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Chapter 1 – Bongo’s Big Idea
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The jungle was noisy as usual. Birds squawked, insects buzzed, and somewhere in the distance, a crocodile snapped at a fish. But in one tall banana tree, a monkey named Bongo sat scratching his head and thinking very hard.

Now, most monkeys don’t spend much time thinking about anything other than bananas. But Bongo was different. His mind wasn’t just filled with bananas—his mind was filled with banana ideas.

He muttered to himself as he dangled upside down by his tail, a half-eaten banana in his paw.
“Bananas, bananas everywhere... but where do we keep them? Under rocks? Too lumpy. In holes? Too muddy. In trees? Too easy to steal.”
He swung upright, stuffed the last bite of banana in his mouth, and smacked his lips.
“There must be a better way!”
Just then, Polly Crackers the Parrot swooped down and landed on a branch above him.
“Better way! Better way! Deposit! Deposit!” she screeched.
Bongo looked up, blinking. “Deposit? What’s that supposed to mean?”

Polly tilted her head. “Deposit bananas! Deposit bananas!” she repeated, flapping her wings.

Bongo gasped, his eyes wide. “Deposit... bananas... Polly, you genius featherball!”

Polly puffed up proudly. “I am clever. I am clever.”

Bongo hopped to the ground, tail twitching with excitement. He grabbed a stick and started scribbling in the dirt. “What if all the animals gave me their bananas to keep safe? I could write down how many bananas each animal puts in. That way, no one loses their bananas, no one worries about thieves, and everyone trusts me with their savings!”

Polly blinked. “Savings? Savings?”

“Yes!” Bongo cried. “A Banana Bank! A place where bananas are safe, secure, and—” he paused, standing tall and crossing his arms dramatically—“professional.”

Polly tilted her head and squawked, “Professional monkey! Professional monkey!”

Bongo wasn’t listening anymore. His brain was racing. “I’ll need a counter, a ledger, maybe even a waiting line... Oooh! I could wear a tie! A banana peel tie! Yes, yes, yes!”

Polly flapped her wings and laughed so hard she nearly fell off the branch. “Tie! Tie! Banker monkey with a tie!”

Bongo ignored her giggles and dragged a few big leaves over to the base of the banana tree. He laid them out like papers on a desk, then picked up a long, straight stick to use as a pencil.

“Alright, first things first. If I’m going to open a bank, I need customers. Hmm. Who in the jungle is always worried about their bananas?”

“Timmy! Timmy!” squawked Polly, bobbing her head.

“Timmy Slowstep!” Bongo cried. “Of course! That tortoise spends more time counting bananas than eating them. Perfect first customer!”

He leapt up into the branches, swinging from vine to vine, shouting as he went. “The Banana Bank is opening soon! Bananas safe! No more hiding bananas in your shell, under your tail, or up your nose! Bring your bananas here!”

Animals peeked out from bushes, trees, and burrows, confused.
“What’s he talking about?” whispered a zebra.
“Banana... bank?” muttered a hippo, chewing grass.
“Did he say up your nose?” gasped a meerkat.
Bongo didn’t care. He was too excited.

When he finally swung back to the banana tree, he had already tied a banana peel around his neck like a tie. It dripped a little, but he looked very proud.

Polly landed on the desk of leaves and puffed up her chest. “Attention! Attention! Banana Bank opening! Deposit now! Deposit now!”

Bongo grinned, clapping his hands together. “Oh yes. This is going to change the jungle forever.”
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Chapter 2 – The Grand Opening
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Morning in the jungle was busy as always. The sun peeked through the leaves, the birds sang, and monkeys all around the treetops chattered and swung. But today, something unusual was happening.

At the base of the tallest banana tree, Bongo the Monkey was preparing for the most important day of his life: the Grand Opening of the Banana Bank.

Bongo stood in front of a small desk he had built from logs and leaves. He polished it carefully with his tail, muttering to himself.
“First impressions matter. If I’m going to be the jungle’s first banker, I need to look respectable. No banana smudges on my desk today!”
He reached up and adjusted his tie—a shiny yellow banana peel he had tied neatly around his neck. It dripped just a little, but Bongo thought it made him look serious.

Overhead, Polly Crackers the Parrot squawked loudly from her perch. She had spent the entire morning practicing her announcements.
“Attention! Attention! The Banana Bank is OPEN! Deposit now! Deposiiiiiit now!”
Her voice echoed across the jungle, bouncing off rocks and scaring a family of lizards into their burrow.

Bongo clapped his hands together. “Perfect, Polly! Keep squawking! The animals won’t be able to resist such a professional announcement!”

Polly fluffed her feathers proudly. “Professional parrot! Professional parrot!”

Slowly, animals began to arrive, curious about the strange noise.

First came Timmy Slowstep the Tortoise, plodding carefully along the path with a basket balanced on his back. Each step made the basket wobble, and every few steps he paused to check if his bananas were still there.
“Careful, careful,” he muttered. “Bananas mustn’t bruise. Bruised bananas taste sad.”
Bongo leapt down from his desk and bowed. “Welcome, welcome, Mr. Slowstep! You are the very first customer of the Banana Bank!”

Timmy blinked slowly. “B...Banana Bank?”

“Yes!” Bongo cried, bouncing excitedly. “A place where you deposit bananas, and I keep them safe for you. No more hiding bananas in your shell. No more worrying about thieves!”

Timmy tilted his head. “Safe... bananas?”

“Exactly!” Bongo pointed proudly to his desk. “I’ll write down how many you give me in my official ledger, and when you want them back, you come to me and I return them. Simple, secure, reliable!”

Timmy thought about this for a long time. In fact, he thought so long that Polly Crackers fell asleep mid-announcement and tumbled off her perch.

At last, Timmy said, “I... suppose... that might be... useful.”

Bongo beamed. “Wonderful! How many bananas would you like to deposit today?”

Timmy very carefully lifted his basket off his back. “Three.”

“Three bananas?” Bongo said, a little surprised.

“Yes. One for breakfast tomorrow, one for lunch tomorrow, and one for emergencies.”

Bongo nodded solemnly. “A wise decision.” He opened his ledger—a giant banana leaf—and carefully scratched three lines with his stick. “Deposit: three bananas.”

Timmy smiled faintly, relieved. “Safe now.”

Behind him, a crowd of animals had gathered. They were whispering and nudging each other.

“Did he say safe bananas?” asked a zebra.
“Safe from what?” asked a gazelle.
“From me!” boomed a deep voice.
Everyone turned to see Rascal the Baboon swaggering into the clearing. He grinned mischievously, showing his big teeth. “I’ve never had to worry about safe bananas. I just take them whenever I want.”

Gasps rippled through the crowd. Timmy clutched his empty basket nervously.

Bongo straightened his tie and frowned. “Not anymore, Rascal! At the Banana Bank, bananas are protected. No stealing allowed!”

Rascal chuckled. “We’ll see about that.”

But before he could cause any more trouble, Nibbles the Squirrel zipped into the clearing, chattering excitedly. She was carrying so many bananas that her tiny arms could barely hold them. A few tumbled to the ground as she squeaked, “Ooh, ooh! I want to try! I want to try! Can I deposit bananas too?”

“Of course!” Bongo said. “That’s what the bank is for!”

Nibbles dropped her pile on the desk with a dramatic sigh. “Ten bananas. But if I leave them with you today, do I get eleven back tomorrow?”

Bongo froze. “What?”

“That’s how it works, isn’t it?” Nibbles said quickly. “When I save my nuts, they grow into more nuts! If I save bananas, I should get more bananas. That’s called interest!”

The crowd murmured excitedly. The word sounded very official.

Bongo scratched his head. He hadn’t thought of that. But then he grinned and puffed out his chest. “Yes, yes, of course! Banana interest! If you deposit bananas, you earn more bananas over time.”

The animals cheered. Timmy Slowstep even clapped, though it sounded more like two rocks knocking together.

Just then, the ground trembled. A low rumble grew louder until a huge shadow fell over the clearing.

It was Snappy Jaws the Crocodile, stomping forward with a scowl on his scaly face. His tail swished behind him, knocking over a bush.

“What is all this noise?” Snappy growled. “What’s this crowd doing under my tree?”

Bongo gulped but tried to stand tall. “Good morning, Mr. Jaws! This isn’t just a tree anymore. It’s the home of the brand-new Banana Bank!”

Snappy raised an eyebrow. “A bank?”

“Yes! A place where bananas are safe, counted, and... and... well, banked!”

Snappy narrowed his eyes. “That tree belongs to me. If you’re going to run a business under it, you’ll need to pay me... rent.” His mouth stretched into a toothy grin. “Banana rent.”

The crowd gasped.

Bongo tugged at his tie nervously. “Banana... rent?”

“That’s right,” Snappy said, licking his teeth. “Every week, you pay me ten bananas. Or else...” He snapped his jaws shut with a loud CLACK! that made Nibbles jump into the nearest bush.

Bongo’s mind spun. He wanted his bank to succeed, but how could he pay rent when he didn’t even own a single banana in it yet?

Still, he forced a
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