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Megan’s father asked her to feed the pigs on
her way to school. He said, “Megan, please
feed the pigs, but don’t open the gate. Pigs are
smarter than you think. Don’t open the gate.”

“Right,” said Megan. “I will not open the gate.
Not me. No sir. No, no, no, no, no.”





So Megan went to the pig pen. She looked at
the pigs. The pigs looked at Megan.

Megan said, “These are the dumbest-looking
animals I have ever seen. They stand there
like lumps on a bump. They wouldn’t do
anything if I did open the gate.” So Megan
opened the gate just a little bit. The pigs stood
there and looked at Megan. They didn’t do
anything.

Megan said, “These are the dumbest-looking
animals I have ever seen. They stand there
like lumps on a bump. They wouldn’t even go
out the door if the house was on fire.” So
Megan opened the gate a little bit more. The
pigs stood there and looked at Megan. They
didn’t do anything.





Then Megan yelled, “HEY YOU DUMB PIGS!”
The pigs jumped up and ran right over Megan,
WAP—WAP—WAP—WAP —WAP,
and out the gate.




