Every winter, when I was a child, our Fenland village
echoed to the squealing of pigs. Almost every day,
whilst there was still' an R in the month, the pig killer
was about his business somewhere in the district.

“The meeat °ll mwver keep of you kill your owd pig
tn @ month wi’ out an R in it”, the men used to say.

And the women declared that the “baacon would
waaste n the pot” if the moon was on the wane when
the animal was slaughtered.

It was important in those days to observe the rules
and respect the superstitions, for the humble pig
represented the difference between poverty and wealth,
between hunger and a full belly.

The pig killer was an important man in the com-
munity. His calling, though a somewhat cruel occupa-
tion in the days before the general use of the humane-
killer, was a very necessary one, for almost every house-
hold ‘fed a pig for the house’. Indeed, many farm
workers accepted a pig as part payment of their wages.

The pig was the prized possession of the countryman
in those days and played so important a part in the
economy of the village that almost every household
subscribed a few pence each week to the Pig Club as
an insurance against disease or disaster overtaking the

Fat bacon was not only the staple diet of the country
family. it was their very life-line !

The hams, chines and choicer bits of meat were cured
~ and hung from ceiling hooks to be kept for high days
~ and feastings, whilst the great sides of salted bacon
~ were wrapped in newspapers and hung on the kitchen

’s better »t_héﬁ_ any pictures,” the old men used
of the larger families and the farming folk
servants often killed three or four

Goartrywise

by MARY BORROWS

PIG KILLING DAY

tal()ile on four legs with barrow type handles at each
end.

Whilst the pig was still warm, it was scalded and the
bristles removed from the skin with a hand-scraper.
Then the carcass was hauled up on to the tripod, known
as ‘firm poles’, and disembowelled.

For the rest of the day the pig hung up with its belly
propped wide open with the ‘belly stick’, drying out,
Meantime we children would be helping’ Mam to clean
the ‘pig’s puddings’ We scraped the ‘chittlings’ with
the back of a wooden spoon and learned to turn the
smaller intestines with a knitting needle, washing them
well and leaving them to steep in salt water ready for
using as sausage skins the next day.

In the evening the pig killer made his second call
of the day to ‘cut out’ and joint the carcass. Finally
came the salting of the bacon in the salting tubs. I can
still recall shivering in the outside shed as I held the
lantern whilst Dad and the pig killer rubbed salt and
saltpetre into the joints and sides of meat to preserve
them throughout the year.

The following day was a busy one for mother and an
exciting one for we children. Our first job was to dis-
tribute the plates of ‘fry’ among our neighbours and
friends. Mam would prepare plates of pieces of liver,
kidney sweetbreads and lean pork and cover them care-
fully with pieces of the ‘apron’, then we would take them
out, saying “Mam saays doo’ant wesh the plaate”.

Not that any country woman worth her salt would
have done such a thing. She would be sufficiently well
versed in country lore to know better than to risk ‘bad
luck’ by washing a pig cheer plate.

After delivering the frys we ran back home eager to
watch proceedings in the kitchen. If we were lucky we
were allowed to turn the handle of the sausage machine.
Then there were the haslets to be made and the offals
to be boiled to make the collared rinds.

“Everything but the squeal” went into that pot, our
Mam used to say.
‘ the pork pies was a special skill and only
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