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I had an odd morning yesterday.  A wayward 

piglet had appeared on our block, and I was 

called away from our morning prayer service to 

help catch it (her, as it turned out).  The speedy 

little pig led about a dozen of us, neighbors and 

passers-by, on a merry chase up and down part 

of three different blocks.  Eventually, a 

construction worker who had turned up to help 

was able to grab her, and he passed her off to 

me.  I wrapped her in a couple towels we’d been 

using to try to corral her, and calmed her briefly before Animal Control arrived.  The officer 

was amused at the admittedly quaint sight of a Franciscan Friar holding a pig on the streets 

of San Francisco, and asked if she could take a photo and share it on their Twitter feed.  And 

there it began… 

 My email and social media began to “blow up.”  A reporter called the house for the 

“scoop.” By evening, the story appeared online through several local news outlets, and the 

photo taken by Animal Control was being cleverly captioned by journalists and commenters 

alike.  For the first time in my life I was directly associated with the phrase “film at 11.”  And 

there, at 11, were the photos and a story about Saint Francis and the Piglet. 

The brothers at the house, helpfully keeping my feet on the ground, have been oinking at 

me, and calling me such things as the “Pig Whisperer.”  This morning a kind man in the 

Castro saw me in my habit, smiled, and said, “Are you the pig one?”  The postal carrier 

called out, “How’s the pig?”  Then I came home to a message from a national news outlet 

reporter from New York City. 

I’ll admit that I don’t mind attention.  I am not a humble man by nature.  I’ve done a little 

theater, and a little improv, and I’m basically a ham (no pun intended).   This is fun.  And, 

as causes for 15 minutes of fame go, it’s a gratifyingly benign way to make the news.  I try 

to make a point of not letting life go by without picking up the lessons it may be teaching 

me, so I’ve been asking myself:  What did Janice (the name Animal Control has given her) 

come to teach me?  And I’ve thought of three things: 

Be open to the odd stuff.  In fact, go ahead and be the odd stuff.  I didn’t wake up yesterday 

thinking, “Today I will chase a pig through the Mission District in a long brown dress.”  The 

day I do wake up thinking that, I should probably stay in bed.  But life happens, and it’s 

unexpected.  Sometimes it’s terrible, and sometimes it’s wonderful.  Janice the Piglet 

brought a touch of laughter and wonder to a group of strangers yesterday.  It’s around if 

you look for it.  I will long cherish the memory of a professional young man peering at a pig 

under a car, on his cell phone to his workplace:  “I’m going to be a little late… I’m chasing a 

pig… No, really.” 



Stop running!  Poor little pig was terrified.  She ran and dodged and hid and trembled.  She 

had no idea where she was, or what these people chasing her might intend.  What we 

intended was to keep her from getting hit by traffic, and hopefully to get her safely home.  

If she could have understood such a concept, the smart thing to do would have been to 

stop running.  How often we run!  There are, it’s true, plenty of people around whose 

intents are not the best.  But when we let the bad ones keep us running, we may miss the 

good ones altogether.  While we can never know with absolute certainty who is safe, 

sometimes we have to take the risk.  Stop running, and see if there isn’t a warm towel and 

lavish affection waiting around the bend. 

Always help out.  Let’s face it, I got the press because I was the one in the funny robe.  But 

what about the construction worker, the young professional on his way to work, the 

crossing guard, the friendly woman walking her dog, the passing city Firefighter?  Perhaps 

a dozen in all in this mini-rescue effort.  This amazing little cross section of our city suddenly 

assembled on our sidewalk: male, female, Asian, Caucasian, Latino, African-American, 

younger and older… presumably of varying sexual orientations, religious beliefs, socio-

economic status.  Utter strangers, who found it worth inconveniencing themselves to 

protect this helpless little life.  It was heartening.  One of those restorers of confidence in 

humanity, and a reminder of the just plain good folks who live in our city. 

But I can tell you why they did it.  Because I know how it feels to do it.  Whether it gets you 

on Huff Post or not, helping the vulnerable taps into something in us.  Something we just 

know is right.   

As a Friar, I have the amazing privilege of spending time with our city’s unsheltered 

population.  We call them the “Homeless Problem.”  I’d rather we called them people.  

Homelessness is far from a single, uniform problem.  Every story is different.  But so many 

of our needs are the same.  We all need basic physical things like food, clothing, shelter.  

And we all need basic intangible things like dignity, love, belonging, hope.  When we as 

Franciscans are able to contribute in some small way --a pair of clean socks, a few dollars, 

a sandwich, a listening ear --to those needs for our city’s vulnerable, it feels amazing.   

And the rest of us are the same too.  We’ll all have times in our lives when we are 

vulnerable, whether financially, emotionally, spiritually, relationally.  We will all have times 

when, like dear little Janice, we just want to run, even though we have no idea to where.  

May we all be so fortunate as to find that divine dozen that found Janice.  May they stop 

on their way to herd us in, to wrap us up, to keep us safe.  And then may we pass it along. 

My boss, a guy named Jesus of Nazareth (you may have heard of him) said it this way:  

“When you did it for the least of these, you did it for me.”   

Or in the wonderful words of Ram Dass:  “We’re all just walking each other home.” 


