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Chapter 1 – Gerry’s Big Problem
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In the middle of the golden savanna, where the grass swayed like waves and the sky seemed to stretch forever, lived Gerry the Giraffe.

Gerry wasn’t just tall—he was enormously, gigantically, unbelievably tall. His legs were so long that when he walked, the meerkats below shouted,
“Earthquake! Earthquake!”
And his neck? Well, let’s just say it reached so high into the clouds that sometimes birds tried to perch on his head, thinking he was just another tree.

“Shoo, shoo!” Gerry would grumble, shaking his head as a flock of starlings tried to build a nest on top of his horns. “I’m not a tree. I’m a giraffe!”

But no matter how much Gerry tried to enjoy his towering height, he couldn’t help but notice all the problems it caused.

One hot morning, he tried to drink from the watering hole. He bent his front legs, stretched his neck down, and—SPLASH!—his whole face fell straight into the water.

All the zebras nearby laughed.
“Look at Gerry!” one of them snickered. “He’s the only animal who can drink and take a bath at the same time!”
Gerry lifted his dripping head, water streaming down his cheeks, and sighed.
“I didn’t want a bath! I just wanted a sip!”
Later that day, he tried to walk through the acacia grove. But his head kept bumping into branches. SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! His horns got tangled in the twigs, and his ears were full of leaves.

“Good grief,” Gerry muttered, shaking himself free. “How do short animals manage to walk around so easily? They never bonk their heads on things. They never get stuck in trees. They can sneak, hide, and wiggle into places. I wish... I wish I were short.”

As the sun set, painting the sky orange and pink, Gerry sat by himself and watched the smaller animals play tag. Milo the Meerkat zipped between bushes like a dart. Penny the Parrot swooped low, weaving in and out of branches. Even Bella the Buffalo, who was big and heavy, managed to roll in the mud without getting stuck.

But Gerry?
He just sat there, his long neck drooping like a rope.
When Penny the Parrot fluttered down to perch on his horn, she noticed his sad face.
“What’s with the long face, long legs?” she teased, tilting her head.
Gerry groaned.
“That’s just it, Penny. Everything about me is long. My legs are too long, my neck is too long, my shadow is too long. I don’t want to be tall anymore. I want to be short.”
“Short?” Penny squawked so loudly that even the hippos in the river looked up.
“Why on earth would you want that? Being tall is the best thing ever! You’ve got the tallest view, the longest stride, and the fanciest neck in all of Africa!”
“Well, I don’t see it that way,” Gerry sighed.
“Whenever I try to play, I’m always too big. When I try to hide, everyone finds me. When I try to eat, I knock things over. And when I try to drink, I fall into the water. It’s just not fair!”
Penny chuckled, fluffing her green feathers.
“Gerry, trust me. One day you’ll see being tall is a gift. You just haven’t discovered it yet.”
But Gerry wasn’t convinced. He stretched his long neck high, then lowered it all the way down, and whispered to himself:

“If only I could be short... just for one day.”

The moon rose above the savanna, lighting Gerry’s long, sulky face. The stars twinkled above as if they had heard his wish. And somewhere, not too far away, the jungle rustled... as if it held a secret Gerry didn’t yet know.
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Chapter 2 – A Wobbly Hide-and-Seek
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The next morning, the savanna was alive with noise. Birds chirped from the treetops, monkeys chattered as they swung on vines, and the meerkats popped up and down from their burrows like furry popcorn.

“Let’s play hide-and-seek!” shouted Milo the Meerkat, bouncing on his hind legs with excitement. His voice squeaked so loudly that even Bella the Buffalo’s ears twitched from across the field.

“Count to ten, and no peeking!” Penny the Parrot added, flapping her wings. She loved hide-and-seek because she always had the cleverest hiding spots.

“Ten?” Bella groaned. “You’re lucky I can even count that high without getting distracted by grass.”

Everyone laughed. Everyone except Gerry.

“Oh, come on, Gerry!” Milo squeaked, tugging on the giraffe’s leg. “You’ve got to play too. It’ll be fun!”

Gerry shuffled his hooves nervously. He already knew what would happen. Every time he played hide-and-seek, it was the same: disaster. His long neck stuck out, his legs wobbled, and the other animals spotted him instantly.

But Milo’s big, shiny eyes were so full of hope that Gerry couldn’t say no.
“Fine,” he sighed. “But don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

Counting and Chaos

“I’ll be the seeker!” Milo declared proudly. He covered his eyes with his tiny paws.
“One... two... three... four...”
The animals scattered. Bella thundered toward a mud pit, rolling in with a loud SQUELCH! Penny darted up into the branches, camouflaging herself with bright green leaves. A family of monkeys leapt behind tall grass, giggling.

And Gerry?
Well, Gerry panicked.
“Where do I hide? Where do I hide?” he muttered, his long legs clumsy as stilts. He tried to crouch behind a bush, but his neck stuck out like a flagpole. He tried to lie flat in the tall grass, but his spots looked like moving polka dots. Finally, he tiptoed behind a boulder, hoping for the best.

“...seven... eight... nine... TEN!” Milo shouted. He uncovered his eyes and spun around.

Within seconds, he spotted Gerry.
“There you are!” Milo squeaked.
“What? Already?” Gerry gasped.
“Your neck is taller than the rock!” Milo laughed so hard he rolled onto his back, kicking his tiny legs in the air.
The monkeys popped out from the grass, shrieking with laughter.
“Nice try, Gerry! Maybe next time you can hide behind a mountain!” one of them joked.
Gerry’s ears drooped.

Second Chance

“Don’t worry, Gerry,” Penny squawked from above. “Try again! Just... smaller this time.”

“How am I supposed to be smaller?” Gerry grumbled. “I’m the tallest animal in the world!”

“Use your imagination!” Penny winked.

So, when Milo started counting again, Gerry decided to try something different. He bent his knees and waddled into a shallow ditch, hoping it would make him shorter. He squished himself down as far as he could, his long legs bent awkwardly like a giraffe-shaped pretzel.

“...seven... eight... nine... TEN! Ready or not, here I come!”

Milo scurried around, sniffing and peeking into bushes. Suddenly, he stopped and tilted his head. A pair of knobbly giraffe knees were sticking straight up from the ditch like two tree trunks.

Milo giggled.
“Found you again, Gerry!”
“Oh, COME ON!” Gerry groaned, trying to unfold himself from the ditch without falling over. His legs wobbled, and—SPLAT!—he toppled onto his side, legs flailing like giant windmills.

The other animals burst into laughter. Even Bella, who rarely laughed, snorted so hard that mud flew out of her nose.

Gerry’s Wish Grows Stronger

After a few more rounds of hide-and-seek—with Gerry being found first every single time—he gave up. He plopped down in the grass, looking gloomier than ever.

“What’s wrong?” Milo asked, scampering up onto his knee.

“What’s wrong? Everything!” Gerry sighed. “I can’t hide. I can’t sneak. I can’t do anything right. If only I were short, like you, Milo. Then I could fit anywhere. I’d be a hide-and-seek champion!”

Milo tilted his head thoughtfully.
“Being short is fun sometimes... but it’s not always easy. I get stepped on, I can’t see over tall grass, and I have to climb five meerkats high just to peek inside a tree.”
“But still,” Gerry muttered, staring at the horizon. “I’d give anything to be small. Just once.”

The wind rustled through the acacia trees as if it had heard his wish. Penny fluttered down beside him, her feathers glinting in the sun.
“Careful what you wish for, long legs,” she said with a knowing smile. “The savanna has funny ways of granting wishes.”
Gerry lifted his head, curious.
“What do you mean?”
But Penny only chuckled and flew off, leaving Gerry with a puzzled expression and a wish that was growing stronger by the minute.
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