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A.A. Castor writes not to comfort, but to confront. In God-Chosen Pigs, he does what sacred tradition fears most—he names the system. Not with rage, but with ritual. Not with sermons, but with symbols.

He does not hide behind metaphor. He weaponizes it.

His fables are indictments. His beasts are masks worn by the powerful. His scrolls are mirrors held up to those who preach equality while walking on the backs of the obedient.

Castor’s work refuses to flatter faith that exploits. It does not question God—it questions those who claim exclusive rights to speak for Him. The result is a story that echoes through sanctuaries, courts, classrooms, and war rooms—any place where cruelty wears the costume of divine order.

He writes for the ones who bowed too long.
For the servants who memorized verses that were never meant for them.
For the obedient who were blessed before they disappeared.
A.A. Castor believes truth doesn’t whisper anymore. It grunts. It weeps. And it waits.

He writes because the scrolls are still read.
Because the pigs still smile.
Because silence still rules.
And someone has to remember who wrote it that way.
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​Chapter 1 – The Scroll That Smiles
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The scent of polished marble and perfumed parchment lingered in the air as the Great Hall of Proclamation filled with animals. Tall columns carved from white salt-stone framed the golden ark at the center, where the scrolls—both spoken and unspeakable—rested in twin compartments, one open, one sealed. The pigs entered first, gliding in two rows, cloaked in silver robes that shimmered in the torchlight. Their hooves struck the tiled floor with a gentle rhythm, and their pink faces wore the expression they had perfected over centuries: gentle. Gracious. Holy.

Behind them came the dogs. Dozens of them in brown robes with stitched collars and polished medallions. They bowed at the gate and were waved in, each receiving a touch from the silver hoof of a pig elder—a blessing, they called it. A graze of hoof to head. It made the dogs weep.

Martin Tomas de Innocent stood near the back, among the servants and the unseen. He pressed his snoutless face against a carved pillar, close enough to hear, not close enough to be heard. His ears twitched at every line recited from the scroll, as though memorization could transform him. He held a hand to his chest the way the pigs did, hoping one might notice.

A pig priest stepped up to the ark. Elder Swinevel the Gentle, fat and soft-eyed, with a voice like honey drizzled over knives. He unrolled the public scroll—aged vellum edged with ivory threads—and read with sacred warmth.


“In the beginning, all creatures were one. The bark of the dog, the grunt of the pig, the bleat of the goat—all were made in harmony. The Lord of Breath made them for peace. And the chosen were to lead, not conquer. To guide, not to rule.”


A dog priest near the front wept openly. He rose and lifted both paws to the pigs.

“Blessed are you, Pigs of Peace,” he cried. “For you lead us not with fire, but with favor. For you walk in truth, and feed even those who bite. For you are the hoofprint of God on the soil of creation.”

There was murmured approval. Several pigs nodded solemnly. One even approached and wrapped a silk cloth around the dog’s shoulder. “You are heard,” she whispered. “And you are loved.”

Martin smiled. He had practiced that line. He had rehearsed his bow for months. He bent slightly forward now, subtly, hands clasped in front of him like a piglet learning prayer.

The scroll continued. Words of unity, verses about the equality of breath and bone, poems about dogs and pigs sleeping under the same sky. The room breathed it in like incense. It smelled of inclusion. It tasted like hope.

But Martin noticed something else.

A pig child across the hall turned toward his mother. “Why do we tell them this one?” she whispered, just loud enough to catch.

“Hush,” her mother whispered, smiling for all to see. “This is the scroll that smiles.”

Martin’s spine tingled.

After the ceremony, the hall emptied. Dogs left with wet faces and lighter hearts. They carried crumbs of parchment blessings wrapped in gold foil. Some kissed the stone floor as they exited.

Martin stayed behind. He busied himself pretending to sweep the edge of the dais. Elder Swinevel did not notice—or pretended not to.

Later, as torches dimmed and night coiled around the marble columns, Martin crept toward the altar. He pretended to tidy the scroll table. He whispered a prayer.

A hidden door opened behind the ark.

He froze.

From the shadow emerged a pig—not Swinevel, but one of the silent priests, robed in black instead of silver. The pig’s face was hooded, but Martin could see the eyes: not gentle. Not smiling.

The black-robed pig reached for the sealed scroll.

This one was not vellum but leather. Thicker. Bound in red thread. The pig whispered as he opened it—words not sung, not rhymed, but spat in sharp, clipped syllables.


“The beast who speaks as a brother must be corrected.
The one who dreams of equality must be broken.
The scroll is not for the swine-less.
To offer the words to a beast is to make a god weep.
And the just shall strike them down, for mercy is a lie outside the bloodline.”

Martin could not breathe.

The pig priest pressed the scroll to his snout and kissed the line. Then he closed it carefully, wrapping it three times in crimson silk. He whispered again—not a blessing, but an oath.


“May my hoof crush the unworthy,
May my breath be truth,
And my tongue be cut
Before I teach a beast.”

Martin slipped away before the black-robed priest noticed him. His legs shook. He stumbled past the gate, past the torchlight, back into the servant quarters. He fell to his knees before a bowl of cold porridge and tried to pray. He used the pig words. He bowed the pig way.

But the scroll that smiled now rang false in his memory.

And the scroll that whispered... echoed like a scream behind his eyes.

The last thing he saw before sleep took him was the red thread wrapped around the black scroll. It pulsed in his thoughts like a heartbeat.

And somewhere beyond the temple walls, a dog barked joyfully into the night. Not knowing.

Not seeing.

Not chosen.
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The last light of the sixth day slipped quietly through the domed skylight of the Great Manor, falling like faded gold across the ivory dining tiles. A series of mechanical clicks echoed down the halls as automatic lamps flared into life, pre-set by invisible hands, controlled by gears and relays wound hours earlier. From the ceiling, cold air whispered from vents, and the oven hummed to life again with a final soft chime—programmed to warm without intervention. The pigs had been careful. As the sun kissed the horizon, they had prepared every comfort, every mechanism, every indulgence—without technically “working.”

Resting Pigs Day had begun.

The house fell into deliberate silence. No switches would be flipped, no cords pulled, no buttons pushed. But the luxury remained—lights that timed themselves, music that played from hidden corners, meals delivered on conveyors. Everything moved, sparkled, rotated, and cooked, except the pigs.

They were, after all, resting.

Martin Tomas de Innocent stood still in the corner of the grand dining room, back straight, cloth in hand, eyes fixed on the floor. His role, like his body, was meant to disappear unless summoned. He had spent the morning folding linen napkins with curled gold tips, polishing silverware embossed with the crest of the chosen, and placing drops of rose oil in shallow brass bowls that now floated atop glass pedestals, releasing the faintest aroma of submission.

At the table, six pigs reclined on curved couches covered in lamb-skin. Their robes were white with threads of deep copper, the color of “dignified humility.” Their hooves rested on soft cushions. Their eyes—half-lidded with restfulness—glanced now and then toward the screenless windows that let moonlight spill in like thin silver threads.

“This is the sweetest part of the week,” murmured Elder Sira of the Inner Bench. Her jowls wobbled as she exhaled a satisfied sigh. “To sit. To be. To do nothing—and yet be served. A divine reminder that even without lifting a hoof, the world turns for the chosen.”

A younger piglet, perhaps eight years of age, wrinkled his flat snout and poked at the edge of a plate being carried out by Martin. He made a face and whispered, “It smells like a beast touched it.”

Martin froze mid-step.

The mother pig leaned forward and addressed her child in a tone of velvet sweetness laced with wire. “My little Mallech, it is improper to accuse without proof. Servants know their place.” She turned to Martin, smiling, without warmth. “Isn’t that right?”

Martin lowered his eyes. “Yes, Lady. I... I rinsed twice. I used sacred soap.”

The child groaned. “Still smells like sweat.”

The mother laughed lightly, and a few pigs joined in. “Well,” she said, gesturing lazily, “perhaps tomorrow we train him in breath control. So that even his exhale does not offend.”

More laughter.

Martin bowed and carried the plate back to the servant alcove. His stomach twisted, not from shame—he had accepted shame long ago—but from the numbness that came after too many weeks of silence. He breathed into the crook of his elbow, testing himself. He smelled only rosemary.

Inside the kitchen, three other non-pigs worked without speaking. Their movements were soft, trained, precise. They had been told: sound is burden. On Resting Pigs Day, even footsteps must whisper.

Martin reached for a fresh plate—this time he wore gloves—and carefully laid new slices of glazed root flesh with sprigs of saffron bark around the edges. He checked the curve of the presentation against the scroll standard etched onto the silver wall beside the cutting station: The Sacred Arrangement of Circular Blessing.

He returned to the table with a bowed head.

The pigs had now begun their “Sermon in Stillness”—a practice of chewing in silence while contemplating lines from the scroll that were pre-set to be read aloud by a mechanized scroll-reciter. The machine, hidden in the wall, gently ticked through parchment reels, emitting the soothing voice of a long-dead High Sow whose recorded tone had become sacred by repetition.


“On the seventh day, the Lord chose silence,
and in the hush, the pigs heard His voice.
In the resting, the chosen are lifted.
In stillness, they rule without effort.”

Martin stood near the door. The voice flowed like syrup, slow and sacred. The pigs nodded, eyes closed, chewing. Some let their heads fall slightly back to better receive divine meaning.

But Martin’s eyes wandered.

He noticed the gold cables humming behind the walls. He saw the lamb-fur pillows rising and falling with breath too rich for discomfort. He watched a piglet scratch his side without lifting a hoof—merely rolling to one side so a dog servant could reach under the robe. A pig’s hoof twitched in annoyance as a bowl was brought out two minutes late. The servant bowed so low, her knees cracked.

In the far corner, a candle died.

Martin moved to relight it, but froze. It would require a spark. A click. That was forbidden.

He glanced at the control dial mounted earlier that day. He had set it to automatically relight in twenty seconds. He counted under his breath.

Eighteen. Nineteen. Twenty.

The candle flickered to life.

One pig smiled with sleepy satisfaction. “Even fire obeys us.”

Martin smiled, too.

He had lit the flame.

But not with his hands.

Later, after the final scroll verse played and the last dish was licked clean and returned without a word of thanks, Martin stood alone in the cooling hallway, wiping down the spotless floor tiles. A pig child passed by with a cup still dripping juice.

He dropped it.

Martin knelt at once.

“Beast,” said the child. “You almost let it splash my hoof.”

“I apologize,” Martin whispered. “I was breathing wrong.”

The child giggled and walked on.

Martin finished the cleaning and looked toward the ornate glass arch that separated the servant wing from the Temple Room. Through the frosted window, he saw shapes gathering
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