
AESOP’S FABLE: “Sheep and Pigs Unite!” 
Based on The Sheep and the Pig by Aesop 

A Dramatic Play Written by Connie Frank 

Narrator on the Story: “Sheep and Pigs Unite!” is based loosely on The Sheep 

and the Pig.  Feral pigs are domestic pigs which have feral, meaning that it has 

learned to live independently in the wild. These pigs are mostly found in 

North America, South America, Central America, and Australia.  Razorback 

and wild hog are Americanisms applied to feral 

pigs.  Domestic pigs were first introduced 

to America in the 16th century. Christopher 

Columbus intentionally released domestic swine in the West Indies during his 

second voyage to provide future expeditions with a freely available food supply.  

Hernando de Soto is known to have introduced Eurasian domestic swine to Florida 

in 1539. Feral pigs are a growing problem in the United States and also on the 

southern prairies in Canada, because they cause billions of dollars in property and 

agricultural damage every year in the United States, both in wild and agricultural 

lands. Because pigs forage by rooting for their food under the ground with their 

snouts and tusks, a group of feral pigs can damage acres of planted fields in just a 

few nights. Game animals such as deer and turkeys have been especially affected by 

the feral hog's aggressive competition for resources.  

Characters:  

 Narrator:   

 Daegal: 

 Old Ram: 

 Sven the Little Lamb: 

 Avice the Little Lamb: 

 Arthur the Shepherd Dog: 

 Crispin the Shepherd Dog: 

 Farmer: 

 Nezetta the Ewe: 

Script:  

Narrator:   The dark green of the forest lay hidden in the stillness of the ghostly white fog that 

drifted slowly through the apparitions of the bony arms of silent trees that lay along 

the path that the pig was taking.  He had lost his way through the endless trails of 

rotting stumps and displayed roots, and all he wanted to do was get back to his 

family.  He had wallowed and eaten his way through the forest, eating small 

invertebrates like insects and worms, but now that he was sated, he was worried 

that he would never find them again. 

Daegal: I guess I should have stayed on the trail with my family.   

Narrator: Daegal had reason to be worried.  His mother, Eira, and his father, Wymond, had 

warned him many times from straying away from the family.  Daegal had already 

lost his brother, Wilkin, to a monstrous bear that had prowled through their forests 

for years. 

Daegal: Wilkin was braver than I am, but I always thought that I was the smart one.  I do 

not feel like the smart one now. 

  



 

Narrator: Bogdana, Daegal’s little sister, was always afraid of everything.  Her name meant 

“The Gift” but Daegal was constantly annoyed by her presence.  Daegal’s own 

name, meant “Dweller by a Dark Stream”, and he was always running and play in 

the streams of water that cascaded through the forests but were often the places 

where the predators lay in wait for little pigs like him.   

Daegal: This is not good.  I cannot figure out which way to take to find my family! 

Narrator: Daegal wandered through the forest, fearing every sound was a wolf, a cougar, a 

coyote, or a grizzly bear would jump out and snatch his life away. 

Daegal: I must find a hiding place! 

Narrator: Just as the sun rose high in the sky, Daegal saw that the forest opened to a luscious 

green meadow.  The sun was warm and beckoning, and Daegal welcomed the 

sunlight, delighting in the delicious glow of the sun’s rays on the daisies that were 

growing within the meadow.  Laughing to himself at his fears, Daegal ran into the 

meadow of high grasses and smelled the flowers.  He ate some of the insects that 

were rushing away from him, fearing for their lives, then threw himself into the tall 

green grasses to roll and play.  Suddenly Daegal heard a noise, so soft and subtle 

that he could have missed it easily.  He lay still, watching, waiting to see what was 

approaching. 

Old Ram: Good day, Sir! 

Narrator: Daegal looked up to see an old Ram, a male sheep, hovering over him.  The old 

Ram’s horns curled wickedly into curly cues which ended with sharp pointed ends.  

Daegal stood up and nodded respectfully to the old Ram. 

Daegal: I am sorry for intruding on your territory.  I am Daegal the Pig.  Who are you? 

Old Ram: I am the Old Ram, the father of all the sheep and little lambs you see here. (He 

pointed to the many female sheep and their little lambs jumping and bouncing in 

the dark green grass.) What business do you have here? 

Daegal: I have no business to discuss, Sir.  I have lost my family and am trying to get back 

to them. 

Old Ram: I understand.  Then you are welcome to stay here for a while, but I must ask you to 

respect my family.  If they do not want you here, you will no longer be welcomed. 

Narrator: Daegal bowed to the Old Ram, and the Old Ram acknowledged his bow then went 

back to his flock and eating the rich grass.  Daegal walked through the meadow and 

spoke cordially to each female sheep.  Several of the little lambs seemed excited to 

see a Pig for the first time in their young lives. 

Sven the Little Lamb: Oh Sir, you are so round! 

Daegal: (Laughing) Yes, I am.  I am Daegal and I am young like you.  Would you like to 

play with me? 

Narrator: For quite a while the little lambs played Tag with Daegal and laughed as Daegal 

tried to play Ring Around the Rosey and got caught several times. 

Avice the Little Lamb: (Laughing) You are so funny!  Why did you come to play with us? 

Daegal: I got lost and I am looking for my family.  I miss them. 

Narrator: Sven and Avice rubbed their noses against Daegal to show they understood his 

situation.   

Avice the Little Lamb: Well, you can come and stay with us.  Our mothers will not mind.  They like for us 

to entertain ourselves so they can eat in peace. 

Narrator: While he felt safe enough, Daegal did not see the two dogs and the Farmer walking 

through the meadow.  Spying Daegal, the two shepherd dogs ran to Daegal and 

bared their teeth. The little lambs, Sven, and Avice became frightened and ran back 

to tell their mothers what was going on. 

  



 

Arthur the Shepherd Dog: (Growling) Who are you? 

Crispin the Shepherd Dog: Why Arthur, do not recognize a pig when you see it?   

Narrator: The two dogs circled Daegal, threatening him with their sharp teeth that were 

drawn back, showing their gums.  The shepherds were waiting for Daegal to make 

the wrong move so they could tear him apart.  The mother sheep walked up behind 

the dogs, concerned for the welfare of their little lambs’ playmate. 

Daegal:   You are right!  I am just a lowly Pig.  My name is Daegal, and I am lost.  I have been 

looking for my family so that I can join them. 

Arthur the Shepherd Dog: We could eat you right now! 

Crispin the Shepherd Dog: Yes, I could use a little snack. 

Narrator: Daegal was terrified.  His own little tusks might do some small damage to the two 

shepherd dogs, but they were not enough to face two angry, hungry dogs. 

Farmer: Ho! What goes on here! 

Narrator: A Farmer walked up to the two dogs and patted both of them on the head with his 

large hands. 

Farmer: Good boys!  Arthur, Crispin, what have you here? 

Narrator: The Farmer eyed the two dogs and looked to where the small Pig lay, who was 

trembling in the grass.  The Farmer hesitated only a minute, then reached down to 

pick up the Pig.  Frightened out of his mind, Daegal squealed loudly.  He kicked 

and squealed, trying to wiggle his way out of the Farmer’s arms, but the Farmer 

held him tight. 

Daegal: Help!  Help! 

Narrator: Daegal kicked and squealed louder, bringing the Old Ram to race across the 

meadow to see what was going on.  The Farmer opened an old wooden crate with 

slats and a wooden lock then threw Daegal in it.  The Farmer then walked off to get 

his horse and wagon. 

Old Ram: What in the world?  What is all this ruckus? 

Daegal: Help me!  Help me! 

Old Ram: Why, I thought you were being cruelly treated! 

Daegal: Help me, Old Ram! 

Old Ram: What makes you squeal like that?  You silly little pig! 

Daegal: Help me!  He is going to murder me! 

Old Ram: Calm down, Daegal!  The Shepherd often catches and carries off one of us. 

Daegal: And you let him? 

Old Ram: Yes!  We should feel very much ashamed to make such a terrible fuss about it like 

you do. 

Narrator: Daegal looked at the Old Ram incredulously. 

Daegal: What place is this where you allow Farmers to carry your loved ones off and kill 

them? 

Old Ram: He does not kill us!  He often takes us to shear off our wool so his wife can make 

clothing for his family. 

Narrator: The Old Ram looked a bit thoughtful at the sad look on Daegal’s face. 

Old Ram: You know, it really is not that time of year to be Shearing Season.  (His voice trailed 

off as he thought.). 

Daegal: That is all very well, but I do not have any wool. 

Old Ram: You are right.  You do not have any wool. 

  



 

Narrator: While the Farmer had left but was still in sight, getting his horses hitched to the 

wagon, the Old Ram heard his female sheep talking.  His two shepherd dogs 

followed closely behind him. 

Nezetta the Ewe: Old Ram, the little pig may be right. 

Sven the Little Lamb: I think Daegal is in danger, Papa. 

Avice the Little Lamb: Mother told me stories about humans thinking pigs are good to eat. 

Narrator:   Daegal shuddered at the thought and almost fainted at the idea of being a huma’s 

bacon and ham on the dinner table. 

Daegal: Please do not let him eat me! 

Narrator: The other mother Ewes and their children gathered in a huddle around the crate.   

Old Ram:   Listen, everyone!  This is our home! Daegal is a stranger here. 

Sven the Little Lamb: What does that matter? 

Old Ram: It matters a lot, Sven.  We do not want to anger the Farmer.  We need to let the 

Farmer take Daegal away. 

Avice the Little Lamb: Father, would you do this to me? 

Sven the Little Lamb: Or me? 

Nezetta the Ewe: Would you allow the Farmer to take me away and slaughter me for food for his 

table? 

Narrator: Nezetta the Ewe got right in front of Old Ram’s face and gave him a glaring look. 

Nezetta the Ewe: I dare you to tell me that you would allow any of us to be taken away and killed by 

the Farmer. 

Narrator: The Old Ram could feel the glaring, accusing eyes of his flock and could see the 

sense of their logic.  If the Old Ram would let Daegal die, he would probably do the 

same to his own family. 

Old Ram: (Sighing):  Okay, I agree with you.  Does anyone have any ideas on what we should 

do? 

Sven the Little Lamb: I do!  First, let’s get Daegal out of this cage! 

Narrator: With great effort, the Old Ram stuck his great horn into the lock and with great 

difficulty, he was able to unlatch the lock on the cage. 

Daegal: Thank goodness!  I am free! Thank you.  All of you! 

Nezetta the Ewe:   Do not celebrate yet!  I think the Farmer is coming back. 

Narrator: The two shepherd dogs had turned their heads toward them and were growling. 

Old Ram: Avila!  Sven!  Nezetta, get Daegal out of here! 

Narrator: Quickly and without questioning, the three headed out, running as fast as they 

could. 

Old Ram: The rest of you!  Follow me! 

Narrator: The family of sheep, headed by Old Ram, headed toward the shepherd dogs, who 

looked confused. 

Arthur the Shepherd Dog: What is this? 

Crispin the Shepherd Dog: Why are you coming over here? 

Narrator: The sheep stood with heads lowered, facing the two dogs.  Arthur and Crispin had 

never seen them do this and were astonished.  The sheep had always seemed so 

docile and easily led. 

Arthur the Shepherd Dog: Get out of our way! 

Crispin the Shepherd Dog: Look, Arthur!  The pig!  It is running back into the forest! 

Narrator: The Pig and the two lambs were almost to the forest. 

  



 

Arthur the Shepherd Dog: You hold these dumb sheep off while I get the pig.  I want some bacon for dinner 

tonight (Licking his chops). 

Crispin the Shepherd Dog: How do I hold them off?  There are so many of them! 

Narrator: Even as the sheep were holding off the dogs, Daegal, Sven, and Avice were almost 

to the forest. 

Sven:  It is too dark for us to enter, Daegal. 

Avice the Little Lamb: Yes, we will get eaten by a monster if we go with you. 

Narrator:   Daegal stopped and looked at his friends. 

Daegal: I know.  You must go back home, just as I must go back home. 

Sven the Little Lamb: I wish you could stay. 

Avice the Little Lamb: I do too.  You are a great friend! 

Daegal: Just as you are my best friends.  But we must part ways.  I will never forget you. 

Narrator: Seeing how hard the sheep were working to hold back the dogs, Daegal waved 

goodbye to his friends and ran off into the dark forest.  Just as Daegal disappeared 

into the forest, with Sven and Avice racing across the meadow toward their family, 

a huge lone wolf jumped out of the forest.  It sprang toward the two little lambs.  It 

caught little Avice who was bleating loudly in his claws.   

Avice the Little Lamb: Help me!  Someone help me! 

Narrator: Sven tried to grab Avice out of the wolf’s claws, but he was caught too.   

Sven the Little Lamb: Ahhh!  The wolf has got me too! 

Narrator: Just as it reached to bite into Avice’s tender neck, Daegal burst from the forest.  He 

ran straight at the wolf, racking his growing tusks into the tender skin of the wolf.  

The wolf scratched at Daegal’s side and racked its claws into Daegal’s skin, putting 

deep cuts into his hide.  Daegal yelped, but suddenly from almost nowhere, the two 

shepherd dogs were by his side, growling and spitting at the wolf.   

Arthur the Shepherd Dog:   We have been waiting to see just how long it would take you to attack our flock! 

Crispin the Shepherd Dog:   We have you now, you nasty Wolf! 

Narrator: The dogs attacked the wolf from two sides.  The Farmer came running and yelling 

at the wolf, holding a stick in his hand to fend off the wolf.   The Old Ram ran 

behind the dogs, pushing his sharp horns into the sides of the wolf, which howled 

in pain.  Sven and Avice, who were not hurt but still frightened, ran to Daegal’s 

side, who was bleeding but still standing.  Just as it seemed the two shepherd dogs 

and the Old Ram would kill the wolf; the wolf turned and ran quickly back into the 

forest.  The flock never saw the wolf again. 

Old Ram:   Is anybody hurt?  Are you okay? 

Narrator: The two little lambs ran up to their father to let him know they were okay, but they 

brought him to Daegal. 

Sven the Little Lamb: Daegal could have left us so he could get away, but he did not, Papa. 

Avice the Little Lamb: He is our friend, Papa!  Please do not let the Farmer eat him! 

Narrator:   Just at that moment the Farmer and the two shepherd dogs walked up to Daegal.  

The Farmer stared at Daegal and hesitated, scratching his beard.  Suddenly the 

Farmer bent down to Daegal and spoke loud enough for his entire flock and his 

dogs to hear his words. 

Farmer: Hm, it looks like this little pig is somewhat of a hero. 

Narrator: Everyone waited tensely, waiting to see what the Farmer would say. 

  



 

Farmer: Well, little Pig, I guess you are now part of our family.  I will not be eating you. 

Narrator: All of the animals cheered, except for the dogs who had been thinking of bacon for 

dinner for some time now but knew it was almost time to go back home.  They 

would eat supper soon, but it would not be bacon. A few days later, as Daegal 

played with Sven, Avice, and the other little lambs in the meadow, he watched the 

dogs loll back into the grass alongside the Farmer. 

Sven the Little Lamb: Daegal, what is the matter? 

Avice the Little Lamb: Do you miss your family? 

Daegal: (Sighing) Yes, I miss my family.  One day I will need to return to them.  When that 

day comes, imagine what adventures I will be able to share with them. 

Nezetta the Ewe:   Are you happy, Daegal? 

Daegal: Honestly, I think I am happy, Daegal.  You are a very good mother. 

Nezetta the Ewe:   And you are a very good son, Daegal.  Now go play with your brothers and sisters.  

When the time comes for you to leave, you will go.  But for now, be part of our 

family and live in peace.   

Narrator:   Daegal smiled to himself.  Just as his brothers and sisters grew sleepy, Daegal lay 

down in the grass in the meadow and closed his eyes, knowing he was safe and 

loved for now, and that was all that mattered. 

Narrator: Even as the Sheep laughed at the Pig at being afraid after being snatched up by the 

Farmer to take to the slaughterhouse, the Sheep still do not understand the danger 

in which the Pig is in, and they laugh at him.  In this play the Pig must convince the 

obstinate Sheep that they are blind to the possibility of themselves also being taken 

to the slaughterhouse and to help him escape.  

The moral of the story is: 

“It is easy to be brave when there is no danger.” 
 


