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Wolf, the guardian of the wolves, lay in the comfortable hammock on the flower-adorned veranda in front of his house with his best friend Genki, the beautiful Akita bitch, and scratched her behind the ears, which she acknowledged with a contented purr, stretching and lolling about from time to time and rubbing her head against Wolf’s shoulder. It was Saturday afternoon on a glorious spring day in April and the sun was already doing its best to keep the pair comfortably warm as they lazed about, so that they – Genki having shed her thick winter coat – needed no blankets. The past week had been physically exhausting, as they had been helping to set up the fairground rides for the fair due to take place shortly in Gnagflowia – the biggest fair far beyond the borders of Gangolia, marking the 150th anniversary.

They had really put in the muscle-building work, especially on that huge, twisting rollercoaster, and despite being in certainly no bad shape, they’d ended up with a proper muscle-tomcat (soreness).
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Country Idyll near Wolf


Speaking of tomcats! There they had become well known to a large black tomcat called Brocco, a wandering fellow with flashy sevenleague boots and a feather in his hat, who had ended up with the fairground folk whilst on his travels and, drawn by the cheerful nature of our two friends – whose hut certainly had plenty of room – had decided to keep the pair company for a while.

He had taken off his boots, placed them by the front door, and made himself comfortable on a blanket, one foot resting on the hammock and rocking the other two back and forth. All three were enjoying the idyll, the crisp air from the neighbouring fields and the wood, the birdsong, which seemed to lend a pleasant sense of depth to the silence of nature; for next week, with the start of the funfair, the hustle and bustle of everyday life would return to them, having, after all, promised several fairground operators, in particular the owner and operator of the ghost train, Mr. Scareus, to help out for a few hours at a time.

All three were lost in their own thoughts:

Wolf thought of the beautiful elf Elodir and his adventure with her on Mars, Genki thought of her internship at the Hyperborean Station in the far north, and Brocco thought of his adventure with a supposed count, whom he had foisted on a king as a son-in-law, when suddenly a rising and falling beep sounded from the house, which made the three dreamers suddenly startle.

With a wide leap Wolf jumped over the other two and hurried into the house, his face beaming with joy, no time to lose, he thought to himself, because the signal came from the Hyperborean spacesuit, he still kept with him and indicated that Elodir, the red-haired elf, intended to speak to him over the radio.

Genki winked at Brocco with one eye: "Aha! Our lover is in a hurry again". Both giggled. Almost a year had passed since her Mars mission and the conquest of the Aegon I station and Wolf had already communicated several times with the elf, who was still up there as a leader. After every conversation, he had always walked around his garden in a rapturous and barely responsive way.

Wolf quickly opened the cabinet in which the inconspicuous spacesuit hung and pressed the red glowing button of the space radio integrated in the suit. Thanks to the superior Hyperborean technique, a hologram immediately built up in front of him in the room – the perfect transmission worked without delay despite the huge distance between Earth and Mars – in which Elodir appeared in full life-size and waved to him; he knew that she saw him standing beside her in the same way. As always, when he saw the beautiful elf with the long red hair, his heart warmed and he felt a deep longing to be able to hold her in his arms again soon.
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Mars-Earth Talk with Elodir


"Hello my darling! How are you on the good old earth?" she opened in her warm, melodious voice.

Had my darling said it? Wolf felt the blood rise to his head and his ears glowing.

"I have very good news," she continued before the Guardian of the Wolves could answer. "My task as head of the Mars research station Aegon I is over and I will come to Gnagflowia in the next few days together with the two Dodoskander, after all, I don't want to miss the big funfair of the century with you. I'm really looking forward to seeing you again."

"How come? So suddenly and unexpectedly? Who will take over the further supervision of the important research?" asked Wolf puzzled.

"One of the best and most renowned scientists on earth, but who recently fell out of favour with President Strampler and his associates, has agreed to move to Mars in order to be able to pursue his work and experiments undisturbed and in peace. Because of his fame, it was also no problem to recruit a whole staff of employees. You may have heard of him before; his name is Prof. mult. Dr. mult. Zweistein," added the elf. Of course, Wolf already knew the famous multi-talented Zweistein, supposedly one of the most intelligent people after Einstein, had heard and admired his physics lectures during his studies, even if much of what was said there had remained undigested by him.

Prof. Zweistein had received the Nobel Prize for his overwhelming new theory about the end of our universe in the distant future through a network of gigantic black holes that would give birth to a new parallel universe with the energy that had previously been devoured and stored in them over billions of years. But his genius had also succeeded in questions of banal everyday life, such as the development of the square toilet paper roll – the term roll will be retained here for practical reasons – which prevents the good piece from falling out of one's hand on a public toilet, which can no longer roll through the lower or side openings of the toilet cubicle and thus becomes out of reach for the groping hand and one then literally sits in the sh....., er, predicament.
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Prof. Zweistein the Multigenius


The most economically profitable coup that had made him a multi-billionaire and independent of institutions was the invention and marketing of the hamburger with fried potatoes from the tube."

"But why did such a prominent genius fall out of favour with the government in the first place?" Wolf wanted to know.

"Oh, there's a very special and tingling problem behind it. In his studies, Zweistein realized that the level of education everywhere, i.e. in more and more countries of the world, especially among the so-called leadership ranks in Fake-Land, leaves much to be desired, and so he came up with the idea of developing a serum against this general diarrhea intellectualis, popularly also called stupidity, which, already vaccinated in infancy, should remedy this deplorable state of affairs.

In Fake-Land, vaccinations were now frowned upon anyway, in some cases even forbidden and replaced by the Minister of Disease Pennerdy – the Ministry of Health had been renamed from Pennerdy to the Ministry of Illness, because why do healthy people need a ministry – by mass meals with oatmeal mixed with vitamin A and cod liver oil. Therefore, vaccination against stupidity was of course immediately classified as an attempted terrorist act.

Although the constitution states that the pursuit of happiness is an unchangeable right, there is no mention of an artificial increase in intelligence and diametrically contradicts the principle of fake. In addition, in the opinion of the government entourage, no man, not even Jesus, can hold a candle to the greatest ever President Strampler, everyone should kindly follow his concise, great ten-word sentences sparkling with intelligence. The fundamentally rebellious Zweistein was therefore immediately deprived of his research funds and finally removed from office," the elf explained.

"Wow, what a weird story, but in the end a great starting point for our plan with the Mars station! This is indeed the best news since our separation last year. When can we expect your arrival in Gnagflowia? By the way, what is President Strampler doing, best president ever, is he still giving his fiery speeches to the virtual AI-generated Martians?" Wolf inquired.

Genki and Brocco, the latter quite excited at the sight of the elf, had come into the house in the meantime and followed the conversation attentively.

Elodir: "Oh, President Strampler, hahaha, he's got his hands full!" Wolf: "Is he now running government business again from Mars?" Elodir: "No, no, he'll leave it to Firlefance, who lives up to his name! He literally has his hands full in the morning to bring his sunroof hairstyle into façon and to spruce up the orange mush. Afterwards he literally bubbles over with sheer eloquence. Would you like to listen to a speech to the AI-generated virtual Martians? Oh, no, I can see you're getting all green in the face, then we'd rather leave the subject. By the way, we had a new golf course built for him in his Mars-a-Desert, thanks to Hyperborean technology with artificial gravity, where he has been trying in vain for weeks to knock the golf ball out of a sand bunker on the 13th hole," the elf explained and grinned mischievously.
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Best Golfer ever


"For weeks? Funny, surprising, actually hard to believe, I always thought he was a good golfer, best golfer ever," Wolf wondered.

Then the grin on her face became even wider, "but we gave him a teeny-tiny handicap by attaching the golf ball to the bottom of the bunker with a rubber rope, but you know his ambition, just don't show any weakness, fist raised to the sky and performed his famous GAGA dance.

Initially, in his speeches, he accused the virtual Martians of being responsible for his failure by their presence alone. And because Mars, including its red sand, would actually belong to him, he specially ordered his special representative for foreign affairs Witzkopf to Mars and even threatened them with military measures by his Great-Again (GA) troops, which would give them an ICE age. For the AI, of course, it was a piece of cake, almost below its dignity, to suggest to a less intellectually illuminated human like Strampler that the red Martian light was responsible for the kink in his optics and that one would only have to get used to the dim glow of the distant sun long enough."

Everyone shook with laughter.

"Tomorrow I will first fly with the two Dodoskanders together in the Astrobagger to Hyperborean Island in the far north, because there I will be provided overnight with knowledge under an information field, which could be important for obvious events, as the Nameless One assured me, without going into more concrete details. We will join you on April 30 at the latest and celebrate our reunion in style. Many greetings!" she ended the broadcast and sent a big kiss at the end.

The trio embraced each other intimately and decided to end the day relaxed on the veranda, although Wolf could not help feeling a certain restlessness at the news that Elodir was to receive hypnosis training. What obvious events could make such a thing necessary? Hopefully not again trouble with some world-conquering or world-improving fuzzies, as Aegon Muskel had been.
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Learning in Hyperborean


However, the wolves had learned from the past and set up special guards for nursing wolves, so that renewed abductions were stopped. Ironfang and Steelclaw followed Tiffy and her new puppies every step of the way to ensure optimal safety.

After breakfast on the last day of April, Wolf, Genki, and Brocco dressed up, dressed up to perfection; Wolf dug his best suit out of the depths of his closet, Brocco jerked his seven-league boots and Genki groomed her red and
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