An Interview from the PRODIGAL SON CASE 


You want me to tell what I know about the prodigal son?  Well, my name is Ichabod ben Oinker.  I am a swine breeder.  My feedlot is on the East Side of Lake Tiberius at Gadara.  You probably don't know many Jews like me that raise hogs.  Everybody knows that pork's not kosher, so they think Jews shun it.  That's not true.  I am a big promoter of "The Other White Meat".   Let me tell you, hog farming is the best business a Jew can be in.  For one thing, your kinfolk won't eat up your profit.  Your kids don't make pets of 'em and cry when they are slaughtered.  You don't even have to tithe on the increase.  Now, what could a priest possibly do with a pig?   If you have got a ready market, pork bellies is the hot commodity.


A Roman legion is a ready market.  They love roast pork.  Especially them bad Assyrian mercenaries that occupy Palestine.  One cohort of them can eat a whole shoat at mess time.  They eat sausage and bacon for breakfast, ham sandwiches for lunch, and pork chops and gravy with a flagon of Mogen David for supper.  Mmm… They start slobbering just thinking about it.  


It makes no difference to them which breed of hogs I raise.  They wouldn't know the difference between a Poland China and a Chester White.  Any old ham hock in their chickpea pulse will do.  The name of the game is weight gain as fast as possible.  I shoot for about 250 pounds at 6 months. 
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A hog will eat anything: garbage, spoiled food, wormy fruit, acorns, carob tree pods, winery pulp, roots of all kinds.  During the winter there is always shorts and whey.  I recycle agricultural waste from the Jordan Valley.  It's the politically correct thing to do.  


A while back I had a herd of several thousand head of hogs but I suffered a serious financial reversal.  Two thousand head of my prime stock died in a freak accident and stupid me; I didn't have any insurance.  


I had a couple of old crazy boys looking after them.  I think they must 'a been on drugs or something.  I should have known better.  Anyway, this itinerant preacher, not John the Baptist - the other one, the Galilean, stopped by my place and got to talking to my boys.  When he left, my hired hands left too and all my hogs stampeded into the lake and drowned.   I have been in a major rebuilding program this year.


I ran a want ad in the local paper for a new hired hand, and I posted flyers down at Rose's Brothel and in the Riotous Living Saloon.  Sure enough, it wasn't long before I had an applicant for the job.  This kid was a sorry sight to see.  


He said, "Can I sleep in your barn tonight, Mister.  I'm so cold and hungry.  I can't find my friends, and I have no place to lie down."


I said, "Well, boy, welcome to the cold hard facts of life.  This job don't pay much, but you can eat out of the bucket when you slop the hogs and you can sleep in the farrowing barn with the sows, or like the last fellows in a nice dry tomb up the hill."   He took the job.  


The kid was pretty green, but he had worked livestock before.  He mentioned he was raised on a family farm somewhere around Bethel, I believe.  Good help is so hard to find these days!  Nobody wants to work anymore.  They all dream about some pie-in-the-sky, sweet bye-and-bye when the government will put 'em on welfare.


The boy worked well for a while, but he figured out pretty quick this was a dead end job and there wasn't much future in it.  When he came in to draw his wages, he told me he was quittin'.  He said, "Mister Oinker, I do appreciate the job and all, but I have really screwed up my life.  I have been such a fool!  I hate to quit without giving you any notice, but there is a personal matter I need to 'tend to.  


I never heard from him again.  I hope things turned out the way he wanted.  That's not very likely, though.  His daddy ain't gonna forget that cussin' he took when the boy ran off from home.  I know I wouldn't.  Probably bad blood between him and his brother, too.  Oh, well, it's nothing to me - I just ran another ad.  Somebody's got to feed them hogs.  And that’s all I know about the kid you call the prodigal son.

Barto Fanning, March 30, 2006.
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