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Living with wild boar in middle
England - lessons from abroad

In various countries wild boar have become habituated to residential areas, but
scavenging in dustbins and rooting up gardens has made the species unpopular
with the locals and authorities alike. To stop our wild boar from becoming
habituated to residential neighbourhoods across Middle England, do we need to be
cruel to be kind?

MARTIN GOULDING

Boris from the Forest

‘Boris’ is a wild boar who to the delight of children but consternation of parents,
frequently meanders out of the Forest of Dean and into an adjacent housing estate.
Boris' appearance is rewarded with treats of apples, M&Ms, and anything to hand
that the residents believe is palatable to a pig, which does not rule out much. Not
surprisingly, Boris has become accustomed to these sugary delights, a notable
change from his normal fayre of vegetation with occasional carrion. Boris is
becoming habituated to people. He represents a species that has throughout
history been associated with bravery, ferocity and derring do, whose accidental re-
introduction into Britain sent fear throughout the nation.! But has he sold his soul
for handouts on easy street? More importantly, will this interaction between
people and unpredictable beast be allowed to continue by a Forestry Commission
ever fearful that this unlikely alliance may turn nasty with Boris biting the hand
that feeds him?

Boris may be just one step away from the great woodland in the sky, where it
rains truffles and bullets are banned, because one of his compatriots has already
been dispatched there. A widely, and wildly, reported incident of a wild boar being
shot dead in the playground of a primary school on the edge of the Forest of Dean
recently made headline news.* Wild boar should not be in a school playground, and
the boar's end was as sudden as predictable. I sympathise with the Forestry
Commission ranger who had to act as judge, jury and executioner - I have primary
- aged school children, I would have done the same. When I wave my children off
in the morning, I check they have remembered their dinner money, Power Ranger
pencil case, and tennis ball for a playground kick-about. I don't check they are
aware of what to do if confronted by a feisty wild boar as they change ends at half-
time. However, the truth will always out and once the media hysteria died down it
transpired that the playground was actually part of the school’s nature trail at the
edge of the forest, and the boar didn’'t want a kick-about, it was minding its own
business eating wind-fall crab apples. Once spotted, the attention from onlookers
unnerved the beast, its body language changed to threatening, and it began to






