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Chapter 1: The Tallest Problem in the Jungle
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In the middle of a bright green jungle, where trees swayed like dancers and parrots sang gossip instead of songs, there lived the tallest creature of them all—Gerry the Giraffe.

Now, Gerry wasn’t just tall. He was tall-tall.
So tall that the clouds tickled his ears when they drifted low.
So tall that monkeys used his neck as a lookout tower.
So tall that when the wind blew, his knees got cold before his toes even knew about it.
Every morning, the jungle woke to the same sight: Gerry walking carefully between the trees, ducking under branches, and mumbling apologies to the birds who hadn’t finished breakfast before he accidentally peeked over their nests.

“Morning, Mrs. Toucan!” Gerry called politely one day, bending his long neck to smile.

The toucan frowned from her nest. “Gerry, dear, would you mind not peeking in while I’m brushing my feathers?”

“Oh! Sorry, terribly sorry,” Gerry said quickly, blushing beneath his golden spots.

He backed away—only to bump into a cloud of butterflies. They fluttered and scattered like confetti, and one landed right on his nose.

Being tall, Gerry had learned, wasn’t always wonderful.

When he visited the Jungle Café, things got even worse.

The café was run by a stylish zebra named Zuzu, who served the best fruit smoothies this side of the river. The animals loved it — monkeys on vines, parrots on branches, elephants by the pond.

Everyone had a place.
Except Gerry.
“Sorry, darling,” Zuzu said dramatically, waving a striped hoof as Gerry tried to duck through the café doorway. “You’re going to have to bend lower. Lower! Lower, dear!”

Gerry bent lower. His knees trembled. His neck folded like an accordion.

Then—bonk!

His head hit the sign that read “Welcome to the Jungle Café.” The whole thing wobbled and fell into the smoothie stand with a splat.

“Oh no! My mango mash!” cried Zuzu, flapping a napkin. “That’s a fashion disaster!”

Gerry sighed. “Sorry, Zuzu. I just wanted to join everyone for brunch.”

From a nearby table, a group of monkeys giggled.
“Hey, tall legs!” one called. “Why don’t you just drink from up there?”
“Yeah!” another added. “You could use a coconut as a cup!”

Gerry forced a little laugh, pretending it didn’t sting. “Good one,” he said, but his tail drooped.

After the café incident, Gerry walked home slowly, head hanging low. Well, as low as his long neck allowed. He passed under vines, across puddles, and through a grove of trees filled with chattering parrots.

One of them—Peeko the Parrot—fluttered down to his shoulder.

“Why so droopy, tall guy?” Peeko squawked.

“Oh, it’s nothing,” Gerry mumbled. “I’m just... tired of being tall.”

Peeko gasped so loudly a leaf fell off its branch.
“Tired of being tall?! But you’re the tallest giraffe in the jungle! That’s your thing!”
“That’s exactly the problem,” said Gerry. “Everything I do reminds everyone how tall I am. I can’t hide, I can’t fit anywhere, and I can’t play games with the smaller animals. I just wish...”

He stared down at his long, spindly legs.
“...I wish I had short legs.”
Peeko’s feathers puffed up. His eyes gleamed with mischief.
“Wait—did you say short legs? Oh-ho-ho, wait till the others hear this!”
“Peeko, no! Don’t tell anyone!”

But it was too late. Peeko had already zipped off through the trees, squawking at the top of his lungs:

“Breaking news! Breaking news! Gerry the Giraffe wants short legs! Repeat—short legs!”

Gerry groaned. “Oh no...”

By lunchtime, everyone in the jungle knew.

Ellie the Elephant stopped mid-splash at the watering hole. “Short legs? For a giraffe?” she said, chuckling so hard she sprayed water everywhere.

Momo the Monkey swung from a branch laughing. “That’s the funniest thing I’ve heard all week! Maybe he wants to borrow my legs!”

Even Hattie the Hippo, who rarely left her mud pool, giggled so hard she made a wave that nearly washed over her lily pads.

When Gerry arrived, the jungle was buzzing.

“Hey, Gerry!” shouted Momo. “If you want short legs, maybe try standing in a hole!”

“Or,” Peeko chimed from above, “walk on your knees! It’s the latest jungle trend!”

Gerry blushed so hard even his spots looked redder. “Very funny,” he muttered, walking away.

But that night, when the moon rose high and the crickets sang softly, Gerry couldn’t sleep. He stood by the lake, looking at his reflection rippling in the silver water.

His long legs shimmered beneath him like two tall trees.

He sighed.
“Maybe I’d be happier if I wasn’t so tall,” he whispered to the stars. “Maybe short legs would make me normal.”
A frog croaked nearby, almost like it was answering him.

But the jungle stayed quiet, and the moonlight only stretched his shadow even taller.

That night, Gerry made up his mind.
Tomorrow, he would find a way—somehow—to make his legs shorter.
How hard could it be?
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Chapter 2: The Giggle Parade
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The next morning, the jungle was buzzing.
Not with bees.
Not with flies.
But with gossip.
And the gossip had wings. Bright, feathery, noisy wings named Peeko the Parrot.

“Breaking news!” Peeko squawked, circling over the treetops. “The tallest giraffe in the jungle wants the shortest legs in history!”

Everywhere Peeko went, animals stopped what they were doing.

The meerkats popped up from their holes.
The monkeys swung closer.
Even the sleepy lions raised their heads in confusion.
“What did he say?” asked one of the meerkats.
“Short legs!” Peeko repeated proudly. “He says tall is out, short is in! Gerry’s starting a brand-new trend!”
The jungle exploded in chatter.

“Did you hear?”
“Short legs are fashionable now!”
“Should I try it? Maybe it’ll make me run faster!”
A tortoise puffed out his chest. “Finally,” he said smugly, “a trend I can actually win at.”

Meanwhile, poor Gerry was just waking up.
He stretched his long neck, yawned, and looked around his leafy home. The sun glittered on the dew like tiny diamonds, and for a moment, the world seemed peaceful.
Until—

“GERRY! SHORT-LEGS GERRY!”

Peeko zoomed past, leaving a trail of feathers.

Then Momo the Monkey appeared, hanging upside down from a vine with the biggest grin on his face.

“Morning, Tiny Legs!” Momo snickered. “Or should I say... not-so-tiny-yet legs?”

Gerry blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Oh, don’t play innocent,” Momo said, winking. “Everyone knows about your big plan to get small!”

“My what?!”

Before Gerry could protest, Ellie the Elephant came trudging down the path, trumpet-like laughter echoing through the trees.

“Gerry, dear! I hear you’re going short! I just wanted to say—don’t worry, I once wished I had a smaller trunk!”

Gerry groaned. “Oh no. Peeko told everyone, didn’t he?”

Ellie nodded with a chuckle. “Everyone from here to the riverbank. He even told the crocodiles! They said you could join them for swimming lessons once your legs are shorter.”

“Oh, terrific,” Gerry muttered.

By midmorning, things got worse.

Everywhere Gerry went, animals waved, whispered, or giggled. A group of flamingos even started practicing “short leg poses” by bending their knees and wobbling.

“We’re trendsetters now!” one cried. “Just like Gerry!”

Even Zuzu the Zebra, who loved anything fashionable, couldn’t resist. She galloped up dramatically, tail swishing.

“Darling, you should’ve told me you were launching a new look!” she said. “Short legs are so avant-garde! I could start a Short Chic fashion line!”

“Please, Zuzu,” Gerry begged, “I’m not trying to be fashionable! I just—”

But Zuzu was already sketching designs with a stick in the dirt.
“Mini pants! Jungle boots! Leg warmers! Oh, this is going to be huge!”
Gerry sighed. He could already picture it: posters of himself with stubby cartoon legs, printed all over the jungle.

As the day went on, the giggles followed him everywhere.

At the watering hole, the crocodiles grinned toothy grins.
“Well, well, look who’s joining the short squad,” one said. “You’ll be knee-deep like us in no time.”
In the banana grove, Momo and his friends had hung signs that read:

“SHORT LEG SOCIETY — COMING SOON (GERRY PRESIDENT)”

And up above, Peeko had turned it into an ongoing broadcast.

“Attention all creatures! Gerry’s leg-shrinking journey continues! Rumor says he’s trying holes next!”

Gerry nearly tripped over his own feet.
“Peeko!” he shouted up. “Stop telling stories!”
But Peeko only laughed, swooping in circles. “I’m not telling stories! I’m telling news! And besides, everyone loves you now!”

“Loves me?” Gerry repeated in disbelief.

“Of course! You’re the talk of the jungle!” Peeko said, puffing his chest. “Nobody ever started a fashion movement before breakfast!”

“That’s not a movement!” Gerry said. “It’s a misunderstanding!”

Feeling humiliated, Gerry trudged into the shade of a mango tree. He folded his long legs and sank down, wishing the ground would swallow him whole.

The tree rustled. Ellie appeared again, holding a bunch of leaves in her trunk.
“I brought you something to munch on,” she said kindly. “You’ve had quite a morning.”
Gerry smiled faintly. “Thanks, Ellie. But it’s been awful. Everyone’s laughing at me.”

Ellie gently placed the leaves beside him. “Oh, Gerry, they’re not laughing at you. They’re laughing because of you. You make their day brighter.”

Gerry frowned. “That’s easy for you to say. You don’t have clouds bumping your ears or café signs hitting
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