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To Oscar, my inspiration.
Pigcasso, my equal.
And to the billions of invisible farmed
animals who live and die in darkness:
These pages are for you.



Art does not reproduce the visible;
rather it makes visible.

Paul Klee
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Foreword
by Dame Jane Goodall

I was born with a love of, and fascination for, all animals. I think my love of pigs began when I was eight years old and read The Story of Doctor Dolittle. In that book I was introduced to Gub-Gub the pig, an absolutely enchanting character. My first experience of habituating any animal just happened to be a pig. I met him when I was about ten, during a two-week holiday in the country with my mother and sister. I named him Grunter and he lived in a field with about nine other pigs, all Saddlebacks. I wanted to get closer, but they ran off when I climbed over the gate.

But I was determined, and every day I took my lunchtime apple to eat in the field and throw the core towards the pigs. Each day I went a little closer, and finally one of them – Grunter – lost his fear and let me approach. When he finally plucked up courage and took the offering from my hand, I was so very excited. And one day he let me rub his back. It was a moment I never forgot. I’m glad I had no idea, back then, that Grunter was destined to be slaughtered for food; it would have broken my heart.

In 1960, 16 years after meeting Grunter, I began my observation of the wild chimpanzees in Gombe Stream National Park in Tanzania. It was about four months before they began to lose their fear of me and I was able to know the different individuals: David Greybeard, who showed me that chimps could use and make tools, and old Flo, who taught me about motherhood, and all the rest.

After I’d been at Gombe for a year, I went to Cambridge University. I’d not gone to college when I left school (we couldn’t afford it), so I knew nothing about the reductionist way in which the scientific community thought about animals. I was horrified when I was criticized by the professors for naming my subjects instead of giving them numbers, and for talking about their different personalities, minds capable of solving problems and emotions similar to those we call happiness, sadness, anger, grief and so on. Those, I was told, were unique to humans. Luckily I’d had a wonderful teacher as a child, who had taught me that in this respect the professors were wrong: my dog Rusty. Anyone who has shared their life in a meaningful way with a dog, cat, horse, bird (or pig!) knows that we are not the only beings with personalities, minds and emotions.

Gradually, as my catalogue of detailed observations grew, substantiated by the film material shot by my then-husband Hugo van Lawick, scientists began to drop that way of thinking about other animals, and today it is widely recognized that mammals, birds, reptiles, amphibians and other animals are sentient. I’m sure many of you reading this have watched the Oscar-winning film My Octopus Teacher on Netflix. If not, I recommend you do so.

When I give lectures around the world, I take with me a collection of toys to act as props and sit them in a row on a table by the podium. I use Cow (hardly an imaginative name!) to illustrate to children how food goes in one end and gas comes out the other (which gets a giggle), explaining this is the greenhouse gas methane. I also talk about the horrendous way dairy cows are treated, bred for ever-larger udders. Cows are artificially inseminated. When the baby is born, the mother is allowed to lick her child to get her milk flowing and then, after all she has gone through and as she starts to bond with her little one, the calf is dragged away. The anguished way they call to each other is heart-breaking. And we drink the milk intended for the calf.

I use Ratty (named for the water rat in The Wind in the Willows) and Octavia the Octopus to talk about the extraordinary intelligence of both species. And Piglet (the name comes, of course, from Winnie-the-Pooh) helps me explain that pigs are as smart as dogs, that each one has his or her own personality.

There has been much written on the intelligence of pigs, ranging from articles in scientific journals to books about pigs who have been adopted as pets. I once met LiLou, a therapy pig. She is taken, regularly, by the couple who raised her, to San Francisco Airport. And I saw for myself how the sight of her causes stressed passengers to smile and relax, and tired, fretful children to light up with pleasure. She even plays a toy piano!

And then someone told me about an amazing pig who had been rescued on her way to slaughter by Joanne Lefson. I watched a video of this animal at work on one of her canvases and understood why she had been named after the famous artist Picasso, with a delightful play on words. As I watched the joy with which she painted I was moved to tears, to think she might have been killed to become pork chops and bacon. I at once wrote to Joanne and am now the proud owner of an original Pigcasso artwork.

I almost always talk about this wonderful pig in my lectures, and show a short video of her at work. And so many people tell me, afterwards, that they can never eat pork or bacon or sausages again. You cannot watch her without being impressed by the obvious satisfaction she derives from executing a painting. Joanne tells me how Pigcasso inspires and impresses all those who meet her. She is a true ambassador for her species, for all those factory-farmed pigs who are forced to lie on bare floors and never know the joy of rootling in the ground, wallowing in the mud, breathing fresh air.

For just as Pigcasso has her own special personality, so too do all those others: billions of intelligent individuals incarcerated in the living hell of animal concentration camps, and treated as living pork and bacon and sausages. It is my hope that if you eat meat, this book will help you to understand the secret suffering of the animals whose life was taken to put the food on your plate. That you will refuse to buy meat from intensively farmed animals and pay a little more for free-range produce. And, perhaps, you will be inspired to move towards a healthy, plant-based diet. Let us work together to create a better world for the animals with whom we share the planet.

Dame Jane Goodall, primatologist

and United Nations Messenger of Peace, 2021


Preface

Before we begin . . .

There are two things we need to know before heading down the farm road. Firstly, sport, and golf in particular, has played a big part in my journey, even though these days my clubs gather more dust than grass. So if you come across the occasional birdie, hole-in-one or other obscure sporting term, I hope you’ll forgive me. I’m not trying to be clever or cryptic, it’s just deeply ingrained in my DNA. A quick Google search will sort out any confusion. Secondly, I am the sort of person who is likely to break the ice at a dinner party with something like, ‘What’s the difference between a hippo and a Zippo? One is really heavy and the other is a little lighter.’ I have always enjoyed a good pun. I like the good ones and the bad ones, and the ones in between. From ‘Time flies like an arrow, fruit flies like a banana’ all the way to the idea that becoming a vegetarian might just be a massive missed steak, I can’t help myself. Never have, never will. They make me smile. If I’d had my way, this book would be a few thousand words longer to accommodate as many puns as I could get away with, but the editors won. Sad face. Even so, you’ll see more plays on words in the pages that follow than Shakespeare ever dreamed of, and as with the shanks and duffs mentioned above, I do hope you’ll take them in your stride. Who knows, you may even grow to enjoy them when you realize that if one goes seven days without a pun, it’ll make one week.
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