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What people are saying about Sassy Pants...

“Diva pig out of control!!! Loved the tale of Sassy Pants!”

“Do you think acting like a bully and a troublemaker will get you
whatever you want? Does it make you feel special or better than
everyone else?Well read this story and findout howSassy learned the
hard way.”

“A great read for the whole family.What a gentle way to to teach
such a valuable lesson. Highly recommended.”

“This funny and enchanting book contains some serious messages
about the choices we make in this world and their consequences,
about respect for others, about the importance of family life, and
more. It is a book that both children and their parents can enjoy.”
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An almost true story based very loosely on some facts.
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Dedicated to my granddaughter, Katherine,
whose favorite friend is “Pig!”
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A bit about
Farmer White's Farm

andWhat Happened Before This Story
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An interesting thing happened every spring on a
woodsy little farm backed right up to the state forest,
tucked away in the hills, not very far from the old
Mississippi River. Most of the state of Iowa is flat like
a pancake, but this farm was in the one spot the glacier
missed when it slid off the North Pole and flattened
everything in its way.
Here, it left behind hills, valleys, little creeks, and

rivers. A peaceful, quiet place where animals with
frazzled nerves came to heal. Farmer White said the
farm would have been much larger if it was not
standing on end!
Even the animals were different on FarmerWhite's

farm. Sometimes, they seemed almost human. Each
spring all the new ones gathered around the water hole
where the clearest, coolest water bubbled up from an
underground spring. New little pigs, sheep, kittens,
chickens, ducks, and soon, aswell as anynewgrownup
animals that Farmer White brought to the farm. There
was lots of talk, and lots of stories.
There was an old sheep (from the Merino wool

family)whokept things inorder by telling stories about
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all the young ones. Somewere good, and some not-so-
good. Smart young animals could learn how to avoid
trouble by listening to her lessons.
Sassy Pants hoped she was one of the smart ones,

but she wasn't sure, yet. Miss Merino had already told
a lot of stories about her. Some good and some not-so-
good. The good ones made Sassy Pants smile and feel
“proud as a pig,” all over. But the not-so-good ones
made her frown and say, “Oh, hooey!”
Thenshewould try to find somethingbetter todo for

next time. There was a lot of excitement over a Sassy
Pants story because you could learn something from it,
either way. And she was always up to something
unexpected.
MissMerino taught a lot ofmanners and rules of the

farm, thatway.But—since shewas thebest storytelling
sheep inWaukonCounty—nobodyminded.And since
she always gave a little tease about the next story on the
tail of the last one, everybody wanted to hear what
happened next before they even got started.
“Are we ready?” She pushed her glasses a little

higher on her nose.
A chorus of voices sang out, “Yes! Yes!”
“Where did Sassy Pants come from, anyway?”
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someone asked. “Was she born looking for trouble, or
did something bad happen to make her that way?”
“Well . . . ”MissMerinowaited till everyone settled

down (she always did that). “It's true nobody can help
how they're born. But they certainly can do something
about it afterwards.”
“Yep!” said a little lamb named Molly. “The good

get gooder and the bad get badder. It just happens!
Right, Miss Merino?”
“Not exactly. Being good or bad is a choice

everyone has to make on their own. No one else can
make it for you.” Miss Merino always told a story like
you weren't the one that was there. In fact, you had to
listen hard to see what really happened to you. “Today
we're going to find out what happened to Sassy Pants
when she made the wrong decision.”
“Oh, Hooey!” whispered Sassy Pants, again. This

sounded like it was going to be a not-so-good story.
Then she just had to speak up. “But I didn't knowbetter
back then, so it shouldn't count.”
“It counts a great deal to others, Sassy Pants,” said

their barnyard instructor. “Nobody likes to be treated
badly. In fact, that's one of the main reasons we have
rules.”
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“But some rules aren't fair!” Sassy Pants insisted.
“True. But we have to learn to live with those, too,

and trust that Farmer White knows what's best for us.
Except—as we are about to find out—some people
learn the easy way, and some the hard way...”
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Chapter One
Sassy Pants

To anyonewalking by, Sassy Pantswas an ordinary
pig. She rooted with her snout and rolled in the mud.
She smacked as she ate smelly things from the trough
—pig soup, FarmerWhite called it. He pouredwhey or
soured milk from the creamery in a big barrel, added
three-days-old potato and carrot peelings, table scraps
(thatMrs.White saved for aweek), rotten cabbage, and
onions that died in the cellar before spring.
It even had old corn covered with mildew, and

leftover oats. Then he stirred it all up and poured it in
the trough. FarmerWhite’s “soup” is the most favorite
food in the pigpen. These days, Sassy Pants smacks it
down like all the other pigs. But it was not always that
way. She did not start out an ordinary pig.
If youwere to askMrs.White, the farmer’swife, she

would tell you Sassy Pants was no ordinary pig! She
was trouble! She was so much trouble that Mrs. White
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wanted to shorten her tail—right up next to her ears!
Mrs. White had her reasons.
It all beganwhenSassyPantswasa little oinker.She

had a sandy patch of hair on top of her head—was
smallish in size—and had a pink curly tail. Shewas the
smallest in a litter of nineteen piglets. Being the
smallest of the lot, she had a difficult time getting
enough to eat.
The problemwas thatMrs. Pig had nineteen piggies

but only eighteen place settings! Therewas not enough
to go around. The larger piglets hogged it all and
pushed little Sassy Pants into a corner. But Sassy Pants
did not take that lying down. No siree! She squealed;
she pushed, and she shoved. She even climbed on top
of the others to steal their plates. She made a ruckus!
Shewas determined to getwhatwas hers. At least what
she thought was hers.
Farmer White heard the noise in the pig barn and

came right over. Immediately he sawwhat the problem
was. Scooping up the hungry little pig, he brought her
to the house for Mrs. White to feed.
That's when all the trouble started.
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Chapter Two

Life in the Big House

In the big house, Mrs. White held the squirming
littlepig, admiringherpink, curly tail andherblueeyes.
“Poor little thing,” she said. “Did those other

piggies not let you have anything to eat?”
From the cupboard came the piggy bottle. Mrs.

White filled it with milk, and Sassy Pants ate 'til she
thought shewouldpop.Her eyesbecameheavyand she
fell asleep, snuggled under a blanket in a box, in an out-
of-the-way corner behind the kitchen stove. Probably
dreaming little piggy sorts of dreams.
When she woke up, she saw the faces of three little

boys peering at her over the top of her box.Mrs.White
had four boys, but Denny, the oldest boy, was not very
fond of pigs (but that is another story). It was
lunchtime!
The boys thought it great fun to hold little Sassy

Pants and feed her. She made cute, happy grunting
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sounds when she ate. Day after day, she gobbled her
foodand slept in her box. Inno time shewasbig enough
to eat table scraps. She ate all the things little boys did
not want to eat.
Then came a daywhen shewas no longer content to

stay in her box. So, she tipped it over and went for a
walk—in the house! She walked across the room and
down the hall into the bathroom,where she tipped over
the trash. She did not notice—nor did she care—about
the mess she made.
Instead, she wrapped herself in toilet paper and

went to look for Mrs. White, who was busy making
supper. It smelled really good in that kitchen! She
rubbed her hard little nose onMrs. White's socks to let
her know she was there.
“Oh! Oh! Oh! How did you get out?” said Mrs.

White. “Look at you—such a naughty little pig. Are
you going to be trouble?”

She called the boys in to catch the pig, and that's
when the games began.
“Whee!You can’t catchme!” Sassy Pants squealed

with delight!
With three little boys in hot pursuit, Sassy Pants

chased around the house—under the table, into the
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living room, down the hall, and then under the bed.Uh-
oh. With a boy on both sides, and one at the foot, there
was no place for Sassy Pants to go. She was caught!
Back into thebox shewent.Theboysmoved it to the

furnace room and put chairs down sideways on the
floor tokeep thebox fromtippingover.ButSassyPants
thought the game was so much fun she made up her
mind to play it again.
The next day she managed to tip her box over for a

second time and find her way back into the kitchen.
Except this time during the chase she knocked over a
bucket of mop-water onto the kitchen floor.
Then she dashed under the chair where the laundry

basket sat.Over itwent; tumbling clean clothes all over
the floor, soaking up dirty water. But Sassy Pants did
not notice, nor did she care.
Instead she squealed at the sound of the crash and

flew down the hall, wearing a pillowcase across her
nose, anda sockonher tail. Shedid look funny, but now
an entire basket of fresh, clean clothes was dirty and
wet. Mrs. White had to wash them again. She was not
happy, not happy indeed! But Sassy Pants was.
Jim, boy number two, caught her and gently put her

back in her box. Life was fun in the big house. Eat,
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sleep, play; eat, sleep, and play. Life could not be
better; she felt like one of the family. While she slept,
dreaming happy, little piggy sorts of dreams, the boys
built another fence of chairs.
Thedayafter that, SassyPantswasoutofherbox for

a third time. This time she found it more difficult to
wiggle out of the boys’ fence. She also found thatMrs.
White hadput a chair in front of the door tomake it hard
to open, but somehow Sassy Pants found a way. She
was a determined little pig. She oinked and grunted
happily as she greeted Mrs. White in the kitchen.
“Oh, no!” she exclaimed. “You again, you sassy

little pig! You better keep your pants in your box, or
back to the pigpen with you! Then she called, “Boys,
she is at it again!” and three boys came running.
The chase was on! What fun!
“Youcan’t catchme!”SassyPants squealed and ran

for the living room. Under the sewing machine she
went. She did not notice, nor did she care that Mrs.
White’s sewing was now on the floor.
She scooted behind the rocker on the slippery floor,

bolted between the piano legs, out the other side, and
smashed into the little table full of Mrs. White’s
favorite flowers. Dirt, water, and flowers were all over
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the floor, all over Sassy Pants, and some even on the
boys.
She did not notice—nor did she care—that she was

making muddy hoof prints on the living room floor.
Then Mrs. White swooped around the corner and
snatched her up as she dashed from the living room to
the hallway.
“That does it! Your sassy little pants are going back

to the pigpen! If you are big enough to make this kind
ofmess, you are big enough to live in the pigpen and eat
from the trough with the other pigs!”
So, back to the box she went until Farmer White

came home. Tom, boy number three, put a lid on the
box and wedged the door shut. After that, everyone
called her Sassy Pants.
Over supper, Farmer White heard the tale of Sassy

Pants’ escapade. A laugh wrinkle appeared at the
corners of his eyes and a grin tugged at his mouth, but
he agreed. The pig had to go. She no longer needed a
bottle, and with all the good table scraps she had been
eating, SassyPants had grown.The bigger she became,
the bigger themess shemade.Not that she noticed, and
not that she cared. She was having fun; she was part of
the family... or so she thought.
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In themorning, the suncameupas it alwaysdid.The
rooster crowed to wake everyone up as he always did.
AndSassyPants laycurled inherboxas shealwaysdid,
dreaming little piggy sorts of dreams. Suddenly, a pair
of big, strong hands reached down and scooped her up.
“What? What? What? Hey! I’m sleeping here!”

squealed Sassy Pants.
FarmerWhite keptwalking,with SassyPants under

his arm. He was a determined man, and no amount of
squealing could make him stop. The next thing Sassy
Pants knew, shewas standing in the pigpen, blinking in
the sun.
“There you go,” Farmer White swatted her little

bum. “Off to play with the rest of the piglets!”
“What did he say?” she asked herself. “Did he call

me a pig? I'm not a pig! I'm a people! Part of the
family!”
She snortedwithher tail in a curl andher snout in the

air. “I am special. I live in the big house, not the pigpen.
I sleeponablanket, not abedof straw. I eat froma table,
not a trough. I am a people—not a pig!”
Sassy Pants snorted and stomped; she grunted and

thought, and thought some more. She thought of what
was hers andwhat she should have. She thought herself
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right into thinking more highly of herself than she
should have.
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Chapter Three
Welcome Back to the Pigpen

One of Sassy Pants’ sisters ran squealing into the
pig barn with the news. “Farmer White brought Sassy
Pants home!”
There was a lot of sniffing and snorting and

squealing going on for a while as Mrs. Pig and her big
family welcomed Sassy Pants home. Her poor mama
was not sure what had happened to her, so she had to
check Sassy out from top to bottom—and, yes, shewas
all there. Then Mrs. Pig had a little cry.
The relief was almost more than her poor nerves

could take! Sassy Pants’ brothers and sisters rolled and
climbed all over her and each other; theywere so happy
to see her. Everyone talked at once. Itwasmuch noisier
thanSassyPants remembered, and in the shock of it all,
she seemed quite quiet. Almost shy. But that idea was
soon corrected!
“Mrs. Pig soon realized that something else needed

correcting also. Sassy Pants did not seem to know how
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to act like a pig. At least not in Mrs. Pig’s eyes! So she
set right about teaching Sassy how to roll in the mud
hole, how to eat at the pig trough in proper pig fashion,
and how to rout for tasty roots and nuts.
Sassy Pants drew back from themudwallow as if to

say, “Eew! I am not going in there! That stuff stinks!
You won’t get me in there!”
She did watch to see how to do it—just out of

curiosity, of course. Not that she was interested or
wanted to try it! And then there was the eating trough.
She turned up her nose at the “pig soup”—All that
rotten food? Sassy Pants was horrified! Table scraps
were one thing, but this other stuff? And, eeeeew! The
smell! Sassy Pants lived most unhappily with the pigs.
She sighed deep sighs and felt sorry for herself. She

chose to nap under the hickory nut tree and avoided the
mud hole. She was not going to be a dirty pig. She held
off as long as she could, but after three days without
food, she felt as though her tummy was rubbing her
backbone!
She was so hungry even the smelly things from
the trough looked good. So, she chowed downwith

the rest of them. After a while, she even learned to dig
with her snout for tasty roots and nuts.
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Finally, one hot day she could resist no longer and
wallowed in the mud hole. All the while she
complained to anyone who would listen of how Mrs.
White banished her to the pigpen. As Sassy Pants
became dirty and smelly like a pig, she also became
angrier, sorrier for herself, andmore determined every
day.
She looked for ways to return to the big house. She

thought and thought about how to do that. It was all she
talked about, all she thought about. With all that angry
thinking going on in her head, she began to think of
mean, sneaky things shewoulddo theminute she found
away out of the pen. She decided to get evenwithMrs.
White for putting her out of the house.
The other pigs soon tired of all her fussing and all

her talk; Sassy Pants was no fun to play with. They left
her to herself. The more she talked to herself about her
problem, themeaner Farmer andMrs.White seemed to
become.
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Chapter Four
The Escape

One day while routing alone in the far corner of the
pen, Sassy Pants spied a wee small hole under the
fence. She studied and studied the hole. Aha! she
thought. If I make that hole a bit bigger, I can escape.
She began to dig.
Wise Old Clyde (Farmer White's workhorse) and

the young lamb namedMolly stood watching from the
other side of the fence. Old Clyde leaned his big head
over the fence close toSassyPants’ ear. “Iwouldnot do
that if I were you,” he said quietly. “Farmer White
makes fences for our protection.”
“‘D-d-don’t do it, Sassy Pants!’ Molly stammered.

“There m-m-might be a c-c-coyote or a w-w-wolf or
some big machine out there! Don’t go out! Listen to
what Old Clyde says. Farmer White wants to protect
you, even if you don’t believe it!’
SassyPants tooknonotice, nordid shecarewhather

barnyard friends said. She just threw more dirt out of
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the hole.
“Fenceskeep troubleout,”OldClydecommentedas

a pile of dirt landed on his hoof.
But trouble was what Sassy Pants wanted into, not

out of! She dug and dug, making the hole bigger and
bigger. She was larger now than she had been. So, she
continued to work, routing and routing, until finally,
the hole was big enough. She pushed and shoved until
she wiggled through!
Of course, her underneath was covered with dirt

from her curly little tail to her pushy little snout.
Without so much as a “Goodbye, it has been nice

talking with you,” Sassy Pants went straight to the
house and oinked at Mrs. White. “Mrs. White!” she
declared, “I am going to live with you in the big house
and eat table food. I am special—a part of the family.”
“Mrs. White looked out the door. “Well, you dirty,

sassy, little pig! What are you doing here? Back to the
pigpen with you!’ She dashed out the door to catch
Sassy Pants, who bolted and ran.
Around and around the house they went. “Boys!”

called Mrs. White, flapping her apron. “That ornery
little pig is at it again!”
Three little boys came running around the corner;
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old times were back again! But, no. They caught her
and promptly put her back in the pigpen. No one gave
her a piggy treat, and no one scratched her ears or said
she was cute.
At thatmomentSassyPantsmadeaverybadchoice.

“Putme back in the pigpen, will they! Farmer andMrs.
White are mean to me, so I will be mean to them!” she
saidwith her snout in the air and to no one in particular.
Squinting her piggy eyes and she made them look
mean. It was that very moment when her piggy little
heart became as hard as a stone!
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Chapter Five
The Fateful Choice

The sun coming up was Sassy Pants’ signal to
escape quickly before anyonewas awake. Shewiggled
out of the hole again and explored the barnyard before
going to the big house. She was dirty from one end to
the other.
“Oink, oink, oink. Snort, grunt, grunt,” she said.
Mrs. White would have no part of a dirty, smelly

pig; she did not invite SassyPants in.Mrs.White called
her four boys—three little ones and one big one.
She called them right away and waved her apron to

make Sassy Pants go back to the barnyard. Instead, the
pig went around the house, straight into Mrs. White’s
garden. She dashed down a rowof green beans, pulling
themupas shewent,whichmadeDenny, the oldest and
biggest of the four boys, very happy. He did not like
green beans. Mrs. White was not happy, not happy
indeed.
“Catch that sassy little troublemaking pig before

she ruins thegarden!” criedMrs.White. “Younaughty,
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mean, little pig! Oh, I would shorten your tail right up
next to your ears if I could catch you!" she called after
the fleeing pig.
The littlest boy, Dale George, jumped up from

behind a rhubarb plant and grabbedSassyPants around
the middle; but she had already stomped her pointed
little feet on enough tomatoes to make spaghetti sauce
for a month! He had to hold her around the middle
because pigs are round on one end and pointy on the
other; but little boys can hold them by the middle!
“Sassy Pants,” said Dale George, boy number four,

to the wiggling pig, “you are making big trouble. The
garden is noplace for you.Everything in this gardenwe
eat. You better stay where you belong!”
The little pig was also beginning to look and smell

more piggy by the day! She had dirt on her snout from
routing in the field. She had dirt underneath from
crawling under the fence. She had dirt on her top from
rolling in the mud; but she did not notice, nor did she
care.
Dale George held her tight, as dirty and smelly as

she was, until Jim and Tommade a rope halter to keep
her from running away. Sassy Pants had grown so
much bigger that the little boys could not carry her. She
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had to walk back to the pigpen with two boys holding
the rope. Dale George had to take a bath after that.
“Humph,” said Sassy Pants. “Mrs. White is mean!

Tomorrow I will go again. She will be sorry she was
mean to me!”
The next day she watched and waited until Farmer

Whitewent to the field—she knew she had tomake her
escape when he was not around. True to her word,
Sassy Pants wiggled out the hole and returned to the
scene of the crime. She remembered the food in the
garden. If it is good for boys, it must be good for pigs,
too, she thought.
She did not greetMrs.White that day. Visitingwith

her did not seem to be going well. Instead, she went
straight to the garden—to the carrots, potatoes, and
beans. She duguppotatoes and chompeddowncarrots;
she ate onions and beans. She stepped on tomatoes and
made hoof prints in cucumbers. She took a bite of
cabbageand turneduphernoseat rutabagas.About that
time, Mrs. White came to pick beans for supper and
found Sassy Pants with a beet hanging from her snout.
The garden was in shambles.
“Aaah, aaaagh, aaaagh!” was all Mrs. White could

say. She ran after Sassy Pants, waving her apron and
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calling the boys. They came from four different
directions, and for a moment, Sassy Pants did not
move.
“I got her; I got her!” yelled Tom as hemade a dive.

Sassy Pants jumped straight up in the air, whirled
around, and flew like a shot—making a hole in the
garden fence. She ran through the flowerbed and then
the rose hedge. She did not notice the trouble she
caused, nor did she care.
She ran right back to the pigpen—since that was

where she would go anyway. Jim opened the gate and
in she walked as though she had done nothing wrong.
“Trouble,” said Mrs. White. “You are smart, and

you are trouble. What am I to do for a garden now?”
And so it went. Day after day, Sassy Pants found her
way out of the pigpen and into trouble.
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Chapter Six
The Troublesome Summer

Usually, summer on the northeast Iowa farm
snuggled up against the state forest is a happy time
filled with warm, sunny days, fun and games, and lazy
afternoon naps under the shade trees. But the summer
SassyPants returned to the pigpen to live, itwasn't very
fun for anybody. Especially the older animals.
Sassy Pants became a barnyard bully!
When she realized Farmer White and his wife

actually wanted her to live in the pigpen, Sassy Pants
became grumpy and mean. She simply would not
accept the decision. No, she was either going to be a
part of the family and live in the big house or else. She
began to terrorize the barnyard family and in that way,
upset Farmer White.
Sassy Pants was such a pest that the little folk (the

chickensandsuch)of thebarnyardhad toask thebigger
animals for help. They said to ask Georgia, head cow
for theherd.Shemadeall thedecisions for theherd.She
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was good at making decisions. When she heard the
stories, she immediately said, “Well, you all need to
talk with Mrs. Pig.”
Off they went to tell their stories to Mrs. Pig.
Poor lady! She just sat down in a heap with tears

running down her face.
“I am so sorry my child has been behaving in such

a manner. I did not know all this was going on. I have
my hooves full trying to manage a family of nineteen.
I do not have the time to stop in at the barnyard water
hole. Eighteen of my children are as well behaved as
any pig can be; but I must tell you, I don’t think my
talking to Sassy Pants will have any effect. Since she
cameback to thepigpenafterbeing in thebighouse, she
will not listen tome. I ambesidemyself!Mynerves are
all frazzled. I have tried everything I can think of. I do
not know what to do anymore! Maybe you should talk
to the Boss Hog.” And then she had another little cry.
Everyone ran over to the pigpen and gathered by the

gate to share their stories with Boss Hog, hoping he
could make Sassy Pants behave.
Banty Rooster’s wife, Beatrice, spoke first. “After

FarmerWhitewent to the field, Sassy Pants opened the
door to the hen house, frightened all us hens and
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chickens, and chased us out into the barnyard. She
laughed when we squawked and flew every which
direction; then she yelled, 'Bird brain, stupid chickens!'
Banty Rooster came to our rescue, but Sassy Pants
snapped her teeth together like she was going to eat
him. He flew up on the fence, out of her reach. ‘What
a bird brain!’ Sassy Pants laughed. ‘That will give you
something to crow about, chicken liver!’
She took a deep breath because that was a lot of

talking for one chicken.But then she continued onwith
her story. “The fracas upset us laying hens so badly we
couldnot lay eggs for twodays!Maude, the settinghen,
became so nervous she could hardly keep her eggs
warm. She clucked and fussed untilMrs.Whitemoved
her to a quiet placewhere SassyPants could not reach.”
KittyCat chimed innext. “She frightenedmybabies

and me and chased us under the corncrib. She taunted
us and called us ‘fraidy cats!’ Little Thomas, one ofmy
kittens, was so frightened he backed up under the
corncrib too far; he became stuck and could not get out.
That night when we came for milk, Dale George
noticed there was one kitten missing. Fortunately for
us, Dale George was a little guy. He was able to crawl
under the corncrib far enough to reach Little Thomas.”
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Martha, the top milking cow, said, “Everyone is
nervous because you never know who she is going to
frighten, or be mean to, next. In fact, Sassy Pants’
trouble-makinghasme in sucha state,mymilk is about
to go sour. You can be sure that would not set well with
Farmer White! The barnyard is in an uproar!
EvenMissMerino had something to say and, when

she talked, everyone listened. She leaned forward to be
close to the children. “Sassy Pants has been involved in
some risky behavior. She purposefully rolls in themud
wallow, gets out through her hole, brushes up against
the little lambs, andmakes their wool dirty and smelly.
Wehave towalk aroundwithour children smelling like
pigs until the driedmud falls off fromwalking through
bushes.”
There was a gasp from some of the other mothers

when they heard those words. The idea!
“Yes, indeed,” Miss Merino went on. “That little

joke is particularly dangerous because lambs need to
smell like their mothers. Otherwise, the mothers think
some stranger is trying to take their baby’s lunch. A
mamma sheep will refuse to feed her own lamb if he
smells wrong! Sassy Pants may have thought her joke
was funny but it could have had deadly results.
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Fortunately, that has not happened; but Sassy Pants
could cause the death of a lamb! This serious behavior
must stop.”
Then one of the other mother sheep spoke up. “All

the ewes try to watch for her but she sneaks up behind
or catches us when we are not looking. It is awful; it is
nerve racking!”
“You can say that again, that again!” the twins,

Darlene and Dominic Duck, chimed in. “This young
pig has ruffled our feathers “til we are about to quack
up!”
Goosie Goose spoke next. “She turned over our

water trays and told us we didn’t have sense enough to
come in out of the rain. Doesn’t she knowwe are water
birds? We love to be wet! She really hurt my little
goslings’ feelings talking like that. Old Gander flew
after her, beat her about the head with his big, strong
wings, bit her ears, pecked her behind, and hissed at
her. You know what happened then?”
There was a long silence while everyone waited to

hear.
“While running away,” Goosie went on, “Sassy

Pants said, 'Naaah, naaah, naaah, naaah nah! Didn’t
hurt!' However, later we noticed her looking sad,
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flicking her ears as if they still hurt, and soaking her
behind in the mud hole.
My Little Gerald Gosling Goose III stretched his

fuzzy little neck to look between the fence boards. He
said, 'Mommy, she looks like she’s sorry.' I had to
reply, 'Well, son, there are two kinds of sorry: Sorry
because you realize you hurt someone or did wrong,
and then there is feeling sorry for yourself because you
were caught and punished.'
Little Gerald had to interrupt at this point, “Oh,

which sorrydoyou think it is,Mama?Shedoesnot look
very big right now, watching us through the pigpen
fence. Her muscles are not bigger than anyone else’s.
She doesn't look ferocious! Do you think when she is
angry that it puffs her up? Can her angermake her look
bigger, stronger, and meaner?”
Goosie looked over to where Sassy Pants was

watching them through the pigpen fence. Then she
said, “Gerald, I think you may be right! Anyhow, she
has not bothered us since. Maybe that thrashing and
pecking helps her remember her manners around my
family!”
Boss Hog nodded in agreement as he listened with

a scowl on his face. In all the years he had been on the
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farm,nopighadeverbehaved sobadly—andBossHog
is older than dirt!
First, he said, “I would like to apologize for your

distress and the trouble Sassy Pants is making. And I
realize smelling like a pig is not for everyone. Now,
before I talk with Sassy Pants, I would like for you
ladies, and all the dads, to have a talk with her. See if it
helps to have the dads involved. If it does not, I will lay
down the law. Shemay be one of those who chooses to
learn the hard way rather than the easy way.”
First, SirReginaldRamwentover toher.Heusedall

his wonderful logic and reasoning to point out the
troubles Sassy Pants caused and carefully made sure
she understood how this affected everyone. Surely
Sassy Pants had to understand the consequences of her
actions when Sir Reggie was finished. Surely, she
would behave now! But Sir Reggie might as well have
saved his breath!
Fred the bull talked to her, next. But she just looked

at him and said, “Well, I guess that is your problem
now, isn’t it?” Then she turned and walked away with
her snooty snout in the air.
Fred’s nostrils flared but he controlled himself. He

admitted that it tookgreat restraint tokeep fromkicking



Carol A. Brown

46

‘that little pigskin between the fence posts, right out of
the pigpen!
Next, itwasGreyTommy's turn. She appeared to be

listening politely but then suddenly jumped at Grey
Tommy and made a snorty noise. Grey Tommy went
straight up in the air and then straight up the barnyard
light pole.
Sassy Pants rolled on the ground laughing.

“Scaredy cat!” she taunted and staggered off laughing.
Nobody else thought it was funny. Grey Tommy said
that little episode scared him out of three of his nine
lives!
That'swhenoneof thenannygoats askedBillyGoat

to butt heads with Sassy Pants. If talking, logic and
reasoning would not work, maybe he could push some
sense into her and she could see the error of her ways.
But no, even that made no difference.
That did it. BossHog had to lay down the law. First,

he had to clear up one thing. “Sassy Pants,” he said, “in
spite of what you think, you are a pig!”
Then he stated the rules very clearly. "Here are the

rules all pigs live by.
1. Pigs of all sizes and shapes live in the pigpen and

sleep in the pig barn on straw. Pigs wallow in the mud



SASSY PANTS Learns

47



Carol A. Brown

48

and eat from the trough.
2. Fences are for protection. Do not go outside the

fence.
3. Respect others, even if they are different than

you. They may not look like you or sound like you.
They may not be as brave or as strong as you are. But
you must respect them.
4. Say “please” and “thank you.”
5. Greet everyone politely, and say “good-bye”

when you leave.
6. You may play with Farmer White’s children, as

long as you stay in the pigpen.
7. When you play with other animals, play fair and

be kind. No bullying. No name-calling.
8. Do not scare someone for the fun of it. It is not

funny.
Am I clear? Do you understand? I will talk to

FarmerWhite if youbreak the rules, again,SassyPants.
There will be consequences, and you will not like
them."
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Chapter Seven
The Last Straw

When Boss Hog finished with the Laws of the
Pigpen, there was a moment when Sassy Pants had to
admit to herself that what she was doing really did not
make sense. Nobody liked her or wanted to play with
her anymore. She did not know what made her “owly
and growly” or why she did the mean things she did.
However, she did not let those thoughts stay around

very long. She snorted and walked away with an
attitude that said she could not be bothered with all
Boss Hog’s rules and being ‘nicey nice’! She was not
going to listen or care what anyone thought—not even
the Boss Hog!
Mr. Hog shook his head. This young lady was a

case! So he waited for Farmer White to come in from
the field. They had a talk. Mr. Hog never told anyone
what he and Farmer White discussed.
The next day—like clockwork—Sassy Pants
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escaped again, in spite of what everyone had told her,
and even in spite ofwhat theBossHog said. She ate her
fill of the nuts the boys had gathered and laid out in the
grass by the side of the barnyard driveway to dry in the
sun. After she finished eating, she scattered the rest all
over the ground.
In thewintertime, all four boys liked to sit by the fire

and crack the nuts and pick the nutmeats out for Mrs.
White to put into cookies—if there were any left they
had not eaten already! When the boys found the mess
Sassy Pantsmade, they did not think it was very funny.
And so it went, all summer long; every chance she had,
Sassy Pants upset the barnyard animals and made
trouble to pester Farmer White.
Every chance she had, she broke into Mrs. White’s

garden, too. Just to give her fits. Sassy Pants took no
notice, nor did she care that everyone in the barnyard
(and out of it) had their feathers ruffled or their fur in a
knot!
Mrs. White put the boys to work looking for Sassy

Pants’ hole.They lookedand looked, but theycouldnot
find it. So, the mischief continued. Everyone was a
nervous wreck! It seemed the whole summer would be
a disaster.
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Finally, Farmer White found the hole and he fixed
it. He fixed it good. Sassy Pants would never get out
there again. He put down the big sixteen-pound mall
that he used to pound the post in the ground, and stood
looking at her. She pretended to rout in the dirt like all
the other pigs, as if she did not notice or care. All the
while, she kept one eye on Farmer White and his big,
strong hands.
“Troublesome pig, troublesome,” he said. “We

can’t have troublesome pigs.”

Sassy Pants heard what he said, but she made
another bad choice. Instead of choosing to be happy
routing in the dirt and rolling in the mud, she threw a
little fit and still wanted people things. Instead of
saying “thank you” for the food FarmerWhite gave her
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every day, she longed for table scraps, gameswith little
boys, and a box with a blanket. She wanted so many
things she couldnot have; shenearlymadeherself sick!
Then she made the decision— she was not just

going to pester Farmer White, she was going to make
him pay for making her stay in the pigpen! She was
better than all these "dirty pigs!" She would get even
with Farmer White! So Sassy Pants tried and tried to
break out, with no success. She huffed and puffed. "I’ll
have to find another way," she said.
Some days went by without any trouble. Sassy

Pants had accepted living in the pigpen—so it seemed.
Everyone began to relax. They thought lifewas back to
normal. One evening as Farmer White fed the pigs,
Sassy Pants studied the gatewhere he came in.After he
left, she tried to open it.
She pushed and she shoved but it would not open.

She tried to lift the latch but it was too high. Tired from
trying, she leaned on the gate—it moved! She leaned
again, harder. It opened wider but Farmer White was
still nearby. The escape would have to wait until
morning.
Sassy Pants squinted her eyes and allowed her hard

little heart to grow harder still. She began to plan the
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mean, naughty thing she would do— how she would
makeFarmerWhite pay.Hewould be sorry formaking
her stay in the pigpen. She went to sleep with a mean,
nasty little grin on her face.
It was a very bad choice she made.
In the morning, Sassy Pants waited until Farmer

White did all the barnyard chores, put the cows out to
pasture, andwent to the field. She leaned on the pigpen
gate, harder and harder, until it opened wide enough to
slip through. She knew right where to go—through the
barnyard, across the lawn, and up on the porch where
FarmerWhite kept his can of cream in a big tub of cold
water until the milkman came to take it to market.
She put her hard little snout under the tub and over

it went, crashing to the porch. The cream can lid came
off and cream poured out everywhere. Sassy Pants
drank all she could drink. It felt good on the inside of
her tummy, so it should feelgoodon theoutside!Cream
was supposed to be good for the skin, she had heard
someone say. So she began to bathe in the cream.
She stretched out on her tummy and then rolled to

her back. She wiggled this way and that, making a
magnificent mess. Sassy Pants did not notice, nor did
she care. The cream felt glorious!



Carol A. Brown

54

Suddenly, the house door opened. There stoodMrs.
White with a horrible look on her face. She called for
Denny, the biggest boy of them all, to help with ‘this
pig.’ Mrs. White was so angry she did not even call
Sassy Pants by her name. She called her “this pig.”
What Sassy Pants had donewas very serious. That's

because Farmer White sold the cream to buy flour,
sugar, cereal, and clothing for the children.Without the
cream there would be no money to buy those things.
All this happened back in 1950. The war was over,

but people in that part of Iowa still had to be careful
about how they spent theirmoney.Most of the foodand
most of the money had been sent away to help win
WorldWar II,whichhad lasted for avery long time.So,
there was not a whole lot extra.
It was mean and naughty of Sassy Pants to spill the

cream all over the ground and then bathe in it!
It took all four boys to catch the slippery, muddy,

cream-covered pig; but catch her they did! They
marchedher to the pigpen,wired thegate shut, and then
they all took a bath in the creek.
WhenFarmerWhite heard about the cream, his face

became stormyand serious. “That is the last straw.You
have really done it now, pig.” He shook his head as he
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looked at her over the fence. “You have really done it
now.Wewill not have a troublesome pig on this farm.”
FarmerWhite turned andwent to the barnyard light

pole. He did something but Sassy Pants could not quite
see what it was. She pretended not to be watching. She
pretended to rout in the leaves and act like she was
looking for tasty roots but she was really trying to see
what FarmerWhite was doing. It might give her a clue
for another way out.
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Chapter Eight
Some Learn the Hard Way

Old Clyde and Martha the cow stood under the
shade of the old hickory nut tree. Every year that tree
dropped bushels of nuts for the pigs to eat. Old Clyde
blinked big, sleepy eyes and swatted flies with his tail.
He stood close to Martha. Two days earlier, Sassy
Pants chewed the long curl off the end ofMartha’s tail.
Therewas no lovely long hair to swish flies; only a club
to clobber them!
So, Old Clyde swished to the right over Martha’s

back and then to the left over his own back. Martha
burped up a big, particularly delicious cud of grass and
chewedhappily. It felt good to relax—withSassyPants
in view it was safe to relax.
“Do you think we should tell her about the electric

fence?” asked Martha.
Old Clyde studied Sassy Pants for a long time and

then shookhis head. “No, I don’t think so. Shewouldn't
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believe us. Shewould thinkwewere just trying to scare
her into staying inside the fence. She needs to learn that
fences are there for a good reason. She needs to learn to
respect them, even if she does not like them, or believe
they are for her own good. Some folks learn the easy
way, and some learn the hard way. Best leave her be.”
Hickory nuts are like chocolates for pigs—

irresistible. Porketta, Sassy Pants’ big sister, was
eating nuts like there would not be any left tomorrow.
She called to SassyPantswith hermouth full. “Hey,

Sassy!”Smack, smack. “Thenuts aregreat!Comehave
some!” Smack, smack.
But this day, Sassy Pants had no time for hickory

nuts. Instead, she walked right on by, kicking nuts this
way and that. Porketta could not believe her eyes!
Sassy Pants had decided that todaywas the day. She

had to get out of that pen! The summerwas nearly over
and it was not right for her still to be in a pigpen. She
was a people, not a pig! That's what she still thought,
even after what the Boss Hog had told her.
Soon,OldClydeandMarthawatchedher curly little

tail disappear down the hill. Sassy Pants was going to
check every last inch of the fence. If there was even a
tinyhole, shewouldmake it bigger.Thenout shewould
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go! She was sure she could find one—she had to find
one!
Down the hill she went, turned the corner, and

walked alongside the creek. Not a hole to be seen.
Back up the hill on the other side she went, testing the
wire to see if she could create a hole where there was
none. Sassy Pants was going to either go uphill or
downhill no matter where she went.
That’s the way that farmwas—up or down, all of it.

Finally, at the far corner on the far side of the pen, she
foundwhat shewas looking for.The first hole shemade
that FarmerWhite fixed was a little past that. This was
a place where the rain washed the dirt away from the
fence. It was not very big, but it had promise.And there
was only one thin wire across the washout. This was
going to be easy!
Sassy Pants had found her escape route! She would

test it to see how much bigger she needed to make the
hole.Wonderful,wonderful! Itwas enoughout of sight
that she was confident she could get away without
anyone seeing her, too. So, shemarched right up to that
wire and reached out with her tough little snout to give
it a good push.
Farmer White was busy doing the evening chores.
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He had already fed and watered the sheep, the calves
and the pigs, and right at that particular moment, he sat
milking the cows. Suddenly there was a frightful
squealing and carrying on coming from the pigpen.
FarmerWhite did notmove amuscle to go seewhat

the matter was because he already knew. Instead, a
slow grin started on one side of his face and worked its
way around to the other. “Yep,” he said as he kept right
on milking. “Some learn the easy way, and some learn
the hard way.”
Old Clyde and Martha the cow heard the ruckus,

too. “Oh,” said Old Clyde with a sympathetic look.
“That has to smart!”
“Yes,” Martha agreed. “But like you said, she

would not listen. Some do have to learn the hard way.”
They shook their heads and stomped their feet and
swished their tails to make the flies go away. “I’m sure
she will be a different pig now.”
Old Clyde had to agree.
Sassy Pants’ snout had no more than touched that

thinwirewhen a jolt of electricitywent from her snout,
straight through her body, and right out her tail. She
saw bright lights and sparkles. Her ears were ringing.
She squealed; she snorted andmade all sorts of strange
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noises. She could not even talk right or walk right!
After a while—when she finally could see without

spots in front of her eyes—she began to check herself
out. Her snout was throbbing. It was probably going to
be swollen like the time a bee stung her, but thatwas no
bee! She turned to look at her tail.
Oh, no! What happened to her curly, pink tail that

she was so proud of? She gasped. It wasn’t curly
anymore! She looked closer. “Oh! No!” she wailed.
The sandy tufts of hair on the end of her tail (the ones
that had perfectly matched the sandy patch of hair on
top of her head) were all singed black, now!
Not only that, the shock from that electric fence

blew every fancy, better-than-everyone idea andmean
thought right out of Sassy Pants’ head! She stood there
for a while, shaking her head to make the sparkles go
away. Then she walked a kind of sideways, funny sort
of walk over to the mud hole and flopped down in the
mud.
Itwas cool. It feltwonderful onher throbbing snout.

A big mud bubble formed, eyes appeared above the
mud, and big brother Bruno (who had been up past his
ears in the mud) asked, “Hey, Sassy Pants! What was
all that noise about?”
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Sassy Pants was quiet. Finally, she blew a bubble in
the mud and mumbled, “I don’t want to talk about it.”
Not that day anyway.
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Even so, the story leaked out and word passed
around the barnyard, anyway. Sassy Pants was a
reformed pig—she had learned her lesson. From that
day on, she noticed, and she cared!
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What Happened at the End of the Story

Miss Merino took her glasses off and sat quietly,
staring off into the distance, hooves folded in her lap—
as if the story was done.
“Miss Merino.” Little Leo Lamb in the second row

wiggled forward. “What happened next? Did Sassy
Pants stop being mean to everybody? Did she stay in
the pigpen forever? Was she sad about being a pig
instead of a people?”
“Oh, yes, Leo, she eventually did all those things.

But not that day. Because some things take a lot longer
to fix than to break them. The biggest things Sassy
Pants broke were not fences but friendships. So our
next story—which is important for all young critters to
know—it's how to fix a friendship when you were the
one who broke it.”
“But what if she was so mean to everybody, even

saying sorry won't help?” asked young Molly lamb.
“Mother sheep don't want their kids to play with her
anymore. She's too dangerous!”
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“If sorry isn't enough, there's only one thing left to
do,” answered Miss Merino. “And it isn't easy. But
we'll have to wait until next time to see if Sassy Pants
was brave enough to go that far.”
The wise sheep always left off the last thing in the

story soher young listenerswouldbe sure to comeback
for the next lesson. Even if only to see what happened
next, rather than to learn.
But they always learned something useful, no

matter what they heard!

��
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What's Next?
How do you fix a friendship when
you were the one who broke it?

Sometimes you have to try everything.

Sassy Pants
LEARNS

��� �� �	�
 ��
���
(It's harder than you think!)
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