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The Other Kind of Pork
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Above the planet Wenlla-12, at the far edges of the Penmoian Galaxy, on a moon that was given no notice, the pig squealed and hollered. Patia’s left eye twitched. She looked out the kitchen window and scrubbed grease off the kitchen counter, her face twisted in irritation, nails digging into the orange cleaning cloth. “That filthy pig won’t stop its squealing! Can you just put it out of its miserable life already?”
	Frant took his sweet time sipping his coffee and chewing his pancakes before replying, “I’m not going to just kill one of our animals cause they make a heap of noise.”
	“Oh, but I can’t take it, Frant! I just can’t! All day and all night, it screams and hollers as if a demon possessed it! Can’t you take it out back and be done with it?”
	“No, Patia, you’re a good woman, a kind woman, but when it comes to the animals, you’re lacking a bit in compassion. Now, do you know why that pig is squealing?”
	“Cause it hates me! It absolutely hates me!”
	“No. It’s squealing because it wants to. Cause it enjoys it. I’ve had him checked at the vet in the Outer Sector, and I’ve checked him myself. That pig squeals because he can. Because he is healthy and triumphant. He is one of the Maker’s good creatures, and I won’t snuff the precious life out of him just cause he makes a hoot and a holler every once in a while. Imagine what would happen if some higher being snuffed us out because we talk a lot? Or because you snore in your sleep. Wouldn’t be nice now, would it?” 
	The pig rolled around in the mud with its fellow pigs. Patia stared. It looked back at her, grunted, then began digging in the muck. Patia slammed the cloth into the sink. “I’m going to take a nap. I’ll do the dishes and milk the cows later.”	
	“I’ll milk the cows and do the dishes,” Frant replied. “You take a break.”
	***
The pig squealed murder in the middle of the night. Patia covered her ears with her pillow. Frant slept like the dead beside her, snoring and drooling. She padded downstairs, grabbed a butcher knife, and stalked into the pig pen, her nightgown leaving behind a thin trail in the dusty dirt. The front door was left open and rattled in the wind. Horses slept beneath the clear moonlight as cows continued to graze in their pastures where artificial land met the lunar surface. Patia looped around to the side of the house and found all the other pigs except for the one with the black spot on its back, the useless squealer. It popped out from underneath the mud. She stepped through the gate and glared down at the tiny beast, hatred fuming in her heart. 
	She jabbed her knife down, missing the pig as it rolled out of the way and into a corner. “Come here, you little devil! I just want you to shut up!”
	The pig dashed out of the pen and into the house. Patia hunted it and looked inside the living room first. There was nothing. Something crashed in the kitchen. She followed the sound and squinted at a figure hunched over the kitchen sink. She froze. The pink thing was tall, long like a thin roll of meat, with large, flabby ears. In silence, it searched through the knives with its hands covered in thick keratin. The being turned around, gripping a large cutting knife, snout twitching. 
	“Do that again, woman, and there’ll be another kind of pork on my farm,” the monster said with a few grumbles and sputters. It paced towards her, head brushing against the ceiling. He held the knife against Patia’s throat, drawing a bit of blood and a whimper. “Your husband treats me well. We both don’t want him to be in the feeding trough, do we?”
	Patia held back a scream. Slowly, she shook her head. 
	“Say that you will leave me alone and that no one will know about me. Say it!”
	“I-I will leave you alone, and no one will know about you.”
	“Not even Frant?”
	“Not even Frant.” 
	Within seconds,  the creature shrank, its legs and arms converting into hooves. The neck scrunched up till it was a stub of its former self. Now, as a regular pig, the creature ran outside into the freezing night air. Patia dropped the knife onto the wooden floor. It clanked once. In the silence of the night, she stood there. There was a small, piggish giggle outside. 
***
On the screen was an old movie set in ancient times of self-proclaimed divine kings and chosen one warrior-heroes. People ran around in armor and rode atop chariots and horses, wielding swords, arrows, and spears as they fought humans and monsters for ancient magical artifacts that could turn the tide of the countless wars on the Penmoian homeworld. But despite how absurd the movie was, Patia did not find the movie amusing. Monsters on the homeworld were to be expected, but out here, in the final frontier of deep space, she didn’t think anything like the fears of the past would be here. More than that, she didn’t think a horrid creature would be on her farm! She and Frant had come so far to escape the harshness and competition of where they grew up; a wretched being worth no more than a slice of pork belly shouldn’t be able to change that. 
	“Are you okay?” Frant asked. “You’ve been quiet all day.”
	“I’m fine,” Patia said. “Just tired. I didn’t sleep well.”
	“The pig?”
	“Y-yeah. The pig.” Patia turned to Frant, trying to hide her trembling hand. “Do any of the pigs ever seem off to you?”
	“Off? You mean like sick?”
	“Sure. Or anything else that’s…weird?”
	“No. Not that I’ve seen. Why?”
	“No reason. Just wondering if I should look out for any of them, in case something bad were to happen.”
	“Don’t you worry your pretty head about that. I’ll take care of all their health stuff.” Frant smiled. “Speaking of which, there will be a food delivery today for the cows. Think you can handle it while I fly down to the planet and grab some food for us?”
	“Yeah. I can do that.”
	“Wonderful. Thank you.”
	***
Frant left the moon in his transporter ship, leaving Patia behind to handle the farm work. As always, and in this order, she took care of the cows, the horses, and then the chickens. Last on the list was the pigs. She approached the pen, carrying a pail filled with scraps of meat and grains. She poured the slop into the trough, and the pigs rushed to eat. The black spotted pig stared at her as it made its way to the food. As if mocking her, it squealed, then devoured the meal like a starving glutton. A cargo ship came down from above and landed in the back of the farm. Patia and the black-spotted pig watched as men in thick suits of armor with yellow helmets stepped out of the vehicle, each of them wheeling large crates of cow feed over the lunar surface. A woman in a white suit followed them, her hands carrying a clipboard. They stepped onto the emerald green farmland. 
	“Is this Moon View Farm?” the woman asked Patia. “We’re here to deliver food for the cattle.”
	“It is,” Patia said. 
	“Are you Frant?”
	“No. I’m Patia, Frank’s wife.”
	The woman handed the clipboard. “Sign at the bottom, and we’ll move the food to where you want it.” 
	Patia signed on the dotted line. “I’ll take you to where it’s supposed to go.” She brought them to the side of the barn where opened boxes of cow feed were stored. “Put them here and open them for me, please. It takes too long for my husband and I to do it alone.”
	“Sure.” The woman signaled with a point for the men to do as asked. “We’ll have that done for you soon.”
	Patia watched as the men tore off the box tops with their cybernetic hands, the nails bending with ease. From the pig pen, the black-spotted pig was standing on its hind legs, front hooves resting against the middle wooden plank that formed part of the pen. Patia forced her attention on the workers, watching as they ripped open box after box and stacked the tops on each other in the grass. 
	“How long have you been out here?” the woman asked. 
	“Five years,” Patia said. “My husband and I had a farm several years ago, but we decided to move away from all the competition. And our land was being polluted by the growing city a few miles away from us. All their smog would blow in and settle down on our crops and soil; it wasn’t good for business when our products were soaked in ashy pollutants.”
	“Sounds like it was rough.”
	The pig rose to its feet like a man, pushed the pen door open with its foot, then got back on all fours. It trotted out of the pen and towards the group at a steady pace.  
	“Y-yes.” Patia stared at the porker. “It was…”
	“You okay?”
	“Y-Yeah. I’m fine.” 
	The pig stopped and stared at a distance, nostrils flaring and ears flopping. 
	“What an adorable pig,” the woman smiled and waved both hands at the pink wretch. “Hi, cutie! Hi! Look at him! So cute!”
	“It isn’t as cute as you think.”
	“Nonsense. He is a scrumptious little guy. Oops. I didn’t mean that in a ‘I want to eat him’ sort of way.”
	“Please do eat him. And make sure he’s burnt.”
	The men finished their work, and the woman gave Patia a firm handshake. 
	“It’s a pleasure doing business with you.”
	“Likewise.”
	As the movers returned to their ship, the pig trotted back to his pen and sat in the mud, watching as the people took off into space. He opened his mouth and let out an oink towards the ship, eyes radiating white light. The ship slowed down in midair and began to sink towards the ground. The pig stood up and clamped its mouth shut as if taking hold of an invisible rope between its teeth. He pulled. In synch with the pig’s movements, the ship began to descend. The fire in the back engine thrusters increased in size as the pilots pushed the ship to its limit, attempting to break free from whatever invisible force held them in place. The pig yanked harder at the invisible rope. The ship plummeted to the ground. 
	Against the thunderous noise, Patia hopped onto a horse and rushed towards the crash site. The moving woman crawled out of the ship, her face and arms covered in deep cuts. Blood dripped to the ground. She reached out for help, wobbling forward. There was another oink behind Patia, from the direction of the pen. The ship exploded in a ball of fire and smoke, swallowing the woman whole. The heat scraped against Patia’s skin. She pulled on the reins, the horse reared in panic. Scraps and chunks of metal flew through the air and crashed on different sections of the moon. Inside the wreckage, delivery men and women screamed, their voices echoing on the moon’s silver wind. By some dark power, Patia felt the blood boiling beneath the people’s skin as their life force left them. Their agony prolonged by an insidious force. She refused to acknowledge what happened, to see the connection between the pig and the people’s deaths. But eyes reveal the denial of what lies within the heart. The pig turned back to Patia and grinned, face morphing like dough into something close enough to human. A cackle came from the back of its throat. 
***
	Frant stared out the kitchen window, the embers of the wreckage dancing in his eyes.
	Patia pointed an accusatory finger out the window at the pig. “The pig did it, Frant! He pulled the ship down with some sort of power and slammed them into the ground. It’s the truth!” 
	“You are obsessed with that pig.” Frant sighed, “I’m tired of hearing about the stupid thing. If it bothers you so bad, I’ll butcher it tonight.’
	“No! No! Don’t kill it!”
	“Do you want it gone, or not?”
	“Yes. No! I just-” Patia’s words caught in her throat, and she swallowed. “We’ll call the Star Brigade and have them come and see if there are any survivors. They’ll take care of everything.”
	“No! We will not call the Brigade for anything!” Frant furrowed his eyebrows in thought. “I spent too many years trying to avoid them. And now you want to bring them here? And, if they come and remember who I am, they will confiscate our land, kick us off our property, and toss me into jail. I will not have it!”
	“They won’t take our land. Nor will they find out you’re a deserter.” Patia said. “They’ll only investigate the crash. I won’t let them take the land. I promise.”
	Frant closed his eyes and nodded. “Alright. I’ll contact the Star Brigade and allow them to do an investigation if it’ll help calm everything down, help calm you down, and prove to you that the pig is innocent.”
	“That thing is not innocent! I love you, I truly do, but sometimes I think you don’t want to hear a word I say! There is something wrong here, Frant! Something very wrong! You know the tales of monsters on Penmoa. You know! We watch movies about them!”
	“That was on the homeworld. That isn’t here. There is no life in space but our own people.”
	“But what if it’s from the homeworld. Like some kind of shapeshifter? A were-beast?”
	“A shapeshifter? A were-beast? Impossible. They’re long gone, Patia. They’re dead.”
	“O-or maybe they’re not.”
	Frant let out a huff of exasperation. “When the Brigade gets here, you’ll see that I’m right. And you did all this worry for nothing.”
	Patia crossed her arms and held back her tears and sniffling. What sort of husband doesn’t believe his wife? She wasn’t going insane. She wasn’t. 
	“Thanks for helping to get the cow feed,” Frant muttered. “I didn’t thank you earlier. I should contact Animal Care and let them know one of their transports crashed. They’ll likely come after the Brigade is done with their investigation.”
	He went upstairs without another word and left Patia alone in the kitchen. She stared outside at the pig with bloodlust in her eyes. The nasty creature was sniffing another pig. All she could do was hope that the Brigade detected what her husband couldn’t. Then, and only then, would he admit to her being right and him being wrong and the demon would be vaporized to dust.
***
	Patia stood out in the field, her skirt flapping in the gust of wind conjured up by the bulky Brigade ship descending from the void above. Frant was beside her with his hands folded behind his back. The ship landed on the grass, the roar of its engines dying to a whisper. A platform ramp unfolded and reached down to the surface. Three bulky and giant men walked down the ramp, each wearing thick silver armor and carrying energy rifles on their backs. Each step they took caused the ramp to clang. Beneath their visor, Patia could see the cybernetic strips attached to their face, the same ones Frant had removed years ago when he was younger. Patia glanced at the pig pen, and the porker was watching everything that happened with unblinking eyes. 
	“You’re the ones that reported the crash?” the largest man in the middle said. “My name is Yolphin. A pleasure to meet you, sir and madam.”
	“I am Patia, and this is my husband, Frant. Nice to meet you.”
	“Now, in the report, you said that a…pig caused the ship to crash?”
	“Yes. One of our pigs,” said Patia, ignoring Frant’s eye roll. “It has some sort of psychic powers. It yanked the ship from the sky like it was pulling on a rope for a harpooned fish.”
	Yolphin nodded. “We’ll investigate the wreckage for any signs of strange activity. If we find anything odd, we will check the pig. After that, we’ll see. Wait in your house until we’re done.”
	“Can we stay with you?” Patia rubbed her arms nervously. “The pig is close to our house, as you can see. I have reason not to be near it.”
	“Very well.” Yolphin peeked underneath the shuttle and spotted the wreckage. “Looks like the fire is out. Good. Now come, we have work to do. Remember, stay close.”
	Patia followed her grumpy husband and the Star Brigade to the wreckage site, the flames snuffed out from time and a lack of fuel to sustain them. The Brigade ripped open the entrance using nothing but their hands, their strength making the task look deceptively easy. Patia glanced back over her shoulder, checking to see if the pig was still in its pen. It was. It was staring at them with bare teeth and flaring nostrils. Slowly, it rose to its feet and stood like a man, its belly jutting out, a witness to the gruel it had slobbered down this morning and refused to share. 
	Patia tugged on Frant’s sleeve. “Frant, look! Look!” 
	By the time Frant looked, the pig was lying on its stomach. 	“He was standing! He was!” Patia insisted. With an almost hysterical sob, she added, “Maybe this is a bad idea…”
	“Now, now,” said Frant, “You asked for this. And we’ll see it through. If you don’t want to go inside, then fine. You can wait in the house.”
	The Brigade entered the ship, their feet walking across silver metal scarred with streaks of black. 
	“But the pig was standing up!”
	“Look, Patia,” Frant said almost kindly. “The pig-”
	 “You think I’m crazy, don’t you?! You think I’m insane!”
	“I never said-”
	Yolphin peeked out of the hole in the ship. “Are you two coming, or will we have to do this alone? We have other places we need to investigate. We don’t have all day.”
	“Come, Patia. We’ll be in and out in no time at all.” Frant placed a gentle hand on her shoulder. “Then you’ll see there is nothing to fear.”
	They entered the starship and searched the burnt halls marred with human bones and cybernetic limbs charred black as night. The Star Brigade clanked through the ship and past melted terminal panels, sweeping the rooms with circular devices held in their hands. Patia heard creaking and rustling in the walls. She closed her eyes, hoping that it was nothing but groaning metal. There was an oink followed by a snort. Goosebumps ran down her arms. The porker must’ve been playing tricks on her. It had to.
	Yolphin turned to the group. “Looks like there is nothing here,” He waved his sensor. “Nothing’s beeped. We haven’t detected any signs of threats.”
	“Hey. Who’s that?” a soldier asked, pointing past the group. 
	Standing at what looked to be a circular bar was a tall man with pink fur and floppy ears. It stretched its leg over the bar and hustled closer, hooves stomping swiftly as it made its way to the Brigade. Clank! Clank! Clank! The creature’s trotters were the size of a human foot. Before Yolphin could issue a command, the creature multiplied itself and wrapped its unnaturally long, bright pink fingers around all of the soldiers’ necks. They screamed. Crack! Their bones snapped, and they collapsed to the floor. Frant and Patia held each other and screamed enough to wake the dead. The copies of the beast disappeared into smoke. The entity looked at them and grunted. 
	“I warned you, Patia. Now you’ll both pay.”
	“No! Please! Don’t hurt Frant! He hasn’t done anything wrong. I broke our deal.”
	“Very well.” The pig grabbed Patia by the neck.
	“Leave her alone!” Frant picked up a large piece of metal and slammed it against the creature’s back. No reaction. The pig looked at him, and its eyes glowed. Patia felt fear grip the depths of her heart, mind, and soul. Frant stared into the monster’s eyes, and by a strange power, he stumbled back and crashed onto the floor. Sleep swallowed him.	
	“You will come with me, woman,” the pseudo-pig informed. “To a place where you will learn respect!”
	Patia looked at Frant. Tears streamed down her face. She should’ve remained silent and kept the pig issue to herself. No. She should’ve tried harder to stick a knife in its throat. All that mattered now was making sure that Frant was safe. 
	“P-promise me…promise me,” Patia whispered, “that you won’t hurt him, no matter what I’ve done.”
	“This is entirely your fault. So don’t worry, I won’t harm him. But you, you’ll be back with him once you’ve learned your lesson in due time.”
	The pig touched her forehead with a long finger, and everything inside Patia went dark. The creature picked her up in its arms and levitated through the ship. When they reached the outside, the monster looked up into the purple and blue sky, each dot a possible world with diasporic life. They ascended off the moon and into the depths of space, higher and higher, till the farm below was not more than a dot. Down below, through an unknown means, Patia could feel Frant frantically searching for her and crying, blaming himself for everything because he did not believe her. Tears dripped down Patia’s cheeks, onto the moon below.
***
	When Patia woke, darkness surrounded her. A strip of light slipped through the crack of two large wooden doors on her far left. She sat up and felt something long, thin, and soft beneath her. Her head hit something hard. A small cry of pain slipped from her lips, “Where am I?”
	“They got you, too?” a woman’s voice asked through the darkness. 
	“Who’s there?”
	“Ephina. And you are?”
	“Patia.”
	“Well, Patia. This is your life now, until they decide you’re free to go.”
	“Who are ‘they’?” Patia rubbed her head. “And what happened to that stupid pig?”	
	“It was a pig for you? For me, I had to deal with a horse.”
	“Where am I?”
	“You’re on the Farm. That’s what these beings call it.”
	“The Farm?”
	The giant front doors creaked open. Giant creatures that were half human and half animal sauntered in carrying large buckets, their finer features obscured in thick shadow and silence. They poured their oat gruel into the feeding troughs, and people of various ages rushed to the troughs on all fours and gobbled the food down, some making weird noises and shaking their heads as they ate. A few pushed and snapped at each other with their teeth. Around the humans was a collar with a flashing red light. Patia felt around her neck and tugged, her breath quickening as her heart raced in fear. Ellia reached out a hand and rubbed her back. 
	“Don’t worry, it’s only a monitor collar,” Ellia said. “We all have one.”
	“Only a monitor collar? A collar is a collar!” Patia tried to tear it off, but the collar beeped. She stopped. “Get it off me!”
	“I can’t. Only the Farmers can. Please, calm down. There is nothing to panic over. Let’s eat some food, okay?”
	Patia’s stomach growled. She was hungry; there was no denying that. 
	Ellia slowly got up and made her way to the trough, her white hair matted with dirt. “Come with me, we need to eat before these hogs gobbled everything down.”
	Patia hobbled over to the food and stared. The thick sweetness and soothing aroma of blueberries made the slop somewhat appetizing. But the swarming horse flies and salivating people around it made her want to vomit. 
	“Eat up,” Ellia said. “It doesn’t get better than this. Good behavior will get you out sooner. Happened with my brother.”
	“Really?”
	“Really.” 
	It was either to eat or starve, so Patia dug in, slurping and swallowing the food as she let out human snorts and grunts. She’d gobble up all of the food if she had to, not only to escape from this nightmare, but to head back home to Frant. With each gulp, she imagined putting that black-spotted pig on a skewer and roasting him whole till his skin was a nice, juicy crunch. 

