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Before this tale begins, let me take you back a long way through time; a very, very, long way in fact. Back to a time when there was a very different dominant species on the earth, in fact before the earth had even been called the earth.

This species was an intelligent species.

This species was a sophisticated and educated species.

This was a species that had developed in to a great society, if but a simple civilisation.

If you go back as far as the dinosaurs, you’ve almost gone too far. Those brainless lizards were primitive savages in comparison to this species of deep cultural thinkers. Our beings provide a prime example of how this race’s ancestors, by using their brain power, ascended above the status of being prey and removed their meat eating competitors from dominance.

Human scientists would have you believe the dinosaurs went extinct due to some meteorological disaster, like a comet hitting the earth or a change in weather pattern causing a global catastrophe, as this is what investigative scientific data suggests. Little do they know that this was all a clever deception by our mystery species to cover up the greatest war for domination in history.

But, I digress, this isn’t a story about how this master race defeated and wiped out some scaly backed has beens. This is a story about how our species ended up in another war. One that has lasted for generation and still may be going on now, even to this day.

A war over what? And with who? You say. This is what we are going to find out.

So, I hear you ask, what was this so called dominant species? Was it us, homosapiens, we’re certainly dominant now? Oh no, it’s certainly not you, and not who you would expect either, although historically your kind has always been involved, if blatantly unaware. You, my friends, were the cause.

I’ll put you out of your misery, this race of mystery beasts are...sheep.

Oh, of course, I hear you say. Of course it’s sheep, and I’m the king of the world! What do you take us for? Sheep are just woolly, grass munchers that give us wool for jumpers and taste great with mint sauce for Sunday dinner. Humans are vastly superior to sheep, how on earth can they have been the master race on earth?

The reason is...because they let us.

Let us? How?

Well this is the story, passed down through the Ovine generations, of how, back in the days of human pre-history, after centuries of war, the sheep sacrificed their way of life to help us.

But who were they warring with? you say.

It was their best friends...cows.

Yes, that’s right, cows.

Now, cows are equally as intelligent as sheep, vastly superior in intelligence to you and are tremendously articulate thinkers and schemers.

For a long time, cows and sheep had been living in peace and perfect harmony with one another. They all enjoyed the beautiful countryside, the acres and acres of luscious pasture and the free wide open spaces with freedom to roam as they pleased. Imagine being able to do whatever you wanted, eat and sleep when you wanted and all the time and space in the world to do it in.

More often than not, many Bovines and Ovines (as that is their posh names) settled into small communities, as they are quite social,  living alongside one another debating philosophy, science, culture, the arts and best of all...grass. Lots and lots of grass.

‘I tell you, the best grass is on top ‘o that hill, in the clearing, by the woods. It’s juicy, sweet, tender, fresh and yummy.’

‘No, no, no. It’s better down by the stream. Down there it’s so moist an’ tasty and with that crisp clear water from the stream next to it, it’s like a meal provided by the Golden Fleeced one herself, amen.’

This debate had continued for hours and neither the cow nor the sheep participating in it would back down. Debating the finer points of the simple green vegetation never failed to bring up many interesting viewpoints. Ambling along through the open grassland of the dale, enjoying the dappled shade of the adjacent forest fringe, the cow and the sheep merrily munched the morning away happy in each others company. 

And why not?

This particular pair had been friends since they were lamb and calf. They’d been schooled together, raised their offspring together and now, in their mid-teens, were enjoying their twilight years together. And boy, did they have some tales to tell.

Yes, tales to tell, although they wouldn’t tell them to you or me in the conventional, conversational sense, as neither sheep nor cows know any verbal language or even a verbal word for that matter. Nor do they even have the ability to form oral speech.

It is in ancient lore that dates back much further than mankind or civilisation but, whilst being the co-dominant species’ on the planet, they evolved to such a level that they developed telepathic communication. So powerful did this become, that it developed to the point of being able to communicate with other animal species as well.

Wow, that’s amazing I hear you gasp. How do they do that?

Well, I don’t know, do I? I’m not a super-scientist; I am a chronicler of history. I have other colleagues that specialise in that science stuff, but even they haven’t figured it out yet, the brain is such a complicated organ. If I was scientifically able, I doubt I would be sat here narrating this story to you, I’d be off somewhere on some awesome mission to cure a disease or solve a mind numbing conundrum like ‘why doesn’t a sheep soak water up like a sponge when it rains’? That’s puzzled me for years.

So, these two individuals could have told you tales about the great foot and mouth plague in the year of the itchy toe, or the great wolf raids in the year of the mass runaway, but what was about to happen soon would have them both almost ‘speechless’ albeit not in the oral sense.

Their calves and lambs had left home years ago and were at university and it wasn’t currently breeding season so they weren’t being pestered by the males for, you know, that sort of thing either. The bulls and rams were probably all down at the waterhole or stream drinking, as usual, bragging about their latest duelling conquests and how many females they’d serviced last spring.

It had never once occurred to them that they were allowed to do their deeds by the females. Firstly, to allow the continuation of their races and secondly, to just keep them quiet. You see, the females were really the ones in charge. But they would let the men meet up to sup, play games and generally allow them to gather in their public watering places (or pubs as some of the locals had started calling them), just to keep them out from under the feet and give them a quieter life.

So this sheep and cow, who didn’t have names, as they didn’t need them due to the telepathy, wandered in the speckled sunlight, enjoying the peace and quiet, relaxing and munching the occasional patch of grass.

They recognised each other from the colouring of their hides and their brainwave patterns which were as unique as one of your fingerprints. This cow was a beautiful creamy colour with white legs and the sheep had long curly wool with a black face and black legs.

‘’Ay, did you ‘ear that?’ the cow said perplexed at a strange, yet unusually organised, rustling sound coming from the bushes in the nearby woods.

‘’Ear what?’ the sheep replied straining to hear anything as her shaggy wool had fallen over her ears. She swung her head from side to side trying to uncover them.

‘Ahm sure I just ‘eard them bushes rustling and some twigs snap over there. I didn’t think there was ‘owt big living in this wood to make such a racket.’

‘It’s your age, love. You’re just ‘earing things, is all.’

But it turns out she wasn’t.

All of a sudden, quick as a flash, a long straight wooden stick shot out from the shadows of the thick green foliage whistling through the air and landing in the earth between them with a thud.

The cow and sheep looked at it perplexed.

Then looked at each other in confusion.

Then, under furrowed brows, they looked at the forest.

Then it was back to the stick.

As it wasn’t stuck in the ground very well, the wooden shaft fell over. Both the cow and the sheep studied it curiously, to find a sharp worked flint tip secured to the end of it, bound on with grasses.

‘Well I never,’ the sheep said.

‘Where did that come from?’ asked the cow.

‘I’ve never seen a branch like that before, and it didn’t fall normally either. It’s not even windy-’ the cow, in the excitement of the moment, broke wind...

‘Well not meteorologically anyway,’ the sheep interrupted.

‘Sorry, too much grass. And ‘ere, look at that sharpened stone on the end, it’s been fixed on. Someone’s made that, you know. But who possesses the skills and knowledge to...’ and just as the sheep was pondering this, another stick hurtled from out from behind another thicket, sailed through the air, and glanced a blow off her woolly shoulder, ‘...Ow! Hey! Whoever’s in there, stop that!’ Although if this was heard out loud by you this would just sound like an annoyed Baa.

At the sound of the sheep’s baa, a curious round pink face comically popped up above a bush. It had a very broad ridged brow, a big bulbous round skull and a very simple dim witted look.

‘By jingo, what’s that?’ exclaimed the sheep blowing the woolly mop out of her eyes for better view.

‘No idea, but it’s very ugly,’ replied the cow turning her creamy head sideways to also see better.

‘It’s got eyes in the front of its head, a bit predator like.’

‘And look at that flat tiny nose, those nostrils are tiny, how does it smell anything?’

‘And look at those stupid tiny ears on the side of its head, how does it hear anything, they don’t even rotate?’

‘By the Divine Bovine, it’s pig ugly.’

‘Hey, don’t let the pigs ‘ear you say that, you know ‘ow sensitive they are.’ The sheep scanned about guiltily to make sure there were none about.

The weird creature with its ugly face in the undergrowth slowly raised itself above the foliage to tower over the sheep but, when fully upright, it wasn’t much bigger than the cow.

‘It’s standing on two legs. I don’t like it,’ stated the sheep frowning.

‘Is it one of those hairless apes?’ asked the cow. Her curiosity had been piqued.

‘Ooh, I’ve ‘eard o’ them. But I thought they were a myth?’

‘It would appear not. Gangly arms, stood on two legs, oh, and look, hands with opposable thumbs, they are so lucky. There’s still some hair on its head though. I’ll bet it is, you know, I...ow!’ Another stone tipped pointy branch bounced off the cow’s behind. ‘Right! Now, stop that! That’s just getting annoying now. I’m gonna get a bruise there.’

This came out as a loud resounding moo, and that’s how the hairless apes heard it as well.

‘Should we go and talk to it?’ asked the sheep.

‘I think we should, if only to tell it off. I don’t like all this hostility. You can’t go throwing pointy sticks at folk you don’t know without any reason. It’s just rude,’ the cow replied in annoyance.

So, both the cow and the sheep turned towards this dirty, pink skinned, virtually hairless monkey thing that kept baiting them with sharp sticks and, heading towards it,  were determined to give it a thorough telling off. Didn’t it know they were the ones in charge around here?

Seeing the two beasts approaching, the bald ape sharply dived back into the undergrowth behind it, disappearing from sight whilst emitting some kind of grunt.

‘Oi, now you come back ‘ere you,’ the cow called after him and increased her pace making her udders wobble from side to side, entering the woods and thickets closely followed by the sheep.

The dark green shroud around them went quiet and still.

‘Where’s it gone?’ whispered the sheep.

‘Erm, don’t know,’ the cow replied blinking her fluttering eyelashes and trying to adjust her vision to the change in light, ‘but I think I can see a lot of eyes looking at us.’

‘Eyes?’ The sheep scanned around, also blinking, and sure enough, from the shadows of the surrounding foliage, dozens of shiny, beady eyes were focused on them and not in that ‘ooh, look a cute cow and sheep’ way either.

‘They look hungry...’If eyes can look hungry.

Within seconds, the greenery exploded around them. Leaves, branches
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