David The Fortune Teller
Two years ago I was assigned to go and do some research in the land of Gergore on something of a developing phenomena.  My friends, the task was to go and find the fortune teller that was predicting people's lives so precisely that no body could argue he was a fake.  I was sent to conduct some brain tests, as rumours that reached us had it that this being or animal had the ability to read and write.

Usually readers I take my faithful friend Wolverine with me on trips and adventures like this, however, Wolverine was busy with lectures at the Scope Academy and Myegoun University.  Cobra was also too busy, along with Hawk who were helping each other build a toilet that helps you get the second half of your pooh out, so I asked Wildebeest.  Wildebeest, is an extremely loving being with an aggressive temper and reputation for rucking almost anything.  Wildebeest had no hesitation in saying yes because I told him there would be some of the universe's most rankest birds in the land on Gergore.  On hearing this information Wildebeest started raa raa rooing himself up. 

So we found ourselves in the land of Gergore, which is a dark forested, mountainous region, following the directions that Stephen The Homing Pigeon had given us.  We crossed many rivers and mountains to get to Rory's Peak, the tallest mountain in sight.  It took us almost 3 days and by this time Wildebeest, who isn't the most patient of animals, was getting really p**sed off.  He was also beginning to cotton on to the fact that there were not many living species in the Land of Gergore and therefore realising there would be no rank birds.  By now I too was having doubts about what I was really doing here and also about Stephen the Homing Pigeon's directions.

It was the fourth day and the rain was persistent and cold as we crossed a large open area of grass land.  But then all of a sudden in the distance appeared a brown animal, that had four legs and horns.  As we got closer it became apparent that the four legged animal was in fact a goat.  "I hate f**king goats!!", Wildebeest shouted and legged it after the unsuspecting grazer, catching him and beating the sh*t into him with a series of right and lefts.  Looking at the dead goat on the ground was not a pleasant sight as Wildebeest had broken its neck and 3 of its legs had fallen off.  The goat had a name tag around its neck and its name was David.  Knowing Wildebeest was very fragile at this moment in time I decided to leave the question of whether he was right or wrong to kill the goat.

Wildebeest seemed a lot more happier than he had been in the earlier part of the day and became even more happier when we spotted a wooden lodge in the distance with dark blacky grey smoke rising from the chimney.  An old couple who had lived in the lodge all their life welcomed us into their home and offered us a place to sleep for the night.  At dinner we told the two badgers that we were looking for the fortune teller.  "Oh David the Fortune telling Goat", the old women replied.  Wildebeest spat his drink out in shock.  I said to them, "are you telling me the fortune teller is a goat?"

"Oh yes, David is a lovely brown goat who always comes and visits us.  He's becoming so famous now that the authorities and rulers have had 57 protection laws established to make sure he comes to no harm.  He is so important to our land, as people from all over the universe come to visit him, bringing the economy of our land to an all time high.  Wildebeest was in complete and utter shock and could not help but release a massive fart that sounded like a horn, blowing out a window and killing the old couples dog with the smell.

The next morning we got up early and left before the couple had awoken.  Eventually we got home to inform the government that Wildebeest had killed the fortune teller.  Fortunately the land of Gergore wouldn't stand a chance in battle against the Rebel Scope Army, however the government has agreed to pay a large sum of compensation to the Land of Gergore.

