The Larrikin Pig – Nancy Fowkes nee O’Neill
The story of the pig has come to my husband Graham and I in installments over the years.

I worked for Diamond Valley Shire for 8 years until 1975 when I had my first child and our very good friend Ian (Podge) Borrie was the Shire Mechanic.

In those days the Shire owned all of the equipment like the grader, tractors and mowers and Ian had a very big job keeping everything running smoothly.

He had a shed including a service pit which he was very proud of and it was common knowledge that this shed was his Castle and he was the King.   No one would dare to put a thing out of place or borrow a hammer without permission.
One morning there was much hilarity in the Shire Engineer’s Department because they had been told that some larrikin had put a pig in Ian’s pit and there was more than one big stink going on up in his shed and someone had a big cleanup job to do.
20 years later at Ian’s 50th birthday party his good mate Lindsay Millington gave a very                                  amusing speech about all the larrikinisms they got up to in the past but concluded with the regret that Ian had never forgiven him for putting the pig in his pit.

It turned out that Lindsay was the Acting Pound Keeper and Ranger that weekend and had                               
been called out by the Police one Sunday to catch an escaped pig which was running amok in the Main Street of Greensborough.   They eventually cornered it in a side street and with a rope tied to the end of a garden rake lassoed the pig.       The pound at the time was adequate for horses, cows and sheep but the fencing was not good enough for a very small wild pig so for the want of a better confined space Lindsay put it in Ian’s pit until another solution could be found.

Many years later my husband Graham and I were fishing and having a drink with an old Burra boy when he started to tell us about a few pranks that had gone horribly wrong and caused him to be called more than a larrikin by the Constabulary.

At this point we believed we had finally found out who had released the pig in the Main Street of Greensborough.  

In order to confirm that he was the culprit, I have recently made many telephone calls and emails but unfortunately, he and his mates have all developed convenient memory loss.
This tale has been told and retold many times and no matter who is telling it the only one to ever get the blame is the pig.

