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Another day, another night.  The night after the quarrel is the hardest.  A quarrel that span 

across the eastern world caused the wooly animals of Drusselstein to enter a decade of suffering.  

After the sheep lost the war to end all wars, they were still rushing with adrenaline.  They didn't 

blame, Old Glory, the sheep general of the Drusselstenian army, however, they were puzzled 

with who was to blame.  However, they had some theories on why they lost the war.   

"It was the sheep who protested against the war and disturbed our supplies!" baaed the 

sheep who survived the equivalent of hell, with their beady eyes glaring amongst themselves.  

They realized that it was the truth, so it was widely accepted that the protesters who prevented 

supplies from reaching the armies were at fault for the fall of a mighty beast.  The sheep and 

llamas sat in the town of Drusselstein with silence flowing through the air like a frivolous dark 

cloud looming over the puny animals… 

The next morning, Old Glory had requested from the night before to have the animals 

assemble in the town square for a meeting.  No mercy for the stone floor that had to support the 

hooves of the llamas and the sheep, with the sheep assembling to the right and the llamas 

adjusting accordingly.  They sat in anxious silence, the tension grew strong.  Their great, tough 

sheep leader sauntered onto the podium, his face dim with hope.   

 "My brothers and sisters," the echo of his calming voice shattered the silence, "I know of your 

suffering, and something must be done." The animals nodded in agreement, but the llamas were 

filled with question.  

"What shall be done?" said Titan, the biggest and strongest llama of the bunch.  Old 

Glory had a blank expression, and he began to think.  His hooves sat on his elongated chin, his 

expression was grim, and a depressed stare radiated from him.   

"I will use my power to begin providing jobs to any sheep or llama by strengthening the 

trade unions." To the sheep, it seemed like a lifesaver, but to the llamas, it would get the 

economy nowhere, for they felt that the Red Legion, a party fully bent on the idea of 

communism was better, for it would benefit all of the workers.  The Red Legion had seats in the 

local house of parliament (formally known as the Reichstag), but they were no match for the 

DNC, the democratic powerhouse of the nation.  The animals were fiercely debating, but an 

outside force overwhelmed their noise.  It was like a fierce galleon, fat and slow.  It swiftly 
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bounced throughout the town, and it slowly hit the frightened animals.  It seemed as if the 

outside beings were shouting a melodic tune.  The tough sounds were not clear at first, but the 

muffled noise subsided, and the lyrics were clear as soon as the outside beings got closer: 

The Proud 

We drink to our kin, for the night is still young, 

We keep our heads high, for the fight isn't done, 

We are the great, the strong, and the mighty! 

Make way for the Highlanders! 

The band of outsiders chanted to their heart's content in a metronome-like fashion.  Their 

snouts held high in the air, and their claws glistening in the morning mist.  Surprised by the 

noise, the groggy animals scurried into their homes in fear of an attack, or worse.  Once the 

animals had all made it into their deteriorated homes, there was another brisk window of silence.  

All the trees loudly danced to the wind, but the chanting of the outsiders was overcoming the 

swishing trees.  After a while, the pitter-patter of the outsiders' feet shattered the looming, mild 

silence.  When they stepped into view, there were dark wolves wearing top hats, Tarnished suits, 

and golden monocles attached to their perky ears.  The wolves were marching in rows of three, 

with the leader at the front of the middle row, and he was donning a lustrous dark suit with thin 

white lines streaming across his unusual suit.  In the eastern world, it was not common to wear 

clothing.  There was no need, for the animals had fur to keep warm.  These wolves did not care, 

however, for they did whatever they wanted.  The wolves stopped at the town square, their 

unusual leader climbed onto the podium where Old Glory once stood, and he spoke with a voice 

that could touch emotion at the heart. 

"We are Highlanders!" Cried the leader, his followers howling wildly.  The sheep and 

llamas were still scared, but they gingerly began to come outside and greet the interesting 

Highlanders (as they were formally called).  The leader looked at the bleached animals, and he 

welcomed them warmly.  "My fellow wooly animals, I understand that you have suffered for 

months now, yes?"  Hans' tone weakened to a more confronting pitch.  Animals had no response, 

for everyone knew that the once mighty town of Drusselstein was reduced to a place of poverty, 
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hunger, and jobless individuals who longed for change.  Their gracious leader went silent for a 

moment, but he spoke once more, "Well, you folk don't seem to be the most talkative, but that is 

not of the matter.  We are the Highlanders, and we come with great news" The sheep and llamas' 

spirit was briefly lifted at the sound of good news, in fact; they were listening with utmost 

attention now.  When the leading wolf noticed this, he accommodated with more speech.  The 

wolf leader lifted his head, and a sly grin ran across his long snout, "I understand that you have 

all suffered for months now.  Your leader has cut your unemployment pay, which in turn has 

affected all of you!  I can tell that you all have these fires raging inside of yourselves, and you 

must harness that and take back what is rightfully ours!  You all have lost countless amounts of 

food and finances because you lost a war that you should've won!" The sheep were rigorously 

cheering at the words of power that shot out of the wolf's snout.  Their opinions were greatly 

shifting at the realization of the reality that they lived in.  A shift equivalent to the releasing of an 

iron harness.  The now angry worker sheep with no pay who once supported Old Glory were 

now in favor of the Highlanders who allowed them to see the light.    What they didn't realize 

was that the wolves were unloading crates of radios and parchments with kind statements that 

could fool anyone into believing that everything was okay, no matter how bad things would get.   

Entranced by the bewitching words, the sheep paid no attention to the wolves hard at 

work.  They nailed in the posters of convincing statements and crude propaganda along the 

stoned streets of the poverty-ridden town.  Radios were connected to amplifiers to distribute the 

wolf leader’s words of power at all times, even when his throat couldn’t raise the spirits of the 

sheep anymore.   

“The llamas are the vermin who lost the war!  The llamas own the banks who failed and 

the stores that steal your money!  We must harness our anger to overcome the ones who taint our 

fatherland!”  Cried Hans, the leader of the Highlanders.  By the time that the wolves had set up 

their radios and posters, the sheep were lost and the llamas were fearful of their neighboring 

sheep.  Devastated by Hans’ words, Old Glory was speechless, but his mind was racing… 

A week later, Old Glory and his advisors waged a plan to ease the large force that was the 

Highlanders.  Old Glory offered Hans the position of vice-chancellor, but he instantly refused; 

instead, he demanded to be chancellor of Drusselstein.  Not wanting to be on the bad side of the 
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powerful Highlanders, Old Glory fearfully gave Hans the role of Chancellor of Drusselstein; 

which gave him the power to pass laws just like Old Glory… 

Two days passed, and the peaceful morning crumbled to fire from the house of 

parliament.  The sheep were scrambling to put out the fire, but they were too late.  Burnt to a 

crisp, their beloved parliament lay on the ground like a lifeless corpse.   

When Hans arrived at the scene, he smiled for a second so brief that nobody noticed his 

brisk grin.  While the sheep (the llamas stayed in their homes, fearing to step outside) stood and 

mourned, the criminal was uncovered.  “Over here!” howled one of the SA, a unit of Han’s elite 

guards, his jagged jaws on the neck of a sheep.   

“Four legs good, two legs bad!”  Groaned the dying sheep.  When Hans heard the dying 

sheep’s last words, he grinned once more.  

“Listen to its dying words.  Those are the words of the communist!  The communist Red 

Legion destroyed our great house of parliament!  How can you sheep follow them if they hate 

our town!?  Surely, the Highlanders would never destroy this town in any way.”  Exclaimed 

Hans, his eyes darting across his sheep followers who looked even more enlightened.  Excellent, 

thought Hans, the pawns are in the palm of my paw.  The sheep were now in the exact spot that 

Hans wanted them to be.  They hated both the llamas and the major political opponent of the 

Highlanders.  Now, Hans just needed to do one last thing... 

With the sheep on Hans side, he decided to run for leader of Drusselstein, but he lost to 

Old Glory by a hair and a nickel.  However, a new opportunity soon surfaced on the fateful 

morning five days after the election.  Awoken by the radios, the sheep groggily stumbled into the 

town square, but their tiredness vanished because of the news that followed.  

“My fellow Highlanders, Old Glory peacefully passed away in his sleep last night,” Hans 

showed sadness in his tone, but the weak grin slyly cracked upon his snout revealed his true 

intention, “He was diagnosed with lung cancer before the election, but he didn’t publically 

announce it in fear of looking weak.  His last words to you all were to stay strong, for the 

rainbow always appears after the raging storm.”  Hans looked at the crowd and saw an ocean of 

mixed emotion.  Some were so entranced that they followed blindly, while some were growing 

smarter every time that the moon would pass.  “Now, my advisors and I have discussed the 
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matter at hand, and we decided that I, Hans of the Highlander socialist workers party, will 

become your new leader.  Remember, I’m not doing this for me, for it is for all of Drusselstein!” 

Hans howled into the air, and the sheep went wild.  The llamas heard the booming applause of 

the Highlanders, and they continued to sit in their homes whilst holding their loved ones… 

The following morning, Hans had requested the sheep to assemble at the town square.  

“Anyone who doesn’t appear before me will be punished for heresy against the Highlanders.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


