Pigs in Space

Tuesday wasn't a good day for Julie. First, she'd been awakened at four in the morning by this high-pitched sound no one else had seemed to hear (she'd asked at work), then she'd met a pig that wasn't. After that, things had not picked up a bit. 

She'd decided to go for a noon walk around Stony Swamp; it wasn't far from Centennial Library where she worked and she needed the oxygen to make up for the lack of sleep. She was merrily walking along, feeling better by the second, when she stopped dead. Right there, a few meters ahead of her on the path, stood a black pig. A ferocious-looking, wild-maned pig. He was staring at her with beady eyes, his mouth cracked open, his nose twitching.

"Oho," Julie thought, "I'm in trouble." She could see the headlines: "Fatal irony: Library worker lunch for a pig".

She was about to slowly back away when she heard a scuffle behind her. "Aha," a male voice said, "there you are. Come here."

The pig squealed, did an about turn, and began running.

"'scuse me," the man said. He sailed through the air, football-like, and grabbed the pig's tail. "Gotcha!" The pig froze. The man turned on his back and smiled at Julie. She blinked, dazzled by a row of whiter-than-white teeth and lapis-blue eyes.

"Hi. I'm Tim. Do you have a car?"

"Ah… yes."

"Good. We'll take him back with us, then." He picked up the frozen pig, shoved him under his arm and began to walk toward the parking. Julie followed.

"I thought he was wild," she managed to say.

"Oh, no. He's a deserter. A stupid one, too. Never did his research." He placed the pig in her trunk. "We can pick up the others on the way."

"Others?"

Tim smiled again. Time stood still. She woke up at the wheel going down Hazeldean Road. "What?"

"Don't worry," Tim said, "they're all accounted for."

"Who?" She was losing her mind. She looked in the mirror and saw three more frozen pigs on her back seat.

"The deserters. Actually, they're only curious." He sighed. "That's what happens when you recruit teenagers for a mission."

"Teenagers?"

"I've told the Grok --he's the Grand Grok, but I refuse to call him that, I have my pride, after all-- he was making a mistake. But all's well. I've got them all. At least they didn't get into the corn. Now, that would have been a problem." He pointed to the right. "Just go down John Street then Maple Grove, then Huntmar."

"We're going to the Corel Centre?"

"Where else? The problem will be to bring in all these pigs without anyone knowing."

He smiled at her again. Then they were parked in front of the Corel Centre. Julie blinked, then got angry. "That's all well and good to hypnotize me or whatever, but you can't do that to everyone."

"You're right," Tim said. He took a field mouse out of his pocket and pointed it at the building. "I'll need some help."

Then she was on the roof, a pig under each arm, facing a one hundred percent real flying saucer. "I thought it would have been bigger," she said. It was the size of her father's van.

"I convinced them that coming here as elephants would be too noticeable," Tim said. A ramp lowered from the saucer and a wilder-looking pig came down. He stopped in front of her and grunted and oinked.

"The Grand Grok thanks you for your help," Tim said. "He says that he doesn't much like your planet, though. Not enough respect for pigs." Tim looked somber. "He's seen the farms," he whispered.

"Oh." Julie set down the pigs. "Well I'm a vegetarian." At least she would be as soon as she returned home. The pigs unfroze and rushed into the saucer.

The Grand Grok nodded, oinked and grunted, then disappeared into the bowels of the saucer. Once the ramp was up, a familiar ear-piercing sound made her wince. When she opened her eyes, the saucer was high in the air. She suddenly noticed stars; it was night already. Or still?

It might be a dream, but she was still at the Corel Centre even after she pinched herself. She thought about Tim's smile and his field mouse. She looked at the flat surface of the roof. 

Now it all made sense. They had come because the Corel Centre looked like a UFO landing pad. And it was only with Tim's help that they had been able to secretly leave. She watched the dimming lights as they disappeared from the horizon, and then turned to assure him of her loyalty. It was only then that she realized he was no longer at her side.
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