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 THE PIG 
 
Can’t really remember why I was going or what the reason was.  
Sometimes there isn’t one.  
Usually there isn’t one.  
I was in Katherine packing the Toyota for a trip down to Alice Springs or 
maybe some place beyond. A mate pulled up and asks me if I could give his 
girlfriend a lift to this Aboriginal community somewhere west of the one 
horse town of ‘Ti-tree,’ on my way through to the ‘Alice’.  
I said no worries; a bit of company won’t kill me I’m thinking. 
 
It was a great trip down the track, a few good campfires, some good chat 
with me mate’s girlfriend ‘Anna’ and a couple of days and 1000 kms later 
we left the smooth bitumen of the Stuart Highway, and headed in on a dirt 
track for the community.  
The country looked like it was just coming off the back of a good season, 
but now drying off a bit. We passed through some really pretty red ochred 
hills, laced with sage green clumps of Spinifex, and then on to some open 
grassy plains, at times busy with Bush Turkey and Kangaroos.  
It was a pleasant 150k or so and although the track wasn’t real flash there 
was nothing that was going to stop us.  
 
The community was nestled on the edge of an inland river, which was bone 
dry, but easy on the eye, with its commanding Gum lined banks and white 
rippling sandy riverbed. 
This was home to the ‘Warlpiri’ people, a strong minded resolute tribe of 
Indigenous desert dwellers that have survived the challenges put before them 
for many thousands of years. For me it was a great opportunity to go 
someplace I’d never been before and as we drove in and saw the friendly 
faces, I felt like sticking around a bit.  
Everyone was looking forward to meeting Anna, and they were excited 
when we finally rocked up.  
Anna’s job was to help the women with their silk screening project in the 
hope that one day it could become a viable little business for them. The local 
women had all the talent in the world, but they just needed a bit of a kick off. 
This is where Anna and her experience was gunna be handy.  
 
We hadn’t been there long when Anna decided to check out the old house 
that was going to be used as the women’s art centre. On inspection it was 
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pretty dilapidated and it definitely needed a bit of work to get it up to 
scratch. So Anna reckons can I stay for a while and help fix the old building 
up a bit. A couple of Aboriginal blokes reckoned the local council could 
give me a few bucks if I helped out, which was really nice of them, and I 
think they could see I wasn’t in a hurry to go anywhere, so I agreed to stay 
and do a bit.  
After yarning it up for a while they took us over to our accommodation, a 
nice roomy house on the edge of the community, and we were sharing with 
three schoolteachers.  
It was a good set up and everyone was very friendly. 
The kettle got put on and there we are, all sitting around, and I see 
something out the corner of my eye flash past the window. Then a few 
minutes later it flashed past again. 
What was that? I’m thinkin? 
It was too big to be a dog and it was really motoring.  
 
Then again… and again! 
 
What ever the thing is, it was circling the house, but the curtains were half 
drawn so I still couldn’t make out what it was. I was gunna say something, 
then all of a sudden there’s this humungous ‘Bang’ ‘Bang’ ‘Bang’ on the 
back door.  
Everyone sprung up. 
‘Oh no not that Bastard again’ says one of the schoolteachers. 
‘He’s after that bloody horse feed again the Bastard’! 
‘Bang’ ‘Bang’ on the back door, so we all go to the back window and 
outside is a crazy looking pig holding a chair in its mouth, and bashing it 
against the back door of the house! 
Was this normal?  
I don’t think so. 
There was a pig with a chair in its mouth. 
‘Piss off you Bastard’ yelled the schoolteacher and although she looked 
feminine enough she could really handle herself when it come to colourful 
language. 
‘Drop the chair and Fuck off you bacon coated prick’, she commanded. 
The pig spun around wildly a couple of times, dropped the chair, and trotted 
off in the direction of the dry river bed, stopping every so often to look back 
and give the crowd at the back window a real evil beady eyed look of 
disdain. 
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‘One of these days pig’ yelled the school teacher, ‘one of these friggen 
days’. 
 
Well, I’m thinkin - if this isn’t the most bizarre thing I’ve ever witnessed, 
it’s definitely gotta be up there.  
What sort of pig was this anyway? 
The schoolteacher swore on for a little bit longer, and then with the kettle 
boiled we sat back down with a cup of tea.  
I didn’t want to appear like a bloke that had never seen crazy stuff before, I 
didn’t want to appear naïve, or out of my depth, but I had to get some 
answers, so I very casually took a sip from my tea and reckoned ‘What’s the 
story with the pig’? 
Off went the five foot two very feminine schoolteacher-swearing machine,  
‘That piece of Pork Crackling Shit’! She started up. 
‘One of these days I’m going to cut its bastard head off and use it as a 
bloody door stop, if only the community would let me’. 
 
This was getting interesting, and without much more prompting from me she 
let loose with the whole amazing story.  
 
One of the Aboriginal families had somehow got the pig when it was just a 
piglet; they thought it would make a good pet. As it got older it started to go 
crazy, like it was possessed or something, and it started killing the other pet 
dogs and stuff. It kept growing and now it was terrorizing the whole 
community. The pig was totally out of control, but the Aboriginal people 
didn’t want to kill it, because if it was this crazy when it was in an earthly 
form, imagine how much worse it could get if it got to be a spirit.  
Who knows what powers it would have then?  
The pig had previously got into the school teacher’s house when they were 
away and tore apart the sacks of horse feed they kept in there. It trashed the 
place so now the teachers had their own vendetta to settle with the pig as 
well.  
So as crazy as it sounds for one reason or another the pig was running this 
place, it was the pig’s town…and the pig was a bastard. 
 
Next morning I set to work on the women’s art centre chipping away with 
my very limited handyman skills, but I was determined to make a difference. 
I’d forgot about the pig briefly when about mid morning there was a big 
‘Willy Willy’ wind out on the flat.  
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It picked up bits of old corrugated iron and spun them around and much dust 
got funnelled high up in the air in a spiralling clatter. The Willy Willy 
danced for a while, then slowly ran out of wind and the dust and debris 
settled back down again. 
This was the cue for the pig to make his entrance.  
The pig must have had a flare for the theatrical, and through a veil of dust 
he’d emerge. Trotting arrogantly, head swaying from side to side, and beady 
eyes glaring with a sinister glow. I’d never seen anything quite like it and I 
stopped and watched it trot past.  
Dogs were cowering away in the shadows trying to keep out of its way.  
The pig owned the streets and was completely fearless.  
 
He went through the community like a dose of Epsom salts.  
 
He knocked over all the rubbish bins, routed up any green lawn he could 
find and basically pillaged whatever it could. I even saw it pushing this tap 
with its snout till it finally came on and it got a drink. After terrorizing the 
community it would trot back down to its lair somewhere in the dry 
riverbed. Everyday was much the same; about mid morning you’d get that 
Willy Willy coming through, and out would emerge the pig.  
 
I suppose I’d been there a couple of weeks working away and as per usual 
walked back across to the school teacher’s house for a bit of lunch around 
midday. Things were pretty normal; in a really bizarre freaky way, it was 
just another day. Earlier I’d seen the pig trotting out of town heading for his 
home near the gates of hell down in the riverbed. He’d done his marauding 
for the day, and was obviously gunna chill out for the arvo. 
 
We were all on the back veranda having a sandwich and could see the tell 
tail dust cloud of a vehicle coming in our direction. There wasn’t a lot of 
traffic into the community due to its isolation, so everyone was keen to see 
who it was. About a quarter of an hour later a Toyota Tray back pulls up, 
and out jumps this bloke dressed in cowboy gear, complete with ten gallon 
hat. He obviously knew one of the schoolteachers, the one that swore a lot. 
She greeted him with, ‘You still pushin that pen you ugly bastard?’ 
 
She was sweet and petite, but I’d like a dollar for every time I heard her 
swear.  
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Anyway the bloke dressed like a cowboy actually came out from town on 
Social Security business. He was an office worker but just dressed country. 
On the back of his vehicle stood two mean looking Staghound dogs. They 
were shiny and in good condition, obviously he was very proud of them as 
he reached up and gave them a pat.’  
‘Fuckin pan lickers are lookin good’ says the teacher.  
‘Yeah, you should see what they do to a bloody Kangaroo’ replied the Social 
Security bloke, with a sense of pride. 
‘No Bullshit’ replied the hard swearing schoolteacher, and so the banter 
continued for a minute or two.  
Then, as if appearing out of thin air like an apparition, standing ten metres 
away, staring beady eyed and crazy was …‘The Pig’. 
No one saw him approach. No one saw anything.  
It was just there.  
Its stare fixed firmly on the Toyota tray back, and the two Staghounds. 
 
This town belonged to the pig, and as far as the pig was concerned, I don’t 
think he remembered sending out invitations to two Staghounds. 
 
The social Security guy turned and saw the pig the same time his 
schoolteacher friend yelled ‘There’s that feral bastard of a bastard pig’! 
Well, the Social Security guy couldn’t resist, I could see he had a soft spot 
for the teacher and rockin up with his big hunting dogs on the back of the rig 
was a mighty cool look, and now out of nowhere a pig turns up.  
I think he thought all his Christmases had just come at once.  
 
This was a great opportunity to show off, and he wasn’t gunna miss it. 
 
He turned to the pair of snarling Staghounds and gave the command ‘Get 
hold of that pig’! 
You could have heard a pin drop. 
I mean, everyone hated the pig, but did we really want to see him torn apart 
right in front of our very eyes.  
 
Did it have to end this way for the pig?  
 
The hounds lunged off the back of the Tray back, lips curled back with hate, 
teeth gleaming in the midday glare. 
They were bred to kill and they revelled in delight once their owner gave the 
command. The hounds flew for the pig with an unbridled bloodlust, and I 
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was all set to go inside and finish my sandwich and then come out later and 
bury the pig. I didn’t need to witness the kill.  
But hang on, the pigs up on his tippy toes like a ballet dancer, and he’s 
spinning around like a top at incredible speed. One minute he’s spinning 
clockwise, then he’d spin anti clockwise! The dogs circled him wildly but 
they couldn’t get an opening to get in and grab it. Then with blistering speed 
the pig lunged out and grabbed one of the hounds by the throat, and drove it 
into the dust with all its bodyweight.  
The hound was suffocating as the pig tightened its grip. The other dog kept 
barking and stuff but with its mate out of the fight he wasn’t game to go too 
close. As the last bit of air was being choked out of the hound the panic bells 
were struck by the Social Security bloke.  
 
‘Someone get the pig off!’ He was yelling.  
‘Get the pig off’ ‘Get the pig off’! 
 
I obviously was never destined to finish my sandwich in peace so I got up 
and turned the hose on and squirted the pig. The pig threw the dog about five 
meters and swaggered off in the direction of the dry river bed, and once 
again stopped a few times to look back with his beady demonic gaze, then 
trotted arrogantly away to his lair.  
The pig had won the day and there was no denying it, this was not your 
average pig. 
 
‘Mother Fucker’ declared the saintly looking schoolteacher, ‘Mother 
Fucker’, she repeated, and then she spat and grinded the green globule into 
the dust with her thong clad foot. 
 
‘Did you see that porker spin’! She reckoned. 
 
The Social Security bloke scooped up his dog and laid him in the back of the 
tray back. I don’t think it was quite dead but it wasn’t real alive either. He 
was physically shaken just like its owner, but you can’t hold it against a 
bloke for trying to show off in front of the chicks. He just picked the wrong 
pig. 
So he drove off with his one and a half dogs and went about finishing his 
business over at the council office. Minding his business in the first place 
might have saved him some embarrassment, but I must admit, it was great 
lunchtime entertainment. 
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A lot of people would have paid good money to see a pig spin around like a 
ballet dancer, then choke a dog.  
 
The pig was definitely possessed, demonic crazy and also had a lot of other 
issues as well, but it could turn on a good show that’s for sure. I was 
wondering if anything so gung-ho as the pig would reach old age. One thing 
for sure it wouldn’t be going into anyone’s camp oven without a fight. 
 
I stayed on a few more weeks till the old house started to take shape and 
Anna was happy with it, then it was time to hit the track.  
It had been a great experience living in that community and when I told 
everyone I was going, the Aboriginal mob thought they’d score a Minor 
Success at my expense. 
They wanted me to catch the pig and take it with me, and get it the hell out 
of there. 
I’m thinking, you got to be joking. 
So to completely avoid the issue I left the next morning before the sun and 
before anyone was awake. No way was I putting the pig in my vehicle, I 
could just see it, once the bastard saw how to drive and change the gears and 
stuff, he probably would have pushed me out the door, and roared off in me 
Toyota. 
It definitely was not your average pig. 


