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And a long-lasting peace settled over the land of Gangolia, so it was said at the end of our first story. Indeed, the inhabitants of this remarkable land, and especially of the small town of Gnagflowia, lived in perfect harmony with themselves and with nature. They had found the meaning of life in life itself, which for them meant that work and pleasure were in a healthy balance with each other, that the satisfaction of all was paramount, and that no morbid ambition for power and wealth disturbed the general cohesion. This is not to say that it was paradise, the Garden of Eden; of course, there were occasional frictions and quarrels, and courts were called upon to settle disputes, but everything still proceeded in an orderly and civilized manner.


And yet, even the most pious cannot live in peace if it displeases their wicked neighbour. And this evil cast its invisible shadow ahead, invisible because the inhabitants suspected nothing of any danger whatsoever, let alone noticed it, for it began to grow in the background, indeed, truly underground.


Wolf, the Gang, our brave guardian of the wolves, had long pursued his studies and work at leisure, but in recent days an undefined restlessness had gripped his mind. Not that anything had disturbed his normal daily routine, it was simply this intangible feeling that something unusual might happen – a feeling which perhaps each of us has experienced at some point in our lives – or as the saying goes: "something is in the air."


He was returning from shopping in the centre of Gnagflowia and was quite surprised to see three wolves sitting in front of his door: old Greybeard, Ironfang, who had lost his tail since the dragon fight, and Steelclaw.


They greeted each other joyfully, ritually putting their heads together, and he vigorously scratched the fur on each of their necks.
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Reunion of friends.





"What brings you to me?" Wolf began the conversation. "We haven't seen each other in a long time. I hope your entire pack is doing well." Greybeard ran his tongue along his teeth, tilted his head slightly, looked deeply into the guardian's eyes, and replied, "Unfortunately, trouble has struck us again. You'll surely remember the kidnapping of Tiffy, whom we thankfully managed to free from the clutches of Fang, the she- dragon, thanks to your help. Now imagine this! She has disappeared again, and all indications point to her being kidnapped once more, this time even along with two female pups from her last litter." The guardian looked from wolf to wolf, startled.


"How do you figure it's another kidnapping? Maybe she just got lost in the forest."


"No, she knows her way around the land of Gangolia too well for that. After the usual duration of an outing had passed, we spread out to search for her and discovered the male pups by the great lake behind the Dark- wood, where they had hidden in a cave.


Their questioning about the whereabouts of their mother and sisters initially confused us more than it enlightened us. Allegedly, the three had stumbled into a net trap and been pulled up a tree, warning the others to quickly hide as they were being hoisted. Afterward, strangely wobbly metal figures appeared and took the wolves, bundled together, to a large, slender house with small wings, which, after the door was closed, vanished into the sky on a pillar of fire."
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Tiffy is abducted by a robot.





Greybeard paused for a moment, during which Ironfang and Steelclaw nodded in agreement, and added:


"At first, we sought out the she-dragon Fang, who swore solemnly that this time she had nothing to do with Tiffy's disappearance and had never seen such a complicated vehicle. Afterward, together with her, we inspected the spot by the lake, finding a circular patch of burned grass, but no other traces. So, the Great Wolf Council decided to inform you, for we are at our wit's end and cannot explain what has happened."


The guardian, who possessed profound scientific knowledge, sank into thought and murmured to himself:


"A slender house with wings, propelled by a jet of fire? That could have been a rocket. But there are no rockets in all of Gangolia and the neigh-bouring lands; I'm sure of that. And I also don't believe that anyone could secretly build such a machine. To my knowledge, in countries on the other side of our planet, there are people who travel with such rockets and have even visited the Moon, our Earth's satellite. So, the only possibility remaining is that strangers from there have entered our land. But what do they want with a she-wolf and her pups? None of this makes any sense."


Turning to the wolves, he said: "I must confess that perplexity is written all over my face. No one in Gangolia is likely to be able to shed light on this; we need experts with more knowledge and a broader perspective.


The only ones I can think of who might help are the Elves in the city of Llandrindowyn – we probably have no other choice but to make our way there, as we did once before."


Greybeard looked at his companions and nodded: "All right. We have unanimous support and authority from our pack to do everything that can save Tiffy and the pups. Guardian, you have a free hand. Now rest, and tomorrow morning, set off for Llandrindowyn with Ironfang and Steelclaw; you know best how to get there quickest."


Wolf, the Guardian of the Wolves, didn't hesitate; the next morning he let out several shrill whistles – "JJJJJJiiiiiiiihhhh, JJJJJJiiiiiiiihhhh" – and it didn't take long before a mighty rushing sound filled the air, loose leaves flew upwards, and wolf furs and hairs were shaken by a strong wind.


Broadfeather, their friend, the mighty eagle, landed on the meadow in front of them, and – to their astonishment – a second, slightly smaller eagle followed him. Both shook their feathers.


"Warm greetings, my friends. This is my companion, Lightwing, who has accompanied me everywhere for some time now. She's delighted to meet you. Guardian, I could tell from your whistles that your request is urgent."


Wolf explained the predicament Tiffy was in and his suspicion that strangers with rockets had invaded the airspace over Gangolia.


"Indeed," Broadfeather replied, "not just rockets, but other troublesome metal machines are now spreading into higher altitudes and endangering our habitat. There's an increasing risk of a fatal collision with these recklessly flying human houses. Furthermore, they obscure our beautiful view of the blue sky and pollute the pure air with their exhaust fumes. Nothing stands in the way of an immediate departure for the Elvish Llan-drindowyn."


Wolf and Ironfang flew with Broadfeather, while Steelclaw rode with Lightwing. Greybeard remained behind to inform the large wolf pack. The five friends majestically soared towards the high mountains, and again, all enjoyed the fantastic view over the vast lands. As always, when Wolf enjoyed the wide flights on the magnificent wings of Broadfeather, he looked years younger and felt the magic celestial energies flowing through him.


To avoid causing trouble with the Elves by an unannounced and unauthorized landing, as they had during their last adventure – so to speak, bursting in through the door, or in their specific case, the roof hatch – the eagles circled just above the city. The Guardian called and waved down until a crowd of Elves had gathered in the streets and squares, cheering them on.


A large red carpet was unrolled in the castle courtyard, where Broad-feather and Lightwing landed elegantly, settled quietly, and the Guardian dismounted with his wolf companions.


The magnificent castle gate opened. Galandomir appeared on the top step; he hadn't visibly changed since their last meeting and joyfully invited the three companions to enter.


Eilowyn, the King, would receive them personally on this visit. They were led through a wide corridor into the richly decorated throne room. Before the throne, the entire delegation, consisting of the Guardian, the two wolves, and several Elves, stopped and showed their reverence with a deep bow.
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Eilowyn der Elbenkönig





Eilowyn, clearly marked by the multitude of his days, rose: "I greet you warmly; forgive me if I sit down again, but my old limbs require rest.


I consider myself fortunate to personally behold the heroes of the dragon battle; the liberation of the she-wolf is still celebrated at our feasts. But speak, and don't mince words, dear Guardian, for I see from your face that you likely are in front of a new problem, and as you know, we Elves would be the last to deny you help."
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