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Dedication

This book is dedicated to every child who has ever felt different, awkward, or out of place. It is for those who have been laughed at, overlooked, or told they were too much or not enough. May Ollie’s story remind you that what makes you stand out can also help you stand tall. 

Differences are not mistakes. They are strengths waiting to be discovered. Keep believing in yourself, keep helping others, and never be afraid to show the world who you truly are. Ivywood Forest believes in you, and so do I. This book is written with love for you.

Introduction 

Welcome to Ivywood Forest, a place full of tall trees, winding paths, and animals who live side by side. This is where you will meet Ollie the Ostrich, whose long neck makes him unique. 

Ollie doesn’t always feel brave or confident, especially when others tease him. But as you turn these pages, you will see how courage can grow from kindness and how helping others can change everything. 

This story is about friendship, believing in yourself, and learning that your differences can become your greatest strengths. It is meant to be shared and enjoyed together by families everywhere.

Table of Contents

Chapter 1: Ollie’s Long Neck

Chapter 2: The Kitten in the Tall Tree

Chapter 3: The Cave That No One Could Reach

Chapter 4: The Flood at Fern Creek

Chapter 5: The Bees’ Broken Home

Chapter 6: Smoke Over Ivywood

Chapter 7: The Fox and the Trap

Chapter 8: The Night Watcher

Chapter 9: The Lost Ducklings

Chapter 10: The Windstorm Rescue

Chapter 11: The Fruit High Above

Chapter 12: The Great River Crossing

Chapter 13: When Prey Came Near

Chapter 14: Thank You, Ollie

Chapter 15: Ollie the Forest Guardian

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Ollie’s Long Neck
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In the heart of Ivywood Forest lived an ostrich named Ollie. He was young, curious, and kind, but there was one thing about him that made him very different from the others. 

Ollie’s neck was longer than any ostrich anyone had ever seen. It rose high above bushes, rocks, and low branches, bending and stretching wherever he went.

The other ostriches noticed it right away.

When they gathered to eat berries, Ollie had trouble keeping his head low enough. When they rested together, Ollie struggled to find a spot where his neck did not bump into something. 

When they walked along narrow paths, his neck often brushed branches that no one else had to deal with.

Some days, Ollie wished his neck were shorter.

The ostriches liked to play games together. They liked running short distances, hiding behind bushes, and squeezing into shaded spots during warm afternoons. Ollie tried to join, but his long neck made things difficult. 

He could not hide very well. His head always showed above the bushes. When he tried to fit into smaller spaces, he had to turn back because there was not enough room.

“Here comes Stretchy Stick,” laughed a young zebra one morning.

“Watch out,” said a monkey, pointing. “Wobble-Neck Ollie might knock something over.”

The words made Ollie’s chest feel heavy. He did not want to be different. He wanted to play, rest, and move just like everyone else.

One afternoon, Ollie walked alone near the edge of the forest. Birds sang above him, and insects buzzed near the ground. Ollie kept his head low, careful not to hit branches. His neck felt awkward, like it always did.

“Why did I have to be this way?” he thought.

As he walked, he heard a small, frightened sound.

“Help! Please help!”

Ollie stopped. He listened carefully and followed the sound. It came from high above him. He raised his head and saw a tiny bird stuck between thick branches near the top of a tall tree. One of the bird’s wings was caught, and the little bird was trembling.

Ollie looked around. No other animals were close enough to help. Even if they were, none of them could reach that high.

“I’m scared,” the bird cried. “I can’t get free.”

Ollie felt his heart beat faster. He had never helped anyone like this before. He worried he might make things worse. Still, he could not walk away.

“I’ll help you,” Ollie said. His voice shook a little, but he meant every word.

Carefully, Ollie stepped closer to the tree. He focused on keeping his body steady. Slowly, he raised his long neck higher and higher. His head reached places it had never reached before. Leaves brushed his face, but he did not pull back.

“I’m here,” he said to the bird. “Hold on.”

With careful movements, Ollie used his beak to free the bird’s wing. It took patience, but at last, the bird slipped free. Ollie lowered his neck until the bird rested safely on the ground.

“I’m safe!” the bird chirped. “Thank you!”

Other animals had gathered by then. They stared in surprise.

“Did you see that?” whispered a rabbit.

“I didn’t know he could do that,” said a deer.

Ollie felt something new rise inside him. It was not sadness. It was not shame. It was pride.

The bird hopped closer. “Your long neck saved me,” she said. “It’s amazing.”

Ollie looked down at his neck. For the first time, it did not feel like a problem. It felt useful.

That evening, Ollie stood quietly and thought about everything that had happened. He thought about the laughter, the nicknames, and the lonely walks. He also thought about the bird and the way his neck had reached where no one else could.

“I was wrong,” Ollie said to himself. “My neck isn’t a mistake.”

He stood tall and looked across Ivywood Forest. He could see farther than ever before. Trees, paths, and animal homes spread out before him.

“This forest needs help sometimes,” Ollie said. “And I can help.”

Ollie took a deep breath and made a promise.

“I will use my long neck to protect Ivywood Forest,” he said. “I will help any animal who needs me. I won’t hide anymore. This is who I am, and I will stand tall.”

With that vow, Ollie’s journey truly began.
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Chapter 2: The Kitten in the Tall Tree
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Morning arrived in Ivywood Forest with soft light spreading between branches and along winding paths. Ollie stood near the place where he had made his promise the day before. 

His neck rested high, not hidden, not lowered in worry. He felt different inside, even though the forest around him looked the same.

He had barely taken a few steps when a sharp cry broke through the quiet.

“Help! Somebody help me!”

The sound was small, thin, and shaky.

Ollie froze. His heart beat hard inside his chest. He knew that voice carried fear. Without thinking twice, he turned toward the sound and followed it through bushes and uneven ground. The cry came again, louder this time.

“I can’t get down!”

Ollie stopped at the base of a very tall tree. Its trunk rose straight and strong, higher than most trees in Ivywood Forest. 

Far above, clinging to a narrow branch, was a tiny orange kitten. Her tail wrapped tightly around herself, and her paws clutched the bark.

Below the tree, animals had already gathered.

A rabbit hopped back and forth, ears stiff with worry.
A deer stood close, looking upward.
A group of birds fluttered near the trunk, unable to reach the kitten.
“She climbed too high,” the rabbit said. “She was chasing a leaf.”

“I told her to stay close,” cried an older cat, pacing near the tree. “Now she’s scared.”

The kitten’s voice trembled again. “I didn’t mean to go so high. The branch moved. I’m scared.”

Ollie stepped forward, his long neck rising naturally as he looked up. The height did not frighten him. He could see the kitten clearly. Her claws were holding, but not well.

“I’ll help,” Ollie said.

Some animals turned toward him in surprise.

“You?” asked a squirrel. “That tree is far too tall.”

“We’ve tried everything,” said the deer. “The birds can’t carry her. I can’t reach that high.”

Ollie did not answer right away. He studied the tree carefully. He watched how the branches grew, how the trunk leaned slightly to one side. He took a slow breath.

“I can reach,” he said.

The older cat looked at Ollie, worry written across her face. “Please be careful.”

Ollie stepped closer to the tree. He planted his feet firmly on the ground. Slowly, he raised his neck upward. It stretched higher and higher, moving past branches that brushed along his feathers.

“I’m coming,” Ollie called up to the kitten. “Hold on.”

The kitten looked down. Her fear did not disappear, but hearing Ollie’s voice helped.

“I’m scared,” she said. “Please don’t let me fall.”

“I won’t,” Ollie replied. “You’re not alone.”

Ollie angled his neck carefully, bringing his head closer to the branch. He kept his movements steady. He remembered his promise to use his difference with care.

The kitten reached out one paw. It shook.

“That’s it,” Ollie said. “Take your time.”

She placed one paw against Ollie’s neck, then another. Ollie held his position, making his neck firm and steady, like a ladder made of muscle and bone.

“I’ve got you,” he said.

Little by little, the kitten moved from the branch onto Ollie’s neck. Her claws dug slightly into his feathers, but Ollie stayed calm. Once she was secure, Ollie began lowering his neck, inch by inch, bringing her closer to the ground.

Everyone watched without speaking.

When Ollie’s neck finally reached low enough, the older cat rushed forward and wrapped her kitten in her arms.

“You’re safe,” she said. “You’re safe.”

The kitten buried her face in her mother’s fur.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

The animals let out sounds of relief. Some clapped their paws. Others spoke Ollie’s name with wonder.

“You saved her,” the rabbit said.

“That was amazing,” said a bird.

Ollie stepped back, his neck returning to its resting height. His heart felt warm. He had done it. His neck had not caused trouble this time. It had helped.

The older cat walked toward Ollie. Her voice shook with emotion. “Thank you,” she said. “I don’t know what we would have done without you.”

Ollie felt his face grow warm. “I’m glad I could help.”

The kitten stepped forward, small but brave now. “Your neck is really cool,” she said.

A few animals laughed softly, not in mockery, but in kindness.

“Stretchy Stick saved the day,” said the
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