him out of the house, so he shared the chickens’ food. He fought with them at the beginning, but after a while they accepted him as one of their group and respected him. Pig was quite a good chicken. His older brothers and sisters used to sit and watch Pig as he pecked at the ground and talked to the other chickens. ‘Look at that stupid little animal!’ they shouted, slapping each other on the back and crying with laughter. Pig didn’t really mind. He preferred the chickens to his human brothers and sisters. After about a year of being a chicken, when he was still only two years old, Pig was too hungry to live on seeds and grain. He said goodbye to his chicken family and wandered around his family’s small farm. He found the pig sty. It was quite far from the house because the smell from the pigs made his brothers and sisters feel sick when they were eating their pork chops, especially on hot summer days. But Pig instantly felt at home. The food in the pig sty was much better than in the chicken coop. The pigs got all the potato peelings and scraps from the family’s meals. Pig grew big and strong living with the pigs. His brothers and sisters still came to look at him and laugh, but he didn’t mind, he was so happy living with his real family – the pigs. This was when his brothers and sisters started calling him Pig. They were not a very intelligent or imaginative group of people, so Pig was the best name they could think of.




  Pig lived very happily like this for several years. The




  family took no notice of him apart from when they laughed at him. ‘Look how much he eats! He really is a pig!’ they used to say as they laughed. But Pig didn’t care. He was happy. The only time he became sad was when the family took one of his pig family or one of his




  chicken family and ate him for their supper. When that happened, Pig became sad and depressed and couldn’t eat for a week.




   




  Part Two




  When Pig was about eight years old, his eldest brother left the farm. He went to live in another province far away with his new wife. The family were sad to see him go, not because he was a great guy, he wasn’t, but because he was the hardest worker. Now the others would have to work harder to make money from the farm. They complained and grouched even more than before when the eldest son had gone.




  It wasn’t long before the eldest daughter left, too. She said that it was because she wanted to go and get an education, but really she just didn’t want to work on the farm anymore. The second son followed soon after that. Now, there were only two children left, not counting Pig of course, Pig never counted.




  Pig’s parents started to worry. They were getting old so they couldn’t work on the farm themselves like they used to. They needed their children’s muscles and youth to make money. When the second daughter left to get married to a rich farmer from the next valley, they decided to have a family meeting to discuss what to do. Pig wasn’t invited, of course.




  ‘How are we going to make money now that there are only three of us?’ Pig’s father said to his wife and his only remaining son.




  ‘We will just have to work harder,’ said Pig’s mother, eating a chicken leg.




  ‘Maybe not,’ said the son. He was a skinny boy with a sharp nose and even sharper eyes. He licked his fingers and sucked on a chicken bone. Grease dripped off his chin.




  ‘What do you mean, son?’ asked his father.




  ‘I think there’s a way we can make money,’ said the son, licking his lips.




  ‘But how?’ asked his mother.




  ‘Pig,’ said the son, looking from his mother to his father and then back to his chicken leg.




  ‘Do you mean that animal that lives with the pigs?’ said his father.




  ‘Exactly,’ said the son, smiling.




  ‘But he can’t work on the farm,’ said his mother. ‘He doesn’t speak or understand our language.’




  ‘I suppose we could put a plough on him and get him to pull it around the field,’ said his father.




  ‘No, no, no,’ said the son, laughing, ‘you two are not thinking. You need to be smart.’ He tapped the side of his head with a greasy finger.




  ‘What do you mean?’ said his mother.




  ‘What is Pig good at?’ asked the son, raising his eyebrows to his parents.




  ‘He’s good for nothing,’ said his father. ‘We only keep him because he keeps the pigs happy.’




  ‘He’s good at being a pig,’ said the mother, ‘that’s about it.’




  ‘Exactly,’ said the son, ‘he eats like a pig.’




  ‘Well, that costs us money, it doesn’t make us money,’ said the father, shaking his head at his son’s stupidity.




  ‘But pigs eat anything, and he eats like a pig,’ said the son. ‘The other day, I threw a bone into the pig sty and he ate all of it.’




  ‘A whole bone?’ said his mother.




  ‘Yes, I think we should see what else he can eat,’ said the son.




   




  Part Three




  The family finished their food and went over to the pig sty. They had a bag full of horrible things with them. Pig was sitting in the pig sty, enjoying the warm sun on his back and the company of his pig friends. He didn’t take much notice when his parents and brother arrived.




  ‘What shall we give him first?’ asked Pig’s mother.




  ‘Throw in that rotten fish,’ said Pig’s father.




  Pig’s brother took a stinky old fish from the bag and threw it so that it landed in front of Pig. Pig looked at it and then at his parents and brother. They looked back at him. Pig picked up the fish and sniffed it. It smelled just fine. So he ate it… in one gulp. He didn’t even chew it.




  ‘Wow!’ said Pig’s father. ‘Throw something else.’ Pig’s brother took a cow’s leg bone from the bag and threw it to Pig. Pig ate that, too. He then ate a shoe, two flowers and even a chair-leg.




  ‘We’re rich!’ shouted Pig’s father, and he did a little dance. Pig smiled. He liked seeing people being happy.




  The next day, Pig’s father put signs up all around the town: ‘SEE THE HUMAN PIG! HE EATS ANYTHING!’ Then he put the address of the farm. The next day, no one showed up… at first. But after a few hours, a thin line of people arrived at the farm. By late afternoon, there was a queue leading up to the pig sty.




  People were carrying all sorts of strange things: animal furs, rotten fruit, old clothes. They threw the things they brought into the pig sty. Pig sat in the mud, smiling at all his visitors. He ate everything. He was so happy that he made all these people laugh and smile. These were the happiest days of his life.




   




  Part Four




  After a few weeks, the son spoke to his parents. ‘Pig is making us enough money that we don’t really need the farm anymore,’ he said. ‘I’m using my share of the money for a train ticket to the city and some spending money to buy food until I get a job. Just keep the people coming and you’ll never be poor.’ Pig’s parents said goodbye to their son and wished him luck.




  People came from all over the country to see Pig. He was becoming a huge tourist attraction. Pig’s parents even started selling ‘I FED THE PIG’ t-shirts and badges. They lived very well. They bought a new 42 inch TV, a new car and they built an extension on the house.




  One day, Pig’s mother went to see Pig. All the tourists had gone. Pig was sitting in the corner of the pig sty, smiling as usual. Pig looked at his mother, a big grin on his face. Pig’s mother suddenly felt terribly guilty for what she had done. She started to cry.




  ‘My poor child,’ she sobbed. ‘What have we done to you?’ Pig just smiled back at her. Pig’s mother climbed over the fence that went around the pig sty. ‘We’ve made enough money out of you now, my son,’ she said. She got over the fence and started to walk across to where Pig was sitting, but the mud was very thick and sticky and deeper than she thought. Her feet sank into the brown sludge, deeper and deeper, until it was up to her waist. She tried to free herself, but she couldn’t move at all.




  ‘Don’t worry, son,’ she said to Pig. ‘Your father will come and get me out, and then we’ll take care of you, I promise,’ she said, smiling at her youngest son. Pig crawled over to his mother, he was smiling too, but it was a different kind of smile… it was a hungry smile.
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