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The Interesting
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Austin was unlike any pig Farmer Jones had ever had before. Austin didn’t
like to get dirty, in fact whenever Farmer Jones hosed down the yard
Austin would trot over and get under the stream of water. He would roll
onto his back so he could get his belly washed and then stand on hind legs
so Farmer Jones could wash inside his ears. At first Farmer Jones thought
it was funny and the children loved to see Austin prance around after he
had been washed.

When Austin found a broken mirror in the corner of the yard he became
even more fussy when he was being washed, and would point with his
pink trotter to where Farmer Jones had overlooked to clean him. When
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Austin found some perfumed soap and insisted on rolling in it before
being washed, Farmer Jones had had enough. But by then the children
loved Austin and they pampered the funny little piglet to its heart’s
content. Well almost, for there seemed no limit to the attention Austin
would pay to look his best.

When the Easter show came around the children dressed the animals up
in clothes and paraded them around the council park. There were ducks in
straw hats, yapping little dogs with check jackets and ribbons in their fur,
and cats in little blue trousers. Everyone thought the troupe of white mice
in red striped shirts with their paws painted black would win the
competition.

But in spite of the rodents’ impressive acrobatics everyone was to agree
there could only be one winner. And of course it was Austin pig. The
children had been certain he’d win at the outset so they waited until the
last moment before bringing him on. Everyone gasped when they saw the
little pig strutting to the centre of the park dressed in black leather with
dark sun glasses and a leather peaked hat. There were even more gasps,
and not a few disapproving murmurs, at the sight of a pair of bright pink
buttocks hanging out of the leather trousers as he pirouetted around and
around.

Austin adored the attention. The clapping and adulation sent him into a
frenzy. He began cavorting around the ring, dancing and snorting. But
disaster struck when Austin wrapped a leather clad trotter around Alfie
Murphy’s rottweiler. Brutus had never wanted to go in the parade and
dreaded being seen by his friends. Austin’s advances were more than
Brutus could bear, so he and Austin were last seen running behind the
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toilet block, Brutus trying to rip chunks out of the plump pink flesh that
wobbled tantalizingly just out of reach.

Austin had been different from the start. He was the runt of the litter, and
his mother, Doris, doted on him. His sibling piglets hated him because he
got so much attention. Which made Austin worse. He would pretend to be
sick so he could get first go at his mothers’ teats. Doris was so loving she
would never hear a bad word against Austin. The other piglets just fumed
as, out of Doris’s view, he would roll his eyes at them and stick his tongue
out in between taking loud slurps from Doris’s milk laden teats.

Eventually even Doris saw that, thanks to her loving kindness, Austin was
no longer a runt, in fact he was now the fattest piglet of the lot. That was
until the other piglets started teasing Austin about how fat he’d become.
They took him to the broken mirror in the corner of the yard and showed
him how fat he’d become. When Austin saw the rolls of fat he shrieked
and his trotters flew to his mouth. He then rolled over in a dead faint,
coming to with his mother gently blowing on his face.

“This is your fault mother. You’ve made me fat and ugly” he shrieked
petulantly.

After that Austin went on a strict self imposed diet. Farmer Jones had only
just sold Austin to the local butcher, and was very angry as the weight
began to fall off Austin. When the butcher saw Austin he laughed, which
made Farmer Jones very angry, and more determined than ever to make
Austin the fattest little piglet ever.
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Farmer Jones couldn’t understand how his prize piglet never put on any
weight, despite all the food he was given. Little did he know that Austin
only pretended to eat the feed in the trough, and when Farmer Jones
force fed him he would wait until it was over and go behind the pigsty.
Once there Austin, in best fashion model style, would put a trotter down
his throat to make himself vomit.

Austin was determined to never get as fat again. Nothing Farmer Jones
tried would change his mind. He was very particular how he looked,
carefully shaping his trotters using the rough concrete walls of the sty. And
he spent hours wrapping his tail around a piece of wood to maintain the
tight curl of his tail which he thought so attractive. In the end Farmer
Jones gave up trying to feed him and concentrated on the other piglets,
who grew healthy, fat and ever more ready to be sent off to the butcher.

Once the children had adopted Austin they wouldn’t let Farmer Jones take
Austin to the butcher. Every week Austin saw one of his brothers and
sisters go off in Farmer Jones’s cart, never to return. He would snigger
cruelly as his siblings cowered in the corner of the pen, not wanting to be
the one picked to be taken away.

One day Hank the Friendly Butcher came to the farm. He was short and fat
and laughed all the time. “Ho, ho, ho. So which of the little piggies is it
going to be today?” he roared, saliva dripping onto his blood stained blue
and white apron. Hank’s little eyes darted from one fat pig to the next.
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Farmer Jones pointed to a large pink pig with big floppy ears.“ Well it’s
going to be a big birthday party and I promised my wife we would have a
nice spit roast. So it had better be Martin. That’s him, the fat, slow one
over there. He’s a lazy little bugger. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him playing
with the others. Always skulking in the corner.” Martin tried to hide
behind his siblings but they ran in all directions leaving him standing all
alone in the middle of the pen. Farmer Jones had no trouble catching
Martin.

Austin overheard the conversation as he pretended to play with the
children outside the pen. “So it’s your turn Martin, what do you think they
are going to do to you? Whatever it is I don’t think you are going to like it”
he laughed.

As he was being led from the pen Martin passed close by Austin and
whispered to him “I envy you Austin. I think we’re just the same, you and
me. We’re different from the other pigs. But I was too afraid to be myself
because I wanted to fit in with the rest. But it didn’t make me happy. I
always felt I wasn’t being true to myself, or to them. And look where it’s
got me. You, you are yourself, and you’re loved by all the children. Even
Farmer Jones is afraid to do anything to you.” Tears fell down Martin’s
chubby cheeks as he was lead away.

Austin trotted alongside Martin, casually swaying his bottom . “Well it
took you a long time to learn that lesson didn’t it? And it looks as though
you’ve learned it a bit too late” he laughed drolly. Austin lifted a perfectly
manicured trotter and blew Martin a kiss. Martin smiled sadly “We’re not
so different”. Austin never saw Martin again, but on the rare occasions he
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thought of him he always remembered what Martin had told him. And he
often felt a pang of guilt about the cruel things he’d said.

As Austin distanced himself from his sibling pigs he began to look around
for new friends to play with. It had always seemed a cruel joke that he’d
been born a pig. So ungainly, in truth, so ugly. He wished he had been
born an elegant, svelte animal or a bird. Even a colourful flashing fish
swimming in the nearby river would have been better than a lumpy pig.

Of course as far as pigs went Austin had a fine physique, athletic and well
proportioned. He had rosy pink skin that shone after it had been washed.
His hair was fine, the colour of the sun.

Even Farmer Jones was impressed by Austin’s physique and decided to get
rid of his old male pig and make Austin his breeding boar. Of course he
had to get a new female pig for Austin to mate with. So an endless trail of
prize sows were paraded through the pen in the hope that some of them
would catch Austin’s fancy.

The only time Austin showed any interest was when Farmer Jones
accidentally let in a boar called Fergus. He was destined for the market
and had been transported with the three sows visiting Austin. As soon as
the truck gate had been opened Fergus jumped out with the sows. When
they saw each other Fergus and Austin ran up to one another and started
to nuzzle and sniff.
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Farmer Jones was very pleased, until he realized the mistake. “Hmm, I’ve
never come across a homosexual pig before but I suppose there’s a first
time for everything. But perhaps Austin just made a mistake. I’d better
check, or I maybe wasting a lot of time if he isn’t interested in girls.”

So Farmer Jones played a trick on Austin. Next time a load of sows were
brought in he put another boar in with them. Austin did the same thing,
nuzzling and sniffing the boar, although this time, after a moment or two,
Austin turned his back on the boar and stuck his short stout up in the air.
Equally the other boar was uninterested in Austin. He just spent the whole
time in the pen trying to mount the sows.

That was all the proof Farmer Jones needed. “Well that pig is going to
market, I don’t care what you have to say Martha. And I don’t care what
the children think either. That pig costs me a fortune and I will be a
laughing stock if the other farmers hear I have a faggot pig.”

But by this time the farmer’s wife had become fond of Austin’s funny ways
and his sense of humour. She liked it when Austin put on a bowler hat,
and with walking cane and tap shoes danced to the tune of “Singing in the
Rain”. But most of all she liked the moon eyes he gave her, and the sloppy
kiss he blew her at the end of his performance.

Martha was standing at the back door. When she heard farmer Jones’
threat she picked up the broom and chased him, shouting “you take that
pig to market and your life will be a living hell. You’ll never sleep in the
same bed as me” ( Farmer Jones’s eyes brightened) “you’ll be feeding
yourself, and don’t expect any help around the farm fromme or the kids.”
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Farmer Jones knew when to make a tactical withdrawal. At first he let
Austin know of his disapproval by kicking him in the tummy every time he
saw him, but Farmer Jones was basically a kind man, not prone to petty
grievances. Life was too short, and too hard, without adding unnecessary
misery or unhappiness. Eventually he came to accept Austin as one of the
family, and lied to the other farmers that he was still looking for a suitable
sow with which to mate Austin.

Meanwhile Austin, oblivious to the politics of his survival, was dreaming of
what he might have been. Not a day passed when he didn’t look sadly at
his reflection in the broken mirror. His only consolation being that, pig he
might be, but he was verily the most beautiful pig he had ever seen. And
when the children put lipstick on his pouting lips he almost forgave himself
for being a pig.

His dreams of reincarnation into something more elegant led him first to
the lake, upon which three pairs of beautiful white swans swam gracefully.
They would crane their necks and wistfully look into each others’ eyes,
seemingly whispering into the other’s ear. When their necks entwined
Austin’s eyes filled with tears and he could be heard wailing “So beautiful,
sublime, Oh!”. He determined that he would become a swan.
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Despite his stubby neck, his fat low belly(no diet had ever got rid of that!),
and his lack of sleek downy feathers, he trotted down to the lakeside and,
as the swans glided silently past he launched himself into the water.

There was a great splash!! that sent out a tidal wave across the lake. For a
few moments he floundered valiantly behind the swans. They, bemused,
and then slightly embarrassed as the farm animals began to laugh
uproariously, quickly paddled away and then took flight. The last that
anyone saw of Austin was a large pink snout blowing bubbles as he sank
below the murky water. But fortunately Austin had jumped into the water
at a shallow spot, shallow enough for him to stand on his hind legs (of
which he was vainly proud). So, spluttering and resplendent in a wig of
dirty weed, he dragged himself, dejectedly, from the lake. The other farm
animals laughed for a week, and whenever they saw Austin they would rib
him unmercifully.

But Austin was made of stern stuff. He was not to be defeated by a minor
setback. Oh no! Still determined to be a swan his next adventure involved
an attempt to fly. He had always loved the way the swans landed
gracefully on the water, hardly making a ripple as they came to a
controlled halt, invariably in formation with one or two of the other swans.
Undaunted by his previous effort, this time he leapt from the roof of the
pump house shed. He was wearing some home made wings the children
had fashioned for him so as he plummeted earthward he began frantically
flapping, in a vain attempt to slip into formation behind the swans as they
flew nonchalantly past.
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Fortunately Austin didn’t make the lake this time, for he’d jumped off the
pump house roof at the water’s deepest point. Instead he landed with a
loud splat!! in a great mud puddle. The rest of the animals were there in
excited anticipation, having come down as soon as they heard what Austin
had planned to do.

There was a moment’s silence. Heads craned to get a glimpse of Austin.
But all that could be seen of him were the tips of his pink ears. Everyone
stood aghast, save the swans who wheeled away to another lake, which
didn’t have mad pigs trying to bomb them whenever they came in to land.
They were never seen again. As Austin heaved himself from the deep mud
there was a great sucking noise. He was covered in a black, gooey mess.
The young ducklings and some of the older chooks, who should have
known better, ran off shouting “it’s a monster, it’s a monster”.

They silly birds were only persuaded to come out from behind the chook
shed after Austin had been hosed down and washed by the children.
Eventually, once again, he looked his pristine self, and felt a lot better
once he had been powdered, and a pink bow tied around one ear. Martha
laughed till she cried when the children told her what had happened.

Without the swans Austin began looking for another role model. But in the
farmyard there were, amongst others, a brace of fatly waddling ducks, a
dozen brainless chooks, two broken down old horses, and an aged collie
dog. Austin would walk past them, his snout well elevated, barely able to
see ahead of himself. However he now took the precaution of keeping an
eye on where he was going, after a similar occasion when he’d come face
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to face with Hank the Friendly Butcher. Saliva dripping from his large
white teeth and he was brandishing a vicious looking blade that glinted in
the sun. Austin squealed loudly, setting off a pandemonium amongst the
chooks, and ran as fast as his chubby legs would carry him into the pigsty
and the safety of his mother’s protection.

One day, whilst Austin was preening himself in front of the broken mirror,
he saw a beautiful carriage pass by pulled by four glossy black horses that
snorted and stamped their feet. But it wasn’t the horses that had
attracted Austin’s attention, it was the black and white Dalmatian dog that
walked nonchalantly in front of the horses. The entire majestic apparition
seemed to be following the dog’s lead. Austin knew that what he most
wanted to be in the whole world was a Dalmatian. In fact he couldn’t
imagine why he had ever wanted to be like one of those silly swans. When
he really thought about it all they’d ever done was float around on that
puddle of a lake in the end paddock. Here was a station far more worthy
of Austins’ superlative assets.

One afternoon Austin could be found trying to cajole good natured Maisy
and her friend Maud to hitch up to the old landau. The old carriage had
been dumped behind the shed years before and had seen far better days.
It’s fine black leather was covered in bird droppings and many of the
wheel spokes had splintered or were simply missing. When everyone
heard what Austin was up to the ducks flew into the landau, despite
Austin’s protestations, and were followed by as many of the other animals
that could either fly or scramble up into the landau in anticipation of it’s
triumphant outing.
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Meanwhile Austin got the children to paint him with large black spots,
which the old collie wisecracked made him look as though he was
suffering from a deadly skin condition. One of the cows, jealous of the
attention Doris’s piglet got, quipped to Doris “I told you to put that sun
cream on Austin. He never would listen to his mother, and now he’s going
to pay, oh dear”. Doris ran off to her sty, disconsolate at the thought of
Austin’s imminent death from the dreadful melanomas that had suddenly
appeared all over his back. It took Pricilla, one of Austin’s sisters, an age to
convince her that it was only Austin up to one of his silly pranks.

Of course Austin was far too busy preparing himself to waste time on
comforting his poor mother who, despite all his unkindnesses and
selfishnesses, still loved him dearly. As only a doting mother could.

Eventually Austin was satisfied with his appearance. However he could not
accept that, however hard he might try, Maisy, Maud and the landau were
never going to look as good as the Four in Hand with the snorting
immaculate black stallions. He made numerous scenes which once again
caused a riot amongst the more impressionable of the farm yard animals.
And he abused the two cart horses cruelly, but to no avail. Eventually
Austin resigned himself to the fact that whilst they might not look as
impressive as the black stallions he certainly far surpassed the Dalmatian
in looks and elegance. At least in his opinion, which was the only one that
mattered amongst all these farm yard bumpkins.

Naturally all the animals came out to watch Austin, presumably, make a
complete fool of himself once again. Austin trotted as daintily as his short
legs would allow in front of the creaking cart behind him. Austin was in
seventh heaven as he looked over his shoulder and saw the procession
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behind him. He imagined himself that regal Dalmatian preceding a shining
carriage containing a beautiful princess on her way to be married to a
handsome prince. The animals were in for far more than they had every
bargained for.

Almost immediately disaster struck, and Austin’s dream evaporated in a
cloud of sawdust and splintering wood. The last two spokes of the left side
front wheel of the landau had snapped almost as soon as the horses
began pulling it. White ants had eaten through the core of the spokes and
left nothing but a hollow shell. Maud panicked as the landau slowly
collapsed over the rotten wheel and she desperately tried to get as much
distance as she could between herself and the carriage. Of course the
leathers of the plough harness held firm as she began cantering, and then
galloping, as fast as her tired old legs would carry her, all the while
dragging the broken down carriage behind her. There was an awful racket
and sparks flew as the iron wheel hub scraped along the concrete
driveway. The birds in the cart abandoned ship in a cloud of feathers. The
other animals fought their way out as best they could with lots of grunting
and cursing each other’s slowness or mental capacity. Farmer Jones heard
the commotion and ran out from the milking shed just as his two favourite
horses careered out of sight.

Maisy was forced to join in as the pace increased and the wreck of the
carriage clipped at her hind legs. She neighed in vain for Maud to slow
down. Austin just missed being run over by the remaining cart wheel but
didn’t avoid a hard kick from Maisy to the side of his head, which sent him
spinning across the yard. He was knocked unconscious briefly and when
he came to his head was still spinning and there was a loud whistling noise
in his head. He tried to stand up and immediately fell over. Everyone
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agreed he’d looked just like Farmer Jones when he came back from the
pub after market day.

But from then on the other animals would have nothing to do with
Austin’s efforts to improve himself. They had all got into trouble from
Farmer Jones. Maisy had broken her leg pulling the cart through a fence
and had to be shot by Hank the Friendly Butcher. He laughed as he
tightened his grip on the trigger of the old single ball pistol. “She wont be
pulling any more carts this one will she!”

Farmer Jones told him to shut up and get on with it, as he stroked Maisy’s
neck. He couldn’t bear to see the pain in her eyes as she tried to stand up
on the badly broken leg, which still had the barbed wire wrapped around
it. He looked away as Hank pulled the trigger, then with the back of his
hand wiped away the blood that had spattered over his shirt front, and
the tears that ran down his face.

Austin tried to keep a low profile, an almost impossible task. Luckily for
him Farmer Jones never found out why the two horses had got caught up
in the old landau. He assumed the children had been playing a game that
had just gone wrong. The children knew what would happen if they told
their father that it was all Austin’s doing so it became a secret they and
Martha kept to themselves. Although even they never quite forgave
Austin for what had happened to the old horse that everyone loved. And
they hated to see Farmer Jones looking so upset.
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More and more Austin became isolated and rejected by the other animals.
They knew it wasn’t all Austin’s fault but everyone had loved Maisy so
much they couldn’t forgive him for taking her away from them.

One evening, just as Austin was about to take himself off to bed he saw a
bushy red tail disappear around the corner of the chook shed. It was such
a bushy red tail that Austin was determined to find out to whom it
belonged. He ran as quickly as he could and just caught up with the fox,
for that is who it was, as he was about to squeeze himself through the
entrance to the chook pen. He daintily tapped Augustus Fox on the back
“excuse me, where did you get that wonderful tail darling”.

He had heard old film actresses talk like this and felt it was a far more
suitable way to talk than the ignorant way in which the farmyard animals
spoke to each other. None of your “hello luv, whatcha doing today, how
are the kids mate”.

Austin thought the fox had not heard him and was about to tap on his
shoulder again when an angry face was pushed into his. Augustus’
whiskers tickled Austin’s face and the fox’s hot breath, which stank
abominably, filled his nostrils. “What do you want pig?”

Austin, unused to being spoken to so rudely was momentarily taken aback.
“My name is Austin and I was just enquiring, darling, where you got that
glorious tail from.”
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Fox at first swore caustically at Austin but then his eyes narrowed and
answered him more civilly “Where do you think I …..Oh we have quite a
few at my house, would you like to see them?

Austin, impressed by Augustus Fox’s casual elegance, replied
enthusiastically “Yes I just absolutely have to have one. My tail is a
complete embarrassment.”

Now Austin had led a sheltered life, his mother having protected him from
most of life’s unpleasantness. She had not talked to him about the dangers
that lay outside the farmyard, for fear of frightening Austin. So Austin
knew nothing of the ways of foxes. It is probably fair to say that even had
he been told how dangerous they were he would probably have ignored
the advice anyway. Austin judged people by their appearances; nothing
else mattered to him. It was to be a mistake he would make once too
often.

Austin was mesmerized by the arrogance, the sophistication, the
refinement that Augustus Fox displayed in every movement he made.
Austin knew he wanted nothing more than to be a fox. What a fool he had
been to think that swan’s were graceful, Dalmatians pretty. Nothing
compared to a fox!

So, without telling anyone, he left the safety of the farmyard and followed
Augustus down the meadow to the copse of trees by the stream. As they
walked Augustus sang a song which Austin thought very amusing, in a
sophisticated way. It was nearly dusk, all was quiet and Augustus’ voice
carried far beyond the meadow.
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Oh what a dainty little treat,

To eat, to eat some fine pink meat,

Prepare yourselves a feast to fit a king,

But gather ropes and knives before you sing

And when just we two arrive, Mr. Pig and me,

Have the pot on the fire and prepared you be,

For Mr. Pig will dine with us, our honoured guest,

A feast we’ll have, one of our best!

Augustus finished the song half way down the meadow and after that they
walked silently, picking their way carefully in the fading light. Occasionally
Austin stumbled over a rock hidden by the long grass. As they approached
the copse Austin heard a loud rustling noise accompanied by agitated
whispering. He felt very important and puffed out his muscular chest (the
result of many hours of push ups and weight training. Which the animals
had found amusing for about thirty seconds and thereafter a crushing
bore).

“Here we are Austin, our humble abode” Augustus said loudly as he swept
his arm in a gesture which encompassed the meadow, the stream and the
dense thicket of trees which Austin realized he couldn’t see through, and
therefore could not be seen by anyone in the yard. He felt nervous,
realising it was far enough away from the farm house that however loudly
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he squealed no one would take any notice. He hadn’t told anyone where
he was going, so anyone that did hear something would just think it was a
wild pig in a spot of bother.

Austin turned around to be confronted by a ring of faces. But instead of
the faintly world weary expression that Augustus always seemed to
maintain, these faces weren’t friendly at all. In fact they were decidedly
frightening, with teeth bared and eyes flashing in the fading light.

Shortly after this the life of an unusual pig was ended. Austin wasn’t glad
he met this end, though it had an element of romanticism about it of
which he approved. But, as those hungry foxes circled ever closer he
realized he’d little to complain about. He’d a mother that had always loved
him the most. He’d always followed his dreams and not been afraid to do
what others, for often perfectly good reasons, had advised him not to do.
He recalled many disasters, not perhaps as bad as this one, but through
them all he could honestly say he’d been himself. He’d never pretended to
be something he was not. Of course there were times he’d been ashamed
of his behaviour, and he recalled Martin, his favourite brother who had
been unable to be himself until perhaps the very day he died.

If he had to make a choice would he have chosen any of the other farm
yard animals’ lives? Of course not, except oh!

And so it was that with his dying breath Austin became one of those
elegant, disparaging swans that moved so effortlessly across the water.
Their necks entwined with their one lifetime partner, and soaring across
the sky with beautiful wings silhouetted in the moonlight.
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