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For Leila, Ilan, and Manu

PRAISE FOR The Pig Who Sang to the Moon
“For years now, Jeffrey Masson has been illuminating the emotional  world of animals, and helping to restore the beauty of the human-animal bond. I’ve wondered if he might ever turn his extraordinary  gaze to the animals we eat. In this book he has done just that, and it  is a whopper! The Pig Who Sang to the Moon will forever enrich,  deepen, and make real your relationship with extraordinary beings  we farm for their meat, eggs, and milk. This is a great book!”
—JOHN ROBBINS,
author of The Food Revolution
 and  Diet for a New America

“Masson convincingly argues that . . . it is human arrogance to disregard the growing weight of evidence that animals have deep, complex  feelings.”
—The Boston Herald
“At last, we have a book that treats farm animals as individuals, with  emotions just like those that dogs and cats have. Masson is a fine  writer, and this is his most important book yet. I hope everyone  reads it. It will change the way people think about the animals they  encounter every day—on their plate.”
—PETER SINGER,
author of Animal Liberation,
Ira W. DeCamp Professor of Bioethics,
University Center for Human Values,
Princeton University

“Jeffrey Masson has written another winner. He skillfully juxtaposes  fascinating facts with moving tales about the amazing ways in which  farm animals show us how they feel—and rounds off with a forceful  ethical challenge to the reader. The days when farm animals were  categorized simply as ‘products’ must surely now be over. This is,  without doubt, a vital book of our times.”
—JOYCE D’SILVA,
CEO, Compassion in World Farming

“In this latest leg of Jeffrey Masson’s journey through the animal  kingdoms, this perceptive writer peels back our prejudices to reveal  the depth of feeling and thought in animals’ minds and the leap we  must make to be worthy of understanding them. Eye-opening,  warm, thoroughly engaging.”
—INGRID NEWKIRK,
president of PETA

“[A]n endearing, sometimes painful peek into the emotional landscapes of ‘farmed’ animals . . . Is it right, then, [Masson] asks, to raise  animals for food—especially using often inhumane farming methods? Masson’s answer is an emphatic ‘no,’ and after reading his impassioned arguments, even the staunchest meat-eater might agree.”
—BookPage
“People who read Jeffrey Masson’s new book will never again see cows  and pigs, chickens and goats as something to eat. With incontrovertible logic, Masson proves that farm animals are our psychological  kin, having rich, diverse emotional lives not unlike our own. Deny it  though we may, that meat on our plate is family.”
—TOM REGAN,
author of Empty Cages:
Facing the Challenge of Animal Rights


Preface
Three years ago, my family and I were visiting Auckland, New  Zealand, when we heard about a pig who lived on a beach just  fifteen minutes from downtown. This pig was famous; school children came to visit, she had been proposed for mayor, and her neighbors were fiercely divided between those who thought a pig living on  the beach was a bit of magic and others who feared she would devour  their children. We found the beach, but Piglet, as she was called, had  moved to a macadamia-nut orchard farther north and was no longer  on view.
To make a long story short, we met her guardians, the wonderful  Tony Watkins and his equally wonderful partner Helen, and wound  up buying a house on that very beach. We heard many stories about  this amazing pig who liked to go for a swim early in the morning  when the sea was at its calmest, and who enjoyed having children sit  on her side, as long as they gave her a tummy rub before leaving. She  was immaculate, well-mannered, sensitive, intelligent, and kind to  strangers. When we finally met her, we could see that you could not   ask for a better neighbor or ambassador for farm animals. Her emotional life was particularly near the surface. She always let you know  what she was feeling; most of the time it was obvious from the smile  on her face, especially when she was swimming or playing with her  small human friends.
[image: image]
But there were more mysterious aspects to her as well. She was  sensitive to music and liked to hear the violin played. She especially  seemed to enjoy music on the  beach at night when there  was a full moon. Tony took a  picture, quite recently, of her  making the sweetest sounds  during a night of the full  moon, as if she were actually  singing to the moon. The picture at left, of Piglet singing,  is photographic evidence of  her special affinity for music,  water, night, and moon. It is  another reason to believe that  many animals—pigs foremost among them—may have access to feelings humans have not  yet known. Perhaps if we listen carefully enough to the songs that  Piglet and her cousins sing at night to the moon, we may yet learn  about emotions that could bring us a new and utterly undreamed of  delight.
In my books about animals, I have usually devoted a few pages to  speculate about emotions that animals have which humans may  lack. Of course it is purely speculative, but there are moments in the   lives of everyone who lives in great intimacy with another species,  when we are suddenly aware that the animal is slipping away from  us, entering a realm to which we do not have access. She gets a distant look in her eyes, or her face lights up with a kind of joy we seem  not to know. At such moments, I am convinced that if I could just  learn to listen better, or were just a bit more open to the unknown, I  might slip into that same space and learn about emotions of which I  at present know nothing.
There are many people who have undergone great suffering who  seem to possess knowledge of the deepest recesses of human emotion unavailable to the rest of us. They may want to impart it, but we  often cannot hear. Strangely enough, farm animals strike me in the  same way. To some people, of course, it sounds absurd to compare  the lives of farm animals to survivors of human tragedies. The more,  though, that I learn about their lives in factory farms, the more I am  convinced that the analogy is not as far-fetched as it might appear.  Farm animals—in spite of or perhaps because of the fate that invariably awaits them—seem able to retain their capacity for deep feeling, including, miraculously, their love for us. It is my hope that this  book will alert you to the existence of another kind of animal life,  one that has been with us for thousands of years, but which we rarely  truly see. I want Piglet to sing to us as she sings to the moon—perhaps a song of mourning, of loss, of sadness, but perhaps also a song  of joy, of compassion, of love.
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Introduction:
A Good Life
Walk into any bookstore and say that you want to read something about farm animals and you will be sent to the children’s section. There is nothing for adults about farm animal  behavior, let alone farm animal emotions. That is why I set out to  write this book. It turns out that the farm animals I studied (chickens, pigs, cows, sheep, and goats) have, as might well have been expected, complex emotions, among them love, loyalty, friendship,  sadness, grief, and sorrow. The domesticated animals who live on our  farms are very little removed from their wild ancestors and therefore  have all the emotions that belong to those wild animals who live under conditions of freedom. This means that confinement is going to  be all the more painful for farm animals, conflicting as it does with  emotions that evolved under far different conditions. (We can only  imagine the emotions of farm animals subjected to factory farming,  where it is impossible to perform any meaningful natural behavior.)  There is then no difficulty answering the question of whether these  animals are happy. An animal, much like a human, can only be happy   when it is living under conditions that allow it to express its natural  behavior and feel the emotions that accompany that behavior. Considering the wild ancestors of farm animals allows us to answer many  questions that were deemed pointless or unanswerable in the past.  These answers may make some people uncomfortable, but they can  give us, at last, the kind of insight into the personalities and needs of  farm animals that has been missing for centuries.
If a farm animal has a good life and that life ends in a painless death  and the animal is used to feed people, is that wrong? Many people  would answer that it is not. But I think it is worth asking first just  how anybody knows what a “good life” is for a farm animal. Of  course, we all have some idea what this might mean. However, few  people outside of industry apologists would be prepared to argue  that the average dairy cow leads a happy life. Consider the cow  whose calves are removed at birth, and who is then milked intensively for a few years. She is kept almost permanently pregnant to  keep her milk flowing—while not allowed to keep her calf. Finally,  old before her time, her usefulness for giving milk in decline, that  same cow is killed, long before her natural life span has been reached.  Can we say that this cow has led a happy life?
The position I take in this book is a radical one. Still, I feel it is  so simple and logical I do not know why it has not been taken before,  and by large numbers of people. To the extent that you prevent an  animal from living the way he or she evolved to live, you are creating  unhappiness for that animal. All farm animals, it turns out, from  chickens to cows, have evolved to have offspring and guide them   through their infancy. An animal who has given birth and is then deprived of the opportunity to give expression to her inborn maternal  urge cannot be happy. Think about it: If you were made pregnant  against your will, and then your child was taken from you and served  the next night for dinner, would you be happy? If you think a cow  never gives a second thought to her missing calf, ask any farmer how  long a newborn calf and her mother call for each other. One farmer  told me that as long as they can see each other, they will call until  they are hoarse, indefinitely.
I think it is wrong to raise animals for food. I just do not believe  that anybody will take care to give an animal a “good life” if the point  of that life is to end up as a meal on the table. It is too easy to cheat,  too tempting not to search out what makes for a good life for any particular animal. Adequate, tolerable, bearable: these are the adjectives  we are happy to use for the conditions under which farm animals  live. They are clearly not adjectives we would aspire to for our own  living conditions. Imagine if you were to ask a boarding school director what kind of life he contemplated for your enrolled child, and he  replied: “It will be adequate.” You might easily surmise that your  child’s life would not be good.
Even those who honestly attempt to give a farm animal a good  life know that this animal’s life will never be optimal. Feelings the animal is capable of are not given scope in any kind of life that gives  short shrift to his or her evolutionary past. So yes of course, it is better to allow a chicken to live the kind of outdoor life with others of  her kind that she would live had she the choice. But surely we can all  understand that it is even better to let the chicken live her allotted  time, rather than serving her up for dinner.
Where, though, can farm animals live the kinds of lives they   were meant to live? Farm animal sanctuaries are the only places to  my knowledge where animals can do so. A farm sanctuary provides a  safe home for animals who have been rescued from slaughterhouses  or from abusive situations. There they are able to live out their lives  without ever being exploited for their flesh, their hide, their eggs, or  any other body product. They are cared for, they are respected, and  they are loved by volunteers who are honored to be with them.  Chickens have evolved over millions of years to live a certain kind of  life. The kinds of changes that occur naturally over hundreds of  thousands of years have not yet taken place during the short period  that chickens have been domesticated. Chickens did not evolve for  the benefit of humans. Domestication was never their purpose. We  breed chickens, of course, for our benefit, but it will become apparent to anybody who takes the trouble to look that we have not succeeded in breeding out of chickens that which makes them chickens  and not dinner.
I’ve noticed that when I tell people over a meal that I am writing  about the emotional lives of farm animals, they give me an odd smile,  as if I had said something slightly ridiculous. Then they dive into  their steak or their lamb or their chicken or their pork, seemingly not  the least bit curious about the lives of the animals they are consuming for dinner.
Not what are you eating, but whom are you eating is the question  on my lips. Should the topic of suffering on such a vast scale be considered ridiculous? Is it ridiculous to care that 24 million chickens  are killed every twenty-four hours in the United States? That is almost  9 billion (nine thousand million!) chickens for the year 2002. As for  pigs, there are 268,493 killed every twenty-four hours in the U.S.  alone, for a total of 99,236,800 in the year 2002. We will never know   the true number of animals slaughtered for food in the world per  year, but the number is almost beyond imagining. We know, for example, that 40 billion chickens (6 for every person on the planet) are  killed for food every year in the world, but that does not include  chickens in countries that provide no figures nor does it include  backyard slaughter or unauthorized slaughter of any kind. So the  real number is unknown, but immense.
Why is it generally considered ridiculous to point out that each  and every one of those animals killed had a mother, almost all had  siblings, and surely some were mourned by a parent or missed by a  friend? Even though they were bred to be killed, their emotional capacities were not altered by such breeding. They had memories, they  suffered, and they grieved. There is little justification for making a  comparative scale of suffering where “human” is weighted and animal  is given little weight. To be concerned about one kind of suffering  does not mean that you must have no interest in another, or that you  think one is somehow more significant or more terrible than another.  Jean Améry, a survivor of the Holocaust, did not want to be forced to  find similes to describe his suffering: “Pain was what it was. There’s  nothing further to say about it. Qualities of feeling are as incomparable as they are indescribable.”1 And so the suffering of almost all farm  animals is unique, particular, mostly beyond language to describe or  explain. If we give it no thought, and yet eat them for our meals, are  we not morally blind, ethically dumb, and humanly remiss?
Around ten thousand years ago, as the great Ice Age came to an  end, human beings gave up the life of hunter-gatherers and began   farming, but this was not a simple matter of choice. Climate change  had brought with it a scarcity of water, and thus of game. It made  sense to settle down near an oasis or other water source and plant  crops of wheat and barley. Before that time, Desmond Morris tells us  in The Naked Ape, we had “killed and eaten almost any animal you  care to mention.” From a study of prehistoric remains we know that  about half a million years ago, at one site alone, “humans were hunting and eating species of bison, horse, rhino, deer, bear, sheep, mammoth, camel, ostrich, antelope, buffalo, boar and hyena.” Even before  crop planting got under way, we found ourselves up against one or  two serious competitors for edible prey—particularly the pack-hunting wolflike ancestor of our domestic dog. With a sharper sense  of smell and hearing, and being more skilled at herding and driving  prey at high speed, the hunting dogs would often rob less adept humans of an essential part of their daily diet. Exactly how a symbiotic  bond was formed between dogs and humans is unknown, but Dr.  Morris theorizes that puppies were originally brought home as food,  but that it soon became apparent that they made good watchdogs at  night. Moreover, dogs would accompany men on their hunting trips  and even regard them as their own leaders, and cooperate fully in the  hunt, since they now saw themselves as members of the human pack.
The horse has had almost as crucial an effect on the development of farming as the dog. The horse was the last of the five most  common livestock animals to be domesticated, and as Juliet Clutton-Brock, an expert on the history of domestication, points out, “as a  species it has been the least affected by human manipulation and artificial selection.” 2 Originally a source of food for prehistoric man, it  did not take people long to realize that the horse evolved to cover  great distances in a short period, and this speed and strength could   be exploited as a means of human transportation and farming the  land. Doing so transformed the way human beings lived.
Fossil evidence from Jericho (the oldest walled city in the world)  shows sheep and goats were domesticated there around nine thousand years ago. Goat remains have also been found in a cave in Pales-tine known as El-Khiam, going back to ten thousand years ago. The  telltale physical signs of domestication—reduction in size, shortened faces, and compacted teeth—are evident in the remains found  at these sites.
Many people have a distorted view of what farm animal domestication refers to. Let me clarify: Every farm animal has been domesticated. By farm animal, I mean those animals who live on a farm.  That is a bit of a misnomer now, because most farm animals, at least  in the United States and in Europe, do not live on farms. They live in  artificial sheds, barns, or stables that resemble human prisons. We  concentrate the animals into these places because it is convenient  and profitable to do so. It has nothing to do with, and has never had  anything to do with, the comfort, safety, or health of the animals.
Some people have objected to the term “farm animal” on the  grounds that these animals are not there by choice. We farm them,  and so it would be more accurate to call them farmed animals—the  emphasis placed on the doer, us, rather than the done to, them. Were  the phrase not so clumsy, I would have preferred to use “farmed animal” through the book. When I say “farm animal” I mean an animal  who has been farmed. It is, alas, an us/them situation. The origins of  the sense of “an other” may very well owe its life to the idea that early  humans had when confronted with the ultimate “other”: an animal.  Animals were primarily seen by them as either prey or predator.  Their desire to turn these “others” into animals less alien marked the   beginnings of domestication. The idea was to make the animals  more docile (smaller, with less strength), slower, so that we could  catch them more easily, and more willing to accept servitude.
In the case of dogs and cats, you could make the argument that  domestication was mutually beneficial. They got companionship, security, food, warmth, playmates, and even love. We got many of the  same things back (minus food—since rarely did humans eat the animals with whom they played and shared their homes). But in the case  of farm animals, the relationship never approached anything like an  even exchange. We took their eggs, their milk, their flesh, their skin,  their work, and in exchange they got, as far as I can see, the short end  of the stick. While we protected them from predators, this was only  because we, a more powerful predator, had already earmarked them  for our own exploitation, invariably ending with their personal extinction. How it can be argued that this is to protect them has always  struck me as odd.
One of the mysteries about the earliest contacts between domestic animals and humans is whether it was the animals’ usefulness or  our attraction to them as companions that was the original impetus  for domestication. It is not clear when humans first began to milk  other species, either the goat or the cow, but milk was probably not  the main reason they were domesticated, since so many people in the  world outside of Europe and North America were at the time (and  are today) lactose intolerant. A small kid goat just a few days old,  able to eat and wander about on her own, is an easy animal to catch.  Once caught, she would behave much like the young of any animal—helpless, harmless, and cute in the extreme. It is conceivable  that people ten thousand years ago as much as today found themselves won over by the cute features of the animal—big eyes, floppy   ears, playfulness—which evolved so that the baby would endear herself to parents and other members of her species as a way of ensuring  her survival. It’s not surprising that it works with us as well. The humans of ten thousand years ago were identical to us in genetic heritage, intellectual capacity, and brain development. No doubt they  saw the similarity between domestic animals and wild animals, and  between both kinds of animals and themselves. This worldview was  given the stamp of science by Charles Darwin a little more than a  hundred years ago, although we seem, somewhere along the line, to  have lost the connection or to have grown so arrogant, or so human-centered, that we can no longer see it.3
George Orwell’s classic novel, Animal Farm, is generally considered to  be a political fable about totalitarianism and Russia. Literary critics  and ordinary readers alike have seen his tale of farm animals as  merely a device, an engine for the story. Orwell, however, saw it in another light, explaining in a preface written for the Ukrainian translation, that the story came to him when he saw a little boy, perhaps ten  years old, abusing a carthorse. He was struck with the force of a  revelation “that men exploit animals in much the same way as the  rich exploit the proletariat.” He went on to explain that he turned  Marx’s fundamental insight on its head: “I proceed to analyze Marx’s  theory from the animals’ point of view. To them it was clear that the  concept of a class struggle between humans was pure illusion, since  whenever it was necessary to exploit animals, all humans united  against them: the true struggle is between animals and humans.” 4 Although I have added the emphasis, there is every reason to suggest   that Orwell truly believed this. In fact, at the beginning of the book,  Orwell has Major tell the animals on the farm, “No animal in England knows the meaning of happiness or leisure after he is a year  old. No animal in England is free. The life of an animal is misery and  slavery: that is the plain truth.” Is this not a deliberate echo of the  most famous statement made by Jean-Jacques Rousseau—that man  was born free, and everywhere he is in chains?
The philosopher Stephen Clark once remarked that human  slavery only began with the arrival of farming. Hunter-gatherers  took no slaves, nor did they very often engage in war, since, without  property, there was little to fight about. It was farming, and domestication, with their innate sense of things that belong to certain people  and not others, that saw the growing importance of status and the  beginning of war.5
The comparison between slavery and animal domestication is  not new. Like so many of our Western attitudes, it goes back to Aristotle, who wrote in Politics:
For all tame animals there is an advantage in being under  human control, as this secures their survival. . . . By analogy,  the same must necessarily apply to mankind as a whole. . . .  these people are slaves by nature, and it is better for them to  be subject to this kind of control, as it is better for the other  creatures I have mentioned.
War and hunting, Aristotle went on to claim, are part and parcel  of this philosophy and both must be waged against animals and  “those men whose nature it is to be governed.”6 How convenient   these laws seem to be for the men of Aristotle’s class. Such attitudes  die a slow death.
There is a common view that farm animals would not even exist unless we bred them: better for them to lead a confined life than no life  at all. It is commonly asserted that animals like cows, pigs, sheep,  goats, chickens, ducks, and geese benefit merely by being allowed to  exist. The British philosopher and fox-hunting enthusiast Roger  Scruton, for example, makes the curious argument that “Young animals have been slaughtered without compunction from the beginning of history,” as if slavery and racism and the abuse of women were  not also practiced from the beginning of history. Since when does the  practice of something over time confer moral rectitude? He goes on  to say, “Most of the animals which graze in our fields are there because we eat them.” They could still be there, grazing in our fields at a  sanctuary, if we did not eat them, but of course their numbers would  be fewer. But it does not seem a sound philosophical point to say that  somebody or something owes its very existence to our desire to exploit, as if that confers some special moral right upon us. He concludes, “It seems to me, therefore, that it is not just permissible, but  positively right, to eat these animals whose comforts depend upon  our doing so.”7  But their comfort need not depend upon our eating  them; we could decide that their comfort was important in and of itself, without reference to any benefit that we might derive. This is the  true moral position, not the one derived exclusively from self-interest.
Some writers take perverse delight in listing faculties humans   possess and animals lack. Marc Hauser, professor of neuroscience at  Harvard University, in his new book Wild Minds, attempts to make  the point that animals do not possess moral choice in the way that  humans do. He ends his argument with a passage that, in spite of  myself, I found profound. He says that if animals are moral agents,  they must understand the norms of action and emotion in their society and “have the capacity to engage in a revolution when their  rights have been violated.” He suggests that no subordinate animal  has ever thought about changing the system, overthrowing “the normative responses and feelings that define life in a primate group.” So  while a subordinate animal may feel that he is being treated unfairly,  Hauser says he knows “of no instance where an animal has attempted an overthrow of societal norms. No subordinate has ever  built up a coalition of support to derail the system.”8  This is an original observation, and one well worth thinking about. However, we  must put it in context: what percentage of humans has ever raised  revolutionary ideas? Is not truly revolutionary thinking rare in the  history of ideas? But more important, why compare the abilities of  humans and animals? Bias invariably creeps in, for there would not  be much point to the exercise except as a means of upholding human  superiority. Fewer and fewer scientists care to engage in this futile  pursuit.
When we think about farm animals, it is important to keep in  mind that the purpose of their existence is almost entirely defined by  their death or exploitation. They exist to die or to be used. We breed  them to kill them or profit from them—not to provide them with a  way of fulfilling their destiny for a happy life. No amount of philosophical blather can get us past this immovable rock of, may we call  it human treachery? We facilitate the birth of farm animals because   and generally only because  we intend to kill them sooner or later, and  generally sooner (lambs, chickens, calves). If they can be exploited in  some other way first (dairy cows, wool-bearing sheep, milk-giving  goats, egg-laying hens) their lives may be prolonged, but generally  not beyond the point where they cease to be of economic benefit. Although there are farmers who care about their animals, I suggest that  the majority do not think like James Granger, the vicar of Shiplake  in Oxford, who in 1772 said that we should show kindness to farm  animals, “our poor servants . . . and especially when they are advanced in years, and worn out with drudgery.”9
We acknowledge that certain animals see better than we do, hear  more, smell more acutely, are stronger, faster, more agile, and so on.  This does not make them better or superior, just different and worth  studying and valuing. Why not when it comes to the emotions as  well? I am sure that the ability to feel terror may well be as advanced  in many other prey species as it is in humans. The need for friendship may be more powerful in many other species than it is in ours.  The love of children may be highly developed, even more than in our  own, in many species that form pair-bonds. (The British philosopher Mary Midgley, in a conversation with me, thought this to be  likely.) Fidelity in geese, patience in cows, playfulness in lambs, the  list could continue for pages. Just imagine how rewarding it could be  to contemplate the emotional superiority of an animal when it comes  to compassion or love: to think that we have something to learn.
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ONE
Pigs  Is  Equal
An old English adage claims, “dogs look up at you, cats looks  down on you, but pigs is equal.” There is some truth in the folk  wisdom of this saying, which has been ascribed to different people,  including Winston Churchill, but nobody is sure who said it first.  Pigs are more or less the same size as human beings and resemble us  in many ways. The organs of pigs are so similar to our own that surgeons have resorted to pig heart valves for replacing a patient’s aortic  or mitral valve.
There is a wonderful quote from W. H. Hudson, the great naturalist who lived for some time in Argentina, that perfectly describes  the pig’s attitude toward us:
I have a friendly feeling towards pigs generally, and consider  them among the most intelligent of beasts. I also like his disposition and attitude towards other creatures, especially  man. He is not suspicious or shrinkingly submissive, like  horses, cattle and sheep; nor an impudent devil-may-care  like the goat; nor hostile like the goose, nor condescending  like the cat; nor a flattering parasite like the dog. He views us  from a totally different, a sort of democratic standpoint, as   fellow citizens and brothers, and takes it for granted that we  understand his language, and without servility or insolence  he has a natural, pleasant camaraderie, or hail-fellow-well-met air with us.10
The fact that pigs will become extremely friendly with humans,  given half a chance, is something of a miracle, considering how we  have almost invariably treated them. Perhaps pigs themselves are  aware of our resemblance and so regard us more as cousins than  members of a completely different species. Unlike dogs, pigs don’t  seem to have a critical period after which they can no longer be socialized. Handled with affection, even an adult pig might well become as friendly as a dog who has always lived with the family since  puppydom. This shows remarkable trust and flexibility on the part  of the pig. The one big difference between pigs and dogs is the way  we treat them. We play with our dogs, take them for walks, and  romp with them. We rarely do the same with pigs.
One has to wonder why the pig came to be despised by both  Jews and Muslims. Was it merely the flesh of the pig that was distrusted, or the pig itself, as an animal? By and large people have believed the former, claiming that because pig meat was so easily prone  to spoiling and trichinosis, the consequent human diseases led them  to avoid the meat and thereby censor the animal. But the late F. E.  Zeuner, a leading expert on domestication, rejects this view, pointing  out that pork is no more likely to spoil than any other meat in a hot  country, and in any event there are tropical islands where pork is the  main meat eaten. He proposes instead an interpretation having to do  with the people who raised pigs. Unlike cattle, pigs cannot be driven,  and therefore the pig is only valuable to the settled farmer. The nomad, who always felt superior to the farmer, “came to despise the pig  as well as the farmer who bred it.” The religious prohibitions seem to  have been transferred from the people on to the animal, one they  “themselves could neither breed nor keep.”11 But then why would this  not apply equally to chickens? Could it be that they are smaller and  more transportable?
In most parts of the world today, we cannot own another person  in the way that we can own an automobile. The law is also increasingly taking the view that a human cannot “own” an animal companion either.
This became evident when a wealthy man in Philadelphia  sought to have his two dogs euthanized after his death. In a surprising victory for the views of the movement for the rights of animals, a  United States federal court decided that animal companions cannot  be owned, and therefore could not be disposed of at will as if they  were merely chattels. The logic then (as now) is that living beings  can never be property. As early as the nineteenth century, Henry  Bigelow, professor of medicine at Harvard University, was writing:  “There will come a time when the world will look back to modern  vivisection in the name of Science, as they do now to burning at the  stake in the name of Religion.”12
It is undeniable that we humans share a great deal in common  with pigs, though people have been reluctant to acknowledge the  similarities. Like us, pigs dream and can see colors. Also like us, and  like dogs and wolves, pigs are sociable. (On warm summer nights  pigs snuggle up close to one another and for some unexplained reason like to sleep nose to nose.) The females form stable families led  by a matriarch with her children and female relatives. Piglets are  particularly fond of play, just as human children are, and chase one   another, play-fight, play-love, tumble down hills, and generally engage in a wide variety of enjoyable activities. As Karl Schwenke  points out in his classic 1985 book, In a Pig’s Eye, “Pigs are gregarious  animals. Like children, they thrive on affection, enjoy toys, have a  short attention span, and are easily bored.”13 He reports that when  pigs were put into a small pen, as they are on most farms, “their world  was instantly narrowed to each other, the food, and the sty, and as  they grew, their world became smaller and smaller. The tedium of  their existence soon became apparent: they were lethargic, exhibited  ragged ears, had droopy tails, and rapidly acquired that dull-eyed  glaze that swineherds associate with six- or seven-year-old breeding  hogs.” Much like children, piglets do not develop in a normal way  when they are deprived of the opportunity to engage in play.
Kim Sturla, of the northern California animal sanctuary Animal  Place, tells me that pigs express friendships with other pigs a variety  of ways: vocalizing, body language, who they sleep with, explore  with, hang out with during the day. Some pigs, Sturla says, are  friendly with certain pigs because they arrived at the sanctuary about  the same time. Juveniles will play with each other, and immense patience is demonstrated with new piglets. One can witness the interaction and affection when pigs greet each other, snout to snout,  sometimes with love grunts—soft, wispy, open-mouthed greetings  given when a pig is in heat, feeling amorous, or maybe just feeling  sweetly affectionate. Pigs can also be cliquish: an older new arrival  may not easily find acceptance.
Like humans, pigs are omnivores. Though they are often fed  garbage and eat it, their choices—if allowed—would not be dissimilar to our own. Sturla tells me that when she offers her pigs mango  or a head of broccoli, they will always take the mango. She explains   that they have a sweet tooth and a pastry will always win over a  healthy vegetable. Remind you of somebody? They get easily bored  with the same food. They love melons, bananas, and apples, but if  they have had them for a few days, they will set them aside and eat  whatever other food is new first. We don’t often think of pigs and  cleanliness in the same breath, but pigs, if permitted, will be more  fastidious in eating and in general behavior than dogs. When offered  anything unusual to eat, a pig will sniff at it and nibble gently. About  90 percent of their diet in the wild is plant-based, consisting of fruit,  seeds, roots, and tubers. In fact, a study of what fruits pigs routinely  eat, conducted on one of the Indonesian islands, found that they  would eat more than fifty varieties. Perhaps this is why of all animals  their flesh most resembles human flesh, which is somewhat disconcerting when you consider that more than 40 percent of all meat  raised in the world is pork.
Like people, pigs avoid extreme temperatures. Since they have  sweat glands only on their noses, it is important that they do not  overheat. Water is not effective in cooling them down because it  evaporates quickly, whereas mud provides evaporative cooling over a  much longer period of time. This is why pigs, like elephants, need to  roll in mud. Mud protects their sensitive skin from sunburn, dangerous to a pig, and also from flies and other parasites. It is not, then,  that pigs are dirty; quite the contrary. Never will a pig defecate near  its sleeping or eating quarters. Fastidiousness is one of a pig’s most  salient characteristics. Kim Sturla has repeatedly seen old arthritic  sows waking up early in the morning, getting their stiff bodies up  with enormous effort, then dragging themselves through deep mud  to walk a long distance away from the barn before they would urinate. We can only imagine the suffering involved when pigs are   confined in such a small space that they refuse to foul
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